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Consciousness 

Vincent M. Bilotta, Ph.D.   

The Arrival of Fred

Four years ago, my wife underwent a medical procedure, and at one point during her recovery process, she walked into our house with a Dachshund puppy in her arms. “Look who I found,” she said. Despite how cute he was, my immediate reaction was that I was upset she bought the dog on impulse without consulting with me. I thought, “She has the right to do anything she wants, but having a dog is a great responsibility.” This would be the seventh dog over thirty-six years of marriage. The other six dogs were disasters. I knew at the time that this cute little dog was going to become my responsibility. I resented the position I was in; I needed a dog like I needed a hole in the head.

Fitting a dog into our already full days began as a struggle. My wife and I are very busy people. We need time for work, our relationship, our daughters, extended family, property, and personal interests. Time was the issue. Did we really have the proper time to raise a puppy and give him a good home in which to thrive and not just survive? My gut reaction was, “No!” I knew that caring for a dog was a serious responsibility and an intense commitment. Another creature was dependent upon us to take care of him by being alert and attentive to his needs. Due to my wife’s recovery process, however, I tried to be supportive. I shared in her excitement of welcoming the seventh dog into our home. Making room for our puppy, which we named Fred, was both a joy and a lot of work.

About Fred

Fred is a badger dog, a scent hunter. Fred’s forebears were bred as hunting dogs—to track and dig to prey, corner it, and bark to alert the hunter who waited aboveground. His body is long and low to the ground and was developed so he could fit inside a badger den. Being a scent dog, his nose is extraordinary. It is his greatest sensory organ. As a scent hound, Fred’s nose is usually on the ground.

Fred is an active, vivacious, alert, watchful, and sensitive soul, curious about everything. Not a sound, smell, or movement goes by him without being detected. As a great watchdog, he listens, smells, sees, and barks. He is a single-minded, strong willed, determined, stubborn dog with a mind of his own. He is persistent, intelligent, quick, agile, sturdy, and steady. He likes attention and interaction with people. He is very patient, and if he likes you, he will roll on his back and invite you to rub his belly. He is readily able to be submissive and vulnerable to people he trusts. 

About the Walker

I am a serious, conscientious, intense, earnest, steady guy with a personal and professional mission to serve and help others. At times, my earnestness to live my life to the fullest can become excessive. Working hard at always wanting to do a good job, I tend to structure my day and rely on my personal effort and will power to remain focused, deliberate, and intentional. It is natural for me to willfully master my schedule and overvalue the technological attitude of mastering, dominating, and controlling my environment in the most efficient and effective manner. My biographical situation lends itself to struggling with and being challenged by obsessive-compulsive character traits. These personality traits can create, at times, immaturity, imbalance, disharmony, and a lack of peace.

My everyday lifestyle could be described as juggling many balls in the air, cooking on all burners at once, having my nose to the grindstone, and always being up to something. I have a constant desire to be helpful, productive, and useful. As a multi-tasker, I am typically organized and efficient. I value commitment, dedication, and determination. Bound by a sense of responsibility and duty to complete task after task, goal after goal, the practical and functional can rule my life. Compelled to get things done, run from one thing to another, and meet my own expectations for the day causes me to tend to spread myself too thin and miss smelling the roses along the way.

Since I always overvalue the sphere of work, I expect work to come before pleasure, sometimes at the expense of becoming out of touch with my own wants and needs. As the world rushes in on me, I can easily push, pressure, and demand a faster tempo. I may feel that I am moving at my optimal pace, overextended, quick, hurried, and fitting everything in. I begin to walk faster, drive my car faster, and climb two steps at a time—rushing, willful, strained, forced, busy, rigid, inflexible, and on a very tight schedule. I realize that being hectic has become my normal mode of madness and that my obsessive-compulsive traits and work style can easily cover the experience of the sacred, the transcendent, the mystery, and the holy in my everyday life.

At times, I can become a clock-watcher, controlled by time. I feel I do not have enough time and find myself battling with time, which can become the enemy, the tyrant, the harsh taskmaster. As a result, I experience the urgency of needing more time, clutching and grabbing for more time, pressed for more time. The day seems too short, the week too brief. It seems that it is a race against time. I’m always trying to beat the clock. I feel caught up with the demand of time and using much effort to make up time. My experience of time can be such that I feel constantly in a rush, unable to accomplish everything I set out to achieve. At times I find myself anxiously living for the future instead of living in the present. Busy filling expectations of the future, I can feel controlled by the future, the next meeting, the next consultation. Living in the tradition of taking up time in the most efficient way, I do not seem to have enough time to stop, look and listen, slow down, relax, take a deep breath, ponder, dwell, and live in a spontaneous, open fashion.

