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Social-commentary comedian, George Carlin, was asked how he keeps it together mentally 
when dealing with the gruesome news that circulates the world. Mr. Carlin replied with a 
reference to a skit he performed. “When you’re born you get tickets to the freak show. You can 
choose to participate in the show or be an observer. I choose to observe.” This life hack is what 
the founder of Buddhism, Gautama Buddha, suggested to his followers. Buddha’s mantra went 
something like this: “Do not become emotion. Observe emotion.” Several years after my initial 
exposure to these perspectives, and proudly letting people know about the tantalizing 
knowledge I’d acquired, I actually put these teachings into action.

I took a woman named Kate on a date. It was the first time I’d taken anyone on a date in five 
years. I paid for all the expenses after my sister angrily told me that that’s what guys do. I felt 
like breaking down sister’s argument, but she would have countered me with the big KO – 
tradition, respect and “just do it!” Two months later, chemistry class ends for the night and Kate 
drives me to my car as was our routine. Here’s where the real story begins. She told me that 
although she was fired from her job, she’d be fine. She’ll just live off of the free food that all her 
other dates buy for her. I replied by thanking her for the ride and quickly exiting the car.

As I drove home with one hand on the steering wheel and another pressed against my 
forehead, I was inspired by Kendrick Lamar’s song, “Humble.” My new hit single came out of 
nowhere: “Damn clueless.” “Why would she say that?” I asked myself. “Socially inept? I don’t 
care. I’m chilling.” I obviously cared though and wasn’t chilling in the least. I was hot with 
emotion. Then I had a realization; actually, more of a remembrance of what I’d heard long ago.

Emotions are getting in the way of my seeing the truth of the matter. Correction, it’s not my 
emotions kicking up the dust-storm. It’s my inhabiting of emotions that’s causing my internal 
distortion. I stopped being frustrated and instead noted the feeling of frustration. The annoyance 
was now something outside my car window that I could get a full look at instead of letting it turn 
me into an angsty teen. Noting and observing was as calming as spotting the low flying pelican 
above water.

Becoming an emotion makes it harder to be open minded about different perspectives, but I’m 
not stating that taking a side keeps one from seeing the truth. Sure, when a basketball fan has 
grown up rooting for the NBA Lakers, he, she or it is less likely to see as many flaws with their 
team as people who root for other teams. This is especially true in sports as there is little at 
stake in yelling out that the opposing team sucks. The truth doesn’t matter so much, unless 
you’re placing bets on the outcome. An example of someone taking sides but not letting it skew 
their sense of logic and reason is former associate justice of the Supreme Court and 
conservative Sandra Day O’Conner.

The first female elected to serve on the Supreme Court “personally” opposed abortion. In 1992, 
she and her colleagues had the power to overturn Roe v. Wade. (A landmark decision protecting 
women’s right to abortion.) Eight of the last nine justices had been appointed by Republicans – 
a party staunchly opposed to abortion. However, Roe v. Wade was not overturned. Although 
O’Conner “personally” opposed the cases’s ruling, she believed the Constitution protected the 



legal status of abortion rights. She noted she was distasteful of the subject matter, but she did 
not let her feelings guide her actions in court.

As I drove home from school, I straightened up and put two hands on the wheel. I’d stopped 
being the anger and found calm in noting the emotion. What’s the point in being angry anyway if 
my goal in life is to be happy? Surprisingly, I’ve been donning an angry mask throughout my life. 
I’ve inaccurately rationalized that dwelling on the past and becoming angry were not the source 
of my woes. Today I’m astonished that the solution to so much of the chaos in my head is as 
simple as not dwelling in the boggy thoughts of anger.

Two days after my epiphany, it was my last day of school. Kate drove me to my car. She talked 
nervously. I’d come to a loose conclusion: Kate was telling me about guys taking her out on 
dates as a way to make me chase after her. Our playing footsies in class, being in conspiracies 
together, laughing about finding our teachers mugshot on the internet and other suggestive 
evidence reinforced my hypothesis. She continued talking nervously, and I made her stop by 
kissing her on the mouth. The car was parked by this time, so we didn’t have to worry about 
how long we kissed.

Now we’ve been dating and living together for several years. We have a cat, I get along with her 
family, and K and I help each other pursue our passions. We often say in dramatic fashion to 
one another, “Where have you been my entire life!” I’m planning on asking her to marry me next 
month… Not.

Me and this girl aren’t together, because I never planted a smooch on her lips. Not even a peck 
on the cheek. She parked by my car and continued talking fast. I told her it was nice getting to 
know her, “good luck with your plans.” Then I opened the car door, told her thanks for the ride 
and haven’t seen her since.

I wanted to make a move on her during our last car ride. But then I started to change. “You just 
chill out,” I told myself. “There’re cooler girls out there anyway. I’m only 24, there’s time. Why 
risk rejection and give her more pleasure upon seeing my reddening face?”

Before I could get out of this mental quicksand, I was creating excuse after excuse. I was 
becoming one with the excuses. The excuses which quickly eased my way into stagnation like 
an injection of anesthesia makes the patient feel alright with having their body cut open. I 
became an emotion – procrastination. But really, it was fear masked as procrastination. Masked 
because procrastination is an easier pill to swallow. If I’d stopped the body cast from enveloping 
my limbs I may have un-stiffened enough to follow my gut instinct.

I rode home alone yet another night as the facade of procrastination peeled off to reveal the 
truth. Fear, fully blossoming in my face with a scent so strong I couldn’t overlook it’s presence. It 
was there, but I noted a sense of calm was also there.

In the past, I would have justified my not making a move on Kate as payback for her wounding 
my pride. Lucky me though, people like Buddha and Mr. Carlin came into my life and enhanced 
my vision of personality shifting powers lurking beneath our skulls. I’ve realized that the ground 
beneath my feet becomes shaky and my vision cloudy when I am lured into becoming 
roommates with multiple personalities under a leaky roof.



I squint toward the horizon. There is a shape way out there. Dark clouds swelling with acid rain 
trail behind it. It looks like a blend of many things. Wait. Can it be? Yes. It’s me. Hello me. I see 
you’ve come with a swiss army knife loaded with various responses. Which emotions will you 
plunge into my body today?


