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Introduction 
	
	
Every	day	pressures	build	up	over	time.		It’s	like	a	clever	army	waiting	just	over	the	

hill	planning	its	attack.		The	pressure	army	that	gathers	its	troops,	recruiting	every	

waking	hour	and	even	while	you	sleep	it’s	preparing	and	awaiting	for	the	

opportunity	to	attack	you,	you	being	the	unsuspecting	commoner	living	in	the	once	

peaceful	village	we	call	life.		Everything	seems	to	be	going	along	fine.		The	daily	

regiment	at	work,	the	family,	your	spouse,	all	seems	to	be	manageable	until	one	day	

the	army	of	stress	and	pressure	makes	its	move.		One	never	knows	when	the	attack	

may	occur,	but	as	you	fear,	it	happens	when	you	least	expect	it;	the	Pearl	Harbor	of	

pressure	descends	firing	upon	you	from	all	sides	without	warning.		The	layoff	rumor	

circulating	at	work,	the	medical	premiums	increasing,	the	car	repair,	the	leaking	

roof,	the	dying	washing	machine,	the	long	un-mowed	lawn	waiting	but	still	growing,	

the	kid’s	braces,	your	wife’s	root	canal,	the	church	picnic,	parent	teacher	interviews,	

snow	tires,	water	softener	salt,	painting	the	garage,	building	a	playhouse,	taking	the	

boys	fishing,	listening	better,	missed	a	meeting,	the	boss	called,	forgot	the	dry	

cleaning.		If	a	man	or	a	woman	sat	down	and	made	a	list	of	everything	that	could	

possibly	cause	them	stress,	I	know	the	list	for	some	would	never	end.		It’s	no	

wonder	that	many	folks	today	are	using	some	form	of	medication	just	to	be	able	to	

cope	with	the	stuff	we	get	hit	with	on	a	daily	basis.		The	purpose	of	these	meds	is	to	

calm	us	down,	to	level	the	emotion,	to	flat	line	our	response	to	stress.		What’s	

comical	to	me	is	that	as	I	suggest	to	friends	about	taking	a	few	minutes	a	week	to	

drive	up	into	the	canyon,	find	two	trees,	string	up	a	hammock	and	swing	for	forty	

five	minutes	looking	up	through	the	pines,	they	look	at	me	like	I’m	crazy.		They	say,	

“I	don’t	have	time	for	that.”	

	 The	late	and	brilliant	writer	Stephen	Covey	wrote	about	the	importance	of	

sharpening	the	saw.		He	said	we	are	all	so	busy	cutting	wood	we	have	failed	to	

realize	that	our	saw	has	become	dull	making	it	near	impossible	to	be	as	productive	

as	we	once	were	when	our	saw	was	sharp.		He	suggests	that	some	people	are	too	

busy	trying	to	get	to	their	destination	ignoring	the	gas	gauge	that	reads	empty	with	



its	light	flashing	telling	us	to	stop	for	gas.		People	say,	“I’m	too	busy	driving	to	stop	

for	gas,	I’ve	got	to	get	to	where	I’m	going.”		The	obvious	outcome	of	ignoring	the	gas	

gauge	is	that	your	car	stops	working,	it	runs	out	of	gas.		Here	you	are	on	the	freeway	

of	life	and	you	can’t	go	anywhere	simply	because	you	ignored	the	warning	light	that	

you	needed	to	stop	and	refuel.		You	needed	to	pull	over	and	recharge,	get	the	gas,	fill	

the	tank	with	that	much	needed	energy	to	continue	down	the	road.		Stephen	Covey	

learned	early	on	in	his	career	as	he	became	so	popular	and	was	so	much	in	demand	

that	the	tail	started	wagging	the	dog.		In	other	words,	he	was	becoming	out	of	touch	

with	the	things	he	held	dear	such	as	his	wife,	his	children,	his	time,	it	was	all	being	

consumed	by	outside	demands	and	he	needed	to	stop	to	regroup	and	to	recharge.		

Fill	his	tank	with	fuel.		Stop	and	regain	control.		Decide	what	was	most	important.		

Stephen	Covey	saw	a	need	and	started	teaching	people	how	to	better	organize	their	

daily	lives.		He	merged	with	Franklin	Day	Planners	and	implemented	a	system	that	

helped	people	prioritize	their	life.		He	became	one	of	the	most	popular	guests	on	the	

Oprah	Winfrey	show	and	travelled	the	world	teaching,	encouraging	and	instructing	

people	on	how	to	have	a	more	fulfilling	life.		Much	of	what	he	taught	was	simply	

taking	a	few	minutes	each	morning	and	writing	in	your	day	planner	the	tasks	for	the	

day,	for	the	week,	for	the	month,	even	for	the	year.		He	taught	people	how	to	put	first	

only	the	very	most	important	things	that	needed	immediate	attention.		He	would	

always	pencil	in	time	for	his	children,	his	wife,	vacations,	being	home	and	more.		No	

one	has	ever	had	more	demand	on	their	time	than	Stephen	Covey	but	somehow	he	

was	able	to	fit	in	all	the	best	things	his	life	could	afford	and	he	was	the	most	

together,	most	calm	and	one	of	the	wisest	men	I’d	ever	met.		He	lived	in	our	

neighborhood	and	he	was	very	close	to	my	mother,	why?		Because	she	employed	

some	of	his	children	at	our	family	restaurant.		One	day	he	dropped	by	our	family	

restaurant	and	thanked	our	mother	for	teaching	his	children	the	value	of	hard	work.		

Even	Steven	Covey	reached	out	to	people	when	he	needed	help.		He	wanted	his	

children	to	learn	how	to	clean,	how	to	serve	people,	how	to	cook,	how	to	work,	he	

sought	out	my	mother	and	asked	if	she	would	employ	one	of	his	daughters.		She	did,	

and	after	that	several	of	his	children	worked	at	the	restaurant	through	out	the	years.	



	 It	has	been	said	that	only	about	three	percent	of	the	people	attending	self-

help	seminars	ever	actually	follow	the	advice	they	learned	at	the	seminar.		They	

spent	their	hard	earned	money	on	knowledge	then	for	whatever	reason	they	let	the	

every	day	distractions	of	life	keep	them	from	following	sound	advice	from	great	men	

like	Steven	Covey.		I	know,	because	I	was	one	of	them.		Years	later	after	reading	and	

studying	his	book	called	The	Seven	Habits	of	Highly	Effective	People,	I	finally	realized	

what	he	was	talking	about.		I	always	loved	Steven’s	story	about	sharpening	the	saw,	

stopping	for	gas	when	the	light	blinks,	but	I	never	thought	much	about	actually	

implementing	the	concept	into	my	own	life	until	one	day	I	discovered	my	hammock	

that	I	had	purchased	just	before	I	came	home	from	South	America.		There	it	was,	my	

handmade	cotton	string	hammock	complete	with	stylish	tassels	along	its	two	edges	

neatly	folded	in	a	box	from	years	before.		The	cotton	was	a	darker	color	now	versus	

the	bright	white	I	remembered	when	I	first	bought	it	from	a	store	in	downtown	

Asunción.		I	took	the	beautiful	hammock	out	of	its	resting	place	of	many	years	and	

reminisced	the	many	times	I	had	drifted	off	to	sleep	while	swaying	back	and	forth	in	

the	warm	Paraguayan	nights.		I	went	out	to	our	covered	porch	and	tied	up	the	

hammock.		I	slowly	sat	myself	in,	then	gingerly	laid	myself	back.		An	immense	feeling	

came	over	me	of,	“Why	haven’t	I	been	doing	this	over	the	years,	I	forgot	how	

wonderful	these	things	were.”		It’s	like	not	golfing	for	a	few	seasons	then	finding	

yourself	accepting	an	invitation	from	an	old	friend	to	go	hit	a	round	on	your	day	off.		