While my body is in this whirlwind of activity, my head may feel like it is ahead of my body and going off in different directions. My movements can be rigid, brisk, impatient, inhibited, and ungraceful. In this hectic state, my muscles become tightly contracted. My breathing is inhibited because my chest becomes constricted. Chronically contracted muscles decrease motility and the emergence of feelings. My body can become exhausted by moving too quickly and too much. My feet become ungrounded and not securely planted on the ground. Dominated by my goals, tasks, and expectations, my movements become rapid, quick, and sharp as I dash around at an effortful pace. Caught up in ceaseless activity, my movements take on qualities of pushing and squeezing.  

In this style, I find myself unaware of, not in touch with, and not paying attention to my body. In a constant battle against time, over-extending my body can lead to denying my bodily reality and living out a process of betraying my body. Disconnected from my body, I may feel ungrounded and not at home in my body. Hectic and in a hurry, my body can become strained, tight, and tired. There may be surges of quick energy, but it is usually artificially induced and/or inflated by sugar or caffeine. With a lack of bodily relaxation and rest, life can begin to feel robotic, numb, and superficial. My senses are no longer open to receive and experience what is around me.

Early Walks with Fred

My walk with Fred began four years ago as a necessary functional activity. He needed to exercise, and he needed to see to his need for elimination. The event of introducing a puppy into our everyday life began as a process of having to take care of his needs. He was dependent upon us to be awake to and aware of his biological rhythms and of his needs for food, water, and elimination.

The first two days of my Fred walks were very painful. Fred was not with the program! I had this fantasy that my little puppy and I would walk our quarter of a mile fairly quickly at a nice, crisp pace. I thought that now I could fit more exercise into my everyday life. I would lose weight, tone up my body, move my muscles, and increase my cardiovascular efficiency. I envisioned the usual multi-tasking phenomena of my life. I would be able to kill two birds, no, maybe even three or four birds, with one stone. This short walk could become packed with my “to do” list: things I could think about, give time to, sort out, figure out, and analyze as I walked Fred. 

That’s not what happened. As I mentioned, Fred is a scent hound, and as such, he kept his nose to the ground. He seemed to pick a spot and just smell around one square foot, then move on to the next square foot, then the next square foot, and so on. At this pace, the planned ten-minute quarter mile walk would take me two or three hours! 

The outside territory of the quarter mile walk in the neighborhood was new to Fred. He had to slowly check it out with his nose. Fred seemed to enjoy exploring his new home territory, making the unfamiliar familiar, the invisible visible, the unsafe safe, and the strange and alien friendly. He marked the new space by lifting his leg and squirting urine here and there. Sniff, sniff, squirt seemed to be the rhythm. Fred got down to serious business, transforming this alien space into his familiar territory. 

Fred seemed to be a master of leisure time. He had no tasks to accomplish, no schedules to meet, no meals to cook, and no news to keep up with around the world. Over time, I observed Fred spontaneously becoming excited when I’d say to him, “Let’s go for a walk, Fred.” He would turn on his back and let me attach the leash to his collar. He would race to the back door and patiently wait for me to open it to the outside world, to the world of the Fred walk. Fred would jump down the stairs and instantly take a right turn down the driveway. Then the sniffing would begin. He would sniff, connect with something, and mark the spot. 

Fred and I definitely had a problem. His style was completely different from mine. I found myself challenged with figuring how I was going to endure the Fred walk. I knew I couldn’t drag Fred for a quarter of a mile. The ASPCA would definitely put me in jail. It became very clear that my fantasies were not going to be met on this walk. I experienced a rude awakening that this was Fred’s walk and not mine. This walk was not about my needs, but his. It was not about my world, but about his world. 

The Need for a Plan

I found myself having a temper tantrum, saying to myself, “No, no, no, no!” I was protesting: “I have no time, no energy. It’s not my dog. I do not want this responsibility.” My reaction to Fred was resentment, anger, and hurt. I knew I needed to quickly do something to survive, or it was going to be a long fifteen years walking Fred seven times a day. I needed a plan.

