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WITH UNHURRIED SWIFTNESS  

Hurrying and moving swiftly are not the same. We can move swiftly without 
hurrying. (Etymology - to sweep - the wind swept through the branches.) 
Moving swiftly has more to do with how quickly we allow our joints to move 
over time than it does with how much effort we exert.  

  



Getting out of the house.  

Let's do the first part of Groundhog’s Day. We are late and hurrying to get out of 
the house.  

The secret words - moving swiftly, softly, lightly and loosely.  

RED LIGHT/GREEN LIGHT  

My story. Oh, the light is telling me to stop. Red means stop. Why don’t I really 
stop, utterly and completely, stop everything, forever. Why don’t I stop, and 
stop, and stop, more and more deeply? Just say thank you, and follow its 
direction.  

At the light.  

We are outside on the street and we are hurrying. We get to the light. It just 
turns red. It is a super long light. We have to wait. Then, we remember. We 
know how to stop.  

                                 

The secret power of the color red. Teaching the world to whisper to you. “Free 
yourself in relation to me.”  

At the Computer.  

Let me teach you something to do at the computer. The Ancient Mudra for the 
Computer. It’s name - Deeper than Rest.  

We are hurrying to the office. We take off our coat, sit down, and turn on our 
computer. It is taking forever to boot up.  



Okay. Let’s go through the entire scene.  

We decide to see what would happen if we chose to move swiftly, softly, lightly, 
and loosely. Pick two of those words.  

We get to the light as it just turns red. We say, That is wonderful, an opportunity 
to stop. the light. We decide to see what would happen if we chose to really 
stop, utterly and completely, stop everything, forever. Why don’t I stop, and 
stop, and stop, more and more deeply?  

We get to work, sit down at our computer, turn it on. It’s booting up very slowly. 
Ah, our Deeper than Rest Mudra.  

RESTING IN PEACE WHILE STILL ALIVE  

My mom has only a few minutes left, maybe only seconds before dying. My 
father holding her right hand and me her left, Norma wetting her dry lips 
occasionally with a piece of ice. Likely due to the morphine, my mom sees 
something in the distance, something frightening. She squeezes my hand. Her 
entire body tenses up. She’s terrified. The hallucination subsides. Her body 
relaxes slightly but her hand is holding on to my hand for the last time. 
Breathing is not easy. I notice how, after each exhale, the length of time before 
her next inhale grows longer. And longer. As her final breath leaves her body, I 
feel her hand totally relax. I see her entire body, all at once, totally relax, her  

entire nervous system turning off. I knew, no I could feel at that moment that my 
mom was no longer in pain of any kind, that any and every fear, grudge, regret, 
worry, disappointment was gone. This release that I saw, felt in my hand, felt 
through entire body was kind, soft, loving.  

This softness, this restfulness was her last gift to me. It was as if mom had placed 
this gift directly into my nervous system, bypassing my mind. The certain 
restlessness that had occupied me since I was a child ended. There I was, next 
to my mom, resting in peace while I was still alive.  

If I had to choose only one practice, it would be deep and utter stopping. This 
deep and utter stopping may be the single most important neurological skill a 
human must acquire if they are to grow into a mature adult. It is not a 
repressing, a refraining, or a retention, it’s not a putting on of the breaks. It’s a 
deep neurological ceasing, unplugging, a taking the foot off the gas pedal, a 
turning off of the muscular system, a leaving of the world of action and 
reaction, of doing and getting done, of having and holding on. A neurological 
sabbath. T.S. Eliot writes:  



...The inner freedom from the practical desire, 
The release from action and suffering, release from the inner And the outer 
compulsion, yet surrounded 
By a grace of sense... 

 
Edith Fertman (1921-2006)  

Note: At the end of the Americas class 12, I say “Something has to stop. I don’t 
know what, but something has to stop.” Every now and again, I get glimpses of 
what, for me, needs to stop, if I am to be free. The day I wrote, My Letter of 
Resignation, was a day of epiphany. If you have not read it, or if you would like 
to read it again, here is the link.  https://www.graceofsense.com/my-letter-of-
resignation/
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