You	get	on	the	course	early	in	the	morning	and	are	immediately	surrounded	by	the	

beauty	and	the	smell	of	the	fresh	cut	grass,	the	groomed	fairways,	the	tall	trees,	the	

birds	chirping,	everything	comes	rushing	back	and	you	think	to	yourself,	“Why	have	

I	not	been	golfing	all	this	time,	this	is	relaxing	and	wonderful.”		Maybe	you	get	on	the	

ski	lift	for	the	first	time	in	years.		You’re	sitting	on	the	lift	enjoying	the	ride	to	the	top	

looking	around	at	the	soft	falling	flakes,	the	snow	laden	branches,	the	quietness	of	

the	white	insulated	mountainside	and	you	kick	yourself	for	not	getting	up	to	ski	

more	often.		Lying	back	in	that	old	hammock	sparked	something	inside	of	me.		“This	

is	what	Steven	Covey	was	talking	about.”		I	lay	there	realizing	that	my	saw	needed	

sharpening;	I	needed	to	spend	some	“Me	Time.”		My	battery	was	low	and	it	needed	a	

charge.		I	also	started	to	understand	why	so	many	men	liked	golf.		Many	of	my	



friends	seemed,	well,	addicted	to	golf.		I	never	understood,	passing	it	off	as,	“Golf	to	

me	is	a	complete	waste	of	time.”		I	obviously	missed	the	point	until	I	started	thinking	

about	what	I	loved	to	do	to	charge	my	own	batteries.		Something	that	I	loved	very	

much,	I	would	literally	lose	track	of	time	when	doing	the	thing.		What	is	this	thing	I	

speak	of	you	ask?		Playing	my	guitar.		I	can	go	hours	plucking	the	strings,	learning	

new	songs,	practicing	my	craft.		I	once	read	that	when	you	find	something	you	are	

passionate	about,	you	lose	track	of	all	time	since	your	enjoyment	is	so	immense.		

Some	people	are	lucky	and	find	out	what	their	talents	are	early	in	life,	while	others	

seem	to	be	searching	for	their	hidden	talents	that	are	never	found.		Hammocks	can	

solve	many	of	these	concerns,	if	you	take	the	time	to	actually	follow	my	methods	of	

sharpening	the	saw.		I	have	read	many	articles	that	are	convincing	that	stress	may	

become	the	number	one	killer	of	men.		Really?		Can	this	be?		And	is	it	possible	that	

hammocology	could	be	something	that	could	help	reduce	or	eliminate	this	stress?		I	

believe	it	can	do	that	and	much	more.		Yes,	“I	believe	in	hammocks!”		There,	I	said	it.		

I	believe	that	through	the	consistent	use	of	hammocks	people	will	not	only	know	

how	to	sharpen	their	emotional	saw	and	recharge	their	inner	batteries,	but	they	will	

also	learn	the	secrets	of	meditation	and	the	power	of	calming	the	mind	in	

preparation	to	sparking	creativity	that	can	lead	to	an	amazing	discovery	of	self	and	

hidden	talents	you	never	knew	you	had.		When	you	compare	the	cost	of	a	hammock	

compared	to	some	New	York	high	priced	shrink,	you	just	might	want	to	read	further.	 	



Chapter One 
	
	

One	day	I	started	watching	YouTube	videos	on	compression	and	reverb	pedals	for	

the	acoustic	guitar.		I’m	a	musician	and	I	play	out	just	about	every	other	night,	which	

equates	to	about	fifteen	to	eighteen	gigs	a	month.		As	I	clicked	around	YouTube,	

somehow	I	ended	up	watching	a	dating	video	of	how	to	get	women	to	like	you	just	

by	asking	them	certain	questions	about	their	youth.		The	whole	premise	was	to	

touch	on	a	memory	back	to	when	they	were	young,	a	favorable	memory	that	would	

make	them	smile	and	feel	warm	on	the	inside.		The	accomplishment	of	riding	their	

first	bike	was	an	example.		The	dating	instructor	then	encouraged	the	man	to	make	

an	advance	on	the	female	such	as	getting	her	number	while	she	was	in	this	blissful	

state	of	mind	remembering	the	feeling	of	accomplishment	of	riding	her	first	bike	or	

maybe	the	memory	of	her	favorite	Christmas	morning	as	a	child.		Supposedly	by	

resurrecting	these	dusty	emotions	of	yesteryear,	the	woman’s	feelings	some	how	

magically	all	transfer	onto	the	man	as	being	the	focal	point	of	her	wonderful	feelings	

of	past	memories.		Sounds	simple	enough	and	I’d	love	to	try	it	next	time	I’m	down	at	

the	local	bar	and	feeling	forlorn,	but	fortunately	for	me	I’m	in	a	solid	long-term	

relationship,	which,	allowed	me	to	scratch	my	head	and	get	back	to	guitar	

enhancement	pedals.	

	 A	few	days	passed	and	I	started	thinking	about	this	dating	video	wondering	if	

it	was	some	technique	using	trickery	into	finding	a	woman’s	weakness	just	so	a	man	

could	take	advantage	of	the	moment.		Of	course	I	had	to	see	if	I	could	relate	this	all	

to	swaying	in	a	hammock.		Wait,	hear	me	out.		I	know	it	may	sound	silly	but	do	you	

think	that	maybe	laying	in	a	hammock	softly	swaying	back	and	forth	might	take	us	

back	to	remembering	when	we	were	coddled	as	a	child?		I	always	buy	the	

doublewide	hammocks	because	I	like	the	way	the	extra	material	wraps	around	my	

body	like	a	cocoon	making	it	possible	to	block	out	the	sunlight.		Is	it	because	it	

touches	our	subconscious	past	memory	of	our	mother	holding	us	in	the	safety	and	

security	of	her	arms?		I’m	sure	this	may	have	something	to	do	with	my	liking	

hammocks,	as	I	definitely	was	a	mammas	boy,	at	least	until	I	discovered	my	Dad	was	



much	cooler	because	he	could	build	me	a	go	cart.		The	fact	that	my	cares	seem	to	

fade	away	when	I	swing	in	a	hammock	may	equate	to	the	bliss	a	baby	feels	when	it	

has	just	been	fed,	has	a	clean	diaper	and	is	rocked	to	sleep	without	a	care	in	the	

world.		I’ve	heard	it	said	that	we	revert	back	to	acting	and	thinking	like	children,	

even	babies,	as	we	approach	our	twilight	years,	diaper	and	all.		If	you	are	reading	

this	and	have	never	been	in	a	hammock	you	may	be	surprised	at	how	this	line	of	

thinking	makes	sense	when	you	finally	after	all	these	years	lay	back	in	a	giant	arm	

sling,	having	just	been	fed,	wearing	a	fresh	depends	and	find	you	are	in	total	bliss	

repeating	the	words,	“Why	have	I	never	laid	in	a	hammock	before?”		I	admonish	you	

to	not	wait	that	long.	

	 I	first	slept	in	a	hammock	when	I	was	nineteen	years	old	living	in	Paraguay	as	

a	Mormon	missionary.		I	remember	how	village	folk	would	proudly	display	their	

handmade	hammocks	out	on	the	roadside.		They	would	all	be	set	up	and	swaying	in	

the	wind,	dozens	of	hammocks	in	every	color	imaginable.	Bright	yellow,	bright	blue,	

orange,	green.		It	was	impossible	to	not	stop	and	browse	over	the	local’s	handy	

work.		In	a	word	these	hammocks	were	beautiful	and	I	made	my	choice.		My	love	for	

the	hammock	evolved	over	many	nights	of	being	rocked	to	sleep	under	the	stars	in	

Paraguay.		The	warmth	of	the	night,	the	distant	sounds	of	night	bugs	and	critters,	the	

subtle	breeze	that	seemed	to	keep	me	swaying	till	morning	all	had	a	part	in	my	

falling	in	love	with	hammocks.		Spending	every	day	walking	countless	dusty	steps	

seeking	people	to	talk	to	about	religion	was	not	easy,	but	knowing	I	got	to	go	home	

and	rest	in	my	hammock	seemed	to	make	it	more	tolerable.		The	simple	reward	

awaiting	me	strung	between	two	trees	seemed	to	put	a	spring	in	my	step	as	I	return	

homeward	at	the	end	of	a	long	day.	

It’s	been	brought	to	light	that	stress	has	fast	become	one	of	the	main	reasons	

men	and	women	alike	are	turning	to	prescription	drugs	to	help	them	better	cope	

with	life.		Taking	a	pill	to	calm	one’s	self	has	become	the	norm	for	many	folks	who	

find	that	life	has	become	too	hard	to	handle	on	their	own	volition.		Taking	an	hour	to	

swing	in	a	hammock	under	the	shade	of	two	trees.		Could	solving	one’s	stress	be	that	

simple,	without	the	use	of	man	formulated	mood-altering	drugs?		The	answer	is	a	

possible	yes.		I	feel	that	many	people	deal	with	stress	by	going	to	a	doctor’s	office	for	



advice,	which	usually	ends	up	with	them	leaving	with	a	prescription	and	the	

possible	starting	point	for	one	more	addicted	prescription	drug	user.	

