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F.A.Q.
Q. What is the purpose of life?
A. The purpose of life is satisfaction.
Q. Why me?
A. Why not me?

About
I was born in the Kananaskis, Alberta, Canada, my grandfather was a homesteader near Blue Rock. The Bow
Valley has been my life.
After working as the self taught Art Director at Chinook Plastics, where I supervised and produced the architectural signage for large projects such as the Cave and Basin in Banff and the University of Calgary I moved
on to a career at Art School (Alberta University of the Arts) where after 6 years of study I taught painting and
drawing. (c.v.)
By editing to create fleeting moments of exaggerated light, colour and pattern, my contemporary approach to
digital painting has created a body of work that is brimming with nostalgia for my first homes, the street, and
the mountains.
The works are similar in spirit to Nouvelle Vague:
“They developed a belief in the theory of the auteur: that is, a conviction that the best works are the product of
a personal artistic expression and should bear the stamp of personal authorship, much as great works of literature bear the stamp of the writer.” © 2008 Simon Hitchman
“(An artist) makes liberal use of artistic license to significantly embellish or change the circumstances of real-life incidents by any means possible” – Rosalind E. Krauss.
With my emphasis on feeling, I’m a personal history expressionist. I relate to Alice Neel, who as “A successor
to the expressionism of Chaim Soutine, Edward Munch, and Ernst Ludwig Kirchner, Neel used distorted drawing and invented color to reveal the character beneath each sitter’s physical appearance. (© Artsy)”
I use the camera, editing software, a formal education in painting aesthetics and a lifetime of fine art practice
to reveal what lies beneath; the poetry of existence.
Blackstock 2019

What is REBT?
Rational Emotive Behavior Therapy (REBT) is a form of psychotherapy and a philosophy of living created by
Dr. Albert Ellis (foremost psychotherapist of the last century) in the 1950’s, based largely on the philosophy of
Epictetus around 2,000 years ago: “Men are disturbed not by events, but by the views which they take of them.”
The REBT Network

Bio
Someone posted her video on Facebook.
Enchanted, I read her bio, a survivor and recovering from a crash that left her vocal chords paralyzed. Paralysis is something I know a bit about, after having a stroke. Work hard, get better. Recover.
Her parents taught her to read music by the time she was 3. I could read books by the time I was 4. Self
taught. My father died when I was 2, she had parents who did all they could to get her instruments. I longed for
a piano or a guitar, the welfare brought paint by number sets and no turps to clean the brushes, so that wasn’t
sustainable either. My music education was Looney Tunes, Disney felt he should use classical music in animation and I am forever grateful, I loved cartoons, learned to love the classics.
My mother was absent as well as my father; she was lost in depression, anxiety and narcissism. Felt she was
entitled to it, her lifelong grief. I joined the choir at church, but no one taught me anything, they were just there
to signify with their singing, their virtue, so I just sang along. Love to sing, my life long music therapy. Managed to study opera with a singing teacher for a couple of years, who didn’t insist on reading music, she trained
my ear instead.
When I was 7, I read ‘Cannery Row’, by John Steinbeck and learned how people survived poverty, so I did,
armed for life to live without money or comforts. I read ‘Naked Came I’, a bestselling 1963 novel by David
Weiss based on the life of sculptor Auguste Rodin, showing me what was possible with art and hard work combined. I loved the library and learned to love art as an achievable goal.
Robert Heinlein and Isaac Asimov taught me to think scientifically through their contributions to the new exciting genre of science fiction. I love computers and robotics after growing up with them in fantasy and living to
see it become reality, and an art creation tool.
And continue too…

Narcissism
Overvalue, Undervalue, Dump, Smear Campaign.
That about sums it up. I mean, they are charming, seductive, they do all the right things a seducer for friendship and love is supposed to do.
The problem is, they lie.
They find some reason to undervalue you and they dump you.
It can be devastating.
They get bored, but in order to look good, they have to make it your fault that they moved on to their next
adventure.
So they lie, to cover their inability to sustain relationship.
Because they are users, the other person, who has needs and desires as well, starts to ask for what they want
and then it’s all over.
So off they go, covering their tracks with a smear campaign.
Throwing rocks as they go out the door.
Because they are charming seducers, they are hard to spot.
I mean we are supposed to be told that we are wonderful, because we are.
It’s just that they are, you know, liars.
So the problem is, they have nothing to give, no empathy.
They must look good or they are horrible awful people, others must like them, or they are horrible awful people.
So with nothing to give and no empathy, how do they control others to like them?
They love-bomb. You are so wonderful, wise and beautiful....
So when you start asking for reasonable things like commitment, honesty, trust and they don’t have it, they are
out the door, blaming you to cover themselves, throwing rocks, then running a smear campaign to cover their
tracks.
I recently met a religious woman in the park, one who used religion to show that she was looking good and
likeable, and as soon as I said I didn’t prefer religion, she had nothing left, she was gone gone gone.
My gay narcissist acquaintances are much the same. As soon as I say I am hetero, I prefer friendship to belonging to a cult of sexual preference or religious preference and I’m going to be asking for trust, honesty, and
commitment, just because I exist, they don’t have it, and they are gone with me as a gay basher or a heretic as
they go out the door.
They hate me for asking for what I want.
That’s why, it couldn’t possibly be my fault.
People have choices, they can put up with me, they can be assertive and ask for whatever changes they want
or they can reject me. I don’t have secret mind powers that control others choices. Others likes and dislikes only
describe them. We are such complex creature with so many facets, to say one of these facets that you don’t prefer describes all of me, is insane.
If I say that about myself, I have created depression, anxiety, shame, embarrassment, guilt and rage.
Where is the evidence that my total being is shit, based on some characteristic that some narcissist focused on

in order to get out of being in a healthy relationship?
There is no evidence.
I highly prefer to be perfect in everyone’s eyes (that’s a lot of different preferences to be, what a dance that
would be) but I don’t have to be. It would be exhausting.
My last narcissist girlfriend took hours doing her face before going out the door as “you never know who you
are going to meet.” She MUST be liked and accepted or she is no good. OK! What about the people who don’t
prefer makeup, how do you fit in with them? Oh them, ewwwwwww.
And so it goes....

Emergence
emergence:
love is not an adult human need.
children need love
adults are loving

Booty Call
So I saw her again today, been a few years. I was vulnerable and fell in love fast, and backed away as the red
flags got trotted out, one by one.
We had reconnected she was a waitress at the deli, where I played guitar. She went to university and studied
English, 4 bachelors and a masters, I went to art school, and 20 years later here we are having coffee and then
dinner.
I like my men to walk me up to my apartment she said after, and a nice snog and good night. Best kisser ever,
and we had talked for hours with dinner, I was smitten,
A while later she came over for dinner, and she brought 2 bottles of wine and polished one off as I don’t drink
like that.
Around 10 she took a call, snickered ‘booty call’ as she took it, and arranged to meet someone at her apartment at 12.
Off the phone, I said, I think you’d better leave, this is pretty rude and I find it hard on me. But I’m too drunk
to drive..well you can call a cab from your car, I’ll walk you down and make sure you are locked in, the cab will
be here soon...
Saw her a few weeks later, in the coffee shop, raging mad, I mean pissed off, how I had abandoned her, and I
said it might be the amount of booze you poor down your throat. She stormed out.
I saw her this morning, years later, packing on the calories from the booze, splotched face, staring at me with
hate, as I got my coffee....
Dylan wrote her a song I find....
https://m.youtube.com/watch?v=yZPh3hpxLKs

Mark and Menha
Sitting in the coffee shop at the hospital. Mark walks up full of false cheer. He has sold me art supplies for
40 years, and his father before him, and now his daughter. His wife has been here for 167 days. So he sat down
exhausted and told me about it, her stroke journey, as they say.
Mark, get to see the psychologist on her team, I said, you are burning out. No. I’ve got family. How do you
know what you don’t know? Huh? I was a burnt out primary caregiver for 10 years. You’ve been for 6 months.
I recognize the signs. For instance you’re talking to a guy in a wheelchair and you haven’t asked me how I’m
doing.
Do you want a cookie? he asked. No thanks.
So he left and my friend from the coffee shop arrived, Menha. Now a unit clerk a couple of floors down I haven’t seen her in years. A chance encounter. Well drop by sometime I said. No I’m too tired after work to visit.
I just looked at her. Not speaking. Eventually she went away. Hopefully forever.
Words fail.

Ride
Andrha Simonis suggested I use a ‘power phrase’ to focus on while I recover. When my wife died and my
brother and best friend as well, I went driving courier, and sang this song. “As long as these wheels keep Rollin,
I’ll be satisfied. Gonna ride ride ride” In other words I stubbornly refused to upset myself. If it is to be it’s up to
me. My satisfaction is up to me whether I ride a wheelchair or a bike or a car. Sure it’s a pain, but it ain’t horrible.
The song is called ‘Ride’ by Robert Earl Keen. It was written by Woody Guthie who had the same disease as
my wife, Huntingtons, a disease which damages and destroys the brain.
https://youtu.be/BK2wrkDSkWc

Spiritual Girl
So. She asked me if I was spiritual at all, as she was very spiritual.
So, I carefully explained that all creatures are predisposed to anxiety, genetically, in order to run away from
danger. Monkeys who are born and raised in laboratories, masturbate constantly in order to distract and relieve
their over-anxiety. Obsessive and compulsive repetitive behavior.
In fact, knowing that, one can go to the zoo and observe which monkeys came from the wild and which came
from labs, simply by spending an hour watching creatures masturbate. I mean it doesn’t cure the problem, but it
distracts enough to offer some relief, as over anxiety is very real discomfort.
OK then, so somewhere along the line some bright person starting a church to enslave people into giving up
their time and money, offered relief from over-anxiety through the distraction of repetitive obsessive compulsive
behavior, chanting, prayer ritual, etc. and of course said masturbation was bad, for various made up reasons,
but mostly to kill the competition, and keep the cash flow going. Promises of no more anxiety in the afterlife as
well, if you buy their product, also helped to seal the deal.
Social acceptance is a powerful tool, especially in small communities, as anxiety always goes with hostility, in
these gentle religious spiritual folks, shunning being the passive aggressive tool of choice, which can be devastating in small communities with not a lot of mobility and choices. Even on Facebook with millions of choices,
getting defriended after comparing the pope and the dali lama to masturbating monkeys is a bit of a sting.
So. As our communities grew and evidence based psychology grew from the Greek philosophies of a couple
of thousand years ago, (Epicurus for example), we learned to question the beliefs, often fostered by church
groups and spiritual folks, that caused over anxiety. Beliefs that always included the words must or should, I
mean these are authoritarian in the extreme, which become fanaticism and fascism, when very extreme.
Beliefs such as I must be liked and accepted and do well or else I am a piece of garbage, others must do what
I say is the right thing or they deserve punishment, and finally, the world must be convenient or I can’t stand it.
There is no evidence for any of that, and upon seeing this, over-anxiety ceases to exist, as well as other consequences, and people are now free to masturbate for pleasure with themselves or a helpful friend instead of dire
need like a monkey in a zoo.
I mean that’s the problem with having sex with new age spiritual people, they zone out, like on a drug, and are
no longer part of the proceedings, I mean they certainly aren’t a giving/recieving, loving, attentive partner, they
are more in feeding mode than anything, soaking up anxiety relief.
Prayer chanting meditation and other rituals go out the window as well, because we no longer need the ‘medicine’ after the pain is gone, do we? For an artist, the work changes as we are now free to explore, rather than do
repetitive rubber stamp art over and over. This is the mother of invention.
So, I don’t imagine I will get to find out what happens with spiritual girl, as I’m not looking to get used like
medicine or have a bunch of shoulds and musts laid on me instead of frank conversation and willingness to
compromise. I imagine that as soon as the nice lady reads this the shunning and possibly hostility on the way
out the door will ensue.
Too bad, OK what can I do to bring satisfaction to my day today?
http://www.rebtnetwork.org/library/musts.html

ToeNails
I ran a narcissist test by my re-connected sister.
Simply I asked for what I wanted, a relationship deepening exercise, and waited to see what happened.
I hadn’t seen her for 14 years since my wife died. At that time I asked for support, emotional and material,
promises were made and nothing was forthcoming. I was devastated, loss compounding loss. I sought help at
the hospital, saw a therapist and was taught REBT and learned that the anxiety, well terror really, I was experiencing was a consequence of the notion that things must go the way I expected and I couldn’t stand it if they
didn’t.
Oh.
I was professionally advised to avoid my sister for there was a very real danger of harm. So for 14 years I did
just that. No family at Xmas birthdays etc. Often I spent them in tears missing a family.
Of course I never had one. My mother also being a narcissist and agoraphobic had not much to offer and my
father was dead, coal miner with lung cancer when I was two. I remember being age 6 or so getting my tonsils
out and the nurse bathed me and trimmed my toenails remarking on how they had never been cleaned, the nails
black with dirt. I was so ashamed and embarrassed and scared, all alone in the hospital.
So here I am in the hospital asking to have my toenails cut because I’m half paralyzed and I can’t do it myself.
We don’t do that, your family will have to. I don’t have one. Sorry but the rules......
So I recently reconnected with my sister cause I’m in real trouble with a stroke and I’m scared and she’s all
I got. I’ve been trained by experts tho, ask for what you want, narcissists will leave blaming you for exposing
their emptiness friends will stay and negotiate.
I want companionship as I’m lonely especially on the weekends. Maybe buy some art as I’m broke. Stuff like
that. Oh ya and trim my toenails.
Uh no no and no. I’m much too busy, a lot going on. Money is out of the question for the wife of a rich oil
man in Calgary. I dont do toenails. But I’ll come by with chocolate chip cookies (anxiety comfort food) sometime during the week maybe.
Funny thing happened since I fired my family this second time. Blood pressure came down, 120/70 now,
depression lifted and I laughed all day, I walked without help for about a block with a walker, and my anterior
deltoid came back so soon I will raise my arm again.
Oh ya I asked a nice nurse about toenails and she said sure what time?
So. A pain in the ass, but not a crisis, this stroke business. Sheesh

Spotting the Spots
So Ellis says people and things from the past don’t have the power to create a depression. Only what I think
about them can do that.
OK. So my sister shows up. Behaves the way narcissists often do, i.e. looking and sounding reliable but isn’t,
so she should be that way, because she is, and I’m disappointed and depressed.
Seems irrational to want a leopard to change its spots. I mean I accept that it is a leopard.
The problem with a narcissist is that they hide their spots. And their claws. They manipulate with fear, obligation and guilt, which at the very least feels icky and at the worst is abusive and usually devastating.
So the self downing, leading to depression, starts there. I should have known better. Why should I? They are
experts at hiding their spots. There is no reason why I should.
I must be liked and do well, spot the spots immediately, or else I am a shit. She must not be the way she is or
she is a shit. Life must be convenient, like not living in a wheelchair in hospital or I can’t stand it.
OK those are current events and not ghosts from the past at all.
Well the evidence is, she should be that way because she is that way.
How soon do I have to spot the spots to ‘do well ? A day, a week, or a month? I spotted it when I spotted it.
That is what counts not some arbitrary perfectionist notion of how I should be.
Is there any evidence that I can’t stand being in a wheelchair and recovering? I have been standing it, I am
standing it, so I will stand it.
So no longer depressed or ashamed but sad and disappointed, I make plans to move and ask friends to help.
Computer friends and audio friends to handle equipment. Strong friends to handle moving. Talking to strangers
and asking for what I want, help without shame.

When Digital Arrived I Found My Voice....
It’s interesting that I’ve been struggling with guilt over these damn Conté charcoals, that I should use them or
I’m not an artist.
Duh.
They may have been essential to learn with and those that like them do beautiful work.....but I don’t like them.
I feel like Bush senior, I’m the president of the United States and I don’t have to eat brocolli if I don’t want to.
Basically I’m impatient. I think. Or, I love the immediacy of digital. I love the undo-ability. I love the low cost
of changing my mind. I love the backlit loveliness of the images on the screen. I love the phucking with philters
in Photoshop. What’s new what will it do..? I’m like a kid at Christmas.
Computers fascinate me. I look forward to the newest latest greatest. In 1990 I talked with a friend about
wouldn’t it be great if the world was connected and we could make and show art on computers. Two years later
I was back in art school learning to do just that. For 6 years. Loved every nerdy minute too.
Images were free on the net then, to learn on, but to copyright the work required a camera to capture my own
images. Down that rabbit hole I went of megapxels, lenses and high tech cameras.
I was home at last.

Last Night....my Mind Healed
Woke up thinking, fuck it was a circus in this room last night. Nurses and patients attending each other, the
only thing missing was the fucking dancing bear.
Then I laughed and laughed. I knew I was going to be ok. I AM OK. Since this stroke I haven’t described
events in terms of metaphor like that.
Essentially I use my mind to create images. With words. Since having a stroke I stopped that.
This is neat. I didn’t know that. I was too close to the process to see it.
The benefit of being ill, I was once told, the purpose of it, they said, was to do reflection and examine your
life.
This is patently religious horseshit of course. And dangerous. What happens if you lose your purpose? You’re
fucked. They (various clergy) want your purpose to be to feed them the blood and energy of your life. Leeches
ain’t in it, as my favourite writer Patrick O’Brian used to say. Vampires or more likely, the walking dead in the
robes of sanctimonious claptrap. I wonder what claptrap is?
(clap•trapˈklapˌtrap/noun noun: claptrap; noun: clap-trap
1. absurd or nonsensical ideas.)
The purpose of life is satisfaction. If you don’t want to think about stuff you don’t have to. You have free will
and the power of choice. We all do. If one strategy for satisfaction is closed to me, I simply choose another rabbit hole.
After all, shltty things happen to nice people (like me) and nice things happen to shitty people, and I had better
accept the sheer randomness of that, simply because it’s in my best interests. I am able to cope with the unknown future post stroke because we all have skills, great skills, with dealing with the unknown.
We. Can’t. Predict. The. Future.
Yet here we all are, coping.
My fellow patient doesn’t know this. I long to tell him. He smokes constantly, therapists refuse treatment, they
say he reeks of tobacco. He puts 5 packs of sugar in his coffee of comfort. All due to the mistaken belief that he
can’t handle the unknown when he is handling it. Based on hard evidence.
Of course what we are talking about here, when we talk about the future, is death. That’s our future. So if
there is something after we die, the evidence is, we will cope with it just fine. Imperfectly and that’s just fine. If
there is nothing down that rabbit hole of potential satisfaction then worrying about nothing seems a tad irrational.
I spoke to a social worker who wanted to know how I coped. She was afraid that I was in ‘survival mode’ and
there will be some kind of crash. REBT teaches when something shitty happens, do everything you can to deal
with it, then ignore it. Seek something more satisfactory.
So, seeking worry seems like an odd choice. In fact, worry is always a choice and self defeating. I know, it
took 10 years of therapy to unlearn it, learned at my seriously mentally ill mothers knee. Concern, on the other
hand, is a choice and self helping. Motivating. I am VERY concerned about my life right now, And I am trusting
professionals to give me professional advice. Everything from how to take a leak standing up (Thanks Richard)
to where I am going to live and pay for it. Basically I am so busy being concerned and dealing with my concerns I don’t have time to worry. Actually none of us do.

But the bright spot in all this is the return of my sense of metaphorical sometimes caustic but always empathetic humour.
If it were the 18th century I would say I balanced the humours.

Grow your happiness in your own garden
The title is a post by one of my fans, a PhD. psychologist who writes on narcissist survival. Well that would be
me, a survivor.
The devastation one feels after the extreme seduction and protestations of love for evermore turn out to be
lies, when their boredom sets in and you are dumped for a ‘new adventure’, includes self downing for either not
seeing it coming or for believing them, you are truly not of worth.
I recently said to my sister, a serial dumper, your brother is an internationally recognized professional Canadian artist, and you have never asked about or seen his work. She said,”So?” She simply didn’t get it and demanding she should is the well travelled path to the dark side. Better to just walk away. Fire your family is sometimes
self helping and life affirming.
OK my garden my happiness. What does that look like?
Basically I’m making some long term plans. They include applying for funding to Canada Council for the Arts
and Alberta Foundation for the Arts.
My plans also include walking again. Shaking hands. Making love, in relationship.
Travel? We’ll see. I’ve been on the road for a decade.
I’m starting to look beyond the 4 walls of a hospital.
This is good.

Pairs Of Opposites Are Really The Same Thing
Yesterday my stuff went into storage. I went into hospital with a stroke two months ago. It’s going to be
awhile before I can get a place and operate it and pay for it.
What is crucial is how I look at it.
Self defeating or self helping.
The facts are, this isn’t awful or terrible. Awful or terrible means I will die from this. This is a hassle. I have to
do workouts every day to recover. I work out every day anyway, I like it.
I live at the hospital because this is the best place to recover. I have no choice about that but I have choice in
how I look at it. Some people at the hospital will never think, speak or eat again after a stroke. I only have to
walk and use my righr arm and hand again. They say this will happen, it is happening.
My cat has a good home. Is it awful that I gave up my cat or is it good that even sick with a stroke I found him
a good home? The truth is I miss my cat and I’m glad I don’t have the responsibilities. I miss my car and my
household and I’m relieved to be free of the responsibilities.
So it comes in pairs.
I’m experiencing recovery from a stroke. I feel sad that it happened and determined to get better.
Sitting here having coffee and writing. Is it so terrible?
I, as an artist, got re-validated (in reality I’m always a professional artist with formal qualifications) by professional colleagues and it came along with this stroke. Funny how that happens.
I had felt estranged from the art community due to some smear campaigns by narcissists, ex’s and alcoholics mostly but I saw them as having influence in my professional community. The cognitive distortion is that a
smear campaign spreads like wildfire. The truth is that people have free will and the power of choice, they make
up their own minds. Anyway, I thought my career was over but I continued to make work and exhibit on the
net. I was convinced that everyone hated me now. When I had my stroke I asked for help from a community aid
program for professional artists, thinking they would find ways to disqualify me. I was convinced of it in fact.
When they immediately called a jury to assess my work and my c.v., then immediately gave me the grant, it
went a long way to heal a very major part of my life.
Likewise an internet friend, Cliff Eyland, a prof teaching art at U of Manitoba, heard of my plight and bought
a piece of my art in support of me.
So having a stroke wiped out my old pain about career and community and I kickstarted my new life. Healing
as I go.
Funny how that happens.

REBT Self-Help Form
What is the situation that you are upset about?
Answer: I had a stroke I’ve had people pack up my house into safe storage. That part happened today. Gave
my car back last week. All that off my plate.
What are the unhealthy negative emotions that you are experiencing?
Answer: Hurt guilt shame embarrassment
What self-defeating behaviors would you like to change?
Answer: Withdrawing
What demand are you making about the situation?
Answer: Life must be convenient I must ‘do well’ or I’m inadequate and worthless.
Dispute: Why must life be convenient? Who says I can’t stand it. Why must I ‘do well? What is do well? How
am I inadequate and worthless?
Rational Belief: No where is it written that life must be convenient. In fact I am discovering strength. Inadequate and worthless are just labels. They don’t describe me. I’m better able to do certain things or not. Asking
for help is not a crime.
In what way are you awfulizing about the situation?
Answer: This feels awful
What are you saying to yourself about the situation that indicates low frustration tolerance?
Answer: I can’t stand this
What beliefs show that you are rating people instead of rating their actions?
Answer: I’m a waste of space.
How are you overgeneralizing about the situation?
Answer: I’ll never get better and my life Wil get worse.
Dispute: Any evidence?
Rational Belief: None.the opposite is true.
What are your new healthy negative emotions?
Answer: Sadness concern disappointment
What are your new self-helping behaviors?
Answer: Asking for help. Asking for what I want. Exercising. Tackling unpleasant tasks without delay

The Guilty Conscience of the Survivor (apologies to George Toles) or How to Take the
Major Sting Out of Loss.
My father died when I was two, a coal miner, of lung cancer or black lung as it is still known today. My mother was from Newfoundland and was subjected to its national sport, sexual abuse, at an early age.
Consequently she had the responsibility of raising 4 small kids and not the slightest idea of empathy, somehow being both a narcissist as well as a professional victim.
So I raised myself in the library, my fathers were Isaac Asimov and Robert Heinlein, a scientist and an engineer, both devout atheists.
But we were on welfare in the 50’s and 60’s in a very conservative city, Calgary, Alberta, subjected to soon to
be internalized public scorn, for ‘living off’ others.
Mom never got off the couch; she sat there smoking in her menstrual aroma, until it killed her at age 60, agoraphobic to the end, terrorized by everything. Her narcissism and the emotional incesting of her kids was dutifully passed on, and adopted, to the next generation and the next, seemingly endlessly.
How did it miss me, how did I get empathy? I sought sanctuary in the library from the emotional abuse of my
parent, the physical abuse of my brother, a particularly nasty piece of work, and the perennial abandoment of
my sister (Lucy pulling the football away just as Charlie Brown kicks it comes to mind).
I learned from books like Black Beauty and my personal hero, Huckleberry Finn. Asimov and Heinlein were
no slouches at caring for their fellow man either, they showed me how to do it, by osmosis, I suppose. Asimov
wrote over 100 medical textbooks if memory serves, was a doctor and cancer researcher along with his wife,
and revolutionized science fiction for relaxation.
So. Fast forward some 40 years later and I am the type of person that is sought out by predators of the narcissist variety. That is, unassertive and caring. The perfect target.
I was glomed onto by a woman who had 95% chance of getting the disease Huntingtons, a horrible brain
disease, progressive and terminal. She did all the usual narcissist things over our 10 year relationship, including
manipulation by F.O.G.: fear, obligation and guilt. The sex was good to start with but withholding it is a helluva
time tested manipulation.
So as frustration became overwhelming and I started to demand, finally, a healthy relationship, she did stage 2
and 3 of the narcissist relationship, overvalued, undervalued, dumped.
Just then my oldest brother died of brain cancer and my best friend of skin cancer.
So. I bet you are telling yourself you can’t stand it. This was from Dwayne Johnston the emergency family
therapist I was referred to at the hospital. I had been crying for six months. Turns out tears are tears of frustration, generally. Who knew. Well, Dwayne knew, it was his business to know. So I didn’t have to ask how he
knew I was just glad he did.
Finally, after a ‘journey’ of faith healers aka religious psychiatrists and clergy here I met someone who wasn’t
babbling inanities about ‘my purpose’ and the purpose of loss.
“When you are telling yourself you can’t stand it, you are calling yourself a loser, the major sting of loss. Evidence shows you have been standing it not only in this relationship but in all your family relationships all your
life. Someone had to be functional to make it work and that someone was you. High tolerance of frustration is
success in any endeavor. Besides when you say you can’t stand something it means you are going to die from it.

Are you dead? Hmmm?”
Now I was laughing. No I’m not dead. Well quit telling yourself things that aren’t true that make you feel shitty. Shitty equals guilty, depressed, anxious, embarrassed, and ashamed. When you see, based on evidence, that
the names you are calling yourself aren’t true, those shitty consequences disappear.
Then he gave me a website to learn to be my own therapist, and now I’m giving it to you.
http://www.rebtnetwork.org/library/shf.html

The Art of Being Alone
It is ironic that in order to learn to be alone, I thought I had to first learn to be with people. This involved
meeting them. A prospect equally as scary as not meeting them. I was stuck.
This social anxiety was my inheritance. My Mom, a single parent, bequeathed other things to my other siblings, but I got a lifelong crippling fear of asking for what I wanted from people. Things like communication,
companionship, and sex. Of course the root was fear of being rejected and being alone. This involved a fair
amount of mind reading and predicting the future. My conclusions were never tested so I was never to discover
just how inaccurate they were.
Until one day after Barb Will swept in and out of my life, and consequently I was suffering the devastation
from a scorched earth narcissist, the end of an engagement, the end of my music community that came and went
with her, my primary friendships that sided with her due to her smear campaign, I found myself with lots of
time on my hands. And a book called Intimate Connections by Dr. David Burns. He became my doctor to heal
my lifelong anxiety and pain.
It wasn’t until much later that I read Getting Rid of Crazy, by Dr. Tara Palmatier, that I learned to recognize
the Barb Wills in my life, the personalities that prey on lonely men who have yet to develop the assertive skills
to ask clearly for communication, companionship, and sex.
Dr. Burns, a cognitive therapist, one of the first in the medical community to adopt the work of Dr. Albert
Ellis, (www.rebtnetwork.org) suggested through his book that I first spend 6 months alone.
Huh? Is this guy nuts? Impossible! Yadda Yadda Yadda.
I really didn’t have an option as it turned out, I was alone anyway, so I entered his programme of what turned
out to be, self care, self nurturing.
Then the light turned on. After six months of making myself nice meals (would you invite your best friend
over, feed him a hot dog and call him a loser?) buying myself flowers, and examining my self defeating
thoughts, I began to see the consequences of my inheritance and what to do about it. Being my own best friend
became a reality instead of a cliche.
Talk to strangers and ask for what you want, yes, but feed yourself good food and good thoughts first. Dispute
anything you tell yourself where the consequence is depression, anxiety, shame, embarrassment, hurt, guilt, and
rage.
Sadness, annoyance, concern, regret, and disappointment when something shitty happens is motivating, however, because something shitty happened so you should feel shitty, and want to do something about it, especially
acceptance. Shltty things happen to nice people and nice things happen to shitty people, accept, accept, accept.
Fair enough.
What good did I make of my horror of an upbringing? I learned that I could work hard. It is the only way to
get anything. Wow

Rational Thoughts for Today
I dodged several bullets. When I was overweight pre diabetic and heart diseased, I quit sugar, grains, dairy,
lost weight and avoided a life of horror of shitty diseases.
When I had a charming lover with personality problems I simply asked for what I wanted, I was assertive. She
promptly left.
When I was a procrastinating smoker, I sought out my doctor, and learned to quit.
When my wife turned out to be a predator, I not so promptly started a new life.
And now I had a severe stroke, affecting my right side, mobility and hand. I entered hospital gave up my former life and worked on recovery, still there, and having success with walking, dressing, toileting, and eating to
the point of independence. Soon to have my own home again.
All of these events accompanied emotions caused by irrational thoughts and corresponding fears: this
shouldn’t happen, I can’t stand it, I’ll never get over this. All these concepts are lies. Based on evidence I have
created my own pain.
The worst thing that happened is I had disappointment, sometimes severe, and I work consistently to overcome it.
Talk to strangers, ask for what I want and cease shitting on myself for overcoming obstacles, by simply focusing on, I am overcoming obstacles.
I have gratitude that stroke left me with a mind and a body I can work hard to recover with. It gave me retirement and an income for life and my education gave me a career in the arts for life.
And I am getting well.
This is a rational life.

