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The tools I reach for under stress




When anger is a heat in the temples and better judgement is wavering, I ask: What would Jesus do? Not aloud. As a circuit-breaker, a mechanical redirect. When panic is a free-fall, I recite the Lord’s Prayer or Psalm 23. The old words, rhythmically. When my moral level feels off, I speak the Desiderata for a quick check-in.




These are religious implements, but I’m not a religious person. Religion is a set of social and psychological tools. Forged and handed down in the long mess of human survival.




The problems are basic: isolation, moral confusion, cognitive oversignal, existential vertigo. 




Community is a scheduled, repeatable gathering with a low barrier to entry. Shared song, shared food, a shared script. People who mark your absence..




Ethical coordination is a process: confession, forgiveness, repair, accountability. A gym for moral muscle.




Contemplation is prayer, chant, ritualised silence, meditation. The function is ancient: a manual override for the nervous system.




Meaning-making is the liturgy for life’s big moments. Birth, death, loss, gratitude. A language for suffering that isn’t clinical or melodramatic. A way of saying this mattered to a universe that doesn’t.




You can explain this through evolution or neuroscience. It’s there nonetheless, with millennia of testing.




“What would Jesus do?” inserts an idealised standard into a moral conflict. The Lord’s Prayer is a stabiliser of memorisation, rhythm and familiarity. It gives the mind a fixed sequence to occupy the panic. Desiderata is calibration. An orientation, with no mysticism needed. The song lyric “What if God was one of us?” is a compassion that shrinks distance.  We’re good at debunking supernatural claims, but we’re less good at building the secular substitute.




The phone is a slab of blue light and loneliness is a toxin. The book club met twice, then dissolved. The meditation app sits unopened. You’re isolated in a city of two hundred thousand people, and there’s no structured place that expects you, where no one who’d notice if you stopped showing up.




People return to old methods because they’re hungry. I don’t accept the metaphysics, but I’d be a fool to ignore what works.
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