	 A	few	years	ago	I	was	having	lunch	with	an	old	friend	of	many	years.		We	

were	chatting	about	the	pressures	that	men	feel	as	being	the	breadwinner;	the	

father;	the	husband;	the	church	volunteer	and	the	list	went	on.		He	was	struggling	

with	his	teenage	son,	which	involved	a	few	heated	arguments	with	his	wife,	then	

when	his	two	daughters	chimed	in,	he	simply	left	the	house	that	day	as	he	felt	his	

self-control	and	vocal	volume	level	meters	were	showing	signs	of	fatigue.		He	asked	

me	a	question.		“Daryl	what	do	you	do	when	life	gets	crazy	and	you	don’t	know	

where	to	turn?”		I	said	without	thinking,	“Oh	that’s	simple,	I	have	a	small	backpack	in	

the	trunk	of	my	car.”		I	explained	how	I	have	a	predestined	place	ten	minutes	up	the	

canyon	where	I	string	up	my	hammock	beside	a	babbling	stream	and	I	take	a	nap.		I	

allow	myself	an	hour	for	the	entire	trip.		I	explained	that	sometimes	I	fall	asleep	and	

I	break	the	one-hour	rule,	only	because	my	body	probably	really	needed	the	rest.		I	

explained	how	I	first	was	introduced	to	hammocks	and	how	my	occasional	trips	up	

the	canyon	seemed	to	put	things	back	in	balance	for	me.		He	was	intrigued	and	

continued	to	ask	questions.		Lunch	ended	with	him	jumping	in	my	car	as	we	headed	

to	the	sporting	good	store	to	buy	him	a	hammock.		My	backpack	contains	a	

doublewide	nylon	hammock;	a	travel	pillow	and	a	lightweight	down	sleeping	bag	

that	I	use	as	a	blanket	since	the	canyon	breeze	may	get	a	tad	cool.		My	friend	insisted	

that	I	pick	out	exactly	everything	like	I	had	for	his	own	personal	pack.		I	remember	

standing	with	him	at	the	check	out	with	his	new	hammock	and	how	he	had	this	

childish	grin	across	his	face	just	like	his	Dad	had	called	and	we	were	all	going	

camping.		He	insisted	that	we	drive	up	to	my	secret	spot	and	set	up	the	hammocks	

so	he	could	see	first	hand	exactly	what	I	did	to	sharpen	my	saw	using	the	sway	

method	as	my	sharpener.		I	found	my	two	trees,	tied	up	my	hammock,	got	in,	

wrapped	the	open	down	sleeping	bag	around	my	body,	put	the	small	travel	pillow	

behind	my	head	and	closed	my	eyes	to	a	gentle	swaying	motion.		I	opened	my	eyes	

and	saw	him	staring	at	me	like	he	couldn’t	wait	for	his	turn.		He	said,	“Help	me	find	

my	two	trees.”		We	looked	around	and	found	the	trees	he	needed.		I	helped	him	

string	up	his	hammock	and	showed	him	how	to	lay	on	an	angle	like	a	sling	as	to	



straighten	his	spine	making	the	hang	more	comfortable.		He	kicked	off	his	shoes	

onto	the	ground,	wrapped	the	sleeping	bag	around	himself,	put	the	pillow	behind	

his	head	and	let	out	a	deep	sigh,	“Awe,	man	this	is	living,”	he	exclaimed.		He	said,	“I	

feel	like	a	little	kid	again	back	at	scout	camp,	man	this	is	great!”		He	must	have	really	

been	exhausted	as	he	quickly	fell	asleep	as	I	watched	him	from	a	distance	from	my	

own	hammock.		I	thought	to	myself;	“Man	this	poor	guy	needed	this	today.		He	

seems	worn	out.”		I	started	thinking	of	all	the	men	out	there	who	have	so	much	

stress	in	their	body,	all	from	pent-up	everyday	pressures,	and	I	started	wondering	

how	many	had	figured	out	how	to	sharpen	their	saw	in	their	own	way?		I	felt	good	

that	I	had	shared	my	discovery	of	hammocology	with	someone	I	cared	about	that	

day.		I	know	my	friend	will	reflect	back	for	many	years	on	that	one	sunny	afternoon	

when	he	was	swaying	without	a	care	in	the	shade	beneath	the	trees	listening	to	a	

babbling	stream	up	in	the	canyon,	especially	every	time	things	become	hectic	in	his	

life.		Hopefully	may	he	always	keep	his	small	backpack	in	the	trunk	of	his	car	for	

those	future	occasions	of	much	needed	alone	time.	 	



Chapter Two 
	
	
I	have	lived	in	Utah	the	major	part	of	my	adult	life.		Although	I	have	since	moved	to	

Florida	due	to	my	dislike	of	cold	winter	weather,	Utah	is	where	I	called	home	since	I	

was	twenty-one	years	old.		Having	lived	in	the	Utah	culture	and	having	lived	in	the	

large	influence	of	the	Mormon	Church	which	I	once	belonged	to,	I	wanted	to	share	

my	point	of	view	as	to	why	I	feel	Utah	has	the	highest	rate	of	women	using	

antidepressant	prescription	drugs	than	any	other	state.		There	have	been	many	

studies	that	are	shocking	to	read	of	how	Utah	gives	out	more	prescriptions	for	pain	

killers	among	men	and	depression	controlling	drugs	among	women.		Here	is	my	

take	on	why	this	might	be.		Within	the	church	we	are	all	encouraged	to	seek	for	

God’s	guidance	through	personal	prayer,	and	if	we	are	righteous	and	have	a	pure	

heart	with	real	intent,	God	will	answer	our	prayers	and	we	will	know	in	our	hearts	

what	direction	to	take.		In	other	words,	ask	God	in	prayer	and	he	will	give	you	the	

answers	you	need,	but	you	have	to	be	in	God’s	favor	or	must	be	living	all	the	

commandments	to	the	fullest	to	be	worthy	of	God’s	revelations.		New	investigators	

who	are	being	contacted	daily	all	over	the	world	by	the	Mormon	missionaries	who	

spend	two	years	without	pay	seeking	out	the	elect	to	bring	into	the	Mormon	fold	

teach	their	new	prospects	to	read	the	Book	of	Mormon	then	ask	God	in	prayer	if	

indeed	the	book	is	true.		I	have	had	friends	who	were	devout	Mormons	who	said	

they	have	prayed	for	years	if	the	Book	of	Mormon	was	true	and	never	felt	they	got	

the	desired	answer	which	manifests	by	a	warm	feeling,	or	a	burning	in	their	bosom.		

Here’s	the	bottom	line.		Mormons	believe,	according	to	the	Book	of	Mormon	that	

when	they	are	righteous,	or	are	following	the	rules	and	commandments	of	the	faith,	

they	will	be	blessed	and	will	“prosper	in	the	land.”		Now,	to	a	man,	that	means	that	

the	heavens	will	open	up	and	he	will	be	able	to	provide	well	for	his	family	

financially.		Many	members	look	to	those	neighbors	who	have	much,	including	a	

large	home,	a	new	boat,	the	jet	skis,	the	new	camper,	etc.	as	having	much	favor	of	the	

Lord	due	to	all	their	belongings	and	obvious	prospering	in	the	land	perks.		Many	

members	feel	that	when	they	pray	and	do	not	get	an	answer	to	their	prayers,	God	



may	be	withholding	the	answers	and	blessings	from	them	due	to	their	not	

measuring	up	or	because	of	their	lack	of	righteousness,	which	makes	the	member	

try	even	harder.		Indeed	they	read	more	scriptures,	accept	more	callings	at	church,	

pray	more,	plead	on	their	knees	even	more	to	God	and	when	they	don’t	get	the	

direction	they	seek	they	become	discouraged	as	they	are	obviously	still	not	good	

enough.		They	feel	that	God	may	be	testing	them	and	they	need	to	do	even	more	to	

prove	their	devotion.		They	become	fatigued,	depressed	and	look	to	their	neighbors	

and	wonder	why	they	are	so	happy	and	so	blessed.		What	is	wrong	with	me?		A	

typical	feeling	of	dedicated	praying	Mormon’s.		I	know	members	who	are	personal	

friends	who	are	on	medications	that	help	them	cope	with	their	feelings	of	being	

inadequate.		It’s	a	vicious	cycle	that	many	Mormon’s	are	on.		Always	trying	to	please,	

God,	their	church	leaders,	their	role	in	the	home,	their	spouse,	and	then	are	left	

feeling	like	the	master	of	the	universe	has	shunned	them?		Its	no	wonder	women	in	

Utah	take	more	Prozac	than	women	in	other	states.		The	problem	is	that	all	these	

feelings	are	never	discussed	as	it	may	show	as	a	sign	of	weakness	and	members	are	

not	about	to	be	seen	as	weak,	so	they	continue	to	wear	a	big	smile	every	day	and	

especially	on	Sundays	at	their	church	meetings.		The	Mormon	Church	has	two	

programs,	which	assigns	men	and	women	various	families	to	check	in	on	every	

month	to	find	out	if	“all	is	well”	and	then	to	report	back	any	problems	the	family	

might	be	having.		Home	teaching	involves	a	mature	male	adult	along	with	a	junior	

younger	male	companion	to	visit	their	assigned	families	once	a	month	and	to	bring	a	

lesson	with	them	that	may	encourage	them	in	the	faith.		This	in-house	meeting	

involves	the	whole	family	including	mom	and	dad	and	all	the	kids	at	one	setting.		