The Awakening of a Slave, to the Freedom of Art
No one can teach me how to draw, I can’t draw a stickman. Which means I tried and failed and was bitterly
disappointed. (And so is everyone who ever said that).
Gary Ripley was listening, we were at a party for aspiring musicians, smoking dope and playing guitar. He
said, ummm I can teach you, and for the next several years he became a friend, mentor, and instructor. And he
did, teach me, using the same techniques that he was taught, the same way artists had been training each other
for 800 years in the history and traditions of western European art history. It’s A professional responsibility to
recognize and nurture talent, we take our responsibilities seriously, he said in the love bombing stage of our
relationship.
His father was run over by a steam roller when he was 3 and my father died a lung cancerous coal miner when
I was 2. He had a crazy narcissist Mom and so did I.
We became brothers.
I continued to study psychology, learn painting, and to heal from my family of origin. Gary belittled my study,
continuing to drink, and finally did the narcissist manifesto learned from his Mom, overvalued (his star student),
undervalued (Alberta University of the Arts academics is for losers) and dump. After 8 years my mentor, teacher
and brother, threw me out of his life. I didn’t paint for 15 years. Total devastation.
My wife at the time, a psychologist going to law school, freaked out when Ripley and art appeared in my life,
and left. I was devastated once again. Worst of all, I went from the joy of discovery of the essence of who I
am, to a person dependant on art for my self esteem. Self esteem is the worst disease known to mankind. If you
have it you can lose it. It turns out that it is impossible to lose deep satisfaction that comes with following your
passions.
So bereft and bitter, sans wife and brother/teacher, I fell into a life of drugs and cab driving.
It took 10 years to heal, and when I was 40 I entered art school clean of substances. I was on the Presidents
honour roll 3 times, gained employment in my 2nd year at a contemporary artist run centre, discovered the birth
of the internet, and digital art. I was home.
Predatory narcissism played a major role in the psychological trauma of my life, over many relationships, having been groomed to that form of slavery from birth by my parent. I’m only OK , worthy and accepted, safe and
happy if certain conditions are in place, but mostly it’s needing the love, approval and empathy of manipulators,
who oddly enough, are incapable, but really good at faking it. Serial disappointment, to put it mildly.
The one that hooked me for 10 years with FOG, fear, obligation and guilt, had the gene for Huntingtons
disease and would require a primary care giver. She was shopping (hunting) for a nuturing guy when she found
me. Six months later we moved in together, I entered art ischool, for six years, damn the torpedos, grab another
student loan, carry on at all costs.
Eventually she found cause to dump me, asking for what I want isn’t allowed, and since her Dad paid for the
house, hit the curb, loser.
Art sustained me. I got a gig making gifs for ads, mostly email spam. It was awful but the money was good
and I needed it, but 12 hrs a day on a computer made me prediabetic and heart diseased. Fortunately India came
online and scooped all the spam business for peanuts and I went courier driving.
Courier gave me a healthy body, the freedom to learn image capturing, and photo equipment so I could follow

my love, digital fine art. The Internet gave me the freedom from galleries, the slavery of the artist stable, the
politics of the wall.
Art is my freedom from slavery of all kinds. When I was taught at the hospital (!!!) to accept myself without
those conditions ( Www.rebtnetwork.org ), freedom from the slavery of self esteem essentially, I was sent on an
assertive training course as well. The cure for a narcissistic upbringing. You have the right to hurt people. Huh?
Sure, the slaves in the south hurt their masters by being free. Big time.
If I think that every time I express my freedom, God kills a puppy, I’m a slave looking for a master. Jerald,
you are an artist, you can do anything you want. The most valuable thing I learned in art school.
Cool.

A New Beginning
It’s Dec 31.
The end.
On Sept. 12 I had a serious stroke. Insert squalid details here.
After 4 months in hospital I find myself.
Ok that was odd.
I seem to be retired now from working for a living.
Hmmmm. No.
A comfortable retirement the accountant calls it.
A change of career I call it.
Full time art production with a stable income.
Full time physio and recovery.
Something to look forward to.
It’s called a life.

Stroke
Sept 12 2017 I woke up confused and unable to move my right arm and leg. 45 min later I was in hospital and
here I remain.
I spent a week on an acute ward before being sent to a rehab ward to recover the use of my hand and to walk
again.
I’m in no pain.
Tnree mri’s an ect, a heart scan, and there is no reason for me to have a stroke.
Shit happens.
Oct 13.
It’s been a month in hospital. A week on the acute ward. Three in intense physio. It’s Friday and I’m tired
and discouraged. Even typing this blog with my left hand is hard, not to mention physio workouts, room mates
calling for nurses at 3 am hurting lonely scared mostly.
It’s infectious the fear. Losing my car and my home to a life of transit and subsidized housing will do that.
Will I walk? Use my right hand? No one knows.
Then I see a photo by the new Nikon D850. Not even a raw but an out of camera jpeg. In some ways the most
amazing photo I have ever seen. I think I will own this camera and shoot photo again. There. That’s decided. All
decisions fall into place.

The First Day
I’ve spent a few days recreating myself on the web.
Moving my art around,
creating a store,
moving my blog
This is cleaning up old business, similar to doing my taxes, getting ready for new.
I’m ready.
See you there!!

4 months later
Sept 12 2016, 10 days after my 64th birthday, I’m reaching for the toilet paper, and my arm doesn’t move.
That’s it folks thats all the drama of stroke, it used to work, now it doesn’t.
Then it does again.
Get up get dressed and call 911. My leg only works sometimes it seems.
The paramedics show up and act like they hate their jobs. They really hate that I live up four flights of stairs.
They make me walk down hanging onto the rail. They stop and chat with the pretty nacissist who lives downstairs, naturally, these guys never get laid. Eventually she turns to me and asks me how I am, finished talking
about her dog. Well, Im leaving in an ambulance, how do you think I am? Scowls of disapproval all around.
They park me in a chair for 9 hours at the hospital, as I begin my slow decline. Eventually they got me a
stretcher, after I fell and gouged open my knee. I drifted in and out of consciosness, at one point I heard a man
yelling, we are to be called STAT! when these cases come in.
They did the MRI found the stroke and admitted me, where I continued to decline for 3 days into full paralysis
on the right side, leg snd arm.
3 months later I was rescreened by the Neuro nurse of 20 years experience who admitted me. We never
thought you’d get out of bed. I had been out of a wheelchair for a week, using a walker, walked down to meet
her for coffee.
The therapist said, you will walk out of here dude, after you shake my hand. I was unconvinced.
So here I am. They say I am getting better cause I work hard, who knew?
This week I had meeting to be screened to go into seniors independant housing. My own place again, really
nice. They say its mine, first up for availability.
I dumped a shitty courier job, a shitty condo full of crazies, a huge car loan, got a pension for life, and a full
time art career, now that I had stroke that I’m recovering from. I mean all I have to do is exercise, and take baby
aspirin, 2 years to full recovery expected.
Fuck, what an adventure.

Update:
Dear Jerald
Thank you for contacting us. We are happy to tell you that, we would love to publish the following work(s) of
you in all our platforms: Photographize Monochrome, Instagram, Ello.
Only 3% of all photos submitted to Photographize are published.
:)

A Good Thing
I sent out updates on my progress, both professionally and personally, on Facebook messenger.
Some creature reported me as spam.
When I try to send a new post, Im not allowed to, to the folks that bitched
This is like giving a man with a gun, bullets.
The list of creatures include:
A senior Canadian curator that keeps getting fired, addicted to crisis,
A former co-worker whose charming incompetence is glaring in the light of evidence,
A former girlfriend whose underachieving skills are a crime against relationship,
Various and assorted narcissists of the local arts community, the last one to find a chair gets smear du jour.
I try to remember; they hate me for my empathy, for they have none, so I make them look bad, in their own
eyes. Embarrassed and ashamed they lash out before they scuttle back into their dark holes of misery and depression.
My list of well wishers gets more sincere every day, this is a Good Thing.

More work on Photogaphize
Dear Jerald,
We will schedule your work in Photographize Monochrome, Instagram Monochrome and Ello the following
day:
Jan 15th at 10:00 AM (NY time)
Thank you again for publishing with us. We hope to have more of your work in the future.
Sincerely,
The Photographize Team

You May Rise to Find the Sun
I’m road weary. Been living In hospital almost 5 months, working out in a gym 4 times a day. I want to go
home.
I love Enya
May it be an evening star
Shines down upon you
May it be when darkness falls
Your heart will be true
You walk a lonely road
Oh! How far you are from home
Mornie utulie
Believe and you will find your way
Mornie alantie
A promise lives within you now
May it be the shadow’s call
Will fly away
May it be your journey on
To light the day
When the night is overcome
You may rise to find the sun
Mornie utulie (darkness has come)
Believe and you will find your way
Mornie alantie (darkness has fallen)
A promise lives within you now
A promise lives within you now
You tube to Enya

IF IT IS TO BE, IT IS UP TO ME
‘ You are so smart’. This is from the narcissist du jour. Since all they value is approval, in order to get it, they
give it. That’s the love bombing stage. ‘You are so smart’ is the one my sister gave.
I need money, toe nails clipped and similar squalid needs met (and ask directly for that), not to mention I am
lonely, I could use some company was my response. This was after having a stroke and in hospital, half my
body paralyzed. Umm I’m pretty busy....the undervalued and dump stages all in one.
I didn’t tell her how wonderful she is.....(her drug)....was the accusation ‘of not being supportive’ as she threw
that and similar rocks going out the door, the typical case book ( “Say Goodbye to Crazy: How to Get Rid of
His Crazy Ex and Restore Sanity to Your Life” by Dr. Tara J. Palmatier, Paul Elam.), narcissistic relationship. I
mean they have nothing to give, and are pissed off at those who expose that by asking, they leave and they make
it your fault.
So once again Lucy pulls the football away from Charlie Brown. Or does she?
I have only exercised one option in how to look at this.....and devastation has been the consequence.
Ok not so self helping.
Very much self defeating.
What or how can I use my power of choice to be merely disappointed even very disappointed instead of gut
shot devastation? Well, I could look at it differently.
As long as I expect a certain result, she should, I should, the world should...insert conditional acceptance here,
I can expect pain.
Ok I’m 4 years old again, my Mom said my sister and my brothers should take care of me, when she off loaded her parental responsibilities for my care onto them. They hated the prospect of losing their play time to care
for their youngest btother; they hated me. One brother hit me every time he saw me, and emotional abuse was
constant.
To this day I have been saying that they should be a family and help me, despite the fact that this abuse continued to the point of restraining orders.
Why should they help me and be a loving supportive family?
There is no reason why they should. I’ll figure it out. I’ll talk to strangers and ask for what I want, accessing
the help and resources I need when in medical care. I highly prefer to have emotional support, love and care,
fom a kind loving nurturing family, but I don’t have to.
If it is to be it’s up to me. - Albert Ellis’s magic phrase. (www.rebtnetwork.org)
This is the way out of the no win situation, the damned if you do damned if you don’t, that was set up at birth.
Narcissists love no win situations.
Ok, they are the way they are. So they should be that way.
In the meantime, my job is to figure out what good can come from this.
Peace. I choose peace.
That ain’t nothing.

Other people must do “the right thing” or else they are no good and deserve to be punished.
So. In hospital recovering from a stroke, watching other people have family come and care for them. Where is
my family? The fuckers never showed. Why do I feel so abandoned and let down?
I created this desolation and anger with my concepts. They should do the ‘right thing’ whatever I as the supreme ruler of the universe decide that is.
I became as a consequence:
Inflexible and unrealistic
I assumed my authority over others
I assumed a clear-cut difference between right and wrong
I assumed my ability to inerrantly differentiate between right and wrong
Placed myself at the center of the universe with others catering to my needs and wants
This lead to conflict with others who also see themselves as the center of the universe
Non-accepting of human fallibility
I became my own victim of the following sub beliefs:
Everybody should treat everyone else (especially me) in a fair and considerate manner.
If they act unfairly or inconsiderately, they are no good.
If they act unfairly or inconsiderately, they deserve to be punished.
Society or the universe must ensure that they get the punishment they deserve.
Other people must not act incompetently or unwisely.
If they act incompetently or unwisely, they are worthless idiots.
If they act incompetently or unwisely, they should be ashamed of themselves.
If they act incompetently or unwisely, they should expect none of the good things in life.
Talented people must use their talent.
Everyone must reach their potential.
People who don’t live up to their potential have little or no value as human beings.
Other people must not criticize me.
If they unjustly criticize me, they are no good and don’t deserve anything good to happen to them.
This resulted in the following emotional consequences
Anger, rage or fury
Impatience
Bitterness
Resentment
This also resulted in the following behavioral consequences
Aggression and violence
Bigotry and intolerance
Bullying
Nagging

It came as a surprise that when I was abandoned by a mentally ill mother (whose husband, a coal miner, died
of lung cancer) essentially at birth, I have always felt this way and held these beliefs. My siblings are even
worse, dealing with them is a mine field of resentment, you never know when it will blow up in your face.
This is the root to fascism, common to, and taught by, groups of all kinds. I learned it in church, seeking some
order as a relief from the crazines at home. Authoritarian at best, fascism in the extreme. You can see it in the
rise of Trump, Brexit, and other Hitlerian movements. Extreme religious movements have much in common as
well and sometimes the not so extreme. Good Catholics all over the planet have shunned me and defriended me,
in their Christian belief that I must behave the same as them.
So I continually search out the evidence for these beliefs and failing to find any, I find relief.
Here is my main tool:
REBT Self Help form

Go Fund Jerald
On Sept 12, 2016 I woke up without movement on right side. I was in hospital and remain so ever since, diagnosed with a severe stroke. I was told I may never get out of bed. Three months of hard work later I am ready to
be released to my own home. Except I dont have one. I use a walker and a cane, and am basically one handed.
So. Any assistance to help me fund housing would be greatly appreciated

I Have Found Me A Home
I’ve found me a Home! It’s in a building I’ve lived in previously, across from the Co-Op grocery. I approached them as a self employed artist, where they have track record of me living there previously for 3 years,
and paying my bills on time working at home making images for the internet.
I am sharing with a room mate so it’s a 2 bedroom 2 bath, washer/dryer en suite, perfect for me while I recover at home. I have a huge walk in shower and roomy gets the soaker tub. Its a really nice place very accessible
and a short walk to the river and hipster heaven coffee shops to photo.
My roomy I’ve known for many years as a co-worker, and he is valued for his reliability and dependability.
He has come by every weekend to the hospital to get me out, usually my only visitor. Quality not quantity. I
owe him a great debt of gratitude for helping preserve my mental health. When he suggested getting a place, as
his roommate was moving on, I was very happy.
My gofundme has only reached a quarter of it’s goal and we had to act fast, but I can live on overdraft and
credit cards and continue to spam my friends while the fund grows.:)
You’ve been very patient with my solicitations. Please continue to share and contribute, even the price of a
Starbucks is helpful.
Thank You
Jerald

The Daily Dis
The Daily Dis
The hospital is the loneliest place in the world.
I’m in my 6th month. 4 to a room of acute care men, snoring and farting
Non-nurturing nursing in the night flashing
lights in the eyes every 2 hours,
Mosquito men in white coats balancing the humours
letting of blood ritual daily at 6am
Spending the day half asleep, wraith-like, lost of purpose
Public no fixed address system seeks aid for 248a bowel routine
How are your bowels dear
Sordid questions and squalid needs
Anti-social workers manipulate with Fear Obligation and Guilt in the FOG
You can’t stay
your life continues at the homeless shelter
after all we have done for you
No salt, no flavour, no texture
Too much paper work if you wallow in your swallow.
Walking the talking over
interrupting because you slur
What could you possibly have to slur
that’s important to me
The daily dis
The television in every room constantly consumes quiet
No Peace for You No Place to Process
Go home if you want to get better
No home no family?
Loser
you don’t fit our Christian family
In this shrine to the scientific method
Our system of ill-health and wellness
Why did I have a stroke?
We don’t know, don’t have another one.
- Blackstock ‘18

Soon
Soon
I will create a home and a business after 6 months sailing on recovery road.
Zero assistance from social workers generating paper
like a combine spewing chaf.
To no avail.
If it is to be it is up to me. (Ellis)
I have rode the waves and braved the storms of unknown lonliness.
Clouds obscuring
No guiding star.
Surrounded by the dementia of the institutionalized, the patients are even worse.
Goodbye you godless Liberal scum
they sing out like Hallelujah
They hate you for your compassion
that gave them this pain free medical plan
So I sit in isolation
My only comfort of companion
You
Godless Bless the internet and all of us who sail on her.

Seeking Satisfactions
Last Day
List Day
Good Day
Sad Day
Excited Day
Fear Day
What If Day
I’ll Figure It Out Day
Sitting over my morning brew
its 600AM on a Sat, the regular crowd shuffles in (with apologies to Billie Joel.)
I leave today.
I can do this
Go to my new apartment to be apart.
The moving hordes of boxes are about to invade
Everything stored but my cat who is lost in a good home
New roommate New relationship
A new sense of quiet at last
& lust & lost
To get used to
Finding myself in time
And old space
I never knew I was so lonely
Till I was surrounded
By careworn carefree careless
Caresses
here is my number if anyone finds out I am fired
here is my number help me to grieve my loss
here is my number I would like a friend in me
Like you are a friend in you
Teach me
Accept Accept Accept
Then ignore the devasting life event
And seek your satisfaction
You may have fewer choices
But you still have
Free Will and Power of Choice.
(image artist unknown)

3 days Out
3 days out of hospital, exhausted because I’m moving in my new accessible home as well as recovering. I’m
disappointed in my movers the former landlady and her handyman husband. They were to pack my home move
it to storage, find a home for my cat, move stuff to my new home, help unpack, for 1400.00. 850.00 down the
rest upon completion.
Also, they received a 3000.00 dollar lazyboy leather chair, a good Specialized road bike 2500 new, a huge
5’x3’ framed painting by me valued at 8,500. They ‘lost’ expensive raku vases and a sculpture, a bust, gifts from
the artists.
My kitchen and bedroom survived as did my t.v. and home theatre. My computer 4k monitor is broken, and
several household items are missing or damaged. 10 trips to the garbage. The packing and handling was done
by cats apparently. Seems no living room furniture survived, or would fit in the storage I could afford, so they
kept it.
They wish to charge me cleaning service when I paid cleaners 250 to do that when I went in hospital.
A week before the move they declined to unpack, labour shortage they said, I found a volunteer from the
church at the last minute. How else was I to lift and carry with one arm?
They moved me 2 weeks early, and 3 days late, citing convenience for them, costing me extra 200 in storage
fees.
So I withheld payment of the final 500, requesting that their insurance address my losses.
All I have received is a phone message to my email requesting my losses be addressed, citing obligation and
guilt, calling my email ‘nasty’.
So what there is, is unpacked and setup. Exhausted, I decline to address the movers, since they are calling
names, and guilt tripping.
Instead I am moving on with my business on the web, time to get to work.
My Work

Goodbye Richard
Richard Halliday, deceased, my drawing prof, said Blackstock any idiot can smear paint straight out of the
tube, add something to it.
So, any idiot can take a good photo straight out of the camera. You have to edit it.
“(An artist) makes liberal use of artistic license to significantly embellish or change the circumstances of real-life incidents by any means possible” - Rosalind E. Krauss.
With my emphasis on feeling, I’m a personal history expressionist. I relate to Alice Neel, who as “A successor
to the expressionism of Chaim Soutine, Edward Munch, and Ernst Ludwig Kirchner, Neel used distorted drawing and invented color to reveal the character beneath each sitter’s physical appearance(© Artsy)”
I use the camera, editing software, a formal education in painting aesthetics and a lifetime of fine art practice
to reveal what lies beneath; the poetry of existence.

Facebook the Friendly Fascist
Well, it’s goodbye to a complicated troubled relationship called Facebook. They have been kicking me off and
on for years. Nudity was a problem, sexuality was definitely out as well. A series of bans led to total shunning.
This last straw saw no reason why, but ‘unusual activity’, led them to lock me out and not let me back in. I
suspect it was the gofundme
There were a number of posts and I assume someone complained. I don’t know tho…
Ultimately, Facebook is a friendlyfascist organization as defined by the cognitive distortion that others must
do the ‘right thing’ or they deserve to be punished. This center of the universe thinking has many associated
problems. They are listed in a handy format here: REBT, but just a summary illustrates my point:
1.Inflexible and unrealistic
2.Assumes one’s authority over others
3.Assumes a clear-cut difference between right and wrong
4.Assumes one’s ability to inerrantly differentiate between right and wrong
5.Places oneself at the center of the universe with others catering to one’s needs and wants
6.Leads to conflict with others who also see themselves as the center of the universe
7.Non-accepting of human fallibility.
The problem is that on their Facebook board are supporters of Trump and similar neo-Nazi’s. They are courting the huge Chinese market, and nudity is a big no-no. Not that Trump and his ilk wouldn’t fuck, or pee on,
anything with a pulse, its just that we are not allowed to do it. No facefucking on facebook.
Art, for example, with its 800 years of history and tradition of western European nudity, done by genius in the
field, posted for scholarly discussion, will get you booted as fast as any child pornographer.
Report this post, encourages informers, especially the lowest common denominator when it comes to Puritan
values, even if you come from a non-Puritan country.
The Brits have censorship all figured out; adults are self censoring, and usually use good taste, I mean for a
country that calls each other cunts on a regular basis. Their tweets are vile, but I don’t need big brother to police
them for me. I like vile on occasion.
I also like nudity, some of it, like the sensuous of the French who say what is not shown but implied is way
more erotic to the mind.
I detest censorship.
Adults having adult conversation is my preference.
After all it’s my internet too.
It’s been a good format to blog, and post artwork, see what other artists are doing, but I suspect there are better
ones, like Ello, emerging all the time.
Lets go explore and find out shall we?

The Purpose of Life is Satisfaction
What is the situation that you are upset about?
Answer: I was reading about the shame and guilt expressed by survivors of sexual abuse, and I started to think
about my brother who recently attacked me on the web on my go fund me page, telling me to go on welfare
What are the unhealthy negative emotions that you are experiencing?
Answer: shame embarrassment rage depression hurt
What self-defeating behaviors would you like to change?
Answer: withdrawal and avoiding social contact overeating, overindulgence in treats
What demand are you making about the situation?
Answer: I must have approval or I am an inadequate worthless person
Dispute: Why must I have the approval of someone who doesn’t like me?
Rational Belief: There is no reason why I must have the approval of my brother or anyone else who dislikes
me.
What are you saying to yourself about the situation that indicates low frustration tolerance?
Answer: I cant stand his abusive behavior
Dispute: Will this kill me?
Rational Belief: I find it uncomfortable but I am not dying from it.
What are your new healthy negative emotions?
Answer: Sadness annoyance concern disappointment
What are your new self-helping behaviors?
Answer: talking to strangers asking for what I want exercising eating more healthily
Designed by Will Ross © 2006
Return to www.rebtnetwork.org

Love Bombing
Tara, my fav shrink
Hi Tara, it’s been awhile, glad I found you after having a stroke then being discarded by FB for promoting my
gofundme and not paying them for access. I’m recovering financially and physically.
So, your fascinating work. Being a single introvert and lonely and horny, when I used to get love bombed I
would romanticize it into ‘the one true love’ and boom. Sometimes I think I could give each of your articles a
name. This one I call Deana. I saw her at the hospital while I was still living there. I was out of a wheelchair, but
using a walker, she looked at me and kept walking, to her psychiatrist no doubt. I thought, what shes got, he aint
gonna fix. She also wanted to make a baby the first time we had sex.
Thanx for the validating info, once again.
Jerald

Carol, My Wife From a Former Time
So.
Carol, my ex-wife-rich-lawyer surfaced, donated 100 bucks to my gofundme. I had just, by chance, finished
reading A Shrink for Men by my favorite psychologist Tara, when it comes to the emotional fallout (devastation) of the lovely liars I have dated or married.
Why do they lie? Well, they don’t want you to find out who or what they really are. The same reason why they
curtail any real communication. So I fell in love with who they pretended to be, as I was supposed to. Then
they get bored, and risk discovery, and leave. After having affairs, withholding sex, all the usuals, then blaming
me for it, as they go out the door. Work on it, see a family therapist? No, I’ll commit suicide before I’ll reveal
myself in any intimate or honest way.
Oh.
A fellow I have never met, an artist on the internet, bought a print, 850.00 then donated 500.00 to my GoFundMe, and in comparison, here is my ex devaluing me, again, with a hundred dollar donation. It’s about her
looking good, not about her helping me in any real way. She even sent it straight to my bank so she wouldn’t be
seen supporting me, a further devaluation.
I spent the money on a pedi-mani-haircut-cabrides. Paying others to pretend to care for me, with money that
was used to pretend to care for me.
Seemed right.
Add a little REBT:
What is the situation that you are upset about?
Answer: So. Carol, my ex wife surfaced, donated 100 bucks to my gofundme
What are the unhealthy negative emotions that you are experiencing?
Answer: depression, shame, embarrassment, hurt
What self-defeating behaviors would you like to change?
Answer: exercise avoidance, withdrawal avoiding social contact
What demand are you making about the situation?
Answer: I must do well and win the approval of others or else I am no good. (Inflexible, Places unrealistic
expectations on oneself, Over-concern with others’ opinion of oneself, Self-worth measured by achievement and
popularity, Non-self-accepting)
Dispute: Where is the evidence that I am no good under any conditional acceptance, let alone those of someone covering their lies and promises broken.
Rational Belief: There is no evidence. I’m allowed to be a fallible human because I am. This is not a rating of
me.
What are your new healthy negative emotions?
Answer: sadness disappointment regret
What are your new self-helping behaviors?
Answer: talking to strangers, asking for what I want, exercising
The poets say it best, my story:
The Boxer

Tears for a Saturday Afternoon
So.
This reading on narcissism has helped to clean house of my sketchy friends. I mean it’s OK and desirable to
put up with imperfections and idiosyncrasies in fact we love each other for our foibles not our perfections. Not
only do I not have to be perfect, it’s better if I’m not.
The latest episode was an accountant I met over at Cafe Beano, Tom. Perpetually in shit with his clients for
not getting their taxes done on time, that kind of thing. Seemingly nice guy, conservative but not too rabid, liked
to chat about business, a fav subject of mine, so as long as we didn’t stray too far off topic we got along. Politics
was a no no, he was too right wing. Art he was clueless as well. Religion? Nope.
I didn’t know that it had to be his topics of interest, otherwise he got bored and irritated, a red flag I just
learned about today, I mean I’m recovering from being groomed from birth to be codependent, meaning making
my needs and desires secondary to an abuser. Hardwired.
So I had just left Edi, thrown out for speaking up about getting my needs met essentially, and was looking for
friends, the coffee shop was a place to start.
Turns out that the coffee shop was a place for those with mental health issues to gather, all the halfway houses
being defunded by conservatives in love with reaganomics and thatcherism.
So Tom was the best of a bad lot, charming, educated with a degree in accounting he said, (he lied, never
finished), and someone to spend time with. It never occured to me that he should call, or look me up, or ask me
how my day is going. That ol codependent thing yanno.
Fast forward 9 years of aquaintenship and he still hasn’t done my taxes which has been ok as I couldn’t afford
to pay them, or him, so we just let it slide, year by year. Then this stroke thing happened, I’m suddenly homeless, my old apt. was up 4 flights of stairs, and I need my taxes for last year to prove entitlement for government assistance to get a house set up. In fact if my taxes were done I could have financed my vehicle through
the credit union, where they have disability insurance. Oh well, didn’t need that credit rating anyway. Month
after month dragged by, I’m still in the hospital and the social worker is saying, what’s wrong, without the taxes
done, I cant apply for anything, and Tom keeps saying, soon, soon.
Finally we strike a deal where he can fax the documents, to the social worker, but not file them, with the government (no accountability), but at least she has them, which is useless to me. Tom wants me to mail them, to
the feds. I call the tax people and they say that will take weeks, a reputable guy would netfile, have your assessment in days. Hey, here are 4 companies we recognize who will do it for free, just plug in the raw numbers.
Tom why don’t you do that for me? Naw I don’t netfile.
So I do that one Sat morning, on my tablet, in the hospital, half paralyzed and sure enough, it’s easy, could
have done this months ago. I had been listening to Tom saying how complicated and scary it is and how scary
the tax guys are. (Fear Obligation Guilt FOG). Why doesn’t Tom do this, I’m starting to wonder, he’s kept me in
hospital so long they are threatening to dump me in the shelter, with 4000 other homeless men.
It was so easy that I did the other missing years on a Sat. morning, getting returns for each year, Tom said I
would owe instead. More fear and obligation.
What the fuck? I’m too busy with therapy and finding a place to live to stop and consider but when finally he
demands payment, for work that is done late and is incorrect (when I finally did the taxes myself, I got a 600

dollar refund, his work said I owed). Now he won’t take an interac transfer, insists I write a cheque. Uh Tom, I
cant write anymore. Well get someone to do it for you. Huh? I’ll send it over the net... No that’s not safe...Huh?
Again, it’s all about him. Tom I pay my bills on the net...So he mails me a stamped self addressed envelope,
again I tell him I cant write, its humiliating to ask someone to do it for me, so out he comes with the obligation
and guilt yadda yadda.
Best guess is he wont netfile or interac bank because he’s afraid of the net. He covers it by saying how important he is and has important information on his computer. Well so does every other accountant...
So finally I stop and put it together.
Entitlement. Lying about his qualifications. Manipulating with shame obligation guilt. Lying about the bank
not accepting out of province interac transfers, lies lies and more lies. No consideration of others, even a guy in
a hospital that needs the services he promised, the only consideration is his entitlement to a life free of inconvenience. I’ll get to it when it’s convenient. The guy that almost landed me in a homeless shelter, I got a place by
using credit cards overdraft and a decision to have a room mate which I swore never to do. Finally the assistance money came after I had been out a month. If I had still been in hospital, no longer acute, but at 5 grand a
day, they would have been forced to dump me in the shelter.
So this relationship goes out to the trash today. Do I feel better? Numb mostly. I realize how close I came to
being homeless. Depending on a narcissist. Convinced he was a friend, but I was just a reason to make him look
good, (as long as it doesn’t cost him, he never donated to my gofundme, not even buying me a coffee) helping
the helpless.
The good thing about dumping them is you tend to thrive afterward.

