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One of the things that has always interested me is how often we can know 
something without yet being able to live it. 

Most of us have had the experience in one form or another. 

We understand that someone who loved us has died, yet months later we still 
reach for the phone to tell them something. We know that a child has grown up, 
yet continue to think of them as they once were. Our understanding arrives long 
before the rest of us catches up. 

Perhaps psychological change is often like this. 

We can recognise patterns in ourselves with remarkable clarity. We might know 
that we apologise too quickly, that we struggle to trust people, or that we 
become anxious whenever someone seems disappointed with us. We may even 
understand where those patterns began. We can trace them back through 
childhood, relationships, or experiences that shaped us long ago. 

And yet, despite all of that understanding, we find ourselves responding in 
exactly the same way. 

This can be deeply frustrating. 

If I already know why I do this, why does it keep happening? 

It is a reasonable question. We often assume that understanding naturally leads 
to change. After all, if we know the cause of a problem, surely we should be able 
to solve it. 

But our emotional lives rarely work in quite that way. 

There is a difference between understanding an experience and gradually 
allowing that understanding to become part of us. 

Imagine someone who has spent much of their life believing that they are only 
valued when they achieve. They may understand perfectly well that this belief 



was shaped by childhood, by school, by family expectations, or by years of trying 
to earn love through success. Intellectually, the pattern makes complete sense. 

Yet when they make a mistake, they still feel the familiar wave of shame. 

Not because they have failed to understand themselves. 

Because understanding and experience do not always change together. 

Our deepest expectations about ourselves and other people are seldom held as 
ideas alone. They become woven into the way we feel, the way we anticipate the 
world, even the way our bodies respond. We do not simply think them; we begin 
to live inside them. 

Perhaps that is why real change so often feels slower than we would like. 

It asks something different of us than simply acquiring knowledge. It asks 
whether an old expectation can gradually become less certain. Whether a 
different experience can be tolerated long enough to matter. Whether a part of 
us that has spent years preparing for rejection can begin, however cautiously, to 
imagine another possibility. 

That sort of change is rarely dramatic. 

It often happens almost unnoticed. 

Someone who has always rushed to reassure others finds themselves pausing 
before saying sorry. 

A difficult conversation lasts a few minutes longer than it once would have done. 

An uncomfortable feeling is allowed to remain without immediately trying to 
explain it away. 

Taken on their own, these moments can seem insignificant. Looking back, 
however, they often mark the beginning of something much larger. Not because 
a new idea has appeared, but because a different experience has quietly taken 
root. 

I sometimes think we underestimate how much courage this requires. 

New understanding is often exciting. New experience is much less predictable. 



If someone has spent years believing that closeness inevitably ends in 
disappointment, allowing themselves to trust another person is not simply a 
different thought. It is a different way of being in the world. It asks them to risk 
discovering that the future may not unfold exactly as the past has taught them 
to expect. 

That is why change can feel surprisingly vulnerable. 

It asks us to loosen our grip on certainties that, however painful, have become 
familiar companions. 

Perhaps this is one of the reasons therapy cannot be hurried. 

There are certainly moments of insight. Sometimes a single conversation can 
illuminate something that has remained hidden for years. Those moments 
matter. They can be deeply moving. 

Yet insight is rarely the destination. 

More often, it is the beginning of a different kind of work. 

The work of living with what has been discovered. 

The work of allowing new experiences to challenge old expectations. 

The work of finding that, over time, our emotional lives begin to catch up with 
what our minds have understood. 

Curiosity opens that possibility. It encourages us to stay with ourselves long 
enough for something new to become imaginable. 

But staying with uncertainty is rarely easy. 

Perhaps that is where the next part of the journey begins. 
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