The	other	of	the	two	programs	is	called	visiting	teaching	in	which	two	mature	

women	visit	their	assigned	families	but	are	only	there	to	talk	to	the	woman	of	the	

house.		Although	most	women	share	problems	such	as	financial	struggles,	kids	being	

sick	etc.	they	usually	keep	topics	such	as	depression	and	prescription	drugs	off	the	

table	as	they	fear	the	word	may	get	out	amongst	the	local	congregation	and	that	

would	reflect	poorly	upon	the	family.		In	public,	no	one	knows	how	the	family	is	

really	doing	as	everyone	puts	a	smile	on	their	face	every	time	they	walk	out	the	

front	door.		It’s	expected.		Mormon’s	are	convinced	that	they	have	the	complete	



truth	for	salvation	and	they	should	be	the	happiest	people	on	earth.		That’s	what	

they	are	taught.		I	feel	sorry	for	these	women	as	they	really	have	no	one	to	confide	in	

and	seeking	psychiatric	help	for	a	woman	in	the	Mormon	faith	definitely	shows	

weakness.		These	refusals	of	seeking	“real”	help,	not	just	having	an	occasional	

interview	by	some	accountant	posing	as	a	Bishop	who	supposedly	was	approved	of	

and	then	set	apart	by	the	Lords	anointed,	here	lays	the	real	problem.		Mormons	have	

no	paid	clergy	on	the	bottom	level.		In	other	words	the	leadership	at	the	ward	or	

congregational	level	are	everyday	men	who	are	called	to	the	position	of	Bishop,	the	

caretaker	and	shepherd	of	his	congregation	or	flock.		This	man	may	be	a	house	

painter,	an	architect,	a	doctor,	a	dentist,	a	farmer,	a	homebuilder,	a	car	salesman	etc.		

Not	one,	I	repeat,	not	one	Bishop	has	any	training	in	marriage	counseling	or	

psychology	except	for	maybe	a	class	they	took	in	college,	if	they	even	went	to	

college.		Nope,	these	guys	are	self-taught	and	are	encouraged	by	the	Mormon	

hierarchy	to	get	their	knowledge	and	inspiration	from	the	Lord	through	the	power	

of	prayer	and	personal	revelation.		Is	it	any	wonder	that	women	and	men	in	the	

“fold”	are	confused	as	they	sit	there	with	a	broken	relationship	seeking	advice	from	

their	Bishop	only	to	leave	his	office	with	a	puzzled	look	and	the	encouragement	to	

pray,	pay	and	obey.		That’s	right,	keep	praying,	keep	paying	tithing,	and	obey	the	

brethren,	or	in	other	words,	continue	to	do	what	we	tell	you	to	do	and	everything	

will	be	fine.		I	will	never	encourage	anyone	to	leave	their	religion,	Mormon	or	

otherwise	but	I	will	encourage	those	who	are	stressed	to	seek	professional	help.		

The	problem	within	the	Mormon	Church	when	it	comes	to	members	having	serious	

questions	about	the	history	of	the	church	or	topics	that	are	taboo	regarding	Joseph	

Smith	or	other	hierarchy	is	that	these	members	have	no	one	to	talk	to.		They	can’t	

bring	up	their	concerns	to	their	local	Bishop	because	if	he	senses	a	feeling	of	

apostasy	he	immediately	contacts	the	Stake	President	who	may	call	them	in	for	

questioning.		So	it’s	easier	for	a	member	to	forget	about	their	questions	or	maybe	

seek	their	answers	from	history	books	or	other	sources.		Every	member	is	warned	

about	the	dangers	of	reading	“anti	Mormon”	literature	as	it	may	cause	them	to	lose	

their	testimony	which	would	take	away	their	ability	to	be	sealed	to	their	children	

and	spouse	for	the	eternities,	and	no	one	wants	that.	



	 Now	we	spoke	about	some	of	the	pressures	women	feel	within	the	Mormon	

Church	but	what	about	the	men?		Once	a	year	a	clipboard	is	passed	around	to	the	

men	of	the	ward	to	schedule	a	time	for	tithing	settlement.		Tithing	settlement	is	a	

meeting	with	the	Bishop	to	discuss	whether	or	not	you	are	a	part	time,	full	time	or	a	

non-tithe	payer.		Picture	this.		You	the	man	of	the	house	is	sitting	with	your	wife	and	

all	your	children	in	front	of	your	Bishop	and	he	asks	you	the	question	if	you	are	a	full	

tithe	payer.		Maybe	you	had	a	hard	year?		Maybe	you	are	in	commission	sales	and	

you	weren’t	quite	able	to	keep	up	with	paying	ten	percent	of	your	gross	earnings	to	

the	church	as	your	tithing.		You	may	have	to	answer	that	you	are	a	part	time	tithe	

payer,	or	worse,	you	are	way	behind	but	promise	to	catch	up.		You	look	over	at	the	

horrified	looks	on	your	children’s	faces	because	they	know	your	family	may	not	

reach	the	celestial	kingdom	where	you	will	be	all	together	living	in	bliss	with	God	

and	his	son	Jesus	Christ.		The	children	know	this	because	they	are	taught	every	

Sunday	what	happens	if	you	don’t	pay	your	tithing.		I	have	been	in	this	very	position.		

I	remember	the	look	of	disgust	on	my	wife’s	face	as	we	drive	home,	and	then	having	

to	explain	and	having	to	defend	against	all	her	questioning.		I	remember	the	

questions	from	my	children	wondering	if	we	would	not	be	able	to	live	together	with	

Jesus	one	day.		You	talk	about	pressure.		So	here	are	the	choices	an	adult	male	slash	

priesthood	holder	in	the	Mormon	Church	has.		He	tells	the	Bishop	he	is	a	full	tithe	

payer	in	front	of	his	family	to	save	face	even	when	he	knows	he	is	not.		The	Bishop	

knows	how	much	and	how	often	every	member	pays	his	or	her	tithing.		Why?		

Because	you	fill	out	a	form	with	the	amount	you	are	paying	complete	with	your	

name,	address	and	signature.		It’s	not	putting	a	sealed	envelope	in	a	plate	that	gets	

passed	around,	no,	the	Mormon	Church	keeps	an	up-to-date	record	of	every	penny	

you	have	paid	into	the	organization.		Is	it	any	wonder	that	there	are	male	members	

of	the	church	seeking	prescriptions	from	doctors	because	of	back	pain?		Back	pain	

that	in	my	view	is	probably	caused	from	extreme	stress.		Stiffness	in	the	back	caused	

by	extreme	pressure	to	adhere	to	all	the	rules	of	Mormonism.		I	now	understand	

why	so	many	of	my	friends	who	are	devoted	members	lead	almost	two	lives.		The	

church	home	life,	then	the	away	from	church	life	where	they	try	to	be	a	normal	

person	ignoring	the	pressures,	rules	and	commandments	of	the	brethren	at	the	top	



of	Mormonism.		Of	course	having	a	steady	stream	of	prescription	meds	for	the	sore	

back	can	only	help	numb	the	feelings	of	inadequacy	and	not	measuring	up.	

	 Wow.		I	wasn’t	planning	on	getting	into	all	this.		They	say	there	are	two	

subjects	to	avoid	when	talking	to	people,	religion	and	politics.		Well	I	promise	to	

leave	politics	alone.		I	guess	I	felt	the	need	to	share	some	personal	areas	of	past	

stress	and	how	I	dealt	with	it.		This	book	topic	is	really	about	some	simple	ways	to	

reduce	stress	in	one’s	life.		I	have	always	been	taught	that	there	are	only	two	ways	to	

reduce	stress.		Number	one,	remove	those	things	that	are	causing	you	stress,	or	

number	two,	increase	your	ability	to	handle	more	stress.		Number	two	is	what	

prescription	painkillers	for	a	phony	sore	back	is	all	about.		When	you	can’t	take	

away	the	causes	of	your	stress,	such	as	being	steeped	in	your	religious	beliefs	and	

culture,	you	have	to	resort	to	numbing	the	mind	in	order	to	cope.		I	personally	went	

through	a	divorce	and	lost	my	religion	all	in	the	same	year	some	time	ago.		It	was	a	

desperate	time	for	me.		I	was	experiencing	so	much	stress	and	anxiety;	I	knew	that	

something	had	to	give.		I	met	a	lady	who	had	left	the	Mormon	Church	and	she	

challenged	me	to	read	a	few	books	that	were	written	by	historians	on	the	history	of	