Navigating the Troubled Waters of Homelessness in Hospital, With a Brain Injury
Hi Rozanne,
I do my best writing when I am writing to someone, so I’ll address this to you. I am moving out of hospital
this weekend. My friend Brian, who has been very loyal and dedicated, getting me out on weekends regularly,
needed a roommate and agreed to move to an accessible apt and share expenses.
We applied to the Carrington where I have lived previously, so there is a 3 year record of my being a self employed artist, and paying on time.
We were approved and sign the lease tomorrow. It is a luxury 2 bedroom with 2 baths, mine has a huge walk
in shower. There is an en suite washer and dryer, all the goodies. My cost is 800 per month inclusive. I have
enough on my overdraft and credit card to finance rent and groceries till next Sept. And there is still hope of
AISH and Alberta works. My gofundme campaign has raised 1200 so far from my world wide network of professional artists colleagues.
It was so simple.
Arranging housing and financing through the hospital, well, as you saw, was literally a shitshow. The appointment at Silvera, was almost cancelled, that creature Linda that replaced you, refused to get me taxi chits
and refused to attend, as you and I arranged. I dont go out she said. Pay for it yourself. Being a typical personality disorder narcissistic and I suspect alcoholic, she attempted to manipulate with Fear Obligation and Guilt.
Threats were made of the Drop In Center repeatedly until the team got Dr. Lamb to speak to her. Being vulnerable, this did me great harm, but apparantly she didn’t care or even notice, in fact she probably enjoyed screwing with my head, typical narcissist behavior. She was ‘nice’ after that but far from helpful. I found out about a
Cups program for housing asked her about it and she said, find out yourself. She was to arrange an appt. with
Alberta Works for funding but didn’t bother and failed to mention it to her replacement. I mean either she was
grossly incompetent or intentionally intended vindictive harm. Same thing really.
The appointment at the Mustard Seed she forced me to take, was awful. They want 1100 a month for a 400
sq.ft. 1 bedroom, twice the market value, can’t bring your own belongings and a weekly urine test for drugs, no
overnight guests. No AISH left for food, go to the food bank. Typical anxious and hostile ‘Christian’s’ for profit.
I’m a lifelong member of my church and I never heard of the teachings of Christ so abused.
So with all the offers of ‘help’ more designed for a street drug addict than a professional, things haven’t
worked out well.
I was fortunate that I have a history of professional practice that allowed me to secure a place, God help those
who don’t and have to face such incompetence.
Incompetence such as being told Alberta Works would pay for my car and apt by the first social worker I saw,
Emmanuel, to others telling me they would probably pay my first months rent and damage deposit (they don’t)
have hurt me, personally and financially, and slowed my recovery, and release date. The trauma and post trauma stress of being threatened without basis in fact with being sent to shelter, I still wake up in cold sweats, and
break out in tears at the drop of a hat.
I’m fortunate I have dealt with my living situation by myself, those poor bastards dependant on this social
work dept. full of sycophants narcissists and alcoholics are in serious trouble.
Fortunately I met you, Rozanne, and you helped me navigate this experience while suffering a traumatic and

devastating life event.
Ailian Lui has been wonderful. She didn’t know much about me from Linda, (nothing actually), so when I
dropped in unexpectedly to see Linda and find out what happened to my promised meeting with Alberta Works,
Ailian, her replacement, spent an hour and a half getting up to speed with me in order to be of assistance. Then
she went off to speak to Alberta Works on my behalf. A real pro.
So goodbye Rozanne. As Albert Ellis says, if it is to be, it is up to me.

Untitled Artist
“(An artist) makes liberal use of artistic license to significantly embellish or change the circumstances of real-life incidents by any means possible” - Rosalind E. Krauss.
With my emphasis on feeling, I’m a personal history expressionist. I relate to Alice Neel, who as “A successor
to the expressionism of Chaim Soutine, Edward Munch, and Ernst Ludwig Kirchner, Neel used distorted drawing and invented color to reveal the character beneath each sitter’s physical appearance(© Artsy)”
I use the camera, editing software, a formal education in painting aesthetics and a lifetime of fine art practice
to reveal what lies beneath; the poetry of existence.No one can teach me how to draw, I can’t draw a stickman.
Which means I tried and failed and was bitterly disappointed. (And so is everyone who ever said that).
Gary Ripley was listening, we were at a party for aspiring musicians, smoking dope and playing guitar. He
said, ummm I can teach you, and for the next several years he became a friend, mentor, and instructor. And he
did, teach me, using the same techniques that he was taught, the same way artists had been training each other
for 800 years in the history and traditions of western European art history. It’s A professional responsibility to
recognize and nurture talent, we take our responsibilities seriously, he said in the love bombing stage of our
relationship.
His father was run over by a steam roller when he was 3 and my father died a lung cancerous coal miner when
I was 2. He had a crazy narcissist Mom and so did I.
We became brothers.
I continued to study psychology, learn painting, and to heal from my family of origin. Gary belittled my study,
continuing to drink, and finally did the narcissist manifesto learned from his Mom, overvalued (his star student),
undervalued (academics is for losers) and dump. After 8 years my mentor, teacher and brother, threw me out of
his life. I didn’t paint for 15 years. Total devastation.
My wife at the time, a psychologist going to law school, freaked out when Ripley and art appeared in my life,
and left. I was devastated once again. Worst of all, I went from the joy of discovery of the essence of who I
am, to a person dependant on art for my self esteem. Self esteem is the worst disease known to mankind. If you
have it you can lose it. It turns out that it is impossible to lose deep satisfaction that comes with following your
passions.
So bereft and bitter, sans wife and brother/teacher, I fell into a life of drugs and cab driving.
It took 10 years to heal, and when I was 40 I entered art school clean of substances. I was on the Presidents
honour roll 3 times, gained employment in my 2nd year at a contemporary artist run centre, discovered the birth
of the internet, and digital art. I was home.
Predatory narcissism played a major role in the psychological trauma of my life, over many relationships, having been groomed to that form of slavery from birth by my parent. I’m only OK , worthy and accepted, safe and
happy if certain conditions are in place, but mostly it’s needing the love, approval and empathy of manipulators,
who oddly enough, are incapable, but really good at faking it. Serial disappointment, to put it mildly.
The one that hooked me for 10 years with FOG, fear, obligation and guilt, had the gene for Huntingtons
disease and would require a primary care giver. She was shopping (hunting) for a nuturing guy when she found
me. Six months later we moved in together, I entered art ischool, for six years, damn the torpedos, grab another
student loan, carry on at all costs.

Eventually she found cause to dump me, asking for what I want isn’t allowed, and since her Dad paid for the
house, hit the curb, loser.
Art sustained me. I got a gig making gifs for ads, mostly email spam. It was awful but the money was good
and I needed it, but 12 hrs a day on a computer made me prediabetic and heart diseased. Fortunately India came
online and scooped all the spam business for peanuts and I went courier driving.
Courier gave me a healthy body, the freedom to learn image capturing, and photo equipment so I could follow
my love, digital fine art. The Internet gave me the freedom from galleries, the slavery of the artist stable, the
politics of the wall.
Art is my freedom from slavery of all kinds. When I was taught at the hospital (!!!) to accept myself without
those conditions ( Www.rebtnetwork.org ), freedom from the slavery of self esteem essentially, I was sent on an
assertive training course as well. The cure for a narcissistic upbringing. You have the right to hurt people. Huh?
Sure, the slaves in the south hurt their masters by being free. Big time.
If I think that every time I express my freedom, God kills a puppy, I’m a slave looking for a master. Jerald,
you are an artist, you can do anything you want. The most valuable thing I learned in art school.
Cool.

Happy Sunday
Hi. It’s Sunday and I imagine you are going to church. It’s true that I’m an ‘atheist’ whatever that means. For
me, losing a parent at age 2, it means the notion of a God in the sky and a father in the sky are all mixed up in
childhood loss. Neither one are available to bring me presents, based on evidence.
My mother wasn’t available either because she was a narcissist, and I was in love with who she pretended to
be when I did something for her. He’s such a Good Boy. Essential grooming and training of a co-dependant and
dogs. No wonder I prefer cats. That look, the narcissists stare, the unblinking eyes of the look of mothers love,
gets me every time.
I’ve seen it in lovers and yoga cult recruiters. At the Ashram they could really turn it on, God’s love channeling, shining through the eyes of the Guru. They even called it Divine Mother, as they were shopping for and
grooming the ‘karma yoga’ codependents, slaves essentially, who traded labour for that look. At the church as
well, whether it’s the minister shaking hands at the end of the service, that loving stare in return for the donation, or the bishop when I was 13 at some rite of passage ceremony, the same unblinking intense look of a
mothers love that we are to redefine as a spiritual experience.
It’s all part of who they are pretending to be. My last minister in the United Church held a meeting in his
home, for us planning some art show I was to curate. He drank 2 bottles of wine in the hour I was there, and still
kept the pretense up, of a sober serious man. He had some serious narcissist chops.
The native charisma I suppose goes with it, the powerful personality of a world class charmer. Good actors either have it or are trained in it. I know when I was at art school we were trained, commercial fine art, in how to
make an image ‘look good’. I suppose if you can do that, trigger emotional responses with a pencil and a piece
of paper, you can do it with anything, especially a human being.
My teacher at the Ashram was a 6’6” imposing figure of a man, former truck driver with a radio announcers
voice, recruiter extraordinaire, the most charming man I ever met. He hid very well the anxious and hostile
makeup, I’ve found common in the type, behind the unblinking eyes of feigned mothers love. As age 60 approached him, he married one of the young devotees, early 20’s, and moved to Winnipeg. His former wife, he
left at the Ashram, suffering from Parkinson’s disease, discarded and left behind, of little use to him.
Empathy, compassion, caring and love are the things they are pretending to have and of course they are having
none of it. Anxiety and hostility are what lurk behind that look of love.
On an institutional scale, it explains the different branches and sects of religion. All that overvaluing (you
know the words of God!) then undervaluing as the truth inevitably comes out (no one does), and the fear and
bitterness leading to the holy wars and lack of empathy, in the child molestations, for example, then consequent
dumping, going on. The movie Spotlight, a true story, goes into more sordid detail about the institutional abuses
of children on an epic scale.
Overvalue, *you are a true spiritual being* (there’s no such thing), Undervalue *uh oh he saw that anxious
and hostile event* (you are getting to know who I really am), Dump *you are over indulging in the senses by
going to art school* (find ways to make it all your fault as you are thrown out the door). True story, life at the
Ashram.
So being vulnerable, due to recent loss and abuse, I am picked up in the coffee shop by a beautiful woman
who is searching for a codependent, as it turns out, to be a hired hand because it looks like she is going to have

Huntington’s disease and will require quite a lot of care, in few years. I’m in the market for a ‘one true love’ so
this is what she sells me. She reveals the gene for the upcoming disease after we ‘fall in love’ of course, when
the hook is firmly set, with the condition of, maybe it won’t happen. Oh. Well fuck, the sex is abundant and
varied (they bore easily) she is charming, has lots of money so I can go to art school, likes cats, so ya let’s roll
the disease dice and play house. When she inevitably dumped me, the family therapist who deprogrammed me
from narcissist relationships, at the hospital, described our union as a business deal. Huh? Ya, relationships are
unconditional, if there are conditions all over it, then it’s a business deal, a contract.
You broke the contract buddy, you asked for what you wanted, codependents don’t have needs fulfilled. Geez,
get with the program or get out.
So here we are, you are a church going believer in Christ, and I’m not, well I am waiting for evidence, yet we
like each other for no particular reason, other than we just do. Albert Ellis, my fav psychotherapist, puts it like
this: Make your partners goals (for satisfaction which is the purpose of life) almost as important as your own
(Ellis, Making Intimate Connections, 2000).
So, my new friend, if you are going to church, and you want me there for company, I’m going. It’s my responsibility to find something satisfying, the music, the art or the pretty women to look at, whatever. I’ll not act like
a pouting 4 year old about it and make everyone miserable. I’ll not put conditions on it, my liking you, your
very loveable traits, because its not in my best interests to do that, then try to get my needs (for communication,
companionship and sex) met. It’s self defeating. It’s self helping to accept our differences without conditions.
It’s self helping to accept myself, you, and the world without these conditions too. Otherwise I’m just being a
4 year old, holding my breath till I turn blue. You promised to have the secrets of the universe goddammit! The
search for perfection is the search for loneliness (David Burns, Intimate Connections, 1985).
Or, I highly prefer to have the secrets of the universe, but I don’t have to. I can still find satisfaction in community, music, art and pretty women, by going to church with you.
Life is a satisfaction, not a business deal because life is a relationship that requires unconditional acceptance
in order to be satisfying.

“The new arrival looked over his shoulder, and saw a looming threat of ‘hard luck’ rivalry.” - George Toles

“The new arrival looked over his shoulder, and saw a looming threat of ‘hard luck’ rivalry.” - George Toles,
Facebook post excerpt, March 3, 2018
I arrived in the hospital in an ambulance, entering into an awareness of a new world of hard luck rivalry. The
hospital competition is fierce but not between the patients, as you would expect.
The first instance was an ambulance driver who wanted to complain about how his team fucked up in some
massive way. I tried to walk away from his loud and intrusive voice, that’s when I discovered that my leg no
longer functioned, and fell, I still have the scar. Where are you going he wanted to know, away from you was
my response, I find you really intrusive. Well sit down before you hurt someone ya rude fuck...
In the almost 6 months I spent in hospital, the scenario was often repeated, usually by visitors claiming for
their patients greater hard luck than mine. I’d ask my colleague to take their visitor to a family area, saying I’d
like to take a shower or a nap. Fuck off, in other words, your patient had a stroke, yes, but I imagine he’s gonna
walk out of here, and right now I don’t know if I will use my right side of my body ever again. I don’t want to
hear how terrible his life is.
But mostly it was just the visitor claiming his life was really horrible. One guy who discovered his wife had
taken a kind liking to me, in direct competition to his relative, a stroke victim, called me ‘that thing’ when my
first attempt with the water flosser sprayed him inadvertently. I mean I was early recovery and half my body was
flacid, on my dominant side, and my speech was almost unintelligible. The fact that I found it amusing while
I apologised didn’t help I suppose. I mentioned it to the male nurse that night when he asked why I seemed so
down. He said they had zero tolerance for patient abuse, and the visitor wasn’t allowed back. Cool.
Later when on the rehab ward, rapidly recovering, it was the nurses who had the hard luck stories. I was
formerly an addictions counsellor, empathetic and I knew how to listen. Problem was, they didn’t want tools for
their misery, they wanted to win the competition for hard luck. Later, if I asked if I could chat, as I was feeling
lonely, or worse, the response often was: when I feel this way I talk to my Lord Jesus Christ. Fuck off, in other
words, you ain’t winning no hard luck rivalry with me.
Several nurses gave me their phone numbers. I could get in real trouble for doing this....but when I was discharged I texted or left a message there was never a response, fear I suppose that I might not want to talk about
their daughters death, or their bone crunching isolation, and instead they would find me looking for a friend who
might be more accepting of my situation, warding off my own isolation, in a healthy way by reaching out.
The elevator guys were the worse. They would stand holding the door heroically in some agonizing posture,
completely blocking the door to me and my wheelchair, and later my walker. Uh could you excuse me please?
Well you don’t have to be so rude...well you are standing there with your arms splayed like Christ on the Cross
and you really need to visit your shower dude, say hello to your toothbrush while you are at it....the subsequent
silence in the elevator was a tad thick with only the occasional giggle from the back...
Sammi was my favourite colleague in the hospital. Just out of high school graduation she found herself paralyzed from the waist down. How do you find this new lifestyle? Well, I can do wheelies was her smiling honest

answer. I fell in love with her immediately. We talked about finding what choices we have to find satisfaction in
life. I told her I enjoyed being in a wheelchair in the mall. I mean you are at crotch level with the world and its
amazing the number of people who are scratching their Brazilians absently while maintaining eye contact with
the rest of the mall. I never knew so many people just had to be in contact with their stuff. Sammi and I were
laughing and enjoying the day as if the wheelchairs and the hospital with its keen rivalry for victimhood were
all roundly ignored, while we focused on something more satisfying. Each other, and the joy of new unconditional friends.

I Showed Up
When I went to the family therapist, after Edi kicked me out, he didn’t have a lot of time, so he described our
relationship in words pretty similar to how you described yours: being controlled by someone else’s displeasure.
He taught me things, such as other peoples likes and dislikes only describe them, not me.
I had a date, after, a teacher, and we were going to her Christmas party, she said you are not wearing those
jeans, are you? So I changed to dress pants, because I was programmed to not like myself if someone else was
afraid (that’s the key word) that I would embarrass them in public, because I was afraid of being embarrassed
in public too. So we had a little shame contract, you won’t embarrass me and I won’t embarrass you. A business
deal. When we got to the party everyone was dressed any old way they pleased, of course.
We spent our anxious (and later she was very hostile) time together with me being shut down, never knowing
where the next blindsiding attack would come from. I was in bed with her, naked and vulnerable and she said, I
don’t know what I’m doing with you, all you have is a truck a computer and guitar. I put my clothes on, silently,
and left. No lashing out, no blog posts, just leaving the abuse, without criticizing it.
But speaking of me, if I have presented myself as anxious and hostile, something went very wrong. An abusive man would criticize your relationships, especially your relationship with the church, given the abandonment and other abuses I have suffered. So I have done the opposite, saying unconditional acceptance is what I
have been taught as the antidote to abuse in relationship. If church is important to you, then it’s important that I
respect that, if you want me to go, then I’m going because that’s important to you. If it were a gallery opening,
and I wanted company, would I ask you to join me and have you say no all openings are shit? Or would you say
of course I have had poor experiences at openings in the past, but what did happen doesn’t mean will happen,
and because this is important to you Jerald, then this is important to me.
Of course I have never had a relationship where someone actually said that, all I’ve had are business deals, but
I can always hope. In the meantime I make friends like you and that’s nice, sharing recovery from being shut
down in abusive relationship stories, and trading strategies for healing. I put two books in my blog post because
they helped with that. Ours is a common story. It boils down to they hate us for our empathy because it makes
them look bad. We must never make them look bad.
It’s insane.
So I sit here, alone still, with my loss and my grief, and write about it, because friends refuse to go out in
public with a walker, a cane, a wheelchair, it would make them look bad, being the centre of attention accompanying me. No visits to the hospital either, too busy, not a priority, too creepy, whatever.
I am an INFJ in the Myers Briggs personality type, the rarest of all kinds, full of empathy, so I am able to understand and feel the terror these people fear at being exposed. They refuse to read my writing because I (intentionally) expose myself, as a shame attacking exercise. It creeps them out, don’t mention me by name don’t take
my picture, all the usuals. As if your right to privacy were a weapon I might use against you, which is your mind
numbing fear, held over from being controlled by just such a fear by a scared and angry 4 year old of a partner,
the same partner I had and all the friends too, a business deal of shame, anger, depression and disease.
So, I crave intimacy, that is defined by creating a safe environment for emotional honesty. Since folks are too
busy running from that due to fear of exposure, I have made it my work, my writing and my visual art, a personal history of expressionism, emotional honesty. One of my readers said he reads my posts aloud to his wife, has

for years. They sent me hundreds of dollars when I was ill and broke, complete strangers that I have never met.
People who crave emotional honesty.
Alice Neel, one of my painter influences said ‘finding a businessman involved in art, is like finding chicken
shit in your chicken salad’. The same is true of finding them in any relationship that requires intimacy, safety,
honesty. Ironically, I have found intimacy, safety, honesty by being ‘exposed’ and talking about myself in my
work.
You described me, when you met me, as fresh, alert, awake, someone who showed up. The ashrams and
buddhists call me enlightened. That’s what it looks like when someone is dealing with their fears as best they
know how, then ignoring them, and focusing on ways to find satisfaction. I mean I was homeless, extremely ill,
living in a hospital, just lost the use of 50% of my body, my income, my home, my lovely dear dear cat, extremely lonely, even family refused to visit, due to my refusal to make shame deals and not discuss stuff. So I
wrote about that, with my left hand, as best I could, taught myself to wipe my own ass, put on my own clothes,
got myself in a wheelchair, and with one hand, got myself to a coffee shop where I met you, and many others, a
daily thing, so I could intentionally ignore my troubles by focusing on you and your cancerous husband or their
stoke victim wife, still waiting for someone to respond in kind, but they never do, and ask me how I’m doing.
So I decided it’s not a reasonable expectation in the land of ‘hard luck rivalry’ (thanks again for that insight
George Toles), from people who have been so abused by their partner and their disease, I mean I know it well, I
was once in exactly the same isolated lonely shoes.
David Burns, the author of several cognitive therapy books described loneliness is the result of saying, no one
loves me. Why that is a lie is because I love me, I always have my best interests at heart, so I’m not dependant
on others to care for me. Adults, say Ellis, are self supporting, children need support, so adults support them.
That’s basically the problem I have with religion, its being a child again, needing support. If it is to be it’s up to
me. That includes satisfaction in the midst of mind numbing loss and grief which I am experiencing, and dealing with daily.
My good friend Will Ross, dying of liver cancer, REBT therapist and trainer, gave me an insight. “what good,
can I make of this?” that is the important question. Well, I don’t have that abusive cow pushing me around with
her shame and fear anymore. It’s true I miss the incredible sex but that was just a distraction from anxiety for
her, I was like a drug, she was really zoned out, not interested in my pleasure, only in receiving her distraction,
some relief from her mind numbing fear. Terror actually. And that describes the rest of our past relationship too.
Conditional.
So I wish to build one that is unconditional. So it has to start with me. I am interested in how my day is going,
whether I am 50% paralyzed or not. Victories like being able to cut my toenails are huge signs of independence.
I am interested and care about others the same way, so I wish you well with your emotional independence and
make myself available to listen, awake, present, I show up.
The same is true of the world, shitty things happen to nice people and nice things happen to shitty people, I
use my extremely powerful free will and power of choice to accept this, this thing called life.

Hassles not Horrors
Letter to a new friend:
Here is my narcissist resource:
http://shrink4men.com/2018/02/24/why-do-narcissists-cheat/
Here is my rational resource:
http://threeminutetherapy.com/my-book-three-minute-therapy
I use this form alot but the entire site is helpful these are tools given to me at the hospital when going through
loss of several loved ones simultaneously:
http://www.rebtnetwork.org/library/shf.html
Thank You
Jerald

Always
The major sting of loss for me, were things I thought, which weren’t true, that caused unhealthy negative emotions (depression, anxiety. embarrassment, shame, hurt, guilt...). Lately this information has helped me with the
loss of and recovery of bodily functions due to brain injury by turning those feelings, those consequences, into
healthy negative emotions: sadness, annoyance, concern, regret, disappointment...
The concept of what good can I make of this (such as build art with a disability income to back me up), tools
like that, (and make wonderful new friends like you), are the rocket fuel for recovery. Then my loss becomes a
bittersweet thing, and my inconveniences are hassles, no longer horrors.
I was at the store shopping on a busy Sunday, and the looks on some peoples faces as they were inconvenienced by my pace and my walker. I found it necessary (well it was fun, I admit) to mention to a couple of
narcissists, that their look of hate towards me revealed their thoughts. I don’t care, they are abusive monsters
who hate us for our empathy because they we make them look bad anyway....

Virtue Signaling & Hard Luck Rivalry
These are the aspects of the really horrible people that I found myself meeting in hospital. I suppose they are
narcissists. Narcissists love working in and being in hospitals, because people don’t stay long enough to get to
know and see the real them. Of course they have a steady source of victims, aka patients, to pretend to care for,
so they look good, in most cases. They hate not looking good.
So on top of an illness you have the let down of being consequently conned, pretty much constantly.
The first words out of their mouths, typically are, ‘How are you’. It’s done automatically, a virtue signaling,
so that all within earshot would know their supposed virtue. At first, because I was distracted with being ill and
recovering, I answered the question at face value, I mean I was speaking to a medical or psychological professional (they are the worst). As I became less self absorbed by growing used to my situation, I could see that
these folks were always self absorbed, always ill.
So, despising bullies the way I do, I would change it up, and so call on them to focus on their patient, which
caused much anxiety and hostility. Answers such as, ‘Well, I had a stroke’, really fucked them up, especially
because I was living on a neuro acute care ward for six months because I, you know, had a severe stroke. They
simply were not equipped emotionally to deal with someone else’s trauma, and hated being called on to do so,
and risk showing their true colours.
Eventually I stopped answering. Rarely did they notice as they were all about signaling their virtue and there
was no way they were getting into the patients hard luck rivalry for care and attention. Definitely a second class
second choice. So not answering them was a kindness of sorts, because they were not equipped for the answer.
There was one guy who took my no answer as a cause of concern. Not that he cared about the answer but he
needed some kind of answer for his agenda. ‘Well, when I feel that way, I talk to my Lord Jesus Christ’. Oh
Christ.
It turned out that most of these nurses and para what have yous, were big into the church, a source of irony in
a bastion of science and evidence based medicine. By ‘big into’ I mean it in the original intent, having a large
erect penis for all to see and admire. The female version of pushup bras, notwithstanding.
The most recent version was the psychologist on my team of professionals I was sent to see as an out patient.
Mincing along in her girdle and pushup bra, running ahead to hold the door for me and my walker, so all could
see how compassionate she was. This all stopped at the door to her office of course. Once inside she was the
usual victim blaming insane psychologist who got angry and threw rocks, if I didn’t like her. She needed her patients to like her, which since there was not much to like, caused all kinds of craziness. Think of having Donald
Trump, or your rapist, as your therapist.
She really disliked Albert Ellis, of course, the foremost psychotherapist of the last century, inventor of evidence based psychology. I mean here is the guy responsible for deprogramming me from several kinds of
hurtful nonsense simply by asking me to ask, is there any evidence for this self defeating belief. She wanted me
to believe several things about her for which there was no evidence: kindness, compassion and empathy for a
start. She was all about getting her needs to be liked met, which didn’t lend itself to my trusting her with my
vulnerability around dealing with a devastating life event. When half your body is paralyzed you really can give
a good goddamn about symbolic shiny erect penis’s, push up bras, and my Lord Jesus Christ for Christ sake. My
new self helping behavior was getting out her door as quickly as possible, as she was pissed because I had inter-

rupted her lunch, and when she made a point of telling me so, which was honest and refreshing; open hostility,
rather than the usual passive aggressive kind of ‘how are you’.
So the narcissistic victim rivalry and virtue signaling, when extended to the care giving professions really
makes them care taking professions, they are called care takers for good reason. Think Vampires sucking away
at your energy, there is more than one kind of leech in the hospital, demanding that you acknowledge their care
compassion and empathy when there is no evidence for those beliefs. Think of Dorothy peering behind the curtain, you are certainly not in Kansas anymore.
“To live outside the law, you must be honest.”--Bob Dylan

