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Double-Edged Sword

Pain and joy are the flip sides of each
other. The deeper you go with one, the more capacity you have for
the other. I feel everything so much more now in my thirties than I
ever did before: more happiness and moments of the sweetest
effervescent thrills, and also pain that cuts purer and truer than
I ever believed possible. Sometimes these extremes happen in the
same day, or the same hour.

In my twenties I was a thrill seeker, looking
for the next euphoria that would get me through. As I've aged, I've
relaxed into emotion in a completely new way. I know that it will
find me eventually. The terrible and the wonderful, ebbing and
flowing like the tide. I'll feel blue for no real reason, and the
next day I'll have a surge of joy that I couldn't predict or plan
for.

I've stopped trying to categorize everything.
The highs get higher, but that's only because I'm allowing myself
to feel the basement emotions in equal measure. I tried to keep
pain at bay as a young adult, and now I realize how much value
there is in hurting. I learn more from the anguish than the
ecstasy. I never enjoy the painful moments, but the double-edged
sword is always there, and I understand now that joy is on the
other side of that blade, and if I don't let the hurt strike home,
I don't get the full benefit of the edge that brings happiness.

I like the safety and security I experience
now with my feelings. I am not as afraid of their power as I once
was. I know that they will sweep in, and then change, and then
disappear, and I will be a better person for embracing what I feel
and not trying to find the escape hatch.

I love that one of my friends recently
blogged that having children changed her from the "self-centered
twerp that she used to be." I wonder how many of my emotional
changes came from learning the art of self-sacrifice as a mother,
or simply from getting older and not worrying so much about what I
cannot control. It's probably a mix of both, for every experience
we have had, good or otherwise, has brought us to this point.

I am the person I am today because of
everything that I have done, or that has been done to me, over the
course of my life. I wouldn't want to change any of it, and I know
that I'm not done learning yet, and that every day presents the
chance for a new discovery.

Recovery

We went to Calaway Park yesterday, a popular
kid's amusement park outside of Calgary, because we wanted to do
something fun as a family. I had been depressed all week, owing to
a mix of the kids going back to school and an intense period of
conflict with several people. I realized over the long weekend that
it is devastating for my people-pleasing nature to have people
actively disliking me, for a variety of reasons, and I had to look
this sadness full in the face, and figure out a way to deal with
it.

I added up everything in my mind, what I had
said and what the other parties had said, and I grieved for the
open conflict that festered like a wound because we weren't able to
achieve a common resolution to the problems. I wanted to raise an
issue, have it be discussed respectfully and honestly on all sides,
and then resolve it with genuine apologies and new action plans.
The other people involved were not able or willing to give me what
I was looking for, and I had to come to terms with that.

On Sunday night, I stared out my front window
at the night sky, and decided to lay these burdens down by the side
of the road and walk away from them. I had to forgive the people
who had hurt me, and ask again for forgiveness for where I had
failed and made mistakes and inflicted pain on other people. I had
to accept that it doesn't always work out the way I want it to, but
I can't carry the responsibility for the whole process. I can do my
part, and then I must wait, and I have to accept that not everyone
is happy with me all of the time.

Depression is a frightening thing, because it
works like a wet blanket, smothering out our enthusiasm, energy and
zest for life. It makes you stagger under its weight, until the
smallest obligations and efforts are utterly paralyzing and awful.
You trudge uphill, and