Joseph	Smith	and	the	foundation	of	the	Mormon	religion.		After	six	months	of	study	I	

made	the	decision	that	my	religion	didn’t	pass	the	smell	test	any	more.		I	could	not	

in	good	conscience	follow	the	brethren	any	more.		I	was	upset,	disappointed	as	I	

sincerely	desired	that	what	I	read	would	push	me	into	an	even	stronger	testimony	

that	the	Mormon	Church	truly	was	the	only	true	church	on	the	face	of	the	earth.		I	

wanted	it	to	be	so.		In	fact	staying	in	the	church	and	being	ignorant	to	the	truth	of	

the	past	as	I	once	was	would	have	been	much	easier	than	reading	about	the	young	

girls	that	Joseph	talked	into	marrying	him	because	he	told	them	God	would	be	angry	

with	them	if	they	didn’t	comply	and	they,	and	their	family	would	not	be	in	the	

celestial	kingdom	in	the	hereafter.		This	new	knowledge	and	hundreds	of	other	

topics	that	exposed	the	once	believed	only	true	church	upon	the	face	of	the	earth	

literally	shattered	the	very	culture	and	belief	system	I	had	been	taught	since	I	was	a	

child.		I	was	devastated.		I	felt	I	had	been	duped.		All	the	stress	I	was	put	under	to	pay	

tithing,	attend	the	temple,	home	teach,	attend	hours	upon	hours	of	meetings,	serving	

two	years	of	my	life	in	a	foreign	country	walking	hundreds	of	miles	in	red	dirt,	the	



list	went	on	and	so	did	my	frustration.		I	realized	that	the	stress	I	was	feeling	was	

about	to	be	removed	from	my	very	soul.		I	quit	the	church.		Something	had	to	go.		I	

did	not	believe	it	anymore	and	I	walked	away	and	I’ve	never	returned.		I	

experienced	shunning	from	friends	and	family	members.		I	experienced	pressures	of	

a	different	kind	but	in	the	end	and	after	a	few	years,	I	totally	one	hundred	percent	

know	that	I	did	the	right	thing,	and	believe	it	or	not,	I	have	less	stress	in	my	life	and	

I’m	very,	very	happy.		Mormons	don’t	believe	that	anyone	who	leaves	the	church	

will	ever	have	happiness	again.		Not	so.		And	Mormons	are	also	taught	that	people	

leave	the	church	primarily	so	they	can	enjoy	living	in	and	participating	in	sinful	

things.		Not	so.		According	to	Mormonism,	I	have	given	up	the	priesthood,	which	was	

bestowed	upon	me	by	those	having	the	direct	authority	from	Jesus	Christ,	and	I	will	

never	be	able	to	live	with	God	or	his	Son	in	the	hereafter.		My	children	will	never	be	

able	to	be	with	me	in	the	hereafter	and	since	I	received	the	gift	of	the	Holy	Ghost	

when	I	was	baptized	and	by	leaving	the	Mormon	faith	they	claim	I	have	turned	my	

back	on	the	Holy	Ghost	and	this	is	one	of	the	ultimate	sins	which	will	probably,	their	

words,	have	me	thrown	into	outer	darkness	for	the	eternities.		The	way	I	feel	is	this.		

I’ll	take	it	up	with	God	at	the	last	day	or	whenever	I	get	to	meet	him.		If	I	find	out	I	

was	wrong	and	the	Mormon	way	was	the	only	truth	and	the	only	way	and	path	to	

eternal	salvation,	my	bad.		I	really	don’t	care	anymore	about	organized	religion.		If	

the	Mormons	are	right,	I	guess	I’ll	be	hanging	with	all	the	hundreds	of	millions	of	

Christians	and	other	faiths	that	all	felt	they	had	the	only	true	way	to	eternal	bliss,	

what	a	gathering	that	will	be!	 	



Chapter Three 
	
	
From Wikipedia, the free encyclopedia 
 

 
 
A hammock (from Spanish "hamaca", borrowed from Taino and Arawak 

"hamaka"), is a sling made of fabric, rope, or netting, suspended between two 

points, used for swinging, sleeping, or resting. It normally consists of one or more 

cloth panels, or a woven network of twine or thin rope stretched with ropes 

between two firm anchor points such as trees or posts. Hammocks were 

developed by native inhabitants of Central and South America for sleeping. Later, 

they were used aboard ships by sailors to enable comfort and maximize available 

space, and by explorers or soldiers travelling in wooded regions and eventually 

by parents in the 1920s for containing babies just learning to crawl. Today they 

are popular around the world for relaxation; they are also used as a lightweight 

bed on camping trips. The hammock is often seen as a symbol of summer, 

leisure, relaxation and simple, easy living. 

 
I	love	the	last	line,	which	says	that	the	hammock	is	a	symbol	of	summer	

leisure,	relaxation	and	“simple	easy	living.”		So	I	want	to	explore	what	it	means	to	

have	a	“simple	and	easy	life.”		We	all	know	there	is	no	such	thing	as	having	an	easy	

life	but	I	must	say	that	when	my	new	wife	and	I	decided	to	downsize	our	material	

possessions,	life	without	a	doubt,	became	easier.		Material	possessions	do	indeed	

take	up	space	and	they	also	take	up	our	time.		Take	a	boat	for	example.		I	have	



owned	a	few	boats	in	my	earlier	years	because	I	felt	they	would	be	a	great	

investment	for	family	fun.		I	found	that	when	you	really	want	something	of	a	

material	nature	it’s	very	easy	to	justify	obtaining	that	boat	or	whatever	else	you	

want	a	million	ways	to	Sunday.		In	other	words	you	can	talk	yourself	into	anything	

you	think	will	make	you	happier	in	life.		It	has	been	said	that	material	objects	that	

you	own,	actually	own	you.		A	boat	needs	to	be	maintained.		It	needs	to	be	

winterized,	cleaned,	polished,	stored	and	moved	every	time	it	seems	to	be	in	the	

way.		A	boat	gets	used	on	average	three	times	a	year	for	most	people	who	don’t	live	

on	a	lake.		The	boat	sits	beside	your	house	under	a	cover	that	eventually	becomes	

dull	from	the	sun	bleaching	of	the	summer	months	and	rotted	by	the	moisture	of	the	

winter	months.		The	hot	and	cold	temperatures	are	certain	to	allow	the	cover	to	last	

maybe	a	few	years	where	you	have	a	few	options.		Sell	the	boat	or	get	a	new	cover,	

which	buys	you	more	time	to	figure	out	if	you	really	need	or	want	that	boat	that	

once	looked	so	attractive	under	the	showroom	lights.		Eventually	most	men	end	up	

selling	the	boat.		It’s	been	said	that	the	two	best	days	of	boat	ownership	is	the	day	

you	buy	it	and	the	day	it	gets	sold.		A	boat	has	been	described	as	a	hole	in	the	lake	

you	dump	money	into.		Personally	I’m	glad	I	owned	a	boat.		At	the	time	it	looked	

great	behind	my	new	truck	and	I	enjoyed	backing	it	into	the	lake	and	cruising	

around	pulling	friends	and	family	on	an	inner	tube.		I	guess	one	day	I	decided	I	was	

over	it,	boating	that	is.		Nothing	wrong	with	boat	ownership,	I	just	moved	on	to	

other	things.		I	have	friends	that	have	every	conceivable	product	that	has	a	motor	

attached	to	it.		Go-carts,	jet	skis,	snow	machines,	boats,	motorcycles,	mini	bikes,	side	

by	sides,	anything	that	you	can	put	gas	into	and	then	threatens	your	life	when	it’s	

running.		I	have	a	friend	who	is	a	multi-millionaire.		He	owns	thirty-two	fast	food	

restaurants	stretched	over	four	states.		He	owns	a	six	thousand	acre	ranch	and	a	

seven	million	dollar	beach	house	on	the	Gulf	of	Mexico	and	he	appears	to	have	a	

wonderful	easy	simple	life,	and	I	believe	he	does.		I	think	his	hardest	decision	daily	is	

deciding	which	car	to	drive	then	deciding	where	to	eat	lunch.		He	is	just	over	sixty	

years	old	and	a	real	happy	guy.		I	love	happy	people!		I	really	love	folks	who	are	

happy	and	fun	to	be	around.		Here’s	the	best	part.		It	doesn’t	depend	on	how	much	or	

how	little	you	have	in	the	bank.		Happiness	is	a	decision	you	make.		Life	can	be	really	



hard	no	doubt.		It’s	how	you	deal	with	the	blows	that	life	sends	you.		Deal	with	it,	

make	the	decision	to	be	happy	and	move	on.		Don’t	harbor	over	upset	feelings	or	

something	someone	said	to	you	that	ruined	your	day	ten	years	ago.		Tony	Robbins	

tweeted	the	other	day	that	“Successful	people	are	those	who	can	still	make	

themselves	happy	even	during	hard	times.”		I	guess	we	all	have	to	figure	out	sooner	

or	later	what	it	is	that	makes	us	happy.		Donald	Trump	seems	happiest	when	his	life	

is	hectic	and	crazy	busy,	full	of	negative	press	and	heavy	decision-making.		He	seems	

to	love	and	thrive	with	that	kind	of	chaos.		Good	for	him.		I	admire	that	type	of	

person	but	I’m	thankful	that	my	life	took	a	different	path.		We	all	need	to	understand	

that	we	are	who	we	are.		We	have	only	one	life	to	live	and	that	is	“our”	life	to	live.		