The Case Against Religion - Albert Ellis
Before we can talk sensibly about religion—or almost anything else—we should give some kind of definition of what we are talking about. Let me, therefore, start with what I think are some legitimate definitions of
the term religion. Other concepts of this term, of course, exist; but what I am talking about when I use it is as
follows.
According to Webster’s New WordDictionary, religion is: “(1) belief in a divine or superhuman power or
powers to be obeyed and worshipped as the creator(s) and ruler(s) of the universe; (2) expression of this belief
in conduct and ritual.”
English and English, in their Comprehensive Dictionary of Psychological and Psychoanalytical Terms (1958),
define religion as “a system of beliefs by means of which individuals or a community put themselves in relation
to god or to a supernatural world and often to each other, and from which the religious person derives a set of
values by which to judge events in the natural world.”
The Columbia Encyclopedia notes that “when a man becomes conscious of a power above and beyond the
human, and recognizes a dependence of himself upon that power, religion has become a factor in his being.”
These, then, are the definitions of religion which I accept and which I shall have in mind as I discuss the
religious viewpoint in this paper. Religion, to me, must include some concept of a deity. When the term is used
merely to denote a system of beliefs, practices, or ethical values which are not connected with any assumed
higher power, then I believe it is used loosely and confusingly; since such nonsupernatural system of beliefs
can more accurately be described as a philosophy of life or a code of ethics, and it is misleading to confuse a
believer in this general kind of philosophy or ethical code with a true religionist.
Every Atheist, in other words, has some kind of philosophy and some code of ethics; and many Atheists, in
fact, have much more rigorous life philosophies and ethical systems than have most deists.
SOMEONE IS RELIGIOUS
It therefore seems silly to say that someone is religious because he happens to be philosophic or ethical; and
unless we rigorously use the term religion to mean some kind of faith unfounded on fact, or dependency on
some assumed superhuman entities, we broaden the definition of the word so greatly as to make it practically
meaningless.
If religion is defined as man’s dependence of a power above and beyond the human, as a psychotherapist I
find it to be exceptionally pernicious. For the psychotherapist is normally dedicated to helping human beings in
general, and his patients in particular, to achieve certain goals of mental health, and virtually all these goals are
antithetical to a truly religious viewpoint.
Let us look at the main psychotherapeutic goals. On the basis of twenty years of clinical experience, and in
basic agreement with most of my professional colleagues (such as Brasten, 1961; Dreikurs, 1955; Fromm, 1955;
Goldstein 1954; Maslow, 1954, Rogers, 1957; and Thorne, 1961), I would say that the psychotherapist tries to
help his patients to be minimally anxious and hostile; and to this end, he tries to help them to acquire the following kind of personality traits:
1.Self-interest. The emotionally healthy individual should primarily be true to himself and not masochistically sacrifice himself for others. His kindness and consideration for others should be derived from the idea that

he himself wants to enjoy freedom from unnecessary pain and restriction, and that he is only likely to do so by
helping create a world in which the rights of others, as well as his own, are not needlessly curtailed.
2.Self-direction. He should assume responsibility for his own life, be able independently to work out his own
problems, and while at times wanting or preferring the cooperation and help of others, not need their support for
his effectiveness and well-being.
3.Tolerance. He should fully give other human beings the right to be wrong; and while disliking or abhorring
some of their behavior, still not blame them, as persons, for performing this dislikeable behavior. He should accept the fact that all humans are remarkably fallible, never unrealistically expect them to be perfect, and refrain
from despising or punishing them when they make inevitable mistakes and errors.
4.Acceptance of uncertainty. The emotionally mature individual should completely accept the fact that we live
in a world of probability and chance, where there are not, nor probably ever will be, any absolute certainties,
and should realize that it is not at all horrible, indeed—such a probabilistic, uncertain world is most conducive
to free thought.
5.Flexibility. He should remain intellectually flexible, be open to change at all times, and unbigotedly view the
infinitely varied people, ideas, and things in the world around him.
6.Scientific thinking. He should be objective, rational and scientific; and be able to apply the laws of logic and
of scientific method not only to external people and events, but to himself and his interpersonal relationships.
7.Commitment. He should be vitally absorbed in something outside of himself, whether it be people, things,
or ideas; and should preferably have at least one major creative interest, as well as some outstanding human
involvement, which is highly important to him, and around which he structures a good part of his life.
8.Risk-taking. The emotionally sound person should be able to take risks, to ask himself what he really would
like to do in life, and then to try to do this, even though he has to risk defeat or failure. He should be adventurous (though not necessarily foolhardy); be willing to try almost anything once, just to see how he likes it; and
look forward to some breaks in his usual life routines.
9.Self-acceptance. He should normally be glad to be alive, and to like himself just because he is alive, because
he exists, and because he (as a living being) invariably has some power to enjoy himself, to create happiness
and joy. He should not equate his worth or value to himself on his extrinsic achievements, or on what others
think of him, but on his personal existence; on his ability to think, feel, and act, and thereby to make some kind
of an interesting, absorbed life for himself.
These, then, are the kind of personality traits which a psychotherapist is interested in helping his patients
achieve and which he is also, prohylactically, interested in fostering in the lives of millions who will never be

his patients.
Now, does religion—by which again, I mean faith unfounded on fact, or dependence on some supernatural
deity—help human beings to achieve these healthy traits and thereby to avoid becoming anxious, depressed,
and hostile?
The answer, of course, is that it doesn’t help at all; and in most respects it seriously sabotages mental health.
For religion, first of all, is not self-interest; it is god-interest.
The religious person must, by virtual definition, be so concerned with whether or not his hypothesized god
loves him, and whether he is doing the right thing to continue to keep in this god’s good graces, that he must,
at very best, put himself second and must sacrifice some of his most cherished interests to appease this god. If,
moreover, he is a member of any organized religion, then he must choose his god’s precepts first, those of this
church and it’s clergy second, and his own views and preferences third.
NO VIEWS OF HIS OWN
In a sense, the religious person must have no real views of his own; and it is presumptuous of him, in fact, to
have any. In regard to sex-love affairs, to marriage and family relations, to business, to politics, and to virtually
everything else that is important in his life, he must try to discover what his god and his clergy would like him
to do; and he must primarily do their bidding. Masochistic self-sacrifice is an integral part of almost all organized religions: as shown, for example, in the various forms of ritualistic self-deprivation that Jews, Christians,
Mohammedans, and other religionists must continually undergo if they are to keep in good with their assumed
gods.
Masochism, indeed, stems from an individuals’s deliberately inflicting pain on himself in order that he may
guiltlessly permit himself to experience some kind of sexual or other pleasure; and the very essence of most
organized religions is the performance of masochistic, guilt-soothing rituals, by which the religious individual
gives himself permission to enjoy life.
Religiosity, to a large degree, essentially is masochism; and both are forms of mental sickness. In regard to
self-direction, it can easily be seen from what just been said that the religious person is by necessity dependant
and other-directed rather that independent and self-directed. If he is true to his religious beliefs he must first
bow down to his god; to the clergy who this god’s church; and third, to all the members of his religious sect,
who are eagle-eyedly watching him to see whether he defects an iota from the conduct his god and his church
define as proper.
If religion, therefore, is largely masochism, it is even more dependency. For a man to be a true believer and to
be strong and independent is impossible; religion and self-sufficiency are contradictory terms.
Tolerance again, is a trait that the firm religionist cannot possibly possess. “I am the Lord thy God and thou
shalt have no other gods before me,” saith Jehovah. Which means in plain English, that whatever any given god
and his clergy believe must be absolutely, positively true; and whatever any other person or group believes must
be absolutely, positive false.
Democracy, permissiveness, and the acceptance of human fallibility are quite alien to the real religionist—
since he can only believe that the creeds and commands of his particular deity should, ought, and must be
obeyed, and that anyone who disobeys the is patently a knave.
Religion, with its definitional absolutes, can never rest with the concept of an individual’s wrong doing or
making mistakes, but must inevitably all to this the notion of his sinning and of his deserving to be punished

for his sins. For, if it is merely desirable for you to refrain from harming others or committing other misdeeds,
as any non-religious code of ethics will inform you that it is, then if you make a mistake and do commit some
misdeeds, you are merely a wrong-doer, or one who is doing an undesirable deed and who should try to correct
himself and do less wrong in the future. But is it is god-given, absolute law that you shall not, must not do a
wrong act, and actually do it, you are then a mean, miserable sinner, a worthless being, and must severely punish yourself (perhaps eternally, in hell) for being a wrongdoer, being a fallible human.
Religion, then, by setting up absolute, god-given standards, must make you self-deprecating and dehumanized
when you err; and must lead you to despise and dehumanize others when they act badly. This kind of absolutistic, perfectionistic thinking is the prime creator of the two most corroding of human emotions: anxiety and
hostility.
If one of the requisites for emotional health is acceptance of uncertainty, then religion is obviously the unhealthiest state imaginable: Since its prime reason for being is to enable the religionist to believe a mystical
certainty. Just because life is so uncertain, and because millions of people think that they cannot take its vicissitudes, they invent absolutistic gods, and thereby pretend that there is some final, invariant answer to things. Patently, these people are fooling themselves—and instead of healthfully admitting that they do not need certainty,
but can live comfortably in this often disorderly world, they stubbornly protect their neurotic beliefs by insisting
that there must be the kind of certainty that they foolishly believe that they need.
This is like a child’s believing that he must have a kindly father in order to survive; and then, when his father
is unkindly, or perhaps has died and is nonexistent, he dreams up a father (who may be a neighbor, a movie star,
or a pure figment of his imagination) and he insists that this dream-father actually exists.
The trait of flexibility, which is so essential to proper emotional functioning, is also blocked and sabotaged by
religious belief. For the person who dogmatically believes in god, and who sustains this belief with a faith unfounded in fact, which a true religious of course must, clearly is not open to change and is necessarily bigoted.
If, for example, his scriptures or his church, tell him he shalt not even covet his neighbor’s wife—let alone
have actual adulterous relations with her!—he cannot ask himself, “Why should I not lust after this women, as
long as I don’t intend to do anything about my desire for her? What is really wrong about that?” For his god
and his church have spoken; and there is no appeal from this arbitrary authority, once he has brought himself to
accept it.
Any time, in fact, anyone unempirically establishes a god or a set of religious postulates which have a superhuman origin, he can thereafter use no empirical evidence whatever to question the dictates of this god or those
postulates, since they are (by definition) beyond scientific validation.
The best he can do, if he wants to change any rules that stem from his religion, is to change the religion itself.
Otherwise, he is stuck with the absolutistic axioms, and their logical corollaries, that he himself has initially accepted on faith. We may therefore note again that, just as religion is masochism, other-directedness, intolerance,
and refusal to accept uncertainty, it also is mental and emotional inflexibility.
In regard to scientific thinking, it practically goes without saying that this kind of cerebration is quite antithetical to religiosity. The main canon of the scientific method—as Ayer (1947), Carnap (1953),
Reichenbach (1953), and a host of other modern philosophers of science have pointed out—is that, at least in
some final analysis, or in principle, all theories be confirmable by some form of human experience, some em-

pirical referent. But all religions which are worthy of the name contend that their superhuman entities cannot be
seen, heard, smelled, tasted, felt, or otherwise humanly experienced, and that their gods and their principles are
therefore distinctly beyond science.
To believe in any of these religions, therefore, is to be unscientific at least to some extent; and it could be contended that the more religious one is, the less scientific one tends to be. Although a religious person need not be
entirely unscientific (as, for that matter, a raving maniac need not be either), it is difficult to see how he could be
perfectly scientific.
While a person may be both scientific and religious (as he may be at times sensible and at other times foolish)
it is doubtful if an individual’s attitude may simultaneously be truly pious and objective.
In regard to the trait of commitment, the religious individual may—for once!--have some advantages. For if
he is truly religious, he is seriously committed to his god, his church, or his creed; and to some extent, at least,
he thereby acquires a major interest in life.
Religious commitment also frequently has its serious disadvantages, since it tends to be obsessive-compulsive;
and it may well interfere with other kinds of healthy commitments—such as deep involvements in sex-love
relations, in scientific pursuits, and even in artistic endeavors. Moreover, it is a commitment that is often motivated by guilt or hostility, and may serve as a frenzied covering-up mechanism which masks, but does not really
eliminate, these underlying disturbed feelings. It is also the kind of commitment that is based on falsehoods and
illusions, and that therefore easily can be shattered, thus plunging the previously committed individual into the
depths of disillusionment and despair.
Not all forms of commitment, in other words, are equally healthy. The grand inquisitors of the medieval catholic church were utterly dedicated to their “holy” work, and Hitler and many of his associates were fanatically
committed to their Nazi doctrines. But this hardly proves that they are emotionally human beings.
When religious individuals are happily committed to faith, they often tend to be fanatically and dogmatically
committed in an obsessive-compulsive way that itself is hardly desirable. Religious commitment may well be
better for a human being than no commitment to anything.
But religion, to a large degree, is fanaticism—which, in turn, is an obsessive-compulsive, rigid form of holding to a viewpoint that invariably masks and provides a bulwark for the underlying insecurity of the obsessed
individual.
In regard to risk-taking, it should be obvious that the religious person is highly determined not to be adventurous nor to take any of life’s normal risks. He strongly believes in unvalidatable assumptions precisely because
he does not want to risk following his own preferences and aims, but wants the guarantee that some higher
power will back him.
Enormously fearing failure, and falsely defining his own worth as a person in terms of achievement, he sacrifices time, energy, and material goods and pleasures to the worship of the assumed god, so that he can at least
be sure that this god loves and supports him. All religions worthy of the names are distinctly inhibiting—which
means, in effect, that the religious person sells his soul, surrenders his own basic urges and pleasures, so that he
may feel comfortable with the heavenly helper that he himself has invented. Religion, then is needless inhibition.
Finally, in regard to self-acceptance, it should again be clear that the religious devotee cannot possibly accept
himself just because he is alive, because he exists and has, by mere virtue of his aliveness, some power to enjoy

himself. Rather, he must make his self-acceptance utterly contingent on the acceptance of his definitional god,
the church and clergy who also serve this god, and all other true believers in his religion.
If all these extrinsic persons and things accept him, he is able—and even then only temporarily and with continued underlying anxiety—to accept himself. Which means, of course, that he defines himself only through the
reflected appraisals of others and loses any real, existential self that he might otherwise keep creating. Religion,
for such an individual, consequently is self-abasement and self-abnegation—as, of course, virtually all the saints
and mystics have clearly stated that it is.
If we summarize what we have just been saying, the conclusion seems inescapable that religion is, on almost
every conceivable count, directly opposed to the goals of mental health—since it basically consists of masochism, other-directness, intolerance, refusal to accept uncertainty, unscientific thinking, needless inhibition, and
self-abasement. In the one area where religion has some advantages in terms of emotional hygiene—that of
encouraging hearty commitment to a cause or project in which the person may vitally absorbed—it even tends
to sabotage this advantage in two important ways: (a) it drives most of its adherents to commit themselves to its
tenets for the wrong reasons—that is, to cover up instead of to face and rid themselves of their basic insecurities; and (b) it encourages a fanatic, obsessive-compulsive kind of commitment that is, in its own right, a form
of mental illness.
If we want to look at the problems of human disturbance a little differently, we may ask ourselves, “What are
the irrational ideas which people believe and through which they drive themselves into severe states of emotional sickness?”
EXPLORING THE QUESTION
After exploring this question for many years, and developing a new form of psychotherapy which is specifically directed at quickly unearthing and challenging the main irrational ideas which make people neurotic and
psychotic, I have found that these ideas may be categorized under a few major headings (Ellis, 1962;Ellis and
Harper, 1961a, 1961b). Here, for example, are five irrational notions, all or some of which are strongly held by
practically every seriously disturbed person; here, along with these notions, are the connections between and
commonly held religious beliefs.
Irrational idea No.1 is the idea that it is a dire necessity for an adult to be loved or approved of by all the significant figures in his life. This idea is bolstered by the religious philosophy that if you cannot get certain people
to love or approve of you, you can always fall back on god’s love. The thought, however, that it is quite possible
for you to live comfortably in the world whether or not other people accept you is quite foreign to both emotionally disturbed people and religionists.
Irrational idea No.2 is the idea that you must be thoroughly competent, adequate, and achieving in all possible
respects, otherwise you are worthless. The religionists say that no, you need not be competent and achieving,
and in fact can be thoroughly inadequate—as long as god loves you and you are a member in good standing of
the church. But this means, of course, that you must be a competent and achieving religionist—else you are no
damned good.
Irrational idea No.3 is the notion that certain people are bad, wicked, and villainous and that they should be
severely blamed and punished for their sins. This is the ethical basis, of course, of virtually all true religions.
The concepts of quilt, blaming, and sin are, in fact, almost synonymous with that of revealed religion.
Irrational idea No. 4 is the belief that it is horrible, terrible, and catastrophic when things are not going the

way you would like them to go. This idea, again, is the very core of religiousity, since the religious person
invariably believes that just because he cannot stand being frustrated, and just because he must keep worrying
about things turning out badly, he needs a supreme deity to supervise his thoughts and deeds and to protect him
from anxiety and frustrations.
Irrational idea No. 5 is the idea that human unhappiness is externally caused and that people have little or no
ability to control their sorrows or rid themselves of their negative feelings. Once again, this notion is the essence
of religion, since real religions invariably teach you that only by trusting in god and relying on praying to him
will you be able to control your sorrows of counteract your negative emotions.
Similarly, if we had time to review all the other major irrational ideas that lead humans to become and to
remain emotionally disturbed, we could quickly find that they are coextensive with, or are strongly encouraged
by, religious tenets.
If you think about the matter carefully, you will see this close connection between mental illness and religion
is inevitable and invariant, since neurosis of psychosis is something of a high-class name for childishness or
dependency; and religion, when correctly used, is little more that a synonym for dependency.
In the final analysis, then, religion is neurosis. This is why I remarked, at a symposium on sin and psychotherapy held by the American Psychological Association a few years ago, that from a mental health standpoint
Voltaire’s famous dictum should be reversed: for if there were a god, it would be necessary to uninvent him.
If the thesis of this article is correct, religion goes hand in hand with the basic irrational beliefs of human
beings. These keep them dependant, anxious, and hostile, and thereby create and maintain their neuroses and
psychoses. What then is the role of psychotherapy in dealing with the religious views of disturbed patients?
Obviously, the sane and effective psychotherapist should not—as many contemporary psychoanalytic Jungian,
client-centered, and existentialist therapists have contended he should—go along with the patients’ religious
orientation and try to help these patients live successfully with their religions, for this is equivalent to trying to
help them live successfully with their emotional illness.
Dr Albert Ellis is a scholar who holds a Ph.D. degree in psychotherapy.

Mind Reading
to read a book, to listen to a symphony, to attend a performance, to view an artwork, is to read the thoughts of
the artist - Jerald Blackstock 2018

Deprogramming Co-Dependance, A Snowy Saturday Satisfaction
So. I’m sitting at a dark seedy bar, having lunch waiting for my oil to change, the place is empty, snowstorm
on a Saturday afternoon, just me and the bar teller lady or whatever they are called, a few hard core gamblers on
the video money extractors, and one lonely construction guy at the far away end, who had 6 beers in the 2 hours
I was there, probably driving into his next tragedy on the road home.
The bar lady and I got talking about her future career as an Ambulance Driver, which they hate to be called
as it turns out, as a step on the ladder to medical doctorate. So we got talking about her Mom, a perpetual child
who turned her kid into a caregiver at an early age, reversing the parent role, something I know lots about, a
shared experience.
So I told her about my Mom and her endless helplessness and immaturity, and the family therapist I consulted, who said I was an orphan who received no unconditional love, who raised himself in the library, reading
scientists like Asimov and Heinlein, developing my bitterness and skepticism about supposed unconditional
love systems like religion and family. I mean he, the therapist, taught me to accept myself without conditions, A
Good Thing. I’m now a constant source of unconditional love, for myself.
So it turns out that parents such as ours, have kids and groom them, think cult grooming, and turn them into
little caregivers (little parents really), with the notion, ‘you must do well by winning the love of significant others (mommy), or else you are a piece of garbage’.
I mean it’s pretty ruthless, to have your parent hate you, so you have to give up your wonder and exploration
of childhood, to care for them. Think of farm folk having 18 kids so they have cheap labour, that kind of thing.
Luke Skywalker never left the family farm.
Ever do baseball teams, or Scouts, or music or art clubs of any kind, the therapists ask, umm no come to think
of it...did you do a lot of sugar as a kid, smoke at an early age, do pot, get into religion and yoga cults later in
life? umm ya come to think of it... addicted to reading and the library as well come to think of it... Ya those are
all distractions from Anxiety (terror), of being a kid and having to be a parent, or else you are a no good shit, it’s
pretty common, pretty awful.
The current American president (Trump) is also a helpless child and has turned every co-dependent in the
country into his care giving team, because he can’t care for himself, frightened and dependent. Fires everybody
who demands that he grow up. So his symbolic kids, the American people, are all worried and stressed, because
symbolic Dad, is a golf/sex addict and can’t do his job. Everyone is freaking out or turning to religion and hard
core hate of those in need.
I remember the Brad Pitt movie, Moneyball, where he says to his kid, don’t worry about your Dad..and I
broke into tears, him telling the kid who is the parent and who gets to be the kid. That’s the real American
Dream.
So her eyes got wider, the bar teller lady, as she recognized this very common pattern, and her role in her family. She is now, for a career, caretaking a bunch of drunks in a bar and her aspiration is to care for all humanity,
so Mom will like and accept her so she will have some self esteem which she will lose at the first harsh word to
come her way. Co-dependance means having your own strategies for satisfaction, as second best, others approval as first best.
“If you have self esteem you can lose self esteem, so drop the notion, the slavery really, of getting perpetual

good ratings of yourself to get esteem. Rate just your strategies for satisfaction instead. The purpose of life is
satisfaction.”
“Your Mom ain’t ever gonna like you, in fact she hates you, you didn’t cause that to happen.”
“It’s not your fault.”
“You don’t have secret mind powers that control others likes and dislikes.”
“Others likes and dislikes only describe them, never you”
and then the big one:
“If you could put yourself first, if all things were reasonably possible, what would you do just for your own
satisfaction, if the purpose of life were your own satisfaction, not others?”
Holy fuck I never thought of that..... DANCE! I would study DANCE!, she said. For a moment you could see
the chains of emotional slavery fall away. The lost joy of childhood return.
Ya when the family therapist asked me that question I dropped everything and went to art school, and while I
was there a prof, Alan Dunning, took one look at my work, first day in my studio visit crit, said to me, you are
still making images to go on your Mom’s fridge so she will like you. Ouch.
What would you do if you could do anything that satisfied just you, if you were an artist and could do anything you want? (remember this is a pretty common issue). Oh! I like computers and the internet and screwing
with photo. OK then, so Alan and I learned Photoshop version 2 and web building together, he stayed one step
ahead of me, building bigger more powerful computers, eventually outfitting a computer lab and heading the
MadT dept. at the college, until he retired. Wow, that’s a dedicated teacher.
Currently, my art practice is building my own computers and digital pixel scooping with a camera and screwing with it endlessly for output on the web, mostly.
‘Oh, you make a living at that?’ (so mommy will approve).
Fuck no, have no interest in making a living at that, I have lots of marketable skills I make a living at.
This is art, where I can do anything I want, not what some gallery owner wants so she can make money off
me and her stable of co-dependents, anxious and hostile drunks and addicts, most of them, still trying to get
child-mommy to like them so they can feel good of themselves, it’s all so conditional, only now the condition is
sales, never personal or professional satisfaction. As Alan Dunning once said to me, any idiot will buy shit, what
does that have to do with art? Picasso supposedly said, (my brackets) “It took me four years to paint like Raphael, (and please mommy) but a lifetime to paint like a child (and please myself ).”
Then I got a call that my oil changed, and here I am, transformed as well.
Neat!

Cancer and Cameras
My father was a coal miner, dead by 40 with lung cancer, my Mom a self focused narcissist which made me
an orphan self supporting by 14, the street was my t.v. and entertainment, but not my family or social life.
I went into psychology, a drug dependence counselor working in prisons, running groups. Hating that I decided to drive a cab, back on the street, meeting musicians and artists who trained me and encouraged me, until I
went to art school, a painter using transportation in various forms as a day job to this day.
I went back to art school all over again and explored creative writing and digital art, which was originally
used as a place to sketch and draw and prepare for painting using photo manipulated reference.
One day a prof (Alan Dunning) asked me why photo and digital weren’t good enough to be art on their own,
what was this class structure I had in my head with regards to art making...So I painted a triptych, each piece 5
feet by 3 feet for my final thesis grad show, flowers from my garden, then dived into the world of photoshop and
cameras and Internet, and haven’t looked back haven’t painted since, still on the street as a reference and on the
streets of the Internet as an exploration and an audience. A citizen of the Internet.
Intensely satisfying, the happy accidents, found on my screen when I get home.
I realized that I loved the photo process it’s immediacy and journalistic properties, and the extended quiet
reflection allowed by digital manipulation of light in post process.
I did photo-collage for an advertising company for awhile (I needed the money) and saw the ruthless manipulation of people through using the psychology of anxiety by the entire advertising industry, and could not
morally be part of it. I returned to transportation logistics for income and bought myself a little digital camera
and started over in creative development; down the digital rabbit hole.
I admire the studio artists using photo who can make the figure work so it is art and not a forced posed fabrication such as Alina Noir can.
I prefer my flowers in the wild, blowing in the wind, probably too shy to ask them to disrobe, and enjoying the
mystery and the element of trace in a hidden glance or a footprint in the sand.
I admire Jeannette Sarpola’s architecture and New York city life but I am not so into geometry. I prefer organic and soft shapes bundled with the expression of emotion that speak for themselves.
I spoke to a courier client, an accountant whom I showed how to quit smoking a couple of years ago, who
chose not to quit, at that time. She appeared much thinner now and her skin the same colour as the cigarette
smoke she inhales constantly. She said her cancer is back with a look I see often on terminal patients faces, of
fear and resignation.
It’s a look I see often on the street and in coffee shops behind forced smiles and congeniality. It often finds it’s
way into my camera.

Street Sausage
Saw an interview with “Photographer Matt Stuart (who) has been shooting on the street for over twenty years.
In June 2016, he was announced as a Magnum nominee”[i], on lensculture.com[ii], a pay to play website where
you can have them jury your images into a competition for 60 bucks or so. He said he cringed when called an
artist, he was a photographer.
Ya no. He sounded similar to a narcissist as described by Dr. Tara J. Palmatier, PsyD[iii], who never received
any art training, a one trick pony; making him a predator who hunted, his street subjects were his voyeur victims.
Photographers are artists of course. They improvise. During production and post, whether they realize it or
not. Re-contextualizing is the primary tool but it is only one form of improv. Line, shape, form, tone, texture,
pattern, colour and composition, are the basic visual tools available for all visual production and the possibilities
are endless. “(An artist) makes liberal use of artistic license to significantly embellish or change the circumstances of real-life incidents by any means possible” - Rosalind E. Krauss.[iv]
What is the difference between a figure study and porn? The intent. Porn is done for titillation, primarily. The
same with our street photographer, he gets his voyeuristic titillation needs satisfied. He has hunted and lain in
wait patiently for his prey. An artist, doing street photo has a very different intent, typically its documentation
for future generations but that is only part of it, they are making art because their intent is to manipulate the
formal elements of art in such a way as to be aesthetically pleasing.
That’s when the discussion around the piece gets interesting. The predator street photographer does the same
shot over and over. Yawn.
“Photograph the world as it is. Nothing’s more interesting than reality.” Mary Ellen Mark [v]
If the person who made that statement didn’t realize that they are manipulating ‘reality’ with the settings of
their camera, choice of lens etc. then they are an idiot. A street photograph is an image taken out of context by
simply putting it into a frame then sticking it on the wall for display and discourse purposes. Surely the photographers know their use of formal visual elements make or break the piece.
I find this website authors to be producing a product about photo that’s an incredibly dumbed down, and surprisingly ignorant of even the basic elements of the images they are mongering. It’s like going to a sausage shop
and asking the ingredients where they don’t know so they make up some garbage as a diversion to throw you off
your question.
Like asking Trump about the process of government…

Self Pity is a Consequence
Had coffee with a new friend yesterday, he used to be my nurse in hospital. We talked about the notion I
learned with a wife with a terminal degenerative illness ‘don’t treat patients (anybody) like they are broken’.
This becomes, don’t treat yourself like you are broken.
(Life must be easy, without discomfort or inconvenience.
http://www.rebtnetwork.org/library/musts.html)
Emotional Consequences
Low frustration tolerance
Self-pity
Depression
Discomfort anxiety
Behavioral Consequences
Procrastination
Shirking
Drug and alcohol abuse
Overindulgence in “feel good” behaviors (e.g., overeating)

Choice
Went out for birthday breakfast and had chocolate and sugar. Of course, felt like crap next day. Reminded me
that its exactly how I felt physically, after sugar, as before I had a stroke. In fact I also feel the same way, emotionally, good or bad, for the same reasons after a stroke as before.
So its not the event that cause my emotions, but how I look at it. Before stroke after stroke its my choice.
A stroke isn’t a magical event that changes how I look at things. There is no magic, only choice.
I was celebrating anniversaries of exercising choice.
30 years ago I said no more pot or booze
18 years ago I said no more cigarettes
10 years ago I said no more sugar
8 years ago I said no more gluten
so, happy birthday to me to better strategies for health.
So even when I had a serious devastating stroke, the experts are amazed at the rate of recovery.
The reason for the stroke, bad luck. *shrug*
It’s not that shit doesn’t happen, its how quick and how much we recover.
Emotionally here is my recovery…
Many thanks to my friend Will Ross for creating this
The Three Majors Musts
We all express ourselves differently, but the irrational beliefs that upset us can be placed under three major
headings. Each of these core beliefs contains an absolutistic must or demand. These three majors musts can be
summarized as follows:
I. I must do well and win the approval of others or else I am no good.
Summary
Inflexible
Places unrealistic expectations on oneself
Over-concern with others’ opinion of oneself
Self-worth measured by achievement and popularity
Non-self-accepting
Sub-beliefs
I must have love and approval from everybody.
I need someone to love me.
I must not do anything that would cause others to think less of me.
I must be competent and successful.
I must have an important skill or talent.
I must successfully avoid unpleasant or undesirable situations.
Unpleasant and undesirable situations upset me.
I can’t control my emotions in difficult situations.
I must avoid dangerous or life-threatening situations.
If I do encounter such situations, I must worry about them to make them go away.

I must think, feel and act the same as I always have.
My past has such a strong influence on me that I cannot change.
I must find order, certainty, and predictability in life.
If I don’t find these things, I cannot feel comfortable or act competently.
I must depend on other people because I can’t depend on myself.
I must rely on superstition and religion especially in difficult times.
I must understand the secrets of the universe.
I cannot be happy unless I understand the nature and secrets of the universe.
I must rate myself as either “good” and “worthy,” or “bad” and “worthless.”
To be “good,” and “worthy,” I must be competent, successful and popular.
If I am not competent, successful or popular then I am “bad” and “worthless.”
I must never feel depressed, anxious or enraged.
Emotional Consequences
Depression
Anxiety and/or panic
Self Downing
Behavioral Consequences
Risk-avoidance
Shyness
Procrastination
Unassertiveness
Workaholism
II. Other people must do “the right thing” or else they are no good and deserve to be punished.
Summary
Inflexible and unrealistic
Assumes one’s authority over others
Assumes a clear-cut difference between right and wrong
Assumes one’s ability to inerrantly differentiate between right and wrong
Places oneself at the center of the universe with others catering to one’s needs and wants
Leads to conflict with others who also see themselves as the center of the universe
Non-accepting of human fallibility
Sub-beliefs
Everybody should treat everyone else (especially me) in a fair and considerate manner.
If they act unfairly or inconsiderately, they are no good.
If they act unfairly or inconsiderately, they deserve to be punished.
Society or the universe must ensure that they get the punishment they deserve.
Other people must not act incompetently or unwisely.
If they act incompetently or unwisely, they are worthless idiots.
If they act incompetently or unwisely, they should be ashamed of themselves.
If they act incompetently or unwisely, they should expect none of the good things in life.

Talented people must use their talent.
Everyone must reach their potential.
People who don’t live up to their potential have little or no value as human beings.
Other people must not criticize me.
If they unjustly criticize me, they are no good and don’t deserve anything good to happen to them.
Emotional Consequences
Anger, rage or fury
Impatience
Bitterness
Resentment
Behavioral Consequences
Aggression and violence
Bigotry and intolerance
Bullying
Nagging
III. Life must be easy, without discomfort or inconvenience.
Summary
Inflexible and unrealistic
Over-estimates one’s right to a trouble-free life
Under-estimates one’s ability to cope with adversity
Non-accepting of life’s vagaries
Sub-beliefs
Things must go the way I want them to go.
I need what I want.
It’s awful if I don’t get what I want.
I must constantly worry about life’s predicaments.
I must control, avoid or change life’s predicaments.
I must make myself upset over life’s predicaments.
Making myself upset gives me the power to control, avoid or change life’s predicaments.
I must avoid, rather than face and deal with, life’s difficulties and responsibilities.
I must not be inconvenienced or made uncomfortable.
I cannot discipline myself.
I can’t stand the present pain that is necessary for future gain.
It must be easy to change things that I don’t like.
Difficulties must not exist.
I am powerless to change my circumstances.
Any effort to change my circumstances is pointless because it is doomed to fail.
Justice, fairness, equality, democracy and other “right” values must prevail.
I can’t stand it when my values are trodden on.
All problems must have a perfect solution.

