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Don’t Worry About Perfection  
 

 sit at the desk on this warm Sunday Morning in the last day of January seeking some direction 
for a ‘Solicitude’.  I am uncomfortable with my ability to set my thoughts in some cohesive 

flow or sufficient clarity.  I have recently discovered some scribbled notes on a page in a book, 
Living Presence, we once used with our study group in Fredericksburg, TX. 
 
“Can how well we expect to do something become a blockage to just doing it?”  For instance, 
drawing, painting, or writing.  I note to myself; “Do not worry about perfection, “Just do it!“  
And so I start. 
 

From:  “Helminski” in Living Presence 
Quoting Rumi 

“If you wish your misery to end 
Seek also to lose your wisdom- 

The wisdom born of illusion, 
That which lacks the light, 

Of God’s overflowing Grace. 
The wisdom of this world increases doubt; 

The wisdom of faith releases you into the sky.” 
 
 Moving into the New Year of 2021, weary of Covid 19 challenges and seclusion, battered by the 
clanging noise of a bitter election battle, tired of the lies and distortion of truth, distrust of 
science and so much more.  I was also exhausted by my internal fear that I was not doing my 
share to “Save the World” from its certain destruction. Voices seek to assure me that if I follow 
their advice, I will know how to encounter the fear, anger and dysfunction around me and in me.  
Yet, I see only small steps to take, and those small steps will have to be sufficient at this time.   
 
January 6, 2021, was a wakeup call, or a tipping point. A breakdown or a breakthrough? In either 
case I have been evaluating what will my stance be going forward. The bottom line for me is: I 
must acknowledge at least two things:  
 

1. What I can do and what I cannot do.  

I 



2. To not be hindered by what I do not know and simply trust by striving to do the next 
“right thing,” I may be able to contribute to some healing and reconciliation that 
appears to be essential.  I now recognize this is not a new stage for me -- but a call to 
recognize today as a new phase of a decision made decades ago.  

 
In the period in the early 90’s, we were living in Indianapolis and I felt I was doing the very best 
work I had done in over 30 years of telecommunications work. I was experienced.  I was 
confident (maybe arrogant) and exceeding in all areas of my job.  Maybe a company Presidency 
was at hand.  I felt I loved my work and the staff that contributed to our success. But the skies 
were gray.  Karen and I had moved every couple of years. The required hours of work and travel 
became longer and more demanding. Then another move to once again, improve quality and 
upgrade networks and get money to the bottom line, too little time for home and family that 
repeated itself over those many years.  After long, difficult and painful discussions, Karen and I 
acknowledged we could not continue at the pace I expected of myself. The feeling of success 
was highly addictive more subtle than drugs and becoming more destructive. The hours of work 
did not leave sufficient quality time in our lives.   
 
 Over the course of about 2 months, we made preparations to change our lifestyle, find time for 
each other and seek ways to give back our resources and energy to contribute to something 
more important. We stepped out the door of corporate life, away from Indiana, not knowing 
where it would lead, but confident we would find our way.  We did not know we needed 
sanctuary… but it was going to find us.  
 
 So came the purchase of 60 acres in Fredericksburg, TX and the commitment to create a space 
to share hospitality via a bed and breakfast inn. It took a few years to develop facilities for our 
property. Through our church in Fredericksburg, we accepted an offer to facilitate a deep dive 
into meditation and contemplative studies. We barely managed to stay a week or 2 ahead of a 
group that gathered in our home. A reconnection with Dr. Lynn Bauman whom we had met in 
the mid 80’s at the Anglican School of Theology in Dallas added a layer of spiritual development 
in this period.  A host of other guides and friends helped us develop our offering that became 
more than just a B&B, but now a Sanctuary that operated from 1994 through 2016. Way of the 
Wolf Retreat Center was a collective work that would not have existed without the care and 
offerings of many people bringing their gifts of themselves.  
 
Webster defines sanctuary: 1. A holy or sacred place. 2. A building or room for religious worship 
3. A place that provides safety or protection… 4. The protection from danger or a difficult 
situation.” 
 
What is missing from this definition is the human element that creates and supports the spaces 
defined in Webster.  Even more, Sanctuary is the people who envision and become personal 
places of sanctuary that can make the difference and make sanctuary a verb.  I have observed, 
over and over again, this form of sanctuary, offered freely with no expectation, is a gift of love, 
compassion and beauty that emanates from the heart.  In this perspective I view sanctuary as a 
foundation of Interiorized Monasticism as defined within The OOOW, a place for members to 
share the transformative power of our individual roles in love and care of each other.  It is 
always the people who create true sanctuary by offerings of themselves. 
 



Here is where I strive to be today and a stance I hope to demonstrate in my life.  Sanctuary must 
be inclusive; it cannot be withdrawn because I differ with someone’s action, or their poor 
decisions.  Simply to be present in times of fear, bad choices, or any other reason is a form of 
sanctuary and offers possibilities of healing and reconciliation.  I have experienced this within 
my family when bad choices led to consequences resulting in jail and prison.  Bad choices do 
have consequences, but I learned to continue to offer love and support, which were offered in 
visits to jail and prison.  Much of this time was being present, to listen to someone, without 
judgment, and sharing possibilities for the future.  In other situations, it may simply be listening 
to others struggling to meet the demands of everyday living, paying bills, raising children in this 
new environment, supporting a spouse or anyone suffering from addiction or any other 
challenge, which may be crying for a safe place to find assistance and protection when the fear 
or pain becomes overwhelming. 
 
Even more importantly to me, is that I can offer this stance to family, extended family and 
friends and strive to be present to those I disagree with or even find grossly wrong. This 
challenges me to set aside what I think I know and consider more deeply where the other 
stands.  Where are the fear, pain and suffering?   I can only hope to do this through deeper 
listening and less expression of “my truth”.  Karen has given me this term.  “WAIT!”  It translates 
to ‘Why Am I Talking’.  Fear, suffering, pain by anyone needs places of hope and healing.   My 
rule will stand on this foundation of a sacramental offering and personal presence of Sanctuary.   
 
From Bearing Witness by Zen Master Bernie Glassman: 
“When we bear witness, when we become the situation—homelessness, poverty, illness, 
violence, death—the right action arises by itself.  We do not have to worry about what to do. We 
don’t have to figure out solutions ahead of time. Once we listen with our body and mind loving 
action arises. Loving action is right action”.  
 
 It is my desire to be able to become more fully open to the fullness of becoming Sanctuary. 
 
 I had completed my writing, but overnight I was gifted by the writings of Terry Hershey. His 
timing felt like synchronicity to me.  
 

“A sanctuary is a place of rest (Sabbath). 
In sanctuary I reclaim the gift of my authentic self—my whole and imperfect self. I (and not the 

sack I carry) get to say how the story ends.  A sanctuary is about setting the sack down. 
In sanctuary we find the truth that our vocation (the light that shines from the inside) is where 

our deep gladness can meet the world’s greatest needs.” 

So perhaps my invitation for some of the Blivit we carry (10 pounds of burden in a 5 pound bag) 
is to step back, set the bag down, inhale a deep breath and exhale a blessing to all who are not 
in our circles. They too need love.  



 

 

I breathe and send my blessings to each of you. 

Abbot Ron 

 


