
 
 

Non-s tr iv ing to  r es t  
 

Has this ever happened to you? There is a stubborn knot and you really want to untie it. 

You are so determined that it becomes even tighter and more of a mess. Or you really 

want your loved one to be a certain way, and you do everything possible to make it 

happen but with limited or no success. Sometimes we try too hard because we’re so 

driven by habit and conditioning, yet we forget that there is a natural order to things and 

we cannot force others to change. The same principle applies when it comes to rest and 

relaxation. The harder we try the more difficult it is to find repose.  

 

As Daniel Mead wrote in his poem If You Would Grow: 

“A flower cannot be opened with a hammer.” 

 

I come from a family of refugees who had to flee China in the late 1940’s. They had to 

strive to survive. As I ponder my family history more mindfully, the compassion in me 

prevents me from gravitating automatically towards judging and complaining, which I 

would have prior to any mindfulness training. Instead of disliking my inherited tendency 

to strive, I see the positive in my ancestors’ efforts. They had to struggle, start from 

scratch and stay afloat to provide for the rest of us. After all I am the beneficiary of their 

hard work. They taught me the value of discipline and perseverance while giving me the 

privilege to take time and discover more wholesome ways to go about living and working. 

 

These days we all face a similar challenge in our modern society. How do we balance 

between striving and not making enough effort? When everyone around us is 

accelerating, telling you they’re busy, curled up over their laptops or smartphones, how 



do we know when to uncoil from mass behaviour without feeling left out? Our digital 

world is constantly bombarding us with stimuli to crave something that we don’t really 

need, at least not right away. If we’re not careful, there’s hardly a moment left when 

we’re free from clinging. 

 

A fine cellist must embody mindfulness as she executes the most exquisite sound by 

placing just the right amount of pressure sliding the bow up, down and across. When we 

practice being mindful of the body and breath, we notice that the slightest thought of 

wanting, for example, elicits a contraction in the body, a shortening of the breath and 

tension in the mind. As the saying goes: If the body lets go, the mind lets go and the reverse is 

true. 

 

How do we practice mindfulness with an attitude of Non-Striving? Mindfulness allows 

us to see more clearly when we’ve strayed from the moderate path, so we can readily take 

a step in or out. Let’s say you have something important to discuss with a friend. You’d 

start by setting an intention, asking yourself: 

 

What am I hoping to convey to my friend? Why? 

Do I have any expectations of how the conversation will go? 

Am I trying to prove (that I’m right or have the answers) or 

Am I trying to connect with my friend, be ready to listen and respond with openness?” 

How will I relate to what I connect to? 

How will I receive my experience? 

 

Mindfulness is ultimately about learning to relate to ourselves and our experiences, may 

they be pleasant, unpleasant or neutral, with kindness and acceptance. It is about how we 

connect to and receive each moment as it arises. 

 

Pausing to take a deep breath, inhaling and exhaling. Stepping out of the habitual state of 

ruminating, anticipating and wanting, checking in with ourselves: 

 

How is my breath? 

How does my body feel? 

Am I moving too quickly? 

Am I holding on too firmly? 

Can I lighten the grip a little? 

 
With clearer seeing of how we are, we move on, one step at a time, gradually and lightly.  



Here's the remainder of Mead’s poem: 

 
Be patient, not demanding 

Accepting, not condemning 

Nurturing, not withholding 

Self-marveling, not belittling 
Gently guiding, not pushing and punishing 

For you are more sensitive than you know 

Mankind is as tough as war yet delicate as flowers 

We can endure agonies but we open fully only to warmth and light 

And our need to grow is as fragile as a fragrance dispersed by storms of will 
To return only when those storm are still 

So, accept, respect, and attend your sensitivity 

A flower cannot be opened with a hammer. 

	
Effortlessly, I let go and rest. 