The perfect solution to all problems must be found.
It’s awful if a perfect solution can’t be found to my problems (or those of people I care about).
I must not die prematurely.
I should be able to live forever.
It’s terrible that I will one day die and no longer exist.
It’s terrible that people I love will one day die and no longer exist.
My life must have meaning and purpose.
a. If I can’t create meaning or purpose for myself, the universe or something supernatural must provide it for
me.
I must not experience depression, rage or anxiety.
I must not have psychological problems.
I must not be institutionalized.
I couldn’t stand to be institutionalized.
I could never recover if I went “crazy.”
Emotional Consequences
Low frustration tolerance
Self-pity
Depression
Discomfort anxiety
Behavioral Consequences
Procrastination
Shirking
Drug and alcohol abuse
Overindulgence in “feel good” behaviors (e.g., overeating)
About The Author:
Will Ross — is the webmaster and co-founder of REBTnetwork.org; he tutors REBT self-helpers and is the
author and publisher of online REBT self-help materials.

Friendly Fascists
The wind was 100 kph on top of Horseshoe Canyon in the badlands of Alberta. The air smells like chicken
dinner from the sagebrush, often the heat was over 100C, and you can see into the past millions of years on a
clear day.
People are walking around casually picking up dinosaur bones and fossils while the anthropologists ask them
not to, as they are discovering new ancient species everyday and where the only other rich find of artifacts like
this is in China.
I hadn’t been down this memory lane for 17 years now.
In the town of Drumheller a few km down the road, we would come on long weekends to visit the in-laws,
the only family I had ever known, married into, part of the package. Farm people from Three Hills, just down
the road, home of a huge Bible College of fundamentalists within spitting distance of the evidence of evolution,
bones millions of years old, sticking out of the dirt.
These people can deny anything.
The patriarch of the family was George a retired farmer who sold it all and put millions in the bank. He financed all the houses in the family and their businesses at the going interest rate, that he collected from his kids,
which always puzzled me.
He lived with a neighbors wife, who dumped her guy when George got rich and asked her to take care of him.
The hired hand relationship.
Georges wife was diagnosed with Huntington’s disease, so she wasn’t much use to anyone, so her gave her 20
grand and threw her out.
She moved to Calgary and worked at Sears, until her disease manifested until she wasn’t much good to them
either, so one day she just walked in front of a bus.
Both the daughters are dead now, having the gene for Huntington’s as well, I’m not sure when or how, as I
was thrown out when I began to question living in, as was becoming clear, the hired hand relationship.
Edi went on Plenty of Fish, found a reasonably sober welder to move in and take care of the place for benefits
and I went off to find nicer friends.
These people are as harsh as the land they come from, but friendly.
Friendly fascists I see now.

You can get anything you want at Alice’s Restaurant
You can get anything you want at Alice’s Restaurant
Walk right in it’s around the back
Just a half a mile from the railroad track
You can get anything you want at Alice’s Restaurant - Alice’s Restaurant - Arlo Guthrie
I walked into the Drug Crisis Centre stoned on mescaline, freaked out, and they played that record for me,
over and over, all night long, at my request. It was the only thing that seemed to calm me down, the kindness
and compassion in Arlo Guthrie’s voice, singing about dealing with a pedantic authority, personalized as officer
Obie, symbolizing our demands for order, an impossible goal, in the randomness of the universe. I was 18 at the
time. I went on to be trained as a counselor in drug crisis intervention, an addictions counselor and a lifelong
researcher in psychotherapy.
Fast forward to age 45, I am training in my new career as a fine artist and art teacher, volunteering at the Folk
Festival with Edi my partner with Huntington’s disease, a genetic disorder that progressively and terminally
attacks the brain and everything the brain controls. Arlo’s dad Woodie Gutherie died of this, and his widow set
up the Huntington Society, for which Edi and I volunteered endlessly, raising money for research.
We knocked on the door to Arlo’s bus at the folk festival and announced we were from the Huntington’s society and were immediately greeted with C’mon In!
Fast forward another 20 years, Edi has long passed, Arlo is still around and I am recovering rapidly from a
stroke. I’m not used to people getting better from brain disorders, but here I am, (the brain, like a Cheshire cat,
owes no explanations, it would seem), on the net and researching crime songs because I woke up this morning
with the Sopranos theme song in my mind and randomly came across my old acquaintance through his music,
classified as a crime song because as Officer Obie would have it, littering is a crime.
I had just received the news that I could expect to drive again, mobility is a huge symbol to me of free will
and the power of choice. Arlo’s song symbolized that freedom to me, he chose to deal with fascism with humour
and kindness rather than attack. As my fav psychotherapist Albert Ellis put it, you may have fewer choices (after
a stroke for instance) but you still have some.
You may not be able to get Anything You Want at Alice’s Restaurant (life), but there are lots of choices.
And now driving is added to the list. Neat!

10 Signs Your Girlfriend or Wife is an Emotional Bully
via 10 Signs Your Girlfriend or Wife is an Emotional Bully
I read this through several times. I don’t think I’m even close to done yet. Each time another aha! From my
Mothers knee through to similar relationships in a lifetime.
Finally, finally got it in my head its not my fault. Neither is the self put downs and the consequences of shame
and embarrassment. As I deal with the procrastination, from teeth to taxes, I focus on, this is a consequence and
I’m dealing with it.
Life is not always fair, As Albert Ellis famously said, shitty things happen to nice people and nice things
happen to shitty people so accept, accept, accept. This is done through dealing with the situation as best I can,
getting all the help I can too, then ignoring it and focus on something more satisfying.
Once again, Tara, many many thanks for this information.

Mothers Day
What is the situation that you are upset about?
Answer: reflecting on my Mom and other similar abandoner’s and abusers in my past relationships with women
What are the unhealthy negative emotions that you are experiencing?
Answer: shame embarrassment hurt anxiety depression procrastination
What self-defeating behaviors would you like to change?
Answer: withdrawal or avoiding social contact
What demand are you making about the situation?
Answer: if I didn’t have love and approval from my Mom and subsequent relationships I am an inadequate
worthless person. Because the world I lived in was not comfortable and safe I cant stand it and life is horrible
and hardly worth living
Dispute: Is there any evidence that I am an inadequate and worthless person? Is there any evidence that I can’t
stand life and seek out some satisfactions even when I have difficulties?
Rational Belief: There is no evidence that I am inadequate and worthless. There is no evidence that I cannot
stand difficulties and life. The opposite is evidently true because I am standing it. Latest in these realizations is:
its not my fault, the procrastinations (teeth to taxes) I used to rate myself with, were a consequence, and I have
dealt with all of them, (teeth to taxes), while recovering from a stroke. That is the evidence.
What are your new healthy negative emotions?
Answer: sadness disappointment regret concern
What are your new self-helping behaviors?
Answer: talking to strangers, asking for what I want, tacking unpleasant tasks without needless delay, exercising, eating healthily.

Nursed by Wolfs
Imagine a nursing staff in the hospital, almost with swastikas on their uniforms, Catholic cults on their lips.
This is Alberta, Canada, the home of the Canadian Conservative Party, and who kept the same party in provincial power for over 40 years.
“Christian conservatives appear to care for people just before they’re born and just before they die. In between, not so much. That’s not the rebel Jesus, that’s not the stinging demand for social change and justice that
the Gospel insists upon.” - Michael Coren from his article Conservatives Don’t Own Jesus, By teaming up with
Christians, progressives can reclaim the political agenda published May. 22, 2018 in The Walrus.
I had been hospitalized with a stroke, in Sept. 2017 and now it was January 2018, I was still in hospital, on a
recovery ward, Unit 58 of the Foothills Hospital in Calgary. At 6:00 A.M. I pushed my walker on one and a half
legs with one arm, out from the room I shared with an anxious junkie who was shot in the hip during a score, a
kid with no memory for no reason I could discern, and a former sailor diabetic who had lost his ability to recall to a stroke. The dementia room, essentially, waiting for a situation at single mens homeless shelter, run by
Christians, called the Mustard Seed. When I reached the nursing station, the head night nurse, a tattooed fascist
named Jason with every hair precisely trimmed, just stared at me, like a thing to be observed. I didn’t request
any pleasantries, I simply stated my business. The toilet has overflowed in the night, I can’t use the washroom.
Of course he was perfectly aware of this, the nurses inspect with flashlights in your eyes every few hours, between their smoke breaks.
“I need a washroom.” A shrug was my response. Then a hostile stare. I was used to this, I didn’t expect more,
someone who won’t even say good morning is certainly not going to clean up shit. The staff washroom was off
limits, as you can’t have the things aka patients mixing with the Nazi staff, Rules are Rules.

Daily Life
The cab driver arrived on time, pissed that he had to get out of his car and open the two heavy doors exiting
my apartment so that I with my walker could get to his car. Currently I sit in the front seat as my leg needs the
room. He was afraid of the traffic, on the passenger side and when we finally got me loaded he chewed his nails,
literally, for the duration. He was silent and sullen during the entire trip, non-responsive to my ice breakers.
Finally I just accepted and called my bank, a better use of my time with him.
The folks in the mall had no time for me, took an hour to find me some shower shoes on a busy Saturday.
Stores now are self serve, with selection service downloaded onto the customer, (under)staff is run off their feet,
special needs be damned.
I stopped at my carrier’s kiosk inquiring about my device which needed a repair, they wouldn’t look it up, said
some put off, off putting thing, and turned to the next person, where they could get a sale.
Went to the next kiosk, a repair place, took them half an hour, but they figured it out, a good price too.
By now I’d been standing for an hour and a half and was close to my limit. Looking for a rest spot, I spied a
man of similar age, guarding his wifes purse. ‘Mind if I share your bench?’ He was a Kiwi, pleased that I recognized his accent, reminded me of my friend, Will Ross, who had passed, teaching me sanity via REBT on his
way out the door via liver cancer. This chance encounter, although I still don’t understand cricket, reminded of
Will’s wisdom,”What good things could I make happen if I don’t get what I think I must have (or do get what I
think I mustn’t have)?”
You see, I’ve suffered, as they say, a stroke. They also call this a devastating life event. But if this hadn’t happened, my stroke of good luck, as I call it, I wouldn’t have met some wonderful people. Besides, a walker and
and a cane are chick magnets. Narcissist men, being bullies, hate that competition, but I love abusing, as they
also call it, the creatures, aka bullies. Assertiveness training. Lots of fun for the whole family.
I thank him for his cricket lesson (what’s a wicket) and roll down the mall where an ancient East Indian fella
dressed like a hippie stops me and says, ‘You are a man of God!’ Oh Fuck, here we go again. This happens a
lot with these guys. ‘Namaste friend’, I say, ‘are you a Hindu?’ ‘Buddhist!’, he replies. ‘Oh I used to study the
Buddhism of Tibet’, I say, before I was deprogrammed I didn’t say. ‘I knew it!’ he said, ‘that’s why you are so
happy!’
‘Umm how do you get rid of anger?’ he wants to know. ‘Choose not to have in the first place’, is my response.
Anger is a choice, be annoyed, be frustrated, fine, but anger? naw, not so much. Send out love get love back,
send out anger, get anger back. I didn’t tell him that this was stoic philosophy from Epiticus some 2000 years
ago, he was too busy chewing on the fact that he has free will and the power of choice, and didn’t use it for a
lifetime of inappropriate self sacrifice and celibacy and anger.
I rolled on to meet my next anxious cab driver who managed to get me home where I began editing a photo of
Sammi, a colleague from the stroke recovery ward, who had just graduated high school, then had a stroke and
we ended up in the same hospital, her and her devoted Mom. I took them out for lunch and she agreed to model
for me. One of the files caught her with her guard down and showed the story of having run a six month marathon, without legs, using her arms, with forever to go. All guts and determination and stubbornness.
We were both in wheelchairs when we met. ‘What do you think of this wheelchair gig?’, I asked. ‘I can do
wheelies!’, was her response. I fell in love right on the spot. Deal with your shit then go have fun, as my teacher

Will would say.
I was telling her and her Mom about this, how I felt about our first meeting, during our lunch. Same thing
when you get to University, I advised, find interesting people and sleep with them, hell, that’s being an undergrad is for. ‘See Sammi’, her Mom said, ‘go and have fun’.
If I had had a Mom, I would wish she would be exactly like that.

The Nutmeg of Consolation
1.I posted things like this on dating sites, hoping to meet someone with a sense of humour.
About me: Art degree with a major in gynecology. I’m not a doctor but I’m willing to have a look.
About you: You have sufficient musicality to be able to hum Summertime. You can view this handy instruction
video here:
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=uIss2Qmmc5k
It didn’t work too well for dating but I had fun which come to think of it, is why I wanted to date. Win/win.
2.I really like the Big Labowski. Reminds me of growing up in redneck Calgary with an equally bizarre underground drug culture of stoned weirdo’s. I see that they were all aspiring to be Scots:
http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=upFCJ2-DXQo
3.In 2007 I changed my genes and their expression of diabetes and heart disease in 3 months. After an ultrasound and a thallium stress test the cardiologist said I went from a candidate for a heart attack to having the
blood pressure of a fit 35 year old. My blood sugar is now normal.
4.I’m an ordained minister. At least I think I am. After spending 10 bucks on the Internet they sent me this
handy email, so it must be true:
Congratulations, You are now a legally ordained minister at the First Church of Atheism!
http://firstchurchofatheism.com/
5.I’m an initiated yogi. Hang around Ashrams long enough and someone will eventually initiate you. I’m not
sure what it means but at least they didn’t ask me for the deed to my house. Just my time, energy, and you know
inappropriate self sacrifice such as sex. Gave all that up for REBT. ( http://www.rebtnetwork.org/ ) See#7
6.I am an INFJ
http://www.personalitypage.com/INFJ.html
in the Myers Briggs personality type system. Rarest of all types I relate to 1 person in 200. So I’m on the outside observing. Same type as Ghandi, Mother Teresa and Martin Luther King. Oh yes and God help me Shirley
Mclean as well. I hope I’m not channelling an ancient Egyptian cause that would be like weird. Find out your
type here:
http://www.personalitytype.com/quiz.asp
7. My Dad died when I was 2 from lung cancer, he was a coal miner. I grew up in a state of anxiety in poverty
and abuse. I medicated the effects of that with sugar, then nicotine, and then pot and dropped all that for yoga/
religion. Finally I found Albert Ellis, the foremost psychotherapist of the last century, read a couple of his books
and dropped all that other stuff entirely.

8. When I was 40, after a few years as an addictions counselor, and a longer career in transportation logistics,
I went to art school. For 6 years. A process where every 3 months your work is put before the foremost artists
in the land, and they decide if you get another 3 months of school. This critical jury process I engaged in and
did well at, 3 times on the President’s honour role, earned 2 degrees, while watching it tire and burn out 18 year
olds. Only 100 of us graduated of the 800 entry submissions.
9. During Art School I was married to a woman who developed a terminal degenerative brain disease (Huntingtons) that affected her personality and emotions negatively and was very difficult on relationship, to put it
mildly. We finished up at the same time as I lost my brother as well as my best oldest friend, both to cancer. I
lost primary relationships, my house, studio and my business and family proceeded to dump me as well. I was
50 and I started over. What choice do you have? A social worker recently said to me, Jerald you must have been
devastated. Is that what you call that? Oh. Now I know.
10. I have taught painting and drawing in the faculty of extension (adult education), having earned an adult
education certificate, at local Art Collage and University.
11. I have practiced art as therapy, (using the creative model) in long term care institutions, with people with
incurable illness, as they degenerate into slow demise.
12. I learned Photoshop and the internet at art school and eventually spent a few years making a decent living producing images for internet advertising, until the customers left for India and their attractive economy. I
would go back to this if I found the right gig. Although selling crap to Americans using fear I find to be morally reprehensible, generally speaking, besides, design isn’t art as I understand it and I prefer to practice my art.
Perhaps in the right gig tho……
13. I have resolved this: If a person I care about doesn’t return my love, I can seek out others who will love
me. I could devote more time to my hobbies and other enjoyable pursuits. I can teach myself to enjoy life without a lover. Then if (and when) I do find a lover, I can be doubly happy. I can practice unconditional self acceptance and accept myself with or without a lover.
14. I irrationally believe in astrology. Confirmation bias. I can’t explain what pleases me about it or why I find
it to make sense but it just does. As a Virgo I find this a very strange belief. Must be my Pisces rising and Cancer moon having an effect.
15. Picasso and I are both born in the year of the Snake in Chinese astrology. When I read his quotes I find
myself satisfied and vindicated as an artist. Such as: Success is dangerous. One begins to copy oneself, and to
copy oneself is more dangerous than to copy others. It leads to sterility-Pablo Picasso. And: The people who
make art their business are mostly imposter’s-Pablo Picasso.

16. Cameras for me are a delight, as they handle the details, as do computers. I am vaguely interested in the
settings of the machines, but mostly revel in the happy accidents of the technology of art, whether it is the
chemistry of paint or the code of a flash presentation. To me, it’s all ways to intuitively express my feelings in
depth, and it’s impossible to predict the outcome. Don’t ask me how I did something in Photoshop or Painter, I
really don’t know. I just push buttons until I get happy then quit.
17. Beth, my lover, died when we were 18 of a brain tumour. She said to me, “I’m going to die, aren’t I” It
was the hardest question I ever had to answer.
18. Glenda, my lover, died when we were 24. She was killed by her passenger, an inmate of a mental institution on leave, while driving cab. He tortured her for 3 days and left her body in a field. It was the hardest funeral
I ever had to attend. The search for her had been called off but the cab drivers didn’t quit. We kept going till we
found her.
19. The movie Good Will Hunting makes a lot of sense to me.
20. I love to drive. I once worked at a bus company training their drivers. Driving heavy equipment pleases
me.
21. My Taylor guitar makes the most beautiful sounds. I love everything about it, the smell the feel of my
fingers on the strings. It can be loud. I call it my banjo-killer.
22. I studied voice (opera) for a year. My teacher Maudi said, “you really can’t sing can you? All right then!
23. I got busted for a joint when I was a kid. I got a hundred dollar fine. Still can’t get into the states or work
for the city due to my record. I find I don’t miss either experience.
24. I love Patrick O’Brians’ writing. His Master Commander series of historical novels of the sea. Read all
20. 6 times. You are the nutmeg of consolation, the rose of desire and the very flower of consideration-Patrick
O’Brian
25. This is what I have come to believe from all of that:
A Real Treasure
There is only one of me.
I am a unique individual, one of a kind.
Therefore I have value,Whether I am youngOr oldFat or thinTall or short
I accept myself as a unique work of art
Vastly interesting
Fascinating

Endlessly changing
PersonOf limitless possibilities (I think of Steven Hawking, wheelchair bound, immobile, scientist, professor,
husband and father if I happen to contemplate my `inability’ to create satisfaction in my life)
Because:I am always in this process of change
Therefore:I cannot be a finished perfect`Anything’ (Insert label here [if you must])
This imperfection (by definition) has no bearing whatsoever
On my `value’ or `worth’
I have value or worth because I am a unique one of a kind piece of very fine constantly evolving art that has
perhaps not existed before and perhaps may not again
And in my mind, so are you.
So I take pleasure in you, simply because I want it,
A real Treasure.
Blackstock ‘07

Throwing Light on Things that Hide in the Dark
Hi Jill,
I mean it was nice how you treated me, on the phone, when I had a stroke. Compassionate and all. I really
appreciate it. The money from Elephant Artist Relief was good, even though I qualified, what with credentials
and all, and it is under regulatory supervision, being government grant money. Still, it felt like the old troubles
had gone. You know, folks, mostly commercial artists, not talking to me, smear campaigns. Social bullying of
potential friends. For example, Carol Greene according to Thayre Anglis, my new love at the time, said Jerald is
hard on women you know, to her.
Thayre said that this was too hard socially, being in relationship with me, even though there wasn’t and never
has been evidence to support that smear campaign, but she went to Carols every week to draw, and she didn’t
want that kind of bullying directed at her.
I saw Carol visiting my show at Kava one day and I told her what Thayre said, asked her why she was intruding in my relationships. She apologized of course and acted very contrite but no explanation was forthcoming.
Looks of hate when we cross paths, silent treatment. According to assertiveness training, an apology just means
‘don’t assert your rights to be treated honestly and fairly’.
So I understand the social anxiety, I mean Thayre never came back after that, what with being pre-disposed to
bad anxiety attacks anyway.
It explains that when I invited you out for coffee to say thanks for your care and to get to know you better,
as colleagues and friends that you didn’t respond. No answer is an answer after all, and I’m not a stalker, but I
don’t understand why my work wasn’t included in your fund raiser, my application ignored and not responded
to, and when I made my work available on-line as a fund raiser, why no mention of it was made publicly. That
just seems mean spirited. Not to mention a sad loss to not promote a fund raiser for your organization just because my name is on it.
But. The really important questions are: why should we care what anyone thinks? Will they like us consistently, will we make a false step then be disliked? It’s a social slavery to be that anxious due to those who run a
narcissistic smear campaign.
I chose these consequences of course. When confronted by alcoholic social bullies and threatened by them
with ostracization there is only one solution, because who would want them and their pals as friends anyway.
As Cris Cran said as part of my training at New Gallery, just tell them to fuck off. Still, the smear campaign is
uncomfortable as it is meant to be.
I have a friend, whom I have never met, Cliff Eyland, who was recovering from a double lung transplant when
I had a stroke. He bought a piece of my work, and donated over 500 bucks to my go fund me, and his family did
similar, I have never met them either.
The local creatures never even said get well soon for fear of being the target of the same bullies who are
smearing me.
The psychotherapist at hospital said this was really really common.
So. When the narcissist and her friends start the smear campaign after the dump (overvalue undervalue dump)
its best to keep in mind a few things:
They hate us because our empathy makes them look bad.

Their likes and dislikes only describe them.
Similar to the person who spies against their own country, they are never trusted again, for the gossip and
badmouth and smear.
A bad opinion cannot spread like wildfire, people make up their own minds, free will and power of choice.
Who cares if broken people like me or not?
Go find nicer friends.
Anyhow you were very kind to me in your note from Elephant Artists Relief and the very real compassion in
your voice on the phone brought me to tears, and still does when I think of it.
For this I am very grateful.
Jerald

Irrational Remedies
A certain anxiety a need to be liked
The terror of not being liked
Because being alone
Is an attack consequence
Shelter food employment all gone
Agony of rejection and loneliness
Indoctrinated terror of these consequences:
F.O.G. Fear. Obligation. Guilt
But a need to be liked is different in itself
A need is an addiction
Slavery
Any work is ok as long as I’m liked
Any love situation as long as I’m accepted under any conditions
I have to have it
I must have it
I can’t take care of myself without it
As a result I’ve never had it
Only used till undervalued
Then discarded by bored ones of being bored, on to their new adventure
Round and round
Overvalue undervalue dump
Yet the voice of reason says likes only describes them in a moment
Which changes up and down day by day ebb and flow
I have always taken care of myself especially as a child
Resenting parental loss and caretakers treating me as an inconvenience
Anger/rage: they should, they must, yet they never have and never will
I can’t stand it means I’ll die.
Creating terror in a two year old
Yet I stood it, the misery of terror of abandonment,
Oh, they lied. Huh, gee they said they liked me.
Asking for what I want sorts them out
For they have nothing
Sends them away
Or closer if they are whole
In the meantime
Focus on my wealth of satisfactions
Have a life if alone of self acceptance
And spend freely my wealth of satisfactions

Creating my happiness, daily
And when I find someone *I will!* by talking to strangers
Be doubly happy
What is Irrational?
According to Dr. Albert Ellis and REBT, an idea is irrational if:
It distorts reality.
It is illogical.
It prevents you from reaching your goals.
It leads to unhealthy emotions.
It leads to self-defeating behavior.
During his first years of practicing REBT, Dr. Ellis saw that practically all of his clients held variations of a
dozen or so irrational beliefs. Although in his later writings, he was able to condense the original irrational ideas
into 3 core beliefs (The Three Major Musts), it can be helpful to be aware of the original ideas that Dr. Ellis
noted and his reasons for labeling them as irrational.
Irrational Idea No. 1: The idea that it is a dire necessity for an adult human being to be loved or approved by
virtually every significant other person in his community.
It’s impossible to be liked or loved by everybody. No matter how popular you are, there will always be someone who doesn’t like you.
Even if you could get everybody to like or love you, you would never know if they liked you enough, or if
they still liked you.
Different people have different tastes. Some people might like (for example) your new hairstyle; other people
might hate it. Therefore, no matter what you do, some people will admire you, and some people won’t.
Getting people to like you takes time and effort. If you try to get everyone to like you, you won’t have any
time or energy left over to do the things that you want to do.
If you demand others’ approval, you’ll always be doing what they want you to do, instead of doing what you
want to do with your time and your life. Your life will no longer be your own.
If you try too hard to be loved or approved, people will soon tire of your constant sycophancy, and they will
not respect you.
Paying too much attention to how much love and approval you are receiving, means you won’t pay enough
attention to how much love and approval you are giving.
There’s no harm in trying to be popular, but it’s best not to try too hard. In other words, it’s self-helping to
want to be popular, but it’s self-defeating to need to be popular.
Having love and approval means you’ll find it easier to have friends, to find and keep a job, to find accommodation, etc. But just because other people approve of you doesn’t mean that you’ll like yourself. It’s better to
strive for unconditional self-acceptance; i.e., you accept yourself, regardless of what others think of you.
It’s not pleasant when other people don’t like you, but it’s not awful, it’s not the end of the world, and it’s not
fatal.
Irrational Idea No. 2: The idea that one should be thoroughly competent, adequate, and achieving in all possible respects if one is to consider oneself worthwhile.
Nobody can be good at everything. If you’re good at (for example) sports, it does not mean that you’ll be

good at music. Most of us aren’t outstandingly good at even one thing, let alone every thing.
It’s good to be successful when you can. But by trying too hard to succeed—especially if you try to succeed at
everything—creates unnecessary stressors. In other words, it’s self-helping to want to succeed, but self-defeating to need to succeed.
To be successful often means you have to compete against others. That means you have to pay too much attention to what other people can do, instead of what you can do. You can’t control what other people can do, or
how well they can do it, so you end up competing against something you have no control over.
Very often you have little or no control over your own abilities. For example, you can’t be a successful musician if you were born tone deaf.
You don’t need to be successful to be worthwhile. Being alive and able to enjoy life makes your life worthwhile. Nothing else matters.
If you’re too busy trying to be successful, you won’t have time left over for doing things you enjoy.
If you’re afraid of failing, then you’ll be afraid of trying. Your life will be boring because you’ll only do things
you know you can succeed at, and you’ll never get to try new experiences.
Fear of failing means you won’t enjoy what you’re doing. It also means you’ll worry so much about failing
that you won’t be able to concentrate fully on what you’re doing, and so you will probably make a mistake or
fail completely.
The best way to learn how to do something is to just do it. The way to succeed is to practice, practice, practice
and to learn from your mistakes. Mistakes and failure are not awful; they are a normal part of learning. Human
beings fail and make mistakes all the time. If you make a mistake, it doesn’t make you worthless—it proves that
you are a normal human being.
Irrational Idea No. 3: The idea that certain people are bad, wicked, or villainous and that they should be severely blamed and punished for their villainy.
Human beings are not perfect. They don’t have total control over all their actions. In the real world, we all
make mistakes from time to time and treat others badly because (1) we don’t know any better; (2) we can’t do
any better; or (3) we’re too disturbed. That’s just the way we are. Believing that others must do the right thing
ignores the real world.
Blaming and punishing someone for a mistake he makes because he doesn’t know any better will not make
him smarter. Blaming and punishing someone for a mistake he makes because he can’t do any better won’t help
him to do it better next time. And blaming and punishing someone for a mistake he makes because he is disturbed won’t make him any less disturbed.
We all do lots of things everyday. Some of the things we do are “bad,” some are “good,” and some are neither “good” nor “bad.” The “bad” things we do don’t make us “bad people;” and the “good” things we do don’t
make us “good people.”
Blaming and punishing people for their mistakes doesn’t stop them from making further mistakes. In fact, they
may act worse as a way of getting revenge over their detractors.
If you tell someone he is a “bad person,” he might agree with you and think he really is a “bad person.” Then,
because he is a “bad person,” he will do more “bad” things, because that’s what “bad people” do.
When you blame and punish yourself for your mistakes, you become fearful and depressed. When you blame
and punish others for their mistakes, you become angry and bigoted. Then there is a danger that you will blame

yourself for feeling afraid, depressed, angry or bigoted and become more upset. And then you blame yourself
for feeling more upset and begin to feel even more upset, thereby setting up a vicious circle.
When other people blame you for a mistake you’ve made, ask yourself if you really did do anything wrong.
If so, try not to do it again. If you didn’t do anything wrong, you can remind yourself that the other person is
mistaken and that they can’t help making mistakes.
It’s not the end of the world when others behave badly, selfishly or unfairly. If you can teach them to behave
better, then do so. If you can’t teach them to do better next time, then you might as well learn to live with their
mistakes and tell yourself, “It’s too bad that they keep doing bad things, but it’s not awful!”
From time to time it will be you who acts badly, selfishly or unfairly. Just like everyone else, there will be
times when you make mistakes because you don’t know any better, can’t do any better or are disturbed. When
it happens, you can tell yourself, “Oh well, that’s life! I guess I’m as human as everyone else. I’ll try not to do it
again, but there are no guarantees.”
Irrational Idea No. 4: The idea that it is awful and catastrophic when things are not the way one would very
much like them to be.
There’s no reason why things must be the way you want them to be, no matter how bad or unfair they are now.
Unfortunate events and inconveniences happen in this world; that’s just the way it is. That doesn’t mean you
have to be thrilled when unfortunate events occur, but getting upset won’t improve matters.
The more upset you get, the less effective you’ll be at changing the things you don’t like.
Just because two-year-olds have a temper tantrum when they don’t get their own way, it doesn’t mean you
have to have one when you don’t get yours. If you can change the things you don’t like, go ahead and change
them. If you can’t change them, learn to live with them without crying like a baby.
You don’t get upset because bad things happen; you get upset because you believe they shouldn’t happen and
it’s awful when they happen.
When things are not to your liking, and you can’t change them, you can tell yourself, “I wish they were different, but it’s not the end of the world, and it won’t kill me if I have to keep putting up with them.” Then try to
learn from them, accept them as challenges, and see if there is someway you can use them in your life. If that
doesn’t work, do your best to ignore them and do something else you enjoy doing.
Irrational Idea No. 5: The idea that human unhappiness is externally caused and that people have little or no
ability to control their sorrows and disturbances.
Other people can’t harm you unless they beat you up or rob you. But those things don’t happen very often. If
someone abuses you or calls you names, it’s not their words that upset you; it’s your words. You might think
they’re harming you, but really it is what you tell yourself that causes your pain.
Whenever you say “it hurts me, when people are unfair,” or “I can’t stand it, when things go wrong,” you are
saying nonsense. Whatever “it” is, “it” can’t hurt you. What you really mean is “I upset myself by telling myself
that it is awful when people are unfair or when things go wrong.”
Most people believe they can’t control their feelings, but they’re wrong. Although it’s not easy to change the
way you feel, it’s not impossible.
Irrational Idea No. 6: The idea that if something is or may be dangerous or fearsome one should be terribly
concerned about it and should keep dwelling on the possibility of its occurring.
If you can avoid dangerous events, then do so. If you can’t avoid them, then worrying about them won’t help