Over the course of doing battle with Fred, I found myself stopping and allowing Fred to sniff and sniff and sniff. As I stood still while Fred sniffed, I began to really become aware of the shadows and light, the flowers, shrubs, birds, trees, and insects. I was touched in a deep way by all that was before me.

By the third day, I recalled some references that gave me spiritual direction. I found myself thinking about attending Compline at a monastery in which I frequently worked. The ritual in which they participated before they proceeded into the chapel struck me. What I observed was a group of men dressed in their habits in a single line. As they came to their spots, they pulled their hoods over their heads, slipped their hands into their sleeves, bowed their heads, and became still. I became curious as to the meaning of this ritual. A monk shared that it was called statio. It was an act of standing still and trying to collect oneself, to eventually become centered within oneself in order to become more present to the God within and the God without. They slowed down and gathered themselves in silence in order to prepare to listen carefully to the Word of God that would be broken open when they took their places in the chapel.

As I stood silently watching Fred sniff, I realized that I had an opportunity to practice statio. Statio was an invitation to practice the virtue of presence. It was a ritual I could easily practice while on the Fred walk. Fred’s sniffing could become an opportunity to slow down, stop, and listen carefully. Fred’s stopping and opening himself to what is before him could become my time to observe, wake up, and become aware of what is before me, around me, above me, below me, and inside of me. Each moment of sniffing, peeing, and pooping could become a sacramental moment; that is, a sacred moment of time and space to remember the presence of God, to be present to the presence of God, to be open and receptive to the presence of God in the here and now. With this realization, the whole Fred walk was transformed. I had a concrete way of letting go of my battle with Fred. The Fred walk would become a spiritual practice, and I would allow myself to be taught by Fred, his ways, and his world.

I also found myself thinking of Martin Heidegger’s book, Discourse on Thinking, in which he referred to finding himself going back to a village in the Black Forest and living in the same house in which he grew up as a child. He believed that if he walked the same path everyday that he walked as a child everyday, whatever he needed for his thinking and writing that day would be disclosed on the walk and through the walk. Heidegger’s statement, along with statio, helped me develop a new approach to the Fred walk.

The Epiphany

Remembering the custom of statio on my Fred walk became a formative event for my life. It was a way of realigning myself and becoming in right relationship to Fred and his walk. Fred’s sniffing now grabbed my attention, my consciousness, in a new way. Fred’s slowing down, stopping, and sniffing gave me access to a new way of being on the walk. It was an exercise to wake up, become aware, attend to, be alert, abide, appraise, and appreciate all that was around me. The walk was a way to hear keenly and sensitively and to incline my ears to my heart. 

In cooperating with the gift that Fred’s sniffing gave to me, I could practice statio, participate in silence and solitude, listen carefully, and allow my heart and soul to be open and receptive to all that was in the moment. This would require that I grow deeper into a certain kind of consciousness. We will call it “Fred consciousness.” It is being deliberate, disciplined, mindful, focused, and structured. Through this way of appropriating the Fred walk, I could perhaps become more centered, grounded, connected, solid, and secure. Collecting myself, re-collecting myself, gathering myself together, being open and receptive to all that is could lead to the possibilities of awe, wonder, mystery, surrender, humility, appreciation, harmony, peace, and joy.

Through the practice of statio along the Fred walk, my consciousness slowed down and became more open and receptive to all that was in my here and now. Slowing down was the key. As soon as I stopped racing, pushing, pressing for more time, driving hard, and being strong willed, my perspective changed. The lens through which I perceived my here and now along the walk changed. I could see people, events, and things to a greater width, depth, and breadth.

The power of slowing down became a life-changing grace. In slowing my pace, in giving myself over to the moment of Fred’s sniffing, my body opened up, and all of a sudden, my five senses were available to me. It was not that they were really lost, but my hard-working, hectic style helped them become numb, asleep, and disconnected from my conscious awareness. As I slowed down and took up my statio position, my body, through my senses, allowed me to be touched and moved by the sights, sounds, smells, touches, and tastes disclosed to me along the walk. It was as if a veil between me and the people, events, and things along the walk was lifted. 

Slowing down, pausing, re-collecting, abiding, and dwelling assisted me with feeling more centered, connected, and rooted in the here and now. The walk became a more mindful walking meditation. I lived in my body in a more conscious, deliberate, and intentional way. When I moved, I could hear my Birkenstocks gently touching the sidewalk. I could sense my feet, ankles, calves, knees, hips, and pelvis rhythmically moving, stretching, and supporting me along the walk. In the stillness, I could sense my heart quietly pumping and assisting the aliveness streaming through my body.

