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Diane MusHO HAMILTON’S REFLECTION

“Don’t ever think anything is out of place.” Hmmm . .. What is the
teacher saying here? Is she empathizing with the student’s feeling, her
bodily ache, her lament? Does the teacher fully feel the serious plight
of a heart filled with longing? Why doesn’t she comfort her student
promising that everything will be OK?
Indstead she says, “Don’t ever think that anything is out of place. Fer
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Jonel :
[ have spent a great deal of my life working with loneliness. I am

one of those people whose main strategy to secure myself in life
is through connecting with others—making friends and creating a
ense of belonging. I went one step further in my work and became a
nediator, a professional in bringing people together. I worked to help
people understand one another, to exchange points of view, and to
solve problems together.

One night, after a long day of communication training in New
York City, I was sitting in the bathtub when a profound loneliness
overcame me. | had just spent the day with many open-hearted, com-
municative people, and yet, just a few hours later, I was feeling alone
inaway [ had never felt before. For a moment, [ panicked. There is
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and entertain them all.”
The cry of our loneliness has a place at the table, and so does

our tenderness. Our troubling questions are good company. And the
teacher’s response is a smiling welcome to all of our life: “Don’t ever
think that anything is out of place.” Include all of the unexpected

visitors, and entertain them all.

i How do you accept the unacceptable?
nothing is out of place, is there anything we need to change?

How does the lonely body feel?