you to deal with them. In fact, worrying about them will probably make you deal with them less effectively.
Worrying about dangerous or unpleasant events won’t make them go away. Instead, worrying will often make
the event more likely. For example, if you’re learning to drive a car and you worry about getting into a smash,
then you’ll get so nervous that you don’t drive very well and end up driving into another car. If you were calmer
and weren’t worried about crashing, you might have driven better and avoided the smash.
People who worry about things happening expect those things to happen more frequently than people who
don’t worry about them. For example, people who worry about seeing a spider expect to see spiders more often
than people who don’t worry about seeing them. This sets up a vicious cycle: First they worry about seeing a
spider, then they expect to see one, which makes them worry more.
There are some things in life that you can’t avoid—dying, for example. But worrying about dying won’t make
you live forever, it will only make living less pleasant. Now, instead of having just one problem—dying—you
have two problems: (1) dying; and (2) spending your life worrying about dying.
Worrying about things often makes them seem worse than they really are.
It’s not the things that could go wrong in your life that cause your worry; it’s the belief that it would be awful if those things happened. Therefore, to stop worrying about something, convince yourself that it would be
unfortunate if it happened, but it would not be awful.
Instead of avoiding things you are afraid of—public speaking, for example—go out of your way to practice
doing them. After a while, you’ll see there really is no reason to be afraid of them.
Irrational Idea No. 7: The idea that it is easier to avoid than to face certain life difficulties and self-responsibilities.
The relief you get from avoiding a difficult or unpleasant task is only temporary. You might feel better at the
exact moment you avoid it, but later, you may regret your decision and wish you had faced the task when you
had the opportunity. For example, you might avoid asking someone for a date, and feel immediately better because you had avoided the risk of rejection, but later you kick yourself for being so cowardly.
When you tell yourself that a task (homework, for example) is so awful that you must not do it, you spend
hours planning ways to avoid it, and then more hours thinking of an excuse for not doing it. The longer you
put off doing the task, the longer you spend worrying about it. Instead of just getting it over and done with, you
prolong your misery.
The more practice we have at doing something, the easier it becomes. But if you avoid doing difficult tasks,
you will never get the practice you need to make the job easier. Difficult tasks will remain difficult, and you’ll
never get the confidence to do them.
If you spend your life sitting around doing nothing except very easy tasks, you’ll be bored to tears. But if you
try new experiences, and work at doing things that are quite difficult, you’ll gain a sense of achievement, and
lead a much happier life.
If a job is unnecessary then it makes sense to avoid it. But if the job is going to make your life easier or more
pleasant in the long run, then the sooner you do it, the better.
You were not born lazy. Laziness is nothing but the bad habit of telling yourself things about work which aren’t true. Once you start telling yourself that (1) work is not awful; (2) there is no reason why you must avoid it;
and (3) the sooner you get it done the better, you’ll see that your laziness disappears.
There is no need to make life difficult for yourself by working too hard, doing unnecessary work. But if the

job is necessary or will make your life better in the long run, then (1) decide when you are going to do it ( the
sooner the better); (2) do it at the time you say you are going to do it—don’t delay it again; (3) if it’s a big job,
do little bits at a time; and (4) give yourself a reward after you complete each little part of the job.
Life is for living. If you’re tired, take a rest. But don’t spend your entire life resting. You only have one lifetime, so do as much as you can with it. Try things that might be difficult or unpleasant at first, and keep doing
them until you get good at them and find that you enjoy them.
Irrational Idea No. 8: The idea that one should be dependent on others and needs someone stronger than oneself on whom to rely.
We cannot do everything for ourselves. From time to time we need other people’s help to fix our car, treat our
illnesses, or build our houses. But the more we can do for ourselves the better. If we become too dependent on
others we lose control of our lives and allow others to make our choices and do our thinking. It makes sense to
cooperate with one another, but it makes no sense to be totally dependent.
If you believe you must have someone else’s help to get by, you will have to give up many things you want to
do in life, and go along with things they want you to do. You will make yourself afraid that if you don’t do what
they want you to do, then next time you need their help, they won’t be there for you. After a while, you won’t be
you any more: you’ll be their slave.
If you depend on others to make you feel safe, you’ll end up being less safe because you are less able to look
after yourself.
The more you let others do things for you, the less skilled and the less confident you’ll be. The less skilled and
the less confident you are, the more you’ll depend on others. It becomes a vicious circle.
You cannot be certain the person or people you rely on will always be around. Therefore the more you can
rely on yourself, the better.
You are the only person who knows what you really want in life. If you rely on others to provide you with
what you want, you may not get it. But if you rely on yourself, you have a greater chance of getting exactly
what you want.
If at first you don’t succeed, try and try again. Even if you never get what you want, it’s not awful to fail in the
attempt.
Irrational Idea No. 9: The idea that one’s past history is an all-important determiner of one’s present behavior
and that because something once strongly affected one’s life, it should indefinitely have a similar effect.
Just because something once had a big effect on your life, doesn’t mean it will always have that effect. For example, when you were a child, you may have been afraid of adults, and done whatever you could to please them
so they would be good to you. But you are no longer a child, so now you don’t have to be afraid of other people.
You can now decide for yourself what you want out of life and you can, mostly, do whatever you please.
If a two-year-old doesn’t get what he wants, he will often have a temper tantrum until he does get what he
wants. This solution works quite well for two-year-olds, but doesn’t work so well for adults. Most problems
have several solutions, but if you continue to rely on childish solutions, the less likely you will be able to find
better, adult solutions.
Blaming your problems on your childhood is just a poor excuse for not trying to solve your present problems.
If you make the effort and really look, you can usually find solutions to the problems you have today.
It’s true that you learned some foolish, self-defeating behaviors as a child, but although it’s sometimes difficult

to change, it’s not impossible.
In the future, you will look back at today as being part of your past. By changing yourself today, you will be
able to have a better future.
Irrational Idea No. 10: The idea that one should become quite upset over other people’s problems and disturbances.
Other people’s problems usually have nothing to do with you. There is no reason why you must feel upset if
someone has a problem.
We are all different, and other people will often do things that you disagree with. But that doesn’t make them
criminals. Getting upset or angry won’t help you, and it won’t change them.
Even if someone is unfair or rude towards you, it is not the unfairness or the rudeness that upsets you, it is
your belief that other people should be fair and polite.
You have a lot of power to change yourself, but you have only a little power to change others. Getting upset
does not give you more power to change others, in fact, it often reduces your influence. Some people like seeing
you upset so, instead of changing, they may try to upset you more.
Sometimes people will change because you are angry or upset with them. But is it worth it? Surely there are
better, less painful ways to change people than making yourself feel bad.
Being happy often involves changing the way you think, and changing the things you do. If you’re too busy
trying to change others, you won’t have time left over to change yourself. Getting upset or angry over what other people do is a poor excuse for not solving your own problems and changing your thinking.
Irrational Idea No. 11: The idea that there is invariably a right, precise, and perfect solution to human problems and that It is catastrophic if this perfect solution is not found.
Even if a problem has a perfect solution—which it probably doesn’t—there is no reason why that perfect solution must be found.
We have some control over our lives, but we don’t have total control. Finding perfect solutions to all your
problems is impossible.
It’s not the end of the world if you can’t find a perfect solution to your problems. Telling yourself it’s awful
when you can’t find a perfect solution will only make you upset and make it harder to find a good solution.
Most problems have several solutions. But if you keep looking for the “perfect” one, you won’t see the other
solutions, and therefore, won’t be able to solve any of your problems. Or if you do use a less-than-perfect solution, you will make yourself unhappy because you think you should have kept looking for the perfect one.
You will spend so long looking for the perfect solution for one of your problems that you won’t have time to
solve your other problems.
When you have a problem, make a list of several solutions. Then, instead of looking for the perfect one,
choose the best solution from your list.
Solutions that seem perfect often have results you don’t expect. From time to time you will choose a solution
that isn’t as good as you thought it would be. Solving problems takes practice. The more practice you have, the
better you’ll get at solving your problems. But if you keep looking for a perfect solution, you’ll never get to try
out the other solutions, and you won’t get to practice and improve your problem-solving skills.
Irrational Idea #12: The idea that you can give people (including yourself) a global rating as a human and that
their general worth depends upon the goodness of their performances.

Being skilled at one thing (or many things) does not make you a good person. Being incompetent at one thing
(or many things) does not make you a bad person. Some people might be better at (for example) sports than you
are, but that doesn’t make them a better person. They might be smarter than you, better looking, or funnier than
you, but they are still not a better person.
Nobody is good at everything. If you can dance but can’t sing, does that make you a better person than someone who can sing but can’t dance? Or is the other person better than you? There is no way to judge who is the
better person.
If you do well on a task one day, and poorly on a task the next day, are you a better person on the day when do
you well? Hardly. You are still the same person.
We all change from day to day. For example, if you are usually polite to people, but sometimes rude when you
are not feeling well, does that make you a good person (for being polite) or a bad person (for being rude)?
We don’t know everything there is to know about people. We might see someone doing a good deed (for example, saving someone from a burning building) and think they are a “good person.” But what we don’t know is
that (for example) the same person is often cruel to small children. Therefore, the person is not as “good” as we
thought.
About The Author:
Will Ross — is the webmaster and co-founder of REBTnetwork.org; he tutors REBT self-helpers and is the
author and publisher of online REBT self-help materials.

Being Liked
Post on Facebook
I must be liked or else I am a failure, means I can’t be assertive to ask for what I want, because assertive
people are often not liked. (by assholes). So I could become a doormat that spins round and round in the circle
game of being held hostage by the fear of not being liked.
Being unliked is not pleasant but it won’t kill me. If I don’t get what I want, such as my right to get what I pay
for, at least I have my self respect for having asserted my right.
One nurse, during my stay in hospital, a male Christian and aggressive evangelist, didn’t like me when I said I
preferred quiet to his selling his religion, I was respectful but firm, and he didn’t like me.
I overheard him say, ya well nobody comes to visit him anyway, meaning me, which was true. So in his eyes
and many others I was a failure in the visitors numbers oneupmanship game. I didn’t realize this till later as
I was too busy connecting on-line and appreciating my friends all over the world, who contributed to my gofundme and got me a place to live, a really nice place too, simply because I asked.
One friend from my former day gig courier, a deep deep introvert that really needed his alone time to recharge, gave up his Sundays for 5 months to get me out of hospital once a week.
How many dedicated friends do you need to be not a failure? 1? 10? 10,000? Or just myself unconditionally,
because others likes and dislikes can change with the wind, others likes and dislikes only describe them, not me.
Anyway I love you guys without reservation and its unconditional simply because I do.
So there.

In Search of Fearlessness
When I was a day patient at the hospital, after my relationship with Edi, who passed away, getting initially
grief counseling (religious nonsense as it turned out), then cognitive treatment, therapy for extreme anxiety that
I had since I was 2 years old, they taught me how to cure it, it’s pretty easy and a really common condition,
created by, usually, being put down by important people in our lives, then by ourselves, curing it by learning to
dispute it in an evidence based way.
I met and became friends with and was mentored by Will Ross an REBT (http://www.rebtnetwork.org/library/
shf.html) therapist while he was dying of liver cancer, and stubbornly refused to upset himself about it, and Dr.
Michael Edelstein (http://threeminutetherapy.com/blog/) a REBT trainer and therapist.
The rituals in my life were distraction from anxiety, as it turned out, sugar, smoking, pot, yoga, religion and
dependence on narcissist relationships all left along with the anxiety as I learned to see that there was no evidence to support it. Took awhile, but eventually I managed to deprogram myself from the underlying philosophy
and the consequences left on their own. (http://www.rebtnetwork.org/library/musts.html).
Later when I had a stroke, I remembered Ellis (http://www.rebtnetwork.org/) saying that if you lose an arm do
everything you can to deal with it, then ignore it and focus on your satisfactions, you may have fewer choices
but you still have some choices. Free will and the power of choice to pursue satisfaction is the purpose of life.
Since I had lost an arm and a leg and some speech, this was pretty important advice to come to mind.
The social worker during my 6 month hospital stay said, ‘When are you going to have your crash, your body
just let you down!’ Ya, that’s not my satisfaction of choice, I said. So I wrote a book (https://jeraldblackstock.
ca/dir/), created a commercial business for my art, (https://1-jerald-blackstock.pixels.com/) which included
learning to do my own personal and business taxes and catching them up for the past 7 years, and expanded my
creative visual fine art web presence (https://www.flickr.com/photos/jerald_blackstock/), created an income for
life for myself, found a new place to live as my home was up 4 flights of stairs, got my stuff packed and into
storage, then out and into my new place, unpacked, (all on a tablet in the hospital coffee shop). I attended physiotherapy, occupational therapy, speech therapy, and psychotherapy 5 days a week all day for 6 months while
living in hospital.
Moved out and built a massive new computer, and got my ass out the door to create street photo with the most
impressive professional camera known at this time to use with my 19 year ongoing love of digital manipulation
art practice.
Now it’s a year later and I can speak, walk and use my right arm and hand increasingly because I find I have
as a result of REBT a high tolerance of the frustrations of perfectly normal life of disease and recovery that we
all deal with, hard as it is.
Have I found fearlessness? Of course not, fear is the greatest evolutionary tool we have. I found evidence
based rationality to wield it, like I would any other tool.
Sunday is my birthday this is my celebration of the last year, using the tools that I have learned to respect in
the last 20. Including fear.
Jerald

Happy Birthday Gift To Me
Do you have a partner who loves you unconditionally and really understands you? Yes, its myself. Never lonely, never alone.
A conditional relationship is called a business deal, a contract. once the contract is broken, it usually ends.
That’s why a relationship is unconditional. Unconditional acceptance, of self, others, and the universe. You
don’t have to worry that others will break the contract, you know that all humans including yourself are fallible,
you accept that, you use frank conversation and willingness to compromise, to figure shit out.

Working Class Stupidity
Response to a comment: I think the point is, companies living off their slave workers. Interesting that you
posted a photo of a coal miner like my father who died of lung cancer feeding his family with no after support
or company health plan. We were hated by other working class families for living on welfare, my Mom and 4
kids, verbal and physical abuse often.
I quit school and went to work when I was 14.
I seriously think your protestant work ethic is stupid; seriously and deeply flawed.
A guaranteed annual income would have solved that situation and many other vulnerable folks like my Mom
and her 4 kids.
People wouldn’t need to shovel coal till they died, companies would be forced to offer incentives like heath
and safety to attract workers. Your philosophy is that of a working class slave and proud of it, like I said, based
on lifelong experience with the abuse it generates, I find it deeply stupid.

Walking
Birthday was cool. went to a swanky hotel for brunch, WALKED around downtown taking photos of gay
people for pride parade, WALKED in the park taking fotos of folks, WALKED to a coffee shop.....walking, has
been my gift to me, it was the scariest thing I have ever done at first, those wheelchairs are seductive and safe,
like staying in a bad marriage.....or in the closet

The Creatures
PTSD extreme fear, stress is another name for fear, is treated by acclimating, or getting used to, similar situations. Fear is just something I’m not used to yet, or fear of the unknown. What creates it, generally, is predicting
the future that it is going to be awful and terrible, words that mean death causing, without evidence. Acclimating
is evidence gathering. Politicians, religionists and advertisers create fears using conspiracy theories that you are
no good without the shit they are selling and can’t handle life. It’s all nonsense, based on the evidence of you
are alive so you can handle life.
Had a conversation with a cab driver yesterday. It started by his suggestion that the spirit was healing me. I
told him I was an atheist, because I had found in my religious studies that it increased my anxiety, this dependence on the unknown.
I said look, 10 minutes ago, we didn’t know we were going to have this conversation, and we are handling it
just fine, so obviously we have great skills at handling the unknown. If there is something after we die, we will
handle it, based on evidence.
If there is nothing, then it is hard to worry about nothing. Worry is a choice. The notion of an afterlife causes
fear of the unknown, not the notion of nothing.
It’s a way for religionists to manipulate folks and take their money and time, using fear. I’d rather spend Sunday morning in bed with my girlfriend, but they want to manipulate me with fear obligation and guilt, F.O.G., to
get me to their collection plate.
The Creatures.

Wanna Show? Hell No!
I must be liked and accepted or I am no good, and it turns out that others likes and dislikes only describe them
not me. Here is a response to an invite to show my work recently:
Disabled art, indigenous art, pride art, women’s art, white middle class male art, emerging art, mid career art,
etc, etc. a kind of racism by any way you dress it up by extremely conservative aka fascist art sellers and historians such as yourselves.
Whatever happened to critique? What were they going for, how close did they get, how does it compare to genius in the field, how do we get them closer? What’s the curatorial theme other than physical injury or physical
gender or physical age etc etc.
You are offering me a disabled show because I had a stroke, so you may use me to signal your virtue. To print,
frame and transport a show it would cost me 10 grand for you creatures to signal your virtue, without paying
artist fees or production, framing, transportation costs.
People who are marginalized are often victims of predators like you.
Let’s get back to is it a good show and why and leave my personal medical history, my age my gender and
who I like to socialize my masturbation with out of it.
Oh, ya, and don’t forget to reimburse me for my costs, and my time.

I see your pain
I see your pain, and I empathize. Actually I see your inconvenience, and it is the same as mine, just the details
are different.
you could be any race or gender or disability or age here online, with any profile you made up. bottom line,
you are your thoughts, typed out, and it is often not pretty, self pitying and hateful. that’s what I see.

Disputing The Nonsense In My Head
One way of disputing the nonsense in my head:
I must do well and be liked or I am no good.
So.
I had a stroke, lost a source of income, a house, a car, and a cat, and I’ve never been really popular so I don’t
have visitors, well very few. So my self worth because it’s being measured by achievement and popularity is in
the dumps
Dispute.
I had a stroke, why can’t I have random things happen?
Lost a source of income, got another one, more reliable
A home, got a better one more modern convenient cheaper
A car, I have alternate transportation, and am working on getting another car, medically legally authorized to
drive again, dumped a huge debt load
And a cat, ya I miss the cat, he has a good home, I gained a roomie I choose to care about.
And I’ve never been really popular so I don’t have hospital or home visitors, well, very few.
Now I get out to the gym and make new friends, nicer ones. Value my internet friends, and professional colleagues who contributed to a gofundme.
So my self worth because it’s being measured by achievement and popularity was in the dumps.
Now I prefer to call it satisfaction with goals met and making friends by talking to strangers and asking for
what I want. It’s fun
By calling myself names I created a depression, I did, no one else.
Calling myself names has had the following sub belief consequences:
I must have love and approval from everybody.
I need someone to love me.
I must not do anything that would cause others to think less of me.
I must be competent and successful.
I must have an important skill or talent.
I must successfully avoid unpleasant or undesirable situations.
Unpleasant and undesirable situations upset me.
I can’t control my emotions in difficult situations.
I must avoid dangerous or life-threatening situations.
If I do encounter such situations, I must worry about them to make them go away.
I must think, feel and act the same as I always have.
My past has such a strong influence on me that I cannot change.
I must find order, certainty, and predictability in life.
If I don’t find these things, I cannot feel comfortable or act competently.
I must depend on other people because I can’t depend on myself.
I must rely on superstition and religion especially in difficult times.
I must understand the secrets of the universe.

I cannot be happy unless I understand the nature and secrets of the universe.
I must rate myself as either “good” and “worthy,” or “bad” and “worthless.”
To be “good,” and “worthy,” I must be competent, successful and popular.
If I am not competent, successful or popular then I am “bad” and “worthless.”
I must never feel depressed, anxious or enraged.
Along with these self created vulnerabilities I have created the following emotional consequences with these
beliefs:
Depression
Anxiety and/or panic
Self Downing
And I have created the following behavioral consequences:
Risk-avoidance
Shyness
Procrastination
Unassertiveness
Workaholism
So. That’s fucked up.
Ok then. Better dispute that belief.
Is there any evidence that I am no good, and deserve to be tossed on the human junk pile because I had a
stroke and sustained physical losses of mobility income and shelter? (Which I am perfectly capable of regaining?)
There is absolutely no evidence for that belief.
Do I feel that way about others who have suffered loss?
No. I feel compassion and caring, I wish to help.
After disputing what do I feel?
Concern about the future, and sad, which is motivating instead of worry and depression which is self defeating.
Also feel excitement a sense of adventure!
What self helping behaviours do I do?
Exercise, writing, rebt self help form, working on websites to sell my work, making art, talking to strangers,
asking for what I want, practicing unconditional self acceptance, and unconditional other acceptance, and especially unconditional acceptance of the world and it’s random fuckeries.
Cheers
Jerald Blackstock
These references and example might be of help to others as they have been invaluable to me.
About:
http://www.rebtnetwork.org/
http://www.rebtnetwork.org/whatis.html
info:
http://www.rebtnetwork.org/library/musts.html

daily self help:
http://www.rebtnetwork.org/library/shf.html
particular beliefs:
http://www.rebtnetwork.org/library/dibs.html

“Against the assault of laughter, nothing can stand.” - Mark Twain
He was one of my fathers, along with John Steinbeck, Isaac Asimov, Robert Heinlein and Auguste Rodin
who taught me atheism, science, creativity and rationality while I was a self raised street orphan cringing in the
sanctuary of safety; the library. Later, when I was in trouble it was Albert Ellis with his philosophy and psychotherapy who reached out from his writings.
Recently an anxious and hostile 12 step guy at the gym was telling me evidence based psychology didn’t
work, based on the evidence of my 30 year cure and recovery from anxiety and depression with its corresponding distractions of drugs, alcohol and religion. I just had to laugh out loud. He ceased to intrude on me with his
testaments.
Also, a very conservative couple who failed to have a rational discussion with me about policies, just spewing
hate towards liberals, were working out on stationary bikes, grimly pedaling away in unison. It occurred that’s
how they made love, and these were their orgasm faces. I laughed and laughed....

What Do I Think About Arts Commons?
I’m 65 now. A former artist run centre administrator/artist. An art educator. A semi-pro musician. A recent
stroke survivor. Lifelong member of the Liberal Party of Canada and past member of it’s policy committee. A
lifelong resident of Calgary’s inner city where I grew up virtually orphaned on its streets, my so called (very
conservative) family moving here after my father was abandoned by Cominco for receiving his diagnosis of
terminal black lung.
I once told Preston Manning that I owed his father, former Premier Manning, who preached the gospel on
radio every Sunday in our ‘home’ a debt of gratitude. His government’s mean spirited, penny pinching welfare
that I grew up on, made me a lifelong socialist and advocate of guaranteed annual income and education, the
silver bullets that solve poverty, crime and health issues in global society.
I still feel rage at the hypocrisy of the self serving conservative Christian misusing the very cool teachings of
their gospel for their own selfish economic agenda. The same fear of ‘others taking what is mine’ justification
that they use to embrace nationalism as opposed to globalization. Buy locally is a conservative agenda, disregarding that their Christ would see that the guy in India needs to feed his family too. Fuck the pakis, fuck the
Jews and fuck those faggot cocksuckers too, in the language of my conservative ‘home’, the streets of Calgary.
I accept that these expressions have also been business as usual with the Catholic Church, for centuries, as
they plan ahead in terms of centuries. On an individual basis the using of altar boys for the pleasure of the
priests has the same lack of empathy as their global policy of using women as breeding stock to make more
straight Catholic men.
The current far right in today’s political climate, locally and internationally, claims a lot of allegiance to the
Catholic Church. The head of the Alberta conservative party that was parachuted in from the federal party for
example.
My former wife, upon graduation from law school in Calgary, promptly divorced her aspiring artist liberal
husband, joined the Catholic church, and joined the conservative party of Alberta, in order to have a career.
She was rewarded with a position with Alberta Health fighting the unions, which she knew intimately since her
father was a union auto worker/organizer in Windsor Ontario.
I solicited her and everybody I ever knew for my gofundme when I was hospitalized recently and needed
money for a place to live. She donated a niggardly amount, but refused to do it publicly, since caring for me
might be suspicious I assume. I suppose I am on some list somewhere.
After the divorce, I eventually got to art school and then further qualifications to educate adults, and got gigs
doing that at Alberta University of the Arts and Mount Royal University. I was hired at Alberta University of
the Arts to do professional development for public school art teachers, a 3 day studio gig, where they could
study drawing and painting using the basic methods artists have used for 800 years to train each other; observation of the figure using a model and still life composition.
Arts Commons then hired me to further professionally develop the art teachers from the Catholic schools

on site at Arts Commons. The model was not allowed as a subject to study, only coursework lending itself to
abstraction please and thank you. Conservatives love abstraction, because it is historically spiritual based, I
suppose, (Kandinsky and Malevich the white Christian mystics) and it is non-confrontational over their couch.
Also a staff member from arts commons was in the room at all times to monitor, I suppose, the conversation.
This was 20 years ago.
My colleagues at the artist run centres have always programmed at the window spaces of Arts Commons
during this 20 years. I have been of 2 minds, supporting the emerging artists and disgust for the venue and its
conservative programming and agenda.
Lately the artist run centres have pulled out, and while I don’t know the details, I did get a letter that said:
“Ultimately, our organizations strive to create spaces and opportunities in the arts that work towards more
equitable and inclusive futures. At this time, Arts Commons has been unable to support us in these aspirations.”
In other words they got told to follow the Catholic agenda or fuck off.
Apparently Arts Commons hosted some fascist speaker, Canadian Art Magazine posted a link,
concerns about a Jordan Peterson lecture at Arts Commons ,
and arts Commons are taking the usual bully route of saying their free speech is under attack as cover to censure the programming in its windows which doesn’t comply with its Catholic agenda.
I hope this upheaval provides opportunity for new exciting venues for the artists but I am not hopeful for the
traditional brick and mortar. There is an old European adage, taught to me by a German dance teacher I once
had, “whoever controls the money, controls the art”, meaning that the money controls the message.
For me, personally and professionally, I embrace the internet as a way to circumvent the gatekeepers of the
conservative gallery system who aspire to control even my very non confrontational art.
As a white straight male, a new senior, and a former lover of painting flowers, and currently street photo, I see
no place for my work in the conversation of inclusion which is the battleground of the artist run centre.
But that doesn’t mean I can’t lend my voice in support, especially in support against fascism.
I invite them to join me on the net and take their work global in some manner that they will create for themselves, and control their own art, and message.

Love Art Loss
Dealing with loss is life skill
Ask the question: What good can I make of this?
I have lost much
I have gained skills
Art is the loss of the cherished desire, the failure to create that perfect hologram in my imagination with some
media, and saying ok, what good can I make of this, this image that is now presenting itself to me on my canvas
that doesn’t look at all like I imagined it.. Picasso said, start with an idea, and then see where it goes. Embrace
your skill at losing the idea. Embracing your skill at asking what good can I make of this. Embrace the birth of
something new, not planned.
This is the therapy of art therapy.
This is the joy of life, the satisfaction of discovery, of that which is just behind the veil.
A radio talk show with a Professor of cognitive therapy, and the subject was loneliness. Loneliness is created
by the lie that no one loves me. I love me.
Connection with another is a choice. They don’t have to be in the same room to feel connected.
Love is a choice.
I love the characteristics of you that I find loveable, simply because I choose to find that satisfying.
You cannot create that, or make it stop.
This our god-like power to love unconditionally, the power of free will and choice.

The Problem Isn’t Their Narcissism
The problem isn’t the narc. The problem happens when I believe, without evidence, that I must have love.
Then I can be recruited by love bombing, then manipulated by guilt fear obligation. If it’s a religion or a cult or
a relationship of any kind, it doesn’t matter, because when I say I highly prefer to have love, but I don’t HAVE
to, then I am loving me, and not dependent on others. It’s nice to have, but it’s not fatal, even though uncomfortable to not have it at (trigger) times. I can seek others to love me (healthily), I can focus on hobbies and other
pleasurable pursuits, I can work on accepting myself without condition. I am in an adult with adult responsibilities relationship with myself. This is really helpful when the inevitable smear campaign makes for a quieter
social life.

What Do I Think Of Remembrance Day
My father went to war, signal corp in France, it was either that or ride the rails and be a criminal like his big
brother, my Uncle Harvey
The Depression handed out hard choices.
My war, as they say, was Vietnam, even though I’m Canadian, friends of mine like Al Garret left shortly after
art school to the U.S. to join up to spend the rest of his life suffering from agent orange exposure.
Most of my friends were Americans in Canada avoiding the draft.
So we are to honour those who were drafted, or coerced economically, then told to kill or they would be shot,
and were shot anyway.
They had their personalities torn down and built up again as mass murderers during their basic training.
Many that survived committed suicide or became Hell’s Angels according to Dr. Hunter S. Thompson.
My Uncle Stan came back with his war bride, worked in a diesel shop for the trains for the rest of his life, in
the same house, full of shame secrets and psychopath kids.
My family history is a long one of Scottish peasant cannon fodder in the British front lines, the first in, the first
to die. That’s what peasant farmers are for.
Still are.
Do I honour their ‘sacrifice for freedom’.
Is that what the propagandists are calling it these days.
They were bullied and victimized and taken advantage of.
I am sorry for their loss.

When you find yourself apologising to inanimate objects...
So. My wonderful, cheap French Roast coffee beans were sold out. I grabbed something called German breakfast roast. Unfortunately Pre-Ground. Bitter, highly caffeinated, thin, insipid brew, tea on steroids. So much
promise. So much disappointment. So little sleep.
My regular beans returned to the shelf after thoughts were seconded and complaints were laid.
Now I have all this stimulation I don’t prefer, but a commitment has been made, I bought it after all.
It’s like it owns me and I risk offending it by dumping it.
I have fear obligation guilt towards a bag of low satisfaction.
Narcissist beverage.
I have the right to change my mind.
I have the right not to explain.
My cup of tea.
Or not.