As Fred sniffed away, I found myself raising my mind and heart to God. Along this quarter mile walk, I continued to be touched and moved by people, events, and things. When I was able to slow down, I had a better chance of being aware of God’s creation. I felt embraced, humbled, and graced with a more graceful and gracious presence to God’s creation. I took on a deeper appreciation for all of God’s creation along the walk.

Again I remembered what Martin Heidegger said about his routine, everyday walk along his path in the heart of the Black Forest. I realized that everything I needed for my spiritual life would be disclosed to me along my Fred walk. Through this now sacred ritual of walking Fred seven times a day, I would be invited to slow down and take up my experience as my sacred text, crack it open, and chew on it, so to speak. Lessons and teachings would disclose themselves and assist me with knowing how to live my life. What was required of me was that I slow down and stand still while Fred sniffed. When I did that, I could grow more in openness and receptivity to what was here and now in that moment. When I was able to align myself to my here and now, I would catch what I needed for the moment. Alignment to the here and now of the walk would assist me in living in a more right relationship to reality.

Along the Walk

The Fred walk is a quarter of a mile, basically around a triangle of city land, a small park with a variety of trees. Five houses of varying architectural style, each with its own story to tell, border the park. The other long edge of the triangle is a campus for an elderly retirement home, and another part of the campus contains affordable elderly housing. The entire campus is maintained well. It is bound by a 3-foot granite wall that sparkles with quartz, spar, and mica. The space of the walk feels enclosed but at the same time, open, safe, secure, and intimate. It is a space that is relatively quiet and peaceful.

The entire walk is on sidewalks; some of the roots of the various trees have created breaks in the sidewalks that must be watched for. Along the way, next to the sidewalks, I encounter well cared for lawns. Intermittently, between the road and the sidewalk, I see the metal access covers to the water, sewer, and gas systems. I also encounter drains for rain and snowmelt runoff. I pass two stop signs, three yellow hydrants, and eight telephone poles, four with streetlights, and one with a fire callbox on it. At the top of the wide end of the triangle, people park their cars on the street at night; they also park on the triangle. Between two of the five houses, there is a shared driveway, and each of those houses has two cars. Down that driveway, I can see an aging basketball hoop attached to a garage. Both of those houses also have backyard in-ground swimming pools and paved paths that welcome you to their front porches. At the wider edge of the triangle, one house has a gas grill on a platform built along the driveway with easy access from the back porch. The people who own their properties along the triangle take much better care of them than those who are merely renting. 

An umbrella of tall and thick hemlock trees protects the sidewalk adjacent to the elderly housing campus. The triangle itself contains three linden trees, a copper beech tree, a one hundred and sixty foot oak tree, and a weeping spruce tree of equal height. The other side of the walk is canopied by silver and red maples, tulip trees, red and white oaks, yews, sugar maples, white cedar, white spruce, Norway spruce, white pine, red pine, and pitch pine. All the evergreen trees shed their cones during the different seasons of the year. Along the way, I also encounter several hundred year old oaks, towering spruces, and a beautiful cluster of white birch, several pink dogwoods, crabapple, and weeping cherry trees. There are also shrubs of great beauty, such as rhododendrons, azaleas, mountain laurel, Japanese andromeda, hydrangea, and a Japanese cherry tree. 

During the spring, summer, and fall, we may walk by creamy white andromeda, lilacs, pink tulips, purple mascari, purple violets, silvermound artemesia, and katsura trees broken and old with their little heart-shaped leaves that regenerate like the neighborhood itself does in the spring. There is also forsythia, yellow as goldfinches. As the various seasons unfold, I notice daisies, thistle, geraniums, milkweed, crown vetch, morning glories, pink and red clovers, buttercups, cone flowers, lupines, bee balm, trillium, black-eyed susans, dandelions, and ornamental grasses.