“Ours	and	ours	alone.”		So	once	we	realize	we	will	never	be	anyone	else,	we	need	to	

sit	down	and	make	some	decisions	about	our	life.		What	do	“we”	want?		What	do	

“we”	dream	about?		What	stresses	“us”	out?		How	do	we	want	to	spend	“our”	time?		

That’s	right,	ask	yourself	every	question	you	can	think	of	and	write	down	your	

honest	answers.		Probably	best	not	to	share	this	with	anyone	at	first,	as	it	is	

personal.		It’s	also	kind	of	fun	diving	into	this	personal	discovery	and	then	keeping	it	

quiet.		The	problem	is	we	don’t	take	the	time	to	actually	do	it.		Remember	Steven	

Covey?		We	are	all	to	busy	cutting	wood	to	ever	think	we	need	to	stop	and	sharpen	

the	saw	never	believing	that	a	sharp	saw	might	just	make	our	lives	more	simple.		

Imagine	writing	down	what	we	want	to	achieve,	and	all	the	different	ways	we	could	

achieve	it.		Imagine	writing	down	what	kind	of	house	you’d	love	to	live	in	and	

writing	down	where	you	would	love	to	live	if	you	could.		Imagine	writing	down	

where	you’d	like	to	send	your	kids	to	college.		Imagine	writing	down	the	car	you’d	

like	to	drive,	the	stocks	you’d	like	to	own.		Imagine	yourself	“doing”	not	just	

imagining.		I	must	say	at	least	using	your	imagination	is	the	first	step	as	you	can	do	

your	imagining	driving	down	the	road,	or	even	better,	swaying	in	your	hammock.		

Road	trips	are	an	awesome	way	to	get	the	imagination	and	creative	juices	flowing	

but	when	you	take	a	break	from	driving,	find	two	trees	in	the	forest	and	open	your	

trunk	and	take	out	your	“simple	and	easy	living”	back	pack	and	string	up	your	

hammock.		I	make	you	a	promise	that	your	creativity	will	really	start	to	materialize	

as	you	kick	back	and	sway	to	the	rhythm	of	mother	earth.	



Hammocks	are	great	for	decision-making.		Got	a	tough	decision	to	make?	

Don’t	worry	about	it.		String	up	the	old	hammock	and	let	it	happen	naturally.		I	love	

the	word	“naturally”	because	the	root	of	the	word	is	nature.		It’s	a	proven	fact	that	

being	alone	in	nature	reduces	stress.		That’s	why	I	recommend	hanging	your	

beloved	hammock	up	in	the	woods	as	it	will	be	much	more	productive	than	in	your	

backyard.		Hearing	the	neighbor’s	lawn	mower	at	full	throttle	then	the	shrill	voice	of	

his	wife	calling	him	to	the	phone	is	not	my	idea	of	hammocology.		No,	the	

hammocology	I’m	talking	about	only	works	when	you	remove	yourself	from	the	

hood.		You	have	to	physically	get	in	the	car	and	drive	to	your	previously	selected	

private	place	in	nature.		I	was	lucky	that	I	lived	so	close	to	a	canyon	in	Utah.		Now	

that	I’m	in	Florida,	I	find	a	deserted	beach	with	some	palm	trees.		It	may	take	some	

effort	to	find	your	peaceful	spot	but	it	is	much	less	effort	than	finding	the	right	

shrink	to	talk	to.		Trees	are	all	different	but	fortunately	the	hammock	doesn’t	have	a	

favorite,	any	tree	will	do.		Suppose	you	find	yourself	in	the	desert	and	there’s	only	

one	solitary	tree	for	miles	around.		Simple,	tie	a	large	knot	in	your	rope,	slam	it	in	

the	car	door	and	then	tie	the	other	end	to	the	tree.		Problem	solved.		Hammocks	are	

versatile.		I	hiked	up	the	face	of	a	mountain	with	an	old	work	buddy	once	and	

presented	him	with	a	small	backpack	at	the	start	of	the	hike.		You	guessed	it.		Inside	

was	a	hammock	and	we	both	enjoyed	the	view	of	the	sunset	looking	west	hanging	

on	the	face	of	a	mountain.		You	see,	even	though	the	mountain	was	steep,	it	didn’t	

matter	as	long	as	you	have	two	trees	to	hang	from,	the	ground	does	not	have	to	be	

level.		We	both	had	cell	service	on	our	high	perch	and	we	had	fun	calling	friends	and	

family	saying,	“Guess	where	I’m	calling	from?”		That	was	a	fun	and	spontaneous	get	

away.		I	enjoyed	chatting	with	my	friend	hanging	just	a	few	feet	away	looking	down	

at	the	Salt	Lake	Valley.		That	little	break	definitely	helped	refuel	my	soul	and	

sharpen	my	emotional	saw.		It	took	a	little	effort	but	the	rewards	were	so	much	

greater	than	the	energy	expelled.		Even	a	trout	knows	that	it’s	worth	more	effort	to	

chase	a	minnow	into	three	inches	of	water	because	the	reward	is	greater.		It	also	

knows	to	only	sip	a	gnat	into	its	mouth	from	the	surface	of	the	water	because	the	

payoff	is	small.		A	good	lesson	in	life,	the	bigger	the	problem,	usually	equals	the	

greater	the	reward,	and	remember	that	hammocology	is	a	wonderful	way	to	figure	



out	how	to	solve	those	big	problems.		Like	I	said	earlier,	could	it	be	that	simple?		

Really?		Driving	up	into	the	mountains	in	the	middle	of	the	day,	tying	up	a	hammock,	

kicking	off	your	dress	shoes,	covering	up	with	a	lofty	down	sleeping	bag,	placing	a	

travel	pillow	behind	your	head	and	looking	up	through	the	pines	as	you	listen	to	a	

small	stream	babble,	feeling	the	mountain	breeze	touch	your	face	all	while	swaying	

back	and	forth.		I	say	yes,	yes	to	the	hammock!		I	challenge	you	to	not	take	my	word	

for	it.		Try	it	for	yourself.		Take	a	hundred	bucks,	go	to	a	sporting	good	store,	buy	a	

small	pack,	a	double	wide	hammock	and	some	nylon	cord,	a	travel	pillow	and	a	

sleeping	bag	from	home	and	get	started	looking	for	your	secret	place	away	from	the	

everyday	noise	of	the	city.		If	you	are	the	analytical	type,	open	up	your	laptop	and	

Google	hammocks.		It’s	not	my	job	to	sell	you	on	a	particular	brand.		If	I	did	that	I	

would	be	doing	you	a	disservice.		Why?		Because.		I	encourage	you	to	buy	several	

hammocks	throughout	your	life.		Buy	them	for	your	wife,	your	kids	and	your	friends.		

Share	your	knowledge	of	the	hang!		There	are	some	advanced	hammocks	now	that	

are	a	tent	and	a	hammock	combined	into	one.		The	top	serves	as	a	tent	that	protects	

you	from	cold	or	rainy	weather.		There	are	nylon	hammocks,	cotton	hammocks,	

different	colors	and	sizes	of	hammocks.		There	are	more	hammocks	now	in	the	

market	place	than	ever	before.		Go	on	line	and	check	them	out	and	once	you	

discover	how	easy	or	simple	hammock	life	becomes	you	will	keep	one	in	your	trunk	

or	close	by	at	all	times!		Make	hammock	hanging	a	habit!	 	



Chapter Four 
	
	
Years	ago	I	never	even	thought	about	actually	taking	control	of	the	course	of	my	life.		