Art Dealers Hate Me
Art, for many, certainly for me, was/is a distraction from over-anxiety. The ‘therapy’ of art therapy. Not a cure
a relief. The same process as meditation or mindfulness, whatever that is. Essentially to ignore your problems,
hopefully after dealing with them as best as possible, by focusing on something more satisfying. Once the tools
to deal with ones creation of over-anxiety have been mastered a bit, http://www.rebtnetwork.org/library/shf.
html, what happens to the art?For me, it changes from a detail oriented, time consuming distraction from the
usual and constant discomforts of life, to something more interesting to the artist and hopefully the viewer.
My painting becomes start to finish in 45 minutes, I am more interested in the immediacy of photo, voyeurism and the photoshop darkroom. I admire Rembrandt for the loss of his many children and and his wife, while
keeping the immediacy of his hand made mark, see his feathers for example. (https://www.nga.gov/collection/
art-object-page.1207.html) He didn’t avoid his discomfort by diving into detail. I admire the work of Cliff Eyland, for his ability to make art his satisfaction but not his therapy.How many times have I walked into a gallery
and a collector corners me and asks my opinion on their spending thousands of dollars on a piece. In all honesty
I have to say you are committing to mental illness on your wall. The 20 pieces in here all look the same, seen
one you’ve seen them all, the artist was essentially obsessively and compulsively being a 4 year old complaining that the world is uncomfortable and trying to avoid it. Art dealers hate me.

Time to Start Trusting the Good News
I live in a town of a million people. Last Sunday, I felt an increased numbness on the right side of my skull. I
mentioned it to stroke survivor at the gym, a geologist suffering with M.S. He diagnosed it as a TIA (Transient
Ischemic Attack) or basically a small stroke, typically a precursor to a big one. Fuck. Fuck, Fuck, Fuck, were
my immediate thoughts.
A sleepless night.
Waves of panic in the morning.
Did an REBT self help form.
REBT Self-Help Form
What is the situation that you are upset about?
Answer: possibly had a tia stroke on sunday
What are the unhealthy negative emotions that you are experiencing?
Answer: anxiety
What self-defeating behaviors would you like to change?
Answer: withdrawal avoiding social contact
What demand are you making about the situation?
Answer: life must be comfortable and safe or I can’t stand it; I must perform well or I am worthless
Dispute: is there any evidence that I can’t handle this? is this a definition of my value or worth?
Rational Belief: It’s obvious that I can handle this because I am handling it there is no evidence that this is a
definition of my value or worth. I have value and worth simply because I exist
What are your new healthy negative emotions?
Answer: concern disappointment
What are your new self-helping behaviors?
Answer: talked to a experienced stroke recovery person - answer very common; looked at the web-MD saw
the likelihood of having a major stroke as smallish and getting smaller; exercising; taking meds; testing cognitive function (rebuilding my Apache and Mysql servers), going to the doctor...
Return to www.rebtnetwork.org
So. Using my vast medical experience and that of a quite possibly brain damaged stroke survivor with M.S., I
got myself cleaned up and walked with my cane the 2 blocks to my doctor. Waited for 2 hours to get in, but they
got me in, to find out after a 40 minute very thorough exam, that 1 symptom does not a TIA make. Neuroplas-

ticity is way more complicated. He is very rational, going over the evidence and then corroborated it. What did
your neurologist say? He said I don’t need a neurologist. What did your physiatrist say? He said I was cleared to
drive. Would they say these things if they thought the risk of stroke was anything but minute? Ummmm no.
So my future was restored and with it hope in my life, of satisfactions of choice.
Driving, relationship, creating and showing my work: mobility, sex and empathy, art: the things I love, were
all back on my radar, getting closer with each step.
While I was waiting at the doctor, a woman came in, who had been the daily visitor to my hospital roomy.
What are the chances in a town of a million people. The hospital roomy, a charming car salesman narcissist had
moved out of their home, overvalue undervalue dump smear, the narsissist m.o.
I mean this was inevitable, and I spoke to her for some time about how they hunt for our types with empathy,
then dump us when we ask for what we want in relationship, a relationship building exercise. They have nothing to give but charm and manipulation love-bombing and raw need that they can’t fill themselves in a healthy
way.
He had had recently 2 grand mal seizures, and another roomy had had a subsequent stroke and died.
These guys were destroying relationships and themselves, and I am making friends, talking to strangers, asking for what I want.
Experts are telling me I can drive and have a normal life on baby aspirin and exercise as my life rebuilding
strategy from my brain injury.
Time to start trusting that.

Having A Narcissist For A Parent
Well, the first thing is, you tend to marry someone exactly like your parent. Trying to get back that feeling of
being loved and cared for that they continually took away as they groomed you to be their slave.
My Dad, who died at 40, had married a copy of his mom, whom uncle Charlie, medicating being a slave with
booze and AA, lived with their mom till she died at 90 or so. I was the youngest and destined to take care of
my mom, but I left ‘home’ and got help at 14 with the advice of strict non contact. Family has scorned me ever
since for dumping the burden of this adult 4 year old ‘parent’ on them.
It’s addicting, love addiction essentially. The need ever present. Like crack. I must be liked and accepted and
do well, or else I am a worthless inadequate human being is the programming. The craving never goes away, it
is accompanied by waves of panic, those of a child forced to care for itself, emotionally, and often physically,
living on the street, vulnerable, robbed and beaten.
So later in life, when I meet the new love-bomber, feeding my addiction, then withholding love, affection,
sex I feel right at home. Then they get bored with the game and seek a new adventure and I am devastated. You
fucked John!!? Or they stay and manipulate with guilt if you try to leave, threatening self harm with FOG: fear,
obligation and guilt.
Dwayne Johnston, the family therapist I sought out in desperation and loneliness, said ‘Well, you were essentially an orphan, might as well accept that.
You lived in the library, learned to read way above your age group, and discovered a different normal. The
normal at home began to look crazy to you because it was. Essentially you deprogrammed yourself.’ Oh.
Much has been written about getting rid of crazy, how they send you messages continually, guilting you with
their pain, or else they dump you and start a smear campaign.
I recently had the former, basically reliving my mother, I was hooked when vulnerable during stroke recovery, lonely and abandoned by family, and I ended it when I saw what I had on my hands. It’s hard to spot, at
first, but as soon as the evidence of their needs not your becomes, well, evidently the priority, I find it’s pretty
obvious pretty fast. Talk to strangers and ask for what you want, is healthy but the narcs panic when you express
you preferences, bereft of any empathy, only seeming to care, they tend to fuck off, or bomb you with guilt.
So I set up the blocks on the net, and this supposedly unsophisticated computer user found a way around most
of them, fake accounts, strange ip.’s, all the usuals. The naked pics were interesting and if they weren’t sent with
manipulation in mind, they might have been fun.
The rational response to the programmed demand that I must have love or I am worthless is of course: I have
love because I self care, besides, others likes and dislikes only describe them. Some folks have lovable traits,
and that’s fun to hang out with and build intimacy and trust over time, but I don’t need it like heroin, I just prefer it, highly prefer it with some.
In the meantime I have hobbies and other enjoyable pursuits with which I am happy and when I meet a love, I
am doubly happy, especially when she sends pics.
*wink*

Mining for Gold
Very anxious in early waking hours.
Thinking about where I will live.
The single men’s hostel comes to mind and then panic.
Reminds of last time I was in transition.
I was taught that as soon as soon as I started to assess my resources I began to feel better.
He helped, Dwayne Johnston the family therapist, he laughed at my fear of living in the single mens hostel.
He pointed out that I have a lot going for me.
This is still true.
Every time I get involved with someone who uses me then dumps me, ( currently it’s my sister a serial dumpster) because I ask for what I want, I then get anxious from agreeing with them.
That is how I end up looking at myself.. negatively...and creating my anxiety. Consequence of self downing.
It is simply not accurate..
My home is in storage waiting for me.
I am healing.
I have an income waiting for me.
I don’t have an instant answer to the short term.
Nowhere is it written that I should.
I can stand this frustration.
Because I am standing it.
I have more options than the hostel.
It is taking time to heal and find a better place to live.
Why is that so terrible.
It’s not.
Deal with it as best I can,
Then ignore it and focus on a more satisfying future.
OK.

You Have the Right to Hurt People by Invoking Your Rights
You have the right to judge your own behavior, thoughts, and emotions, and to take the responsibility for their
initiation and consequences upon yourself.
You have the right to offer no reasons or excuses for justifying your behavior.
You have the right to judge if you are responsible for finding solutions to other people’s problems.
You have the right to make mistakes--and be responsible for them.
You have the right to say, “I don’t know.”
You have the right to be illogical in making decisions.
You have the right to say, “I don’t understand.”
You have the right to say, “That is unacceptable to me.”
You have the right to say, “I don’t care.”
We have the right to have needs and to have those needs be as important as other people’s needs.
We have the right to ask other people to respond to our needs.
We have the right to have feelings--and to express these feelings in ways which do not violate the dignity of
other people.
We have the right to decide whether we’ll meet other people’s expectations or whether we’ll act in ways
which fit us, as long as we act in ways which don’t violate other people’s rights.
YOU HAVE THE RIGHT TO SAY NO, WITHOUT FEELING GUILTY!

Awfull-izing
How to create panic & terror. Simply label an event as Awful. Terrible works just as well.
What is the situation that you are upset about? http://www.rebtnetwork.org/library/shf.html
Answer: I am experiencing reduced mobility due to a brain injury
What are the unhealthy negative emotions that you are experiencing? (depression,rage,anxiety,shame,embarrassment,hurt,guilt,jealousy)
Answer: anxiety, shame, embarrassment, hurt, guilt, jealousy, depression
What self-defeating behaviors would you like to change?
(withdrawal avoiding social contact, procrastination, violence, unassertiveness, drug or alcohol abuse, exercise or work avoidance, overeating, etc.
Answer: withdrawal, exercise avoidance, work (art) avoidance, procrastination
What demand are you making about the situation? http://www.rebtnetwork.org/library/musts.html
I must do well and win the approval of others or else I am no good.
Other people must do “the right thing” or else they are no good and deserve to be punished.
Life must be easy, without discomfort or inconvenience
Answer: Life must be easy without discomfort.
Dispute: Is there any evidence that this is true?
Rational Belief: There is no evidence. Life is often uncomfortable and I find ways to deal with it. Therefore I
have great skills at dealing with discomfort.
In what way are you awfulizing about the situation?
Answer: it’s awful to not be able to move and get around properly.
Dispute: Awful and terrible mean I’m going to die from it. Am I dying from this brain injury?
Rational Belief: No I am not dying. In fact I am recovering, this is not a degenerative disease, this is an injury that my body deals with just fine, given it has lots of activity.
What are you saying to yourself about the situation that indicates low frustration tolerance?
Answer: I can’t stand it.
Dispute: Is there any evidence that I can’t stand this?
Rational Belief: There is no evidence at all. The evidence is I have been standing the discomfort of many
injuries my entire life, I am standing this injury discomfort (because I am not dead), so I will continue to stand

this discomfort and deal with it.
What beliefs show that you are rating people instead of rating their actions?
Answer: I’m a broken down piece of human garbage
Dispute: Is there any evidence for this belief?
Rational Belief: There is no evidence. The fact that my body is healing is evidence of high functioning, not
the reverse.
How are you overgeneralizing about the situation?
Answer: My body let me down, and I’ll never get better
Dispute: Did my body let me down? Never?
Rational Belief: My brain was struck by a random piece of plaque, that could and does happen to to anybody
of any age. This was not lifestyle related or self abuse related. In fact it’s been 20 years since I had a cigarette
and over 30 since I drank or indulged in pot. My weight is within my BMI, and I work out regularly, paying attention to eating healthily making my own food, even yogurt, and avoiding packaged and junk processed foods,
grain and sugar free for a decade.
What are your new healthy negative emotions?
(sadness, concern, regret, disappointment, annoyance)
Answer: concern, disappointment, annoyance
What are your new self-helping behaviors?
(talking to strangers, asking for what you want, tackling unpleasant tasks without needless delay, exercising,
eating healthily)
Answer: Exercising, eating healthily, talking to strangers, asking for what I want

Pimps for Parents and Lovers
Having a narcissist for a parent or a romantic partner is exactly the same as having a pimp.
You are prostituted into a fear based, (as well as guilt and obligation) slavery, which means you are brainwashed into thinking your normal self-helping behaviours are not as important as taking care of some adult 4
year old, who can turn emotionally or physically violent at any moment.
Walking on eggshells in a no-win life sentence scenario.
They need you. It’s wonderful to be needed, when actually it’s an icky con-job.
Mine was a ten year sentence with a woman with the gene for Huntington’s disease. I discovered later at the
family therapists that I was hunted, a nurturing man who had successfully sought professional help and extricated himself from a narcissist single parent by age 14, I knew what to look for.
But just as cults and religions and pimps target intelligent educated people in transition who are suffering the
pain of loneliness and rejection, offering the soothing pain relief of instant relationship, I was vulnerable due
to suffering from the cognitive distortion of ‘Life must be convenient and comfortable or I can’t stand it’. I was
ripe for the picking.
I was approached in a coffee shop, while reading Robert Bly and commenting in my journal. She was beautiful, sexy, well dressed and interested in me; she found me fascinating. A coffee date led to dinner led to incredible uninhibited sex, led to relationship to a planned cohabitation. Art school, a lifelong dream, was also planned,
as her father, a retired millionaire farmer, would buy the house we would live in. I applied and my portfolio was
accepted. The hook was well set.
One day she announced the results of genetic testing (2 years previous to meeting me as it turned out), a 95%
chance of a degenerative brain disorder, for which she would need constant care, after onset, until she died, usually about 10 years of decline of motor and cognitive function.
In the meantime, our free time, quality lifetime, would be spent fundraising for research for Huntington’s Disease. I and my art colleagues and professors donated half a million bucks in art to the cause which was sold for
a pittance at auctions to conservative rich Rotarians, sucking off the disease and looking good doing it. I volunteered doing art as therapy with Huntington’s sufferers in long term care facilities.
During this time I not only did not meet my own emotional needs, my relationship had gone into the usual
withholding sex mode of manipulation.
Later the therapist talked about this typical narcissist scenario describing my relationship before I even told
him. A relationship is unconditional he said, this was a business deal, a contract that I broke by being self helping.
I had gained 50 lbs was depressed and anxious, panicked all the time on eggshells waiting for that other shoe
of emotional abuse to drop, typically at Christmas time and Sundays. My sweetheart, a woman that I genuinely
loved and cared for was in horrendous emotional pain and lashing out at me and it was all my doing. Not bringing in enough money, not fund raising enough, not volunteering enough; a pimp tuning up her ho, essentially.
So I did some things for me. Quit smoking. Eating better. Bought a bicycle and rode constantly. Built a digital
studio and learned how to use it, creating a living and relationships and art practice in secret on the net.
One day the shoe finally dropped, the eggshells no longer avoided as the love of my life announced that I was
to move out of my home and studio. Fred, her minister at the new age church, Science of Mind, was to replace

me. There had been ongoing fucking for years, as it turned out, her and this family friend that had come with her
as part of the package. Turns out that as an industrial psychologist he was providing the cult recruiting training
for the church members recruiting their vulnerable partners.
The family therapist I sought out as the hospital, as well as the social worker for the Huntington’s Society,
both had similar advice: run.
Non contact, find nicer friends, learn REBT.
Talk to strangers, ask for what I want, which is the real protection against the future inevitable narcissist
attacks. When you ask for relationship deepening, they leave or fire you, simply because they have nothing to
offer relationship, only a business deal.
I was taught to seek my ‘value and worth’ by appreciating that I have value and worth simply because I exist
and am able to create some sort of interesting and satisfactory life for myself.
Here I am 20 years later recovering from a stroke, vulnerable to narcissist pimp-contracts on all sides, from
caretakers at the hospital recruiting for their religion to recovery gurus at the gym selling their pyramid products, to women (?) in far away lands on the net sending naked pics of someone, for some reason. As long as I
stick with knowing that life is rarely comfortable, it doesn’t have to be, others likes and dislikes only describe
them and others probably aren’t going to do the ‘right thing’ because I don’t rule the universe, I’ll be reasonably
ok.
Shitty things happen to nice people and nice things to shitty people. Accept, accept, accept.

Proposal for Empathy Week
Hello,
I am a fine artist and critical writer on social issues from a personal perspective. My first career was in drug
dependence counselling, and I have a background as a professional, teaching and exhibiting art, and also as a
volunteer doing art as therapy, using the creative model in long term care facilities. My clients have been primarily those with neurological disorders, as my now deceased partner suffered with Huntington’s Disease, and I
was Huntington’s Society volunteer coordinator, art facilitator and art fundraiser.
Last year I suffered a stroke and spent 6 months in hospital, on a neuro-recovery ward. I now live on my own,
continuing to recover. My home was an apartment up 4 flights of stairs, and I couldn’t return. I was homeless
and my possessions in storage, my cat in a new home.
While in hospital I started a gofundme, on the net, raising 1700.00 so that I could no longer be homeless, first
months rent and damage deposit. I have family in Calgary, and across the country, but they are very conservative and totally lacking empathy. One member, my military brother, posted on my gofundme: go on welfare. So
most of the contributors were Facebook friends and colleagues that I have never met. People with empathy.
So I wrote about my experience with empathy, it’s opposite narcissism, and my psychological recovery tools,
Cognitive therapy in the form of REBT, daily on a blog. All the while meeting weekly with a psychotherapist,
dealing primarily with issues of empathy and how it can be faked as a recruitment tool for various cults, religions, new age marketers and similar predators of the vulnerable.
I have created a portfolio, of primarily street photography but I refuse to create images of the homeless because on the street, I am in their home, and going into someone’s home uninvited taking photos is an invasion
and intrusive. Other folks though don’t have an expectation of privacy in a public place, by law, the idea being
they shouldn’t be doing private things in a public place. We are photographed and videoed hundreds of times
a day without permission or knowledge. My work challenges concepts on both sides of the issue of empathy
towards the unsuspecting subject.
The blog which I started in hospital and the ongoing photojournalism are located on my website. www.jeraldblackstock.ca Feel free to contact me around possible uses for either, in a separate venue or just leaving it on
my site and publicizing it (my preference due to my current mobility issues).
I am a member of Carfac and request use of their contract guidelines, for copyright and exhibition fees.
I became aware of this opportunity through the Carfac newsletter.
Kind regards
Jerald Blackstock dip.(Alberta University of the Arts), BFA, CPF
www.jeraldblackstock.ca

Irrational Ideas - Albert Ellis
Irrational Idea No. 1: The idea that it is a dire necessity for an adult human being to be loved or approved by
virtually every significant other person in his community.
•It’s impossible to be liked or loved by everybody. No matter how popular you are, there will always be someone who doesn’t like you.
•Even if you could get everybody to like or love you, you would never know if they liked you enough, or if
they still liked you.
•Different people have different tastes. Some people might like (for example) your new hairstyle; other people
might hate it. Therefore, no matter what you do, some people will admire you, and some people won’t.
•Getting people to like you takes time and effort. If you try to get everyone to like you, you won’t have any
time or energy left over to do the things that you want to do.
•If you demand others’ approval, you’ll always be doing what they want you to do, instead of doing what you
want to do with your time and your life. Your life will no longer be your own.
•If you try too hard to be loved or approved, people will soon tire of your constant sycophancy, and they will
not respect you.
•Paying too much attention to how much love and approval you are receiving, means you won’t pay enough
attention to how much love and approval you are giving.
•There’s no harm in trying to be popular, but it’s best not to try too hard. In other words, it’s self-helping to
want to be popular, but it’s self-defeating to need to be popular.
•Having love and approval means you’ll find it easier to have friends, to find and keep a job, to find accommodation, etc. But just because other people approve of you doesn’t mean that you’ll like yourself. It’s better to
strive for unconditional self-acceptance; i.e., you accept yourself, regardless of what others think of you.
•It’s not pleasant when other people don’t like you, but it’s not awful, it’s not the end of the world, and it’s not
fatal.
Irrational Idea No. 2: The idea that one should be thoroughly competent, adequate, and achieving in all possible respects if one is to consider oneself worthwhile.
•Nobody can be good at everything. If you’re good at (for example) sports, it does not mean that you’ll be
good at music. Most of us aren’t outstandingly good at even onething, let alone every thing.
•It’s good to be successful when you can. But by trying too hard to succeed—especially if you try to succeed
at everything—creates unnecessary stressors. In other words, it’s self-helping to want to succeed, but self-defeating to need to succeed.
•To be successful often means you have to compete against others. That means you have to pay too much attention to what other people can do, instead of what you can do. You can’t control what other people can do, or
how well they can do it, so you end up competing against something you have no control over.
•Very often you have little or no control over your own abilities. For example, you can’t be a successful musician if you were born tone deaf.
•You don’t need to be successful to be worthwhile. Being alive and able to enjoy life makes your life worthwhile. Nothing else matters.
•If you’re too busy trying to be successful, you won’t have time left over for doing things you enjoy.

•If you’re afraid of failing, then you’ll be afraid of trying. Your life will be boring because you’ll only do
things you know you can succeed at, and you’ll never get to try new experiences.
•Fear of failing means you won’t enjoy what you’re doing. It also means you’ll worry so much about failing
that you won’t be able to concentrate fully on what you’re doing, and so you will probably make a mistake or
fail completely.
•The best way to learn how to do something is to just do it. The way to succeed is to practice, practice, practice and to learn from your mistakes. Mistakes and failure are not awful; they are a normal part of learning.
Human beings fail and make mistakes all the time. If you make a mistake, it doesn’t make you worthless—it
proves that you are a normal human being.
Irrational Idea No. 3: The idea that certain people are bad, wicked, or villainous and that they should be severely blamed and punished for their villainy.
•Human beings are not perfect. They don’t have total control over all their actions. In the real world, we all
make mistakes from time to time and treat others badly because (1) we don’t know any better; (2) we can’t do
any better; or (3) we’re too disturbed. That’s just the way we are. Believing that others must do the right thing
ignores the real world.
•Blaming and punishing someone for a mistake he makes because he doesn’t know any better will not make
him smarter. Blaming and punishing someone for a mistake he makes because he can’t do any better won’t help
him to do it better next time. And blaming and punishing someone for a mistake he makes because he is disturbed won’t make him any less disturbed.
•We all do lots of things everyday. Some of the things we do are “bad,” some are “good,” and some are neither “good” nor “bad.” The “bad” things we do don’t make us “bad people;” and the “good” things we do don’t
make us “good people.”
•Blaming and punishing people for their mistakes doesn’t stop them from making further mistakes. In fact,
they may act worse as a way of getting revenge over their detractors.
•If you tell someone he is a “bad person,” he might agree with you and think he really is a “bad person.” Then,
because he is a “bad person,” he will do more “bad” things, because that’s what “bad people” do.
•When you blame and punish yourself for your mistakes, you become fearful and depressed. When you blame
and punish others for their mistakes, you become angry and bigoted. Then there is a danger that you will blame
yourself for feeling afraid, depressed, angry or bigoted and become more upset. And then you blame yourself
for feeling more upset and begin to feel even more upset, thereby setting up a vicious circle.
•When other people blame you for a mistake you’ve made, ask yourself if you really did do anything wrong.
If so, try not to do it again. If you didn’t do anything wrong, you can remind yourself that the other person is
mistaken and that they can’t help making mistakes.
•It’s not the end of the world when others behave badly, selfishly or unfairly. If you can teach them to behave
better, then do so. If you can’t teach them to do better next time, then you might as well learn to live with their
mistakes and tell yourself, “It’s too bad that they keep doing bad things, but it’s not awful!”
•From time to time it will be you who acts badly, selfishly or unfairly. Just like everyone else, there will be
times when you make mistakes because you don’t know any better, can’t do any better or are disturbed. When
it happens, you can tell yourself, “Oh well, that’s life! I guess I’m as human as everyone else. I’ll try not to do it
again, but there are no guarantees.”

Irrational Idea No. 4: The idea that it is awful and catastrophic when things are not the way one would very
much like them to be.
•There’s no reason why things must be the way you want them to be, no matter how bad or unfair they are
now. Unfortunate events and inconveniences happen in this world; that’s just the way it is. That doesn’t mean
you have to be thrilled when unfortunate events occur, but getting upset won’t improve matters.
•The more upset you get, the less effective you’ll be at changing the things you don’t like.
•Just because two-year-olds have a temper tantrum when they don’t get their own way, it doesn’t mean you
have to have one when you don’t get yours. If you can change the things you don’t like, go ahead and change
them. If you can’t change them, learn to live with them without crying like a baby.
•You don’t get upset because bad things happen; you get upset because you believe they shouldn’t happen and
it’s awful when they happen.
•When things are not to your liking, and you can’t change them, you can tell yourself, “I wish they were
different, but it’s not the end of the world, and it won’t kill me if I have to keep putting up with them.” Then try
to learn from them, accept them as challenges, and see if there is someway you can use them in your life. If that
doesn’t work, do your best to ignore them and do something else you enjoy doing.
Irrational Idea No. 5: The idea that human unhappiness is externally caused and that people have little or no
ability to control their sorrows and disturbances.
•Other people can’t harm you unless they beat you up or rob you. But those things don’t happen very often.
If someone abuses you or calls you names, it’s not their words that upset you; it’s your words. You might think
they’re harming you, but really it is what you tell yourself that causes your pain.
•Whenever you say “it hurts me, when people are unfair,” or “I can’t stand it, when things go wrong,” you are
saying nonsense. Whatever “it” is, “it” can’t hurt you. What you really mean is “I upset myself by telling myself
that it is awful when people are unfair or when things go wrong.”
•Most people believe they can’t control their feelings, but they’re wrong. Although it’s not easy to change the
way you feel, it’s not impossible.
Irrational Idea No. 6: The idea that if something is or may be dangerous or fearsome one should be terribly
concerned about it and should keep dwelling on the possibility of its occurring.
•If you can avoid dangerous events, then do so. If you can’t avoid them, then worrying about them won’t help
you to deal with them. In fact, worrying about them will probably make you deal with them less effectively.
•Worrying about dangerous or unpleasant events won’t make them go away. Instead, worrying will often make
the event more likely. For example, if you’re learning to drive a car and you worry about getting into a smash,
then you’ll get so nervous that you don’t drive very well and end up driving into another car. If you were calmer
and weren’t worried about crashing, you might have driven better and avoided the smash.
•People who worry about things happening expect those things to happen more frequently than people who
don’t worry about them. For example, people who worry about seeing a spider expect to see spiders more often
than people who don’t worry about seeing them. This sets up a vicious cycle: First they worry about seeing a
spider, then they expect to see one, which makes them worry more.
•There are some things in life that you can’t avoid—dying, for example. But worrying about dying won’t
make you live forever, it will only make living less pleasant. Now, instead of having just one problem—dying—
you have two problems: (1) dying; and (2) spending your life worrying about dying.

•Worrying about things often makes them seem worse than they really are.
•It’s not the things that could go wrong in your life that cause your worry; it’s the belief that it would be awful
if those things happened. Therefore, to stop worrying about something, convince yourself that it would be unfortunate if it happened, but it would not be awful.
•Instead of avoiding things you are afraid of—public speaking, for example—go out of your way to practice
doing them. After a while, you’ll see there really is no reason to be afraid of them.
Irrational Idea No. 7: The idea that it is easier to avoid than to face certain life difficulties and self-responsibilities.
•The relief you get from avoiding a difficult or unpleasant task is only temporary. You might feel better at the
exact moment you avoid it, but later, you may regret your decision and wish you had faced the task when you
had the opportunity. For example, you might avoid asking someone for a date, and feel immediately better because you had avoided the risk of rejection, but later you kick yourself for being so cowardly.
•When you tell yourself that a task (homework, for example) is so awful that you mustnot do it, you spend
hours planning ways to avoid it, and then more hours thinking of an excuse for not doing it. The longer you
put off doing the task, the longer you spend worrying about it. Instead of just getting it over and done with, you
prolong your misery.
•The more practice we have at doing something, the easier it becomes. But if you avoid doing difficult tasks,
you will never get the practice you need to make the job easier. Difficult tasks will remain difficult, and you’ll
never get the confidence to do them.
•If you spend your life sitting around doing nothing except very easy tasks, you’ll be bored to tears. But if you
try new experiences, and work at doing things that are quite difficult, you’ll gain a sense of achievement, and
lead a much happier life.
•If a job is unnecessary then it makes sense to avoid it. But if the job is going to make your life easier or more
pleasant in the long run, then the sooner you do it, the better.
•You were not born lazy. Laziness is nothing but the bad habit of telling yourself things about work which
aren’t true. Once you start telling yourself that (1) work is not awful; (2) there is no reason why you must avoid
it; and (3) the sooner you get it done the better, you’ll see that your laziness disappears.
•There is no need to make life difficult for yourself by working too hard, doing unnecessary work. But if the
job is necessary or will make your life better in the long run, then (1) decide when you are going to do it ( the
sooner the better); (2) do it at the time you say you are going to do it—don’t delay it again; (3) if it’s a big job,
do little bits at a time; and (4) give yourself a reward after you complete each little part of the job.
•Life is for living. If you’re tired, take a rest. But don’t spend your entire life resting. You only have one lifetime, so do as much as you can with it. Try things that might be difficult or unpleasant at first, and keep doing
them until you get good at them and find that you enjoy them.
Irrational Idea No. 8: The idea that one should be dependent on others and needs someone stronger than oneself on whom to rely.
•We cannot do everything for ourselves. From time to time we need other people’s help to fix our car, treat our
illnesses, or build our houses. But the more we can do for ourselves the better. If we become too dependent on
others we lose control of our lives and allow others to make our choices and do our thinking. It makes sense to
cooperate with one another, but it makes no sense to be totally dependent.

