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By Anne K. Crothers, M. Ed.

   Traveling with my husband to rainforests all over the world, and especially in South America, has challenged me in many ways. I have learned what I can tolerate and what I can’t live with or without. Then, when the conditions change again, I’m forced to renegotiate all of these things all over again. I’ve learned a lot about myself, and about my fears.
   I want electricity but when I can’t have it, I want a proper toilet and a shower, and when I can’t have that I want some privacy, some time alone. I want to walk on a nice, safe, flat trail and when I can’t have that, I want the temperature to be comfortable and when I can’t have that, I want to NOT have to go to the bathroom.

   I’ve shared rooms with bugs, bats, and pink-toed tarantulas. I’ve worn dirty socks and gone to bed hungry. I’ve been unreasonably hot or cold or wet or confused. I’ve fallen, tripped, and been startled, scared or just plain praying for the day to be over—or the night. I’m a city-loving girl who has left her world of comfort and discovered that I tolerate rustic or just plain rough conditions amazingly well.
   One by one, my fears are being pulled away: the fear of being dirty, of being the slowest, of being a burden, the fear of insects, snakes, of the dark, of jaguars. The biggest and most difficult fear for me to let go of was born in the rainforest—the fear of slipping and falling when hiking down a steep slope. I did that in my first rainforest, and became afraid when faced with a steep hike down. That fear has taken years to begin to subside, but it’s better.

   Does it all come down to a fear of the unknown or is it a fear of death? Both? Neither? What is my deepest core fear? That I’m not good enough? That I am? I work with clients every day in my practice to triumph over fear, to discover them, to release them, to let them go.
   Fear is tricky. It feels familiar—feels right, even righteous. We get used to it. I am used to it. I sell out to it and feel justified. It is scary to let go of my fears, to believe that they are not all that they are cracked up to be. I do it because I usually have no choice—there is no room for them on the trip. 

   My clients let go of fear for the same reasons, they have no other choice. And if they can, when they can, they find unexpected gifts on the other side. They find that other people like them, love them. They find they can love themselves. They find new friends, new interests, and new perceptions. They find life, hope, everything they’ve been looking for.

   It takes courage to enter therapy. Sometimes people have at last turned to face fears they’ve been running from all their lives. Sometimes they were afraid that a memory or a feeling would kill them, when in fact they had survived it decades ago. Sometimes they are afraid to live in the reality of their lives, their families, their marriages. But when they show up and do the thing they dread, the result is often unexpectedly sweet—an anti-climax. The world doesn’t blow up. The family doesn’t blow up, or if it does, it’s not like they imagined. It’s usually easier then they thought it would be, shorter, smoother. Not always, but often. I think that’s one of the gifts of letting go of the big fears—we find so much more inside ourselves.

      It is strange to discover that I’m not as afraid as I used to be. New things can still shake me up. I want to retreat into my fear. I am learning to stay open, to be available, and to have faith. I have seen both how resilient I am and also that even grave problems were temporary. They didn’t last. I’ve learned that I can wait things out. I can persevere.

   The worst times of my life are now the best stories. I have a certain pride in recounting them to others. I’m proud that I lived to tell the tale. Some things I’ve never tried again. Many I have. It’s amazing what can become enjoyable, an acquired taste. I’ve learned to love certain things I hated before. Or I learned that I didn’t really hate them after all.

   I have learned to love rainforests, despite their often inconvenient locations. Dark and humid, full of poisonous creatures, they once represented my many fears. Now they represent amazing grace, lush beauty, so much more. I do love a good forest! 
   I take a month off every year to visit the forest. My fears about losing my business, my clients, and my career have also grown quiet. My clients weather it well. It feeds my soul, gives me energy to give to them. It sets an example of self care that many stressed out folks need to see. We go to very obscure places sometimes, places not very many people have ever or will ever see. It’s always new, I don’t know what to expect, but I always go.
   My clients do the same. They push through fear to the joy they deserve. Some go faster and some go slower. Their courage amazes me, inspires me, and it also feeds my soul. We teach each other in this life. When I am open to learn, it helps.

   No fear!
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