My	strings	were	being	pulled	and	controlled	by	my	boss,	my	religion,	my	friends,	my	

yard,	and	even	my	mother.		After	some	research	I	found	that	I	had	the	type	of	

personality	that	was	called	“A	Pleaser.”		Looking	back	I	recognize	that	I	didn’t	want	

anyone	to	ever	be	mad	at	me	so	I	did	whatever	I	was	asked	so	people	would	

continue	to	“like”	me.		So	arises	the	question.		Why	is	it	so	important	for	some	

people	to	feel	that	they	have	to	be	“liked”	by	everyone?		When	you	think	about	it,	

being	liked	by	everyone	is	an	impossible	wish	that	will	never	come	true.		Jesus	

himself,	the	son	of	God	was	hated	more	than	liked	but	yet	most	of	us	lose	sleep	if	we	

find	out	someone	said	something	behind	our	back.		There’s	and	old	saying	that	goes,	

“It’s	none	of	our	business	what	people	say	behind	our	backs.”		When	I	realized	that	it	

didn’t	matter	if	someone	liked	or	disliked	me,	my	life	started	to	become	much	more	

“simple	and	much	easier.”		When	I	started	sitting	down	and	taking	the	time	to	write	

down	what	I	wanted	in	life,	it	occurred	to	me	that	folks	who	disliked	me	would	

never	play	a	part	in	my	journey	anyway.		I	have	learned	through	the	TV	sermons	of	

Joel	Osteen	that	not	everyone	is	going	to	like	who	I	am.		He	also	taught	me	that	it	is	

impossible	to	please	everybody.		You	could	buy	someone	a	new	car	and	upon	

presenting	the	keys	to	them	they	make	some	comment	that	they	really	don’t	care	for	

leather	seats.		I	have	a	friend	who	did	everything	his	wife	asked.		She	mentioned	

how	nice	it	would	be	to	remodel	the	bathroom.		Guess	what?		He	totally	gutted	then	

replaced	the	bathroom	with	new	tile,	fixtures,	everything	she	wanted	while	she	was	

out	of	town.		He	worked	his	tail	off	for	the	big	surprise.		She	returned	home	and	as	

she	entered	the	bathroom	she	said,	“You	couldn’t	have	found	a	better	looking	mirror	

than	that?”		So	much	for	the	surprise,	actually	my	friend	was	the	one	who	was	

surprised,	surprised	at	just	how	ungrateful	his	now	ex	wife	could	be.		No	you	can’t	

please	everyone	and	so	you	shouldn’t.		Again	this	is	“your”	life	and	getting	control	of	

it	is	the	goal	and	it	really	doesn’t	involve	the	approval	of	anyone,	only	yourself.		So	

what	are	the	first	steps?		Here	we	go.		First	of	all,	if	you	“don’t”	go	out	and	buy	your	



hammock	and	take	the	step	of	setting	it	up	and	relaxing	in	the	woods,	anything	I	say	

next	you	will	most	likely	“never”	do	either.		Getting	set	up	with	a	hammock	takes	a	

little	effort	but	it	is	an	enjoyable	process.		When	some	people	find	out	that	I’ve	

written	a	few	books	they	always	ask	me	what	I’ve	written	about.		It’s	impossible	to	

explain	what	is	in	each	book	and	it’s	much	easier	that	they	read	the	books	for	

themselves.		Much	thought	goes	into	book	writing	and	it	is	not	fair	to	the	overall	

content	of	the	books	I	write	to	try	and	summarize	while	having	a	brief	conversation	

with	someone.		People	by	nature	take	the	path	of	least	resistance	and	all	of	us	are	a	

tad	lazy.		I	could	send	everyone	I	know	a	free	book	but	chances	are	they	still	

wouldn’t	read	it.		I	actually	had	one	friend	ask	if	I	could	put	my	books	on	audio	as	he	

said	he	doesn’t	read	books	and	could	listen	to	my	book	while	driving.		Hmm.		So	he	

expects	me	to	spend	hours	talking	into	a	microphone	so	he	can	“maybe”	listen	to	my	

book	on	CD?		To	be	honest,	maybe	writing	books	is	my	way	of	getting	things	off	my	

chest.		I’ll	admit	right	here	and	now	that	that	is	exactly	why	I	started	writing.		I	read	

in	a	book	somewhere	that	writing	things	down	was	excellent	therapy.		Most	would	

read	the	same	book	and	would	never	sit	down	and	write	their	feelings	down	even	if	

they	desperately	needed	the	therapy.		We	are	all	different.		I	guess	the	difference	

with	me	is,	I	chose	and	then	committed	to	writing	books.		It’s	not	easy,	but	for	me	

writing	books	then	designing	the	cover	is	all	extremely	enjoyable	and	quite	fun.		

Some	people	are	so	stressed	they	may	not	even	recognize	when	God	is	handing	

them	a	blessing	or	directing	their	steps	to	solving	their	greatest	problems.		Stressed	

out	people	have	what	I	call	a	“turbulent	mind.”		Their	thoughts	are	spinning	around	

like	ice	in	a	blender.		They	have	no	“peace	of	mind.”		Literally.		Now	comes	the	

question.		“How	on	earth	can	God	speak	to	us	if	we	are	stressed	and	our	mind	is	full	

of	turbulent	winds	and	crashing	waves	of	frustration?”		The	answer	is,	“He	can’t.”		

And	if	he	did,	we	wouldn’t	recognize	it	anyway.		Here’s	the	secret.		Ready?		Pay	

attention.		God	can	only	work	with	those	who	have	“peace	of	mind.”		A	mind	that	is	

turbulent	free.		A	mind	that	is	relaxed,	open	and	susceptible	to	hearing	his	sweet,	

small	promptings.		How	do	we	obtain	this	mind	set?		I	know	what	I	do.		I	head	for	

hammock	land.		That’s	right.		The	feeling	of	peace	that	comes	over	me	while	swaying	

is	pretty	much	impossible	to	describe	or	explain	to	someone.		It’s	like	trying	to	



describe	the	taste	of	ice	cream	to	someone	who	has	never	eaten	ice	cream.		Ice	

cream	and	hammocology	both	have	to	be	experienced	“personally”	in	order	to	

receive	the	whole	and	complete	effect	of	the	event.		Do	you	think	you	have	the	

energy	to	try	hammocology?		Do	you	have	the	will	to	maybe	try	something	out	of	the	

norm?		What	if,	what	if	you	like	it	and	it	helps	you	immensely?		Would	it	be	worth	it?		

You	can	dream	about	hanging	all	day	long	but	until	you	actually	do	it,	only	then	will	

the	help	come	to	solving	your	stress	and	maybe	helping	you	to	calm	your	mind	so	

God	can	direct	your	next	life	move.	

	 The	goal	of	hammocology	is	to	calm	one’s	mind	and	soul	in	preparation	to	

receiving	creative	thoughts,	organizing	thoughts,	problem	solving	thoughts	and	to	

have	a	space	and	time	allotted	to	simply	dream.		All	this	takes	place	in	your	mind	as	

you	sway.		It	takes	about	an	hour	to	start	feeling	the	effects	of	hammocology.		The	

reason	this	process	involves	being	alone,	solo,	only	you,	is	because	you	are	not	

allowed	to	talk.		We	all	have	the	need	to	blurt	out,	spit	out	and	wag	our	tongue	and	

talk.		We	all	seem	to	love	the	sound	of	our	own	voice.		We	talk	thousands	of	words	a	

day.		Some	people	I	feel	even	have	a	word	quota.		They	talk	so	much	it’s	like	they	

have	to	get	out	a	few	hundred	thousand	words	by	noon.		Think	of	someone	you	

know	who	is	a	professional	when	it	comes	to	talking.		I	mean	they	go	on	and	on	and	

on.		Have	you	ever	tried	to	really	focus	and	listen	to	every	word	they	are	saying?		

The	brain	processing	power	needed	to	follow	the	high	volume	of	words	along	with	

the	twists	and	turns	of	the	story,	keeping	names	straight,	who	did	what,	who	said	

what,	well,	it’s	exhausting	to	say	the	least.		Then	when	you	ask	a	question	to	clarify	

who	said	what	to	Aunt	Clara,	you	get	accused	of	not	listening	or	not	paying	

attention.		Try	picking	up	a	professional	talker	for	lunch.		Not	only	do	you	have	to	

pay	attention	to	the	barrage	of	words	hitting	your	right	ear	but	you	also	have	to	

focus	on	driving	which	involves	traffic	signs,	various	speed	limits	and	the	directions	

to	the	restaurant.		Now	that’s	what	I	call	multi-tasking	of	the	brain.		Heaven	help	the	

driver	if	he’s	driving	in	a	foot	of	fresh	fallen	snow	and	has	no	snow	tires	on	his	car.		