•If you believe you must have someone else’s help to get by, you will have to give up many things you want to
do in life, and go along with things they want you to do. You will make yourself afraid that if you don’t do what
they want you to do, then next time you need their help, they won’t be there for you. After a while, you won’t be
you any more: you’ll be their slave.
•If you depend on others to make you feel safe, you’ll end up being less safe because you are less able to look
after yourself.
•The more you let others do things for you, the less skilled and the less confident you’ll be. The less skilled
and the less confident you are, the more you’ll depend on others. It becomes a vicious circle.
•You cannot be certain the person or people you rely on will always be around. Therefore the more you can
rely on yourself, the better.
•You are the only person who knows what you really want in life. If you rely on others to provide you with
what you want, you may not get it. But if you rely on yourself, you have a greater chance of getting exactly
what you want.
•If at first you don’t succeed, try and try again. Even if you never get what you want, it’s not awful to fail in
the attempt.
Irrational Idea No. 9: The idea that one’s past history is an all-important determiner of one’s present behavior
and that because something once strongly affected one’s life, it should indefinitely have a similar effect.
•Just because something once had a big effect on your life, doesn’t mean it will always have that effect. For
example, when you were a child, you may have been afraid of adults, and done whatever you could to please
them so they would be good to you. But you are no longer a child, so now you don’t have to be afraid of other
people. You can now decide for yourself what you want out of life and you can, mostly, do whatever you please.
•If a two-year-old doesn’t get what he wants, he will often have a temper tantrum until he does get what he
wants. This solution works quite well for two-year-olds, but doesn’t work so well for adults. Most problems
have several solutions, but if you continue to rely on childish solutions, the less likely you will be able to find
better, adult solutions.
•Blaming your problems on your childhood is just a poor excuse for not trying to solve your present problems.
If you make the effort and really look, you can usually find solutions to the problems you have today.
•It’s true that you learned some foolish, self-defeating behaviors as a child, but although it’s sometimes difficult to change, it’s not impossible.
•In the future, you will look back at today as being part of your past. By changing yourself today, you will be
able to have a better future.
Irrational Idea No. 10: The idea that one should become quite upset over other people’s problems and disturbances.
•Other people’s problems usually have nothing to do with you. There is no reason why you must feel upset if
someone has a problem.
•We are all different, and other people will often do things that you disagree with. But that doesn’t make them
criminals. Getting upset or angry won’t help you, and it won’t change them.
•Even if someone is unfair or rude towards you, it is not the unfairness or the rudeness that upsets you, it is
your belief that other people should be fair and polite.
•You have a lot of power to change yourself, but you have only a little power to change others. Getting upset

does not give you more power to change others, in fact, it often reduces your influence. Some people like seeing
you upset so, instead of changing, they may try to upset you more.
•Sometimes people will change because you are angry or upset with them. But is it worth it? Surely there are
better, less painful ways to change people than making yourself feel bad.
•Being happy often involves changing the way you think, and changing the things you do. If you’re too busy
trying to change others, you won’t have time left over to change yourself. Getting upset or angry over what other people do is a poor excuse for not solving your own problems and changing your thinking.
Irrational Idea No. 11: The idea that there is invariably a right, precise, and perfect solution to human problems and that It is catastrophic if this perfect solution is not found.
•Even if a problem has a perfect solution—which it probably doesn’t—there is no reason why that perfect
solution must be found.
•We have some control over our lives, but we don’t have total control. Finding perfect solutions to all your
problems is impossible.
•It’s not the end of the world if you can’t find a perfect solution to your problems. Telling yourself it’s awful
when you can’t find a perfect solution will only make you upset and make it harder to find a good solution.
•Most problems have several solutions. But if you keep looking for the “perfect” one, you won’t see the other
solutions, and therefore, won’t be able to solve any of your problems. Or if you do use a less-than-perfect solution, you will make yourself unhappy because you think you should have kept looking for the perfect one.
•You will spend so long looking for the perfect solution for one of your problems that you won’t have time to
solve your other problems.
•When you have a problem, make a list of several solutions. Then, instead of looking for the perfect one,
choose the best solution from your list.
•Solutions that seem perfect often have results you don’t expect. From time to time you will choose a solution
that isn’t as good as you thought it would be. Solving problems takes practice. The more practice you have, the
better you’ll get at solving your problems. But if you keep looking for a perfect solution, you’ll never get to try
out the other solutions, and you won’t get to practice and improve your problem-solving skills.
Irrational Idea #12: The idea that you can give people (including yourself) a global rating as a human and that
their general worth depends upon the goodness of their performances.
•Being skilled at one thing (or many things) does not make you a good person. Being incompetent at one thing
(or many things) does not make you a bad person. Some people might be better at (for example) sports than you
are, but that doesn’t make them a better person. They might be smarter than you, better looking, or funnier than
you, but they are still not a better person.
•Nobody is good at everything. If you can dance but can’t sing, does that make you a better person than someone who can sing but can’t dance? Or is the other person better than you? There is no way to judge who is the
better person.
•If you do well on a task one day, and poorly on a task the next day, are you a better person on the day when
do you well? Hardly. You are still the same person.
•We all change from day to day. For example, if you are usually polite to people, but sometimes rude when
you are not feeling well, does that make you a good person (for being polite) or a bad person (for being rude)?
•We don’t know everything there is to know about people. We might see someone doing a good deed (for ex-

ample, saving someone from a burning building) and think they are a “good person.” But what we don’t know is
that (for example) the same person is often cruel to small children. Therefore, the person is not as “good” as we
thought.

Repsol Sport Centre Personal Review
I suppose going to a sport centre for stroke recovery exercises is self helping. At least it’s supposed to be.
Repsol sounds like a hemorrhoid medication, but since it has no public transit access, and an elevator that
breaks down continually I suppose that’s apropos. A genuine pain in the ass structurally.
I went there initially because they could accommodate my walker, a ramp and elevator. After a month of 3
times a week, I no longer needed either, but like any narcissistic relationship they were in the love bombing me
stage so I stayed.
Big Mistake. But I was paid up for a year, and was in love with my kinesiologist, Fiona, and progressing, she
is really good.
I figured I could put up with the blaring commercials for car ads on their commercial A.M. music playing Led
Zeppelin, intruding into my head, and I did. Most people wore headphones.
One day I was at a customer dis-service desk asking a woman for information. She tried to respond but this
guy with a beard butted in and asked what I wanted. I said I’m being helped thank you, then ignored him. The
woman and her female supervisor got me sorted out.
When I was doing my therapy, hooked up to electrodes and walking, the gent approached me, really pissed
and demanded to know why I disrespected him. I explained about mansplaining. He didn’t get it. His supervisor
did, and she said this hostile blindsiding would never happen again.
Over a period of 4 months it turns out that its the norm rather than the exception.
I mean I have a cane, move slowly, have no right arm function, and I speak funny. In other words I’m a target
for bullies. They are cowards so they hunt victims that can’t fight back.
This sport center is full of narcissist bullies, and not just the staff, I have been attacked in the washroom with
‘Get the fuck out of the way’ statements to people just climbing on equipment I’m using such as the plinth and
butting in. When I spoke up that I needed that space for stroke recovery exercises, I was treated with ridicule of
how I speak, just exactly like Donald Trump did in front of millions. I suppose that makes it OK now. Then I
was called a jerk, for speaking up and asserting, not being ‘nice’.
These are the weekday events, its worse on the weekend.
This is an expensive place, that gives me a deal so they can signify their virtue by having the disabled community around. (but not virtuous enough to keep the elevator functioning)
In Calgary that means rich conservatives.
One woman whose husband owns a printing plant, in several cities, was chatting me up about my nephews
Bar Mitzvah. The ol who do you know oneupmanship game. I explained that I was an atheist, my sister married
into Jewish relatives, and I’m not involved. I’m a Liberal, I explained, who has chosen to serve my country by
sitting on the policy committee of the federal party. She is a Trump supporter, she likes his foreign policy, moving the embassy to Jerusalem, he has Jewish relatives, that kind of thing. I mentioned that Trump is a Nazi, you
know, based on targeting identifiable minorities for persecution, and she said, ‘as long as they aren’t Jewish’...
Well that explains the Jewish apartheid that President Carter wrote a book on.
I showed up this week at the Nazi central sport suppository centre and my paid up yearly card was cancelled,
no explanation, just fuck off. No answer to my calls and emails.
I mean I wouldn’t take their calls now, I don’t need them explaining why they had to abuse me, leaving me

sitting there for four hours till my handicapped transport arrived, and how it was all my fault. I’ve had too much
training working with sociopaths in jails not to be able to spot that oh so charming abuse justification.
They won’t respond to emails, as that would leave a record.
I asked for a refund, predictably to no response.
I like to get what I pay for, but at least I can have the self esteem of speaking up.
That’s something at least.

Carfac Alberta, Shaping Alberta Exhibition
Hi, I’m trying to do a budget and in order to do a proposal for your Carfac Alberta exhibition opportunity. I
have a few questions.
You mentioned a ‘nominal artist fee’ how much money is that exactly?
Your call ask for ‘the work of artists who – through the creation of art – communicate, influence and build creatively vibrant and connected visual arts communities we live and work in.’ This is a very vague and virtually
meaningless statement, please clarify; since most 2 dimensional visual art is non collaborative, and studio practices are inherently competitive for the small amount of wall space (the politics of the wall) and the very limited
funds available. This sounds like a project better suited for the internet, in fact I am having difficulty discerning
an intelligible thematic discourse. What does ‘creatively vibrant’ mean; communicate - what exactly; influence
who and for what purpose? These questions all speak to addressing my moral rights, as per the Carfac national
website: ( Moral rights include: The right to protect your artwork against distortion, alteration or mutilation in
a way which prejudices your reputation; The right to associate your name as the author of your work or remain
anonymous if you choose and The right to protect your visual image from association with a cause, a product,
service, or institution to which you are personally opposed.)
Do you plan on compensating for Carfac copyright and exhibition fees?
http://carcc.ca/en/fee_schedule_2019_exhibition#A12
I’m a professional artist currently working in digital media, the cost of printing, framing, shipping and insuring the work can easily exceed C$500.00 and its often more when I paint. How will I be compensated for these
out of pocket costs incurred in order to exhibit in your show, over and above the exhibition fee. Or is this considered a donation? Are you a registered charity able to produce receipts for Revenue Canada?
The ‘membership fee’ you require to exhibit, is it a one time cost or is it pay to play? Is it included the exhibition fee?
Tell me how you plan to insure the work, for what amount and who pays the deductible, and what amount that
is in case of damage.
Will the condition reports, before and after exhibition, including photo documentation, be made available to
the artist and my insurance broker?
I look forward to your clarifications, because honestly this ‘call’ looks more like clickbait to attract an amatuer
and independently wealthy dilettante membership, rather than working professional artists who depend on their
art to make a living and who ‘communicate, influence and build creatively vibrant and connected visual arts
communities’ simply by having a viable and affordable art practice they are well compensated for.
Kind regards

If It Is To Be It Is Up To Me
Early morning, back at the hospital, recovering, getting examined and passed for driving, looking out at the
the park. The same park I looked at for my first 3 years of life while my father died of being a coal miner. The
same park he looked at. The same park we went for remembrance day every year to lay a wreath for the sad and
depressing Christmas to follow full of loss and Mom’s tears and poverty. The Sally Ann bringing the tree and
the turkey, a few used toys, quickly discarded, along with Santa’s list.
Here is the library where I learned to read and escape. From Dr. Seuss to Steinbeck to Rodin, worlds opened.
Downstairs in this library I learned to draw the figure on Tues nights, too shy to look for very long. Too fascinated to look away.
Creating a new world’s new hope.
If it is to be it is up to me.

Dumped by a Coffee Date
REBT Self-Help Form
What is the situation that you are upset about?
Answer: Christmas, loneliness, dumped by a coffee date
What are the unhealthy negative emotions that you are experiencing?
Answer: anxiety, depression, shame, embarrassment, hurt
What self-defeating behaviors would you like to change?
Answer: exercise avoidance, withdrawal, unassertiveness
What demand are you making about the situation?
Answer: The idea that it is a dire necessity for an adult human being to be loved
or approved by virtually every significant other person in their community.
Dispute: Why do I have to?
Rational Belief:
It’s impossible to be liked or loved by everybody.
No matter how popular you are, there will always be someone who doesn’t like you.
Even if you could get everybody to like or love you, you would never know if they liked you enough, or if
they still liked you.
Different people have different tastes. Some people might like (for example) your new hairstyle; other people
might hate it.
Therefore, no matter what you do, some people will admire you, and some people won’t.
Getting people to like you takes time and effort. If you try to get everyone to like you, you won’t have any
time or energy left over to do the things that you want to do.
If you demand others’ approval, you’ll always be doing what they want you to do, instead of doing what you
want to do with your time and your life.
Your life will no longer be your own.
If you try too hard to be loved or approved, people will soon tire of your constant sycophancy, and they will
not respect you.
Paying
too much attention to how much love and approval you are receiving, means you won’t pay enough attention
to how much love and approval you are giving.
There’s no harm in trying to be popular, but it’s best not to try too hard.
In other words, it’s self-helping to want to be popular, but it’s self-defeating to need to be popular.
Having love and approval means you’ll find it easier to have friends, to find and keep a job, to find accommodation, etc.
But just because other people approve of you doesn’t mean that you’ll like yourself.
It’s better to strive for unconditional self-acceptance; i.e., you accept yourself, regardless of what others think
of you.
It’s not pleasant when other people don’t like you, but it’s not awful, it’s not the end of the world, and it’s not
fatal.

What are you saying to yourself about the situation that indicates low frustration tolerance?
Answer: I can’t stand being alone
Dispute: Where is the evidence that I can’t stand it
Rational Belief: There is no evidence. Besides, I’m not alone, I have me
What are your new healthy negative emotions?
Answer: sadness, concern, disappointment
What are your new self-helping behaviors?
Answer: talking to strangers, asking for what I want, find nicer friends.

Back to The Dating Site
Hi Elizabeth,
Thanks for the courtesy of a reply. Of course people recovering from a traumatic life changing event tend
to be irritable, that’s called frustration actually. I chose to document it. I would never take it out on someone,
that’s called abuse. I mean that’s what it is.
It’s also emotional honesty, I have a right to express my
emotions, you have right to know what they are, or in this case, were.
My writing on my blog is a form of using REBT therapy to really get to the rational: why me, well why not
me, where is it written I can’t deal with a pain in the ass. What good can I make of this?
Well one good thing was to write a book, writing every morning with my left hand for 6 months while living
in a hospital, suddenly homeless, I mean you just wake up one day and you have lost your home, and your cat,
and your car, and you are living in a wheelchair. And your dominant arm and hand are flaccid. The process of
getting all that back was a tad frustrating. Learning to shave with the left hand was dangerous. Don’t even talk
about clipping nails.
The government sent my temporary drivers license yesterday I have final testing soon. I’m going back to my
first love, driving to the mountains, the forest, the trees, which I had thought lost to me forever. I met a fellow
last week who after 5 years in the wheelchair, finally got the courage to attempt to stand at a urinal. 5 years
living in anxiety.
Of course hostility and anxiety go together, hand in hand.
That is what people fear and run away from and attack,
someone who has dealt with what they fear most.
I like your photography...” it isn’t, I’m a painter using digital brushes, real photographers hate my practice of
cropping and editing, a standard painting practice.
That’s the overvalue.
“I sense many many aversions and irritability...” I have no idea what you mean, which sense, smell? but your
likes and dislikes only describe you, not me or my work, so it’s really an undervaluing of my human experience
couched in the language of cult recruiters from the local Ashram or some such.
This of course is followed by the dumping, “we wouldn’t be harmonious”, so therefore I’m not a candidate for
harmony which is usually don’t talk, don’t trust, don’t feel in dysfunctional relations. Dictionary.com defines it
as ‘a consistent, orderly, or pleasing arrangement of parts; congruity’. This sounds extremely fascist and authoritarian to me. Trump would be pleased. Actually harmony is created my soon to be ex friend by frank conversation, and willingness to compromise. Asking for what you want frankly is a relationship deepening exercise,
which involves a bit of tension, and is therefore unharmonious.
But since I’ve been overvalued, undervalued, dumped for the crime of not being ‘nice’ and potentially unharmonious, I will take my frank conversation and willingness to compromise to some other stranger whom I
will ask for what I want, a self helping exercise. Who knows, they may want more than a dishonest relationship
killing ‘nice’.
Yours in sincere and honest disappointment, as well as relief from dodging the bullet.
Jerald

I Sleep With Monsters
Recently I have met two women who have criticized my writing for being too hard on narcissists.
It’s true I don’t find the humanity in me rising up.
When I mentioned that I had one visit from narcissistic family to my hospital room, in 6 months, including
Christmas, where I am the kind of guy that would go every night, I mean I have, the woman I spoke to couldn’t
seem to feel what I felt.
I was doing something wrong by expressing this she thought.
I wasn’t being nice.
Oh.
Wait till she hears about being prey for the monsters without empathy that lurk on dating sites..

Old Dogs
Learning is a skill that improves with practice, like any skill. Older people have more chops, potentially, if
there has been a lifelong interest in lifelong learning. I went to art school at 40 and watched 20 year olds drop
out, I never did homework. I learned how to learn hanging in the library as a street kid, avoiding beatings. Took
a speed reading course too, when I was a kid, there are several free ones on the net. Tutored kids at art school
on writing papers, still do. An old dog/new tricks is a self defeating cognitive distortion (lie) that stands in for
poor low frustration tolerance. Usually that means older people have untreated depression. But it is the same
depression symptom at any age. I’m often frustrated with my limitations of stroke recovery, I just learn (there is
that word again) to tolerate the frustration. With that learned skill I tolerated the frustration of learning MySql
and Xampp to host my own servers and websites only to discover that the reason people find tech challenging to
learn is because it is poorly written and engineered by people who submit low quality work in order to get paid
faster, much like the framer of a house that doesn’t square his walls, saying fuck it let the drywaller fix it....welcome to the gig economy...don’t even get me started about how that plays out in medicine...not getting treatment
in a busy hospital, fuck it let the community therapists fix it, only to find they are understaffed underfunded in
community, so I go to gym and ask what is that machine for? how do I use it? I have things to do, I can’t afford
to wait around for people to care for me, they have their own problems to fix...

Love
Sun, 06 Jan 2019 07:35:48, jerald, [category: uncategorized]
““What’s the use of falling in love if you both remain inertly as-you-were?” Mary McCarthy asked her friend
Hannah Arendt in their correspondence about love. The question resonates because it speaks to a central necessity of love — at its truest and most potent, love invariably does change us, deconditioning our painful pathologies and elevating us toward our highest human potential. It allows us, as Barack Obama so eloquently wrote in
his reflections on what his mother taught him about love, “to break across our solitude, and then, if we’re lucky,
[be] finally transformed into something firmer.”” - https://www.brainpickings.org/2016/09/27/kahlil-gibran-theprophet-love-marriage/
Total nonsense. Love is a choice. If we focus on how much love we are getting we lose sight on how much
love we are giving. That is the transformation to a ‘better person’. We are made of thousands of characteristics.
If I choose to ‘love’ (a meaningless word) 60% of yours and put up with the 40% I deem bullshit, then that’s a
functional marriage because I am getting 60% of my satisfactions met. I prefer you have the following characteristics but only 60% are required because I’m not a damn perfectionist:
kind
smart
affectionate
likes art
available
attractive to me
likes sex
internet savvy
mentally/emotionally reasonable health
good conversationalist
likes to dine out/coffee shop
likes exercise/gym
likes healthy food
atheism/rational
frank conversation willing to compromise
has at least one strong interest
liberal at least
life long educated learner
introvert
Then I can choose to be engaged with you to a intimate degree. I choose to be in love. I choose to care about
you deeply because it is self helping.
I choose to accept everyone unconditionally, because that is self helping as well, but I don’t choose to be intimate emotionally or physically with very many. In order to find safety and trust I refer to my list and hopefully
60% satisfaction is what I have found.

Dog Town
I live in a very conservative, orderly, and authoritarian city. I make art about it, and have studied it all my life.
The residents are typical fascists, who like dogs because they are predictable, obey commands and are orderly,
friendly and are ‘good for something’.
Friendly fascists who are stone cold killers, who start wars, they like wars, and the orderly authoritarian
military in charge. In other words they suffer from a deep anxiety, as all bullies do and the cognitive distortion,
“others must do the right thing or they deserve to be punished” like the dogs mentioned previously. More consequences of that notion here: http://www.rebtnetwork.org/library/musts.html
I paint the world around me that has been stripped of life and colour by folks like this and notions they suffer
from, and impose on others.

Sheri
I met you at Deb’s and Maddi’s. Early 80’s. I was fresh out of a narcissist du jour, Betty, who had dumped me,
a serial dumper, a psych nurse, for an abusive angry engineer. She wanted to marry her father and finally gain
his approval, and live happily ever after.
Being in such pain and vulnerable, when you bombed me with love, I was smitten. I couldn’t believe one as
beautiful and talented as you could love me, sleep with me. Instantly. The fairy princess.
I didn’t know that it was all an act of your needing approval, any approval, in a storm of self hate and then
hating the ring bearer of your addiction.
Convinced, I thought you liked me, I mean I believed you, a passable actress, but it was a script learned well
to gain only applause...the usual temporary transient sordid solution; the love junkies delema.
Good until the next fix. Serial installments in a storm of instant love.
Overvalue, undervalue, dump, rinse, repeat.
Any poet in a storm, baby.

Lawyers Hate Me
Never mess up a good memory with the facts. My lawyer wrote a book. I have lifetime training and practice
in speed reading, and I read the story of his life in 15 minutes in his waiting room. Less really. There was no
imagination, just an accounting. It was like reading a spreadsheet.
He offered me a free copy and when I said no thanks I’ve already read it, he didn’t believe me. I said I prefer
creative descriptive writing, that takes hours to savor and enjoy and re-read just for the pleasure of the words.
I could look at Rembrandts feathers all day long... Steinbeck could take 3 pages to describe a drop of dew on
a leaf...and I could read your entire life in less than 15 minutes. There is nothing to hold the eye or capture the
imagination. You are a very interesting guy, I said, you should learn how to write.
Lawyers hate me. QC’s despise me.
My wife went law school, I went to art school.
The sex was dry and mundane, worse than the nurse but not as bad as the engineer. 50 shades of blah. I liked
the part where you moved, then smiled and kissed me back; we laughed with joy, in my imagination.
I was more in love with Rembrandt’s wife than my own.
At least the divorce was free.

Graphic Design
I like design that isn’t grid based, so that means its organic, so that means its reduced to one of the fundamentals, so that means it’s an abstraction, emphasizing one element and reducing the rest. Grid based organization
of pictorial elements is fascist and over authoritarian, such as ‘best practices’ nonsense for web and print design...such as typing in this little box...

One Simple Line
“Mother And Child Reunion”
Paul Simon
No I would not give you false hope
On this strange and mournful day
But the mother and child reunion
Is only a motion away, oh, little darling of mine
I can’t for the life of me
Remember a sadder day
I know they say let it be
But it just don’t work out that way
And the course of a lifetime runs
Over and over again
No I would not give you false hope
On this strange and mournful day
But the mother and child reunion
Is only a motion away, oh, little darling of mine
I just can’t believe It’s so
Though it seems strange to say
I never been laid so low
In such a mysterious way
And the course of a lifetime runs
Over and over again
But I would not give you false hope
On this strange and mournful day
When the mother and child reunion
Is only a motion away
Oh the mother and child reunion
Is only a motion away
Oh the mother and child reunion
Is only a moment away
These lyrics in my head today, this A.M. as I awoke.
A yearning in my soul for a nurturing parent, due to a lung cancered father and an unavailable toxic narcissist
mother.
So. An orphan.
So. These feelings come up in times of trouble (apologies to the Beatles) and no mother Mary comes to me.
An old ancient program of a habit of mind that leads to dependence of all kinds. I should have a parent, I should
have family to care for me.

There is no reason why I should anything. I highly prefer to be cared for but I don’t have to.
Instead, I’ve searched the libraries of the world knowledge till I found one simple line of hope, nurturing, and
self care: If it is to be, it’s up to me - Albert Ellis. ( www.rebtnetwork.org )
So. The mother and child reunion is me nurturing me. It’s only a motion away to reasonably independent self
care. If I need assistance then I need it, like a doctor or a mechanic or a cane and a walker. I’m not going to
make myself crazy over this current event.
There is always some event.
Best to simply accept myself without condition of parents, lovers, and friends who come and go, because people die; all relationships have a life cycle.
Best to shore up my relationship with me; a lasting caring one that is always with me and will never leave me.
Then if I yearn for friends, be friendly, if I yearn for love be loving.
Especially to me.

REBT for Loss of Family
REBT Self-Help Form
What is the situation that you are upset about?
Answer: Realized it wasn’t my families behavior: the abandonment by my mother, her downloading my care
onto siblings, their resentment over becoming my parents, their guilt, and forced obligation and subsequent
abandonment, that caused my lifelong feeling of hurt, it was how I looked at it that caused the major sting.
What are the unhealthy negative emotions that you are experiencing?
Answer: Hurt, shame, rage, jealousy, depression, anxiety.
What self-defeating behaviors would you like to change?
Answer: Withdrawal and avoiding social contact, procrastination, in the past I used drugs, I was unassertive
for years, exercise avoidance and emotional eating as well.
What demand are you making about the situation?
Answer: I must perform well and win the love and approval of my siblings who see me as a source of guilt
and obligation, or else I am an unworthy inadequate person. They should do the right thing and help me.
Dispute: Why must I? Where is the evidence that I am a no good shit. Where is it written that others should
anything?
Rational Belief: There is no evidence. Nowhere is it written. I highly prefer they act loving and sane but they
don’t have too.
In what way are you awfulizing about the situation?
Answer: It’s awful to be so abandoned
Dispute: How is it awful? Am I dying from this?
Rational Belief: I am not dying from this being on my own and solving my own problems.
What are you saying to yourself about the situation that indicates low frustration tolerance?
Answer: I’m so lost and alone, I can’t stand it.
Dispute: Where is the evidence that I can’t stand it.
Rational Belief: There is no evidence. I am standing it so I will stand it. I’ve been standing it all my life so I’m
really good at standing it. Mostly by focusing on my various satisfactions.
What beliefs show that you are rating people instead of rating their actions?
Answer: My siblings are a waste of space.
Dispute: Does a bad act make them bad people?
Rational Belief: No, they had no choice, used by a narcissist mother, emotionally incested, victims of guilt and
obligation.
How are you overgeneralizing about the situation?
Answer: I’ll never have family to visit and care for me.
Dispute: Just because I prefer family to visit me does that mean I must have that?
Rational Belief: Not at all. I will figure ways to fill my time, by practising unconditional self acceptance, making art chatting with people that care for me, màking new friends and restarting old friendships. Make my own
family.
What are your new healthy negative emotions?

Answer: I feel sad and disappointed about their choices and concerned.
What are your new self-helping behaviors?
Answer: Talking to strangers, asking for what I want. Exercising, Eating healthily. Tackling unpleasant tasks
without needless delay.

Disputing of Irrational Beliefs
I was at the coffee shop in my neighborhood yesterday where I show my art. I was using a walker instead of a
wheelchair, it had only been a week, and I felt unsteady, anxious, and vulnerable, the centre of attention, which I
hate anyway.
A woman acquaintance was there alone, without her husband, 94 years old and a friend of mine. He had
passed away in my absence. She said to me, life has been unkind to you, staring at my walker. She seemed
pleased by the notion. In reply I just asked her how she was doing, and the response was horrible and terrible,
her life was over.
Oh. Well you are talking to me, that seems like a life, I replied. Don’t tell me how my life is!!!! She said and
stormed off.
It occurred to me that her emotions and mine were caused by similar irrational beliefs.
What irrational Belief do I want to Dispute and surrender?
Answer: I must have the approval of virtually everyone. Particularly those I ‘need’ to care for me. Therefore I
must have the use of both my arm and my leg perfectly or else they won’t love me, I will die abandoned and all
alone.
Why is this Belief inaccurate?
Answer: There is no law in the universe that say I must have love and approval. If this person decides not to
love me, I can build a loving relationship with someone else. It will be unfortunate to not get the love I want but
hardly fatal. There is no reason I must have everything I want, including love and approval.
Does any evidence exist for the truth of my Belief?
Answer: There is no evidence for the truth of my belief. It’s true that I prefer to be popular and adored but
there is no evidence that I must be loved and liked. Having others approve of me has its advantages but it’s by
no means a necessity.
What is the worst that could happen if I don’t get what I think I must have (or do get what I think I mustn’t
have)?
Answer: Not being loved has several disadvantages none of which are fatal. These disadvantages include:
•A) I will miss out on the companionship that love and friendship bring.
•B) Other people may look down on me for being alone and for having a stroke.
•C) I will have to attend social events alone.
•D) I will have various disadvantages but I need not define any of them as awful and unbearable.

What good things could I make happen if I don’t get what I think I must have (or do get what I think I mustn’t
have)?

•Answer: If the person I care about doesn’t return my love I can seek out others who will love me.
•I could devote more time to my hobbies and other enjoyable pursuits.
•I could teach myself to enjoy life without lovers/friends then when I do find lovers/friends I will be twice as
happy.
•I can practice unconditional acceptance and accept myself with or without lovers/friends.

Time to Unravel That Thinking
Woke up ashamed. The conditional acceptance of me is I must have an arm that works perfectly, I must have a
leg that works perfectly or else I am an inadequate worthless person. Time to unravel that thinking
REBT Self-Help Form
What is the situation that you are upset about?
Answer: Woke up thinking my body doesn’t work.
What are the unhealthy negative emotions that you are experiencing?
Answer: Shame, embarrassment, anxiety, hurt, depression, guilt, jealousy
What self-defeating behaviors would you like to change?
Answer: Withdrawal and avoiding social contact, exercise avoidance.
What demand are you making about the situation?
Answer: I must perform well or I am an inadequate worthless person.
Dispute: Why must I never have an injury? How does recovery make me inadequate and worthless? Is there
any evidence?
Rational Belief: I am healing from a random event, so I am adequate and effective just by existing and my
body doing natural processes is the conditional acceptance. Instead I choose to accept myself no matter what
condition my body is in, because it changes daily, and I choose to get off the esteem roller coaster, and instead
focus on my ability to create satisfaction.
What are you saying to yourself about the situation that indicates low frustration tolerance?
Answer: I can’t stand the time it takes to get better and recover.
Dispute: Just because I prefer a speedy recovery does that mean I must have a speedy recovery? What’s
speedy? Who says?
Rational Belief: The experts are saying that this is a speedy recovery. I work hard and it has good effect. So as
a patient I am adequate and effective.
How are you overgeneralizing about the situation?
Answer: I’ll never get well.
Dispute: Is there any evidence?
Rational Belief: There is absolutely none. All evidence points to healing and recovery.
What are your new healthy negative emotions?
Answer: Concern, disappointment, annoyance

What are your new self-helping behaviors?
Answer: Talking to strangers, making art, getting unpleasant tasks done without delay, applying for shows,
grants, selling stuff, interneting, my blog, asking for what I want.
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