We might bump into squirrels, chipmunks, skunks, dogs, cats, tortoises, toads, robins, blue jays, starlings, sparrows, blackbirds, warblers, thrashers, chickadees, wrens, crows, morning doves, cardinals, grackles, goldfinches, hummingbirds, and sometimes honking Canadian geese flying in formation, south in fall and north in spring. We also see spiders, ants, slugs, bees, grasshoppers, bumblebees, wasps, hornets, flies, mayflies, dragonflies, centipedes, beetles, ants, mosquitoes, ladybugs, worms, praying mantises, butterflies, moths, and bats. We see bird droppings, bees’ and hornets’ nests in the ground and the trees, and caterpillar nests in the trees. Sometimes we see the birds’ and squirrels’ nests as well. In winter, the trees are bare-branched, exposing the nests of birds, bees, wasps, hornets, and squirrels. 

Depending on the time of day, I may hear the early morning train or the evening train coming through the valley, or the sounds of all the different birds, including the distinctive sound of woodpeckers. Squirrels, dogs, and cats also add their various sounds. I may hear a few school buses, automobiles, mopeds, the sirens of police cruisers being called to service, the loud, piercing call of the town fire alarm, followed by the sirens of the fire trucks, jets, helicopters, and snow plows in winter. Sometimes I hear people talking, children riding their bicycles, a basketball bouncing, and the sounds of sprinklers. 

During the first walk at 5 a.m., there is a stillness that seems audible. I may hear the rain falling, wind (from gentle breezes to strong gusts blowing through the trees), sleet and freezing rain, the quiet of a gentle snowfall, or thunder in the distance. I may hear the gentle sound of falling leaves or the crackle of dried leaves underfoot. Most nights I hear the traffic on the highway two miles away.

I smell pine needles, evergreens, lilacs and lavender, roses and lily of the valley, the clean smell after a welcome rain, the aroma of burning wood from fireplaces and woodstoves, burning leaves in the spring and the fall, or the mold of leaves left moist and rotting on the ground. In summer, there is often the smell of newly cut grass or the musky scent after a few days of heat and humidity. Exhaust fumes from cars and trucks and buses seem heightened. There is the aroma of food cooking on outdoor grills. Periodically, I may smell that a skunk has sprayed. In the spring, there is often the smell of cocoa mulch. 

I sometimes touch the various flowers, the grass, telephone poles, and fire hydrants, and pick up litter, sticks, and branches. I brush the hemlocks with my shoulders. I touch the stone wall and tree bark, noticing the different textures of each. I may shake a neighbor’s hand. I also constantly feel of Fred’s leash in my hand. Sometimes I have to gently tug him out of the various places where his nose has led him.

The Fred walk discloses sunrises to the east and sunsets to the west. Each season creates a different experience of the sunrises and the sunsets. In high summer, the sun rises over the elderly campus at the top of my street. In winter, the sunrise has moved almost 90 degrees, and I don’t see it until I have turned right at the corner from Linden Street onto Chestnut Street. The sunsets move in similar manner. 

On clear sky evenings, the moon’s various phases also add nuance to the walk. The Harvest moon in September is spectacular as is the Hunter’s moon in October. But again, each season of the year colors the experience of the various phases of the moon’s illumination. The various phases of the moon are important. For example, on the first walk of a winter’s morning during the new moon phase, the world is much darker than during the full moon phase. When it is pitch dark, during the new moon, either morning or evening, the various constellations, such as the Big Dipper, the Little Dipper, and Orion, and the planet Venus are visible, and even they change position depending on the season. 

On clear nights in August, meteor showers often illuminate the sky in an exciting manner. Looking into the nighttime sky grabs my spirit and invites it to a sense of deep appreciation, to a sense of awe and wonder. Other events that have a similar effect on me are those times before the sun has broken the horizon at dawn and then at dusk when it is just about to set or has just set. These times have an incredible stilling effect on my body.

Looking to the sky, there are great differences between the morning and the evening sky. Clouds may be puffy white, fair weather, feather-like, or huge masses of white, fluffy wool. They might be in big heaps or thickening layers. Some clouds also have sunshine streaming through them. But then there are gray and dull rolls of darker, ominous, threatening clouds, rain clouds that give you a feel of an approaching storm. Clearing clouds bring hope after many cloudy, stormy days. There is a sudden chill as clouds fill a sunny sky and the temperature drops. There are low and high clouds and clouds seeming to reach to heaven. At times, the clouds could block the sun only briefly, bringing a welcome respite from the summer’s heat or deepening the cold of the winter. And completely overcast days dull the light no matter the time of year.