Ok,	my	point	is	this.		It’s	very	hard	to	simply	“not	talk.”		Silencing	your	inner	mind	

can	only	be	accomplished	by	being	silent	on	the	outside.		Not	talking	at	first	is	hard	

as	we	are	all	conditioned	to	express	verbally	everything	we	think	or	feel.		We	



communicate	best	by	talking.		This	is	true	when	we	are	communicating	with	another	

human	but	when	our	goal	is	to	communicate	with	our	spiritual	side;	we	need	to	

learn	the	power	of	being	silent.		In	the	Bible	we	read	in	Psalms	46:10		“Be	still	and	

know	that	I	am	God.”		We	are	admonished	to	be	still,	to	be	calm,	as	that’s	when	we	

recognize	who	is	really	in	control.		Being	alone	in	a	hammock	creates	the	perfect	

setting	to	carry	out	this	difficult	task.		Not	talking	is	difficult	but	being	alone	in	

nature	helps	since	there	is	no	one	to	talk	to.		Your	inner	mind	will	“give	up”	trying	to	

verbalize	your	thoughts	and	feelings	simply	because	there	is	no	one	around	for	you	

to	communicate	with.		Alone	time	is	precious	but	many	of	us	find	it	uncomfortable	

being	alone.		When	you	spend	enough	time	alone	you	start	to	enjoy	the	presence	of	

just	“you.”		Enjoying	being	alone	with	ourselves	is	a	major	step	in	understanding	

who	we	really	are	and	also	discovering	what	we	really	want	in	life.		I’m	talking	about	

narrowing	down	your	list	of	wants	to	the	most	important	things	that	really	get	you	

excited	about	your	new	future.		In	comparison,	take	a	couple	of	small	children	to	a	

toy	store	and	walk	the	isles	and	see	if	they	manifest	what	they	really	want.		They	

want	everything!		No	thought	goes	into	their	decision.		They	just	start	grabbing	

every	bright	colored	box	and	throw	it	in	the	shopping	cart.		If	you	literally	told	

yourself	you	want	“everything,”	you	would	not	appreciate	“anything.”		Here	is	an	

example.		I	have	a	friend	who	came	into	a	lot;	I	mean	a	lot	of	money.		What	did	he	do	

for	Christmas?		He	instructed	his	assistant	to	buy	one	of	everything	at	Toys	Are	Us,	

have	everything	professionally	wrapped	then	brought	to	his	house.		He	obviously	

never	thought	this	one	through.		Several	large	truckloads	of	gifts	arrived	to	his	

house.		He	wasn’t	home	at	the	time	but	as	instructed,	his	assistant	started	filling	the	

house	with	the	gifts.		He	filled	the	Christmas	tree	room,	all	the	bedrooms,	the	family	

room,	the	living	room,	the	bathrooms,	the	laundry	room,	both	garages	and	also	the	

guesthouse.		On	Christmas	morning	the	kids	had	brain	overload.		They	were	excited	

for	the	first	half	hour	but	then	decided	to	open	the	rest	of	the	gifts	later	on.		I	was	at	

his	house	the	following	July	and	there	were	still	unopened	gifts	lying	around.		The	

kids	hated	it.		It	was	too	much.		Here’s	the	point.		You	can’t	have	everything	because	

you	really	don’t	want	everything!		Having	everything	creates	more	stress	than	what	

it’s	worth.		Have	you	ever	heard	someone	say	that	they	were	a	jack-of-all-trades	but	



master	of	none?		Meaning	they	could	do	many	things	well	but	never	“perfected”	the	

one	skill	that	they	were	really	good	at.		Personally	I	have	found	that	there	are	

various	“seasons”	in	our	lives	where	we	happen	to	be	interested	in	different	things,	

which	require	different	skills.		I	have	a	cousin	who	lives	in	Alberta,	Canada.		She	

learned	the	clarinet	in	junior	high	school	and	played	it	in	the	concert	band	all	

through	high	school	as	well.		She	continued	perfecting	her	craft	through	college	and	

into	her	adult	life	and	became	a	master	at	the	clarinet.		Now	that	she	is	near	

retirement	she	has	a	new	set	of	goals	and	interests.		She	too	is	writing	books	and	has	

taken	up	with	a	new	instrument,	the	bagpipes.		Not	only	do	you	have	to	have	a	

residence	far	away	from	the	earshot	of	other	people	when	you	practice	the	pipes,	

you	have	to	be	able	to	multi-task	several	things	while	playing	the	pipes.		In	other	

words,	bagpipe	playing	is	definitely	not	easy	and	not	for	everyone.		I’m	sure	many	

people	thought,	“Could	you	have	maybe	taken	up	the	ukulele	or	guitar?”		Nope,	not	

my	cousin,	bagpipes	it	is.		I’m	not	sure	if	she	is	as	popular	with	friends	as	she	used	to	

be.		I	know	what	kind	of	reactions	she	must	be	getting	as	I	remember	trying	to	

perfect	the	theme	song	from	the	Beverly	Hillbilly’s	on	the	banjo,	playing	it	over	and	

over	for	hours.		The	banjo	is	another	instrument	they	recommend	you	practice	away	

from	other	people	as	the	repetition	of	plunking	and	plinking	can	drive	some	folks	

rather	mad.			

I	have	been	hanging	in	hammocks	for	many	years	now	and	I	too	have	

evolved.		When	I	turned	fifty-five	I	discussed	with	my	wife	that	I	needed	a	major	

change	in	my	life.		I	turned	to	my	favorite	hammock.		My	new	direction	came	to	me	

while	swaying.		The	thought	of	writing	books	and	playing	guitar	became	the	focus	of	

my	new	direction	in	life.		I	decided	my	schedule	would	be	such.		Get	up	when	I	was	

rested	not	when	the	alarm	told	me	to.		Fix	my	coffee,	sit	down	in	my	favorite	chair	

with	my	laptop	and	start	writing.		I	felt	that	the	best	hours	to	write	would	be	in	the	

morning.		So	now	I	write	till	noon	every	day.		I	eat	lunch,	head	to	the	ocean	for	a	long	

beach	walk	to	clear	my	head,	come	home	and	take	a	nap.		I	then	wake	up,	take	a	

shower	and	load	my	speakers	and	guitar	into	the	car	and	head	out	to	my	evening	

gig.		I	have	chosen	to	play	the	early	supper	crowd	gigs	as	I	can	be	home	by	nine	

thirty	or	so.		Playing	solo	also	has	its	benefits.		I	used	to	play	in	bands	years	ago	but	



solo	is	much	better	for	me.		I	don’t	have	to	split	the	money,	I	always	show	up	for	

practice,	I	don’t	have	to	rely	on	anyone	else	and	the	bottom	line	is,	it’s	just	much	

easier.		I	enjoy	playing	and	my	repertoire	is	getting	huge	as	I	am	continually	learning	

new	tunes.		Now	that	I	am	actually	“doing”	or	“living”	the	lifestyle	I	dreamed	about	

for	so	many	years,	it	did	take	some	time	for	it	all	to	materialize.		Once	I	figured	out	

what	lifestyle	I	wanted	to	live,	writing	books,	playing	music	and	living	by	the	beach.		

It	took	a	few	years	in	order	for	everything	to	line	up	so	I	could	“live”	the	dream.		I	

can’t	tell	you	how	fun	it	was	to	continually	daydream	every	day	of	how	I	was	going	

to	live.		My	clothing	would	consist	of	tee	shirts,	shorts,	flip	flops	and	a	white	straw	

fedora	on	my	head.		I	started	collecting	shorts,	tee	shirts,	all	while	getting	rid	of	suit	

coats,	dress	shirts	and	other	prior	life	required	clothing	to	the	local	good	will	store.		

The	process	of	getting	to	where	I	am	now	was	just	as	exciting.		The	act	of	

“simplifying”	ones	life	is	so	liberating	it’s	hard	to	explain.		Just	like	swaying	in	a	

hammock,	you	have	to	do	it	personally	to	understand	the	feeling	of	ridding	one’s	self	

of	items	that	haven’t	been	seen	or	thought	about	for	years.		Presently	when	I	hang	in	

the	back	yard,	which	is	secluded	and	surrounded	with	a	waterway,	which	leads	to	

the	gulf,	I	get	ideas	of	how	to	better	my	craft.		My	tools	of	music	have	changed	over	

the	years	even	over	the	last	six	months.		I	am	always	researching	online	for	the	

latest	new	and	advanced	guitar	pedals	and	accessories	that	will	help	my	sound	be	

bigger,	clearer	and	sweeter	that	the	competition.		I	can’t	tell	you	the	number	of	

compliments	I	receive	nightly	from	complete	strangers	who	have	noticed	my	unique	

style	of	playing	and	singing	and	my	unique	arrangements.		You	see,	thanks	to	my	

knowledge	of	hammocology	I	am	now,	once	again	enjoying	the	fruits	of	my	labors	

which	all	started	with	a	few	ideas	years	ago	while	swaying	up	in	the	canyon	

wondering	how	I	was	going	to	live	the	second	half	of	my	life.		My	goal	now	is	to	have	

everyone	who	reads	this	book	take	my	suggestions	and	put	them	to	the	test.		Don’t	

take	my	word	for	it,	try	it	for	yourself	and	unlike	those	products	on	TV,	I	offer	no	

refunds,	because	I	don’t	have	to.		Hammocology	is	a	sure	thing,	you’ll	see!	 	
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