If a storm is on its way, feather-like clouds form in a layer that may spread over the entire sky. They often warn that the fair weather is over; rain is coming in twenty-four to forty-eight hours. Stratus clouds are lower still, blotting out the sun and the moon. These clouds spread over large areas and may cover the sky for days. The clouds seem to get closer together in a layer like a thin veil across the sun’s face. The clouds come closer to the earth, and the sun gets duller as they sweep before it like a gray curtain. Then a blanket of stratus covers up completely, shutting off the sun. Rain is ahead within six or seven hours. Black and threatening, this sequence of cloud forms will likely produce a long siege of moderate precipitation, but no violent storms.

The results of storms, snow, rain, and puddles affect the Fred walk. I may experience relief at the break in a heat wave; the stifling humidity of a quick shower that only worsens the breathability of the air; the splash of water from a passing car; puddles on the sidewalk; wind blowing leaves off the trees, sometimes taking my breath away; snow that is soft and easy to walk in; snow that is so very deep; plowed snow resulting in an icy sidewalk; softly falling snow; snow with no footprints; dirty, melting snow; and mud as spring begins.

On my Fred walk, I experience four distinct seasons. There are different air pressures, temperatures, and levels of humidity. West winds seem to bring clear, bright, cool weather. East winds generally bring rain. North winds tend to bring clear and cold weather patterns, while south winds could bring heat and quick showers. There is the heat of the summer (an occasional 98–100 degrees) with periodic gentle, refreshing breezes. There is the chill of autumn, the wind and showers of spring, and the raw cold of freezing, icy winter winds. I could experience fog, mist, light to heavy rain, sleet, or light to heavy snow. I could also experience a light summer zephyr, a brisk October wind, freezing winter wind, or a cool spring breeze. 

My body expands and contracts with the weather patterns. On a warm, bright, and beautiful day, with a totally blue sky and the sun shining brilliantly, my body feels embraced and easily gives itself over to the pleasantness of the summer day. But in the winter, when it is twelve degrees in the darkness of the evening, although Fred and I are bundled up in our cold weather gear, my body contracts as we walk in the freezing cold. 

With the variations of the distinct seasons and their weather patterns, paying attention to dressing for the Fred walk is very important. Personal comfort adds to the enjoyment of the walk. I have been taught by my experience to dress appropriately for the weather. When it is raining, I use my colorful golfing umbrella. Proper footwear is a necessity. Keeping my toenails clipped and keeping the skin on the bottom of my feet moisturized to prevent cracking are also necessities. Wearing windproof and waterproof clothing with my head covered when necessary is essential. My appropriate weather gear and clothing add to the basic pleasure of the walk. 

The walk can be leisurely and pleasurable if nothing is pressing the time. It can feel rushed as time presses because I have to be somewhere or return to a task. An upcoming event, talk, conference, some writing, family gathering, or a dreaded event can intrude and take me out of the present and make the walk merely functional. The walk could be filled with thoughts of past events, something that was said wrongly, an opportunity missed, a tragedy or near tragedy. The walk can be slow and appreciative, the world of spirit predominant, bringing joy and awe to the walk no matter the weather. I can linger at something I’d never noticed before, something that perhaps Fred has discovered. With no intrusion from past or future, it can be a time of full presence, leisurely and spiritful.

A Shifting Consciousness

When Fred and I began our walks in August of 2003, I found myself trying to calculate my next move and/or my next problem to be solved. My constant thrusting into the future disconnected me from my body. My body and its senses were covered over, closed down, and unavailable. Moving quickly and trying to beat the clock to get ahead of the game, I remained out of touch, living outside my body, split from my senses. Being present to my feelings, perceiving sharply, or being open to my experience was not my strong suit as I rushed, raced, and ruminated.  

Betraying my body and disconnected from my spirit, I lived my life with a primary accent on my functional existence. The cultural values of efficiently and effectively mastering, controlling, and dominating my life and my environment seemed to be my orientation to reality. Walking around as if wearing horse blinders, I focused my world on me and my plans, my schedules, and my timetables. I thought I was managing the show and felt on top and in control. It was all about fulfilling my mission and vision of helping others. This narrow perspective prevented me from experiencing the world around and in me more openly and receptively.

In the process of caring and doing for others, I found myself overextended and overloaded. I always had too much to do. I often tried to be more than who I was. Enough was never enough. Constantly active, too busy, and living out unrealistic expectations of myself, I became caught up in myself, inflated myself, denied my limitations, and became more reactive than responsive to people, events, and things around me.

It seems that I wanted things done my way, insisted on my way, and believed that I really knew the way. I found myself to be stubborn, strong-willed, inflexible, rigid, dogmatic, dogged, and dismissive. At times I surprised myself, observing that I was judgmental, prejudiced, intolerant, defensive, and impatient. If I was not careful, I could slip into being cynical, sarcastic, disrespectful, uncharitable, irreverent, disappointed, discouraged, and disillusioned. Over time, I could feel greedy, resentful, disenchanted, and obsessive.  In the beginning of the Fred walk, I found myself full of effort, compartmentalized, and holding the reins tightly. I thought I defined the reality of the walk. My stance was one of resistance to the walk. My mind was preoccupied, cluttered, and filled with ideas about the business of life. 

The epiphany of statio woke me up. I became awake and aware, open and receptive, attending and abiding to what was around me and inside of me. I moved from living in my head, the world of ideas and thoughts, toward being in my whole body. I woke up to my body’s weight, age, aches, pains, chest, lungs, shoulders, hips, fingers, hands, legs, feet, and range of motion. The weather woke me up to my body. The cold, heat, humidity, fog, rain, sleet, snow, ice, cool breezes, and harsh freezing winds all assisted me in becoming more aware of my Now along the Fred walk. 

Growing in awareness and more in touch with, aware of, and at home in my body, I increasingly felt my vulnerability, finitude, limitedness, and fragility. Massaged by nature, the weather, people, events, and things, Fred’s vulnerability, the rhythm of the four seasons, night and day, light and darkness, sounds, smells, sights, bodily movements, range of motion, silence, solitude, and stillness, I continued to be awakened to my body, invited to slow down even more and become centered. In this process, my senses opened up, and I became more open and receptive to all that was around me and in me. My heart, soul, and spirit gradually awakened and permeated the walk. With my heart and soul open and receptive, I could see more, hear more, and sense more. I was invited to listen more carefully, to listen with my heart and to all that is.

In and through this process, I just followed Fred and accompanied him on his walk. I became Fred’s student, eager to learn what he would teach me. He constantly encouraged me to slow down, stop, and wait. The stopping moved beyond practicing patience; stopping became an access to another world. This world called for flexibility, adaptability, listening, paying attention, holding it all lightly, seeing clearly, being open and receptive, and becoming a servant to the situation. By this I mean simply waiting for the moment to disclose itself to me. The Now would simply yield its gift to me if I graciously served it well. The Now would invite me into awe, wonder, and mystery. It would invite me to be still and experience the gracious presence of God. 

The Fred walk became an experience of moving from an egoic way of being in my head through a slowing down, stopping, and listening, and ultimately to an openness and receptivity to all that was around me and in me. Over time, in practicing the Fred walk, my consciousness moved from being cluttered, complicated, complex, preoccupied, hectic, and fast-moving to being more slowed down, still, simple, uncluttered, and uncomplicated, with a decrease in expectations and judgments. The walk became a movement from self-preservation to abandoning myself to God; from being resistant and resentful to grateful; from functional, egoic, calculative, introspective thinking to meditative, reflective, contemplative thinking; from doing to being; from holding on tightly to letting go lightly; from being in my head to being at home in my body; and from insisting to letting be.

I began the Fred walk feeling pressured, pushed, frustrated, angry, and agitated. But slowly the Fred walk helped me to take the walk and life in stride, become lighter on my feet and more awake, aware, alert, attentive, abiding, and more connected to myself, others, and things around me. By entering into silence and solitude in a more attentive stance, I was able to let the stillness speak. The walk assisted me with taking up and perceiving through a wider angled lens, a deeper sensibility, and a more tender heart. I found myself becoming more intentional, deliberate, and disciplined in my living the walk. It provided more structure and focus to experience the immediacy of the Now. 

As the walks increased in number, and through increasing awe, wonder, and mystery, I found myself letting go, surrendering, and being released from my egoic preoccupations. In remembering the presence of God, I was invited to practice the presence of God. This led me to own my smallness, my littleness in light of all that is. In taking my proper place in the great scheme of things and becoming more aligned to Being, in living in right relationship to all that is along the walk, I found myself becoming like a little child—open, receptive, humbled, grateful, appreciative, joyful, and peaceful in my body and deep within my heart and soul. My walk with Fred slowly became a sacramental event for me, a ritual of experiencing the sacred, the holy, and the mystery, in the simple, ordinary, everyday dimension of what was disclosed to me through Fred along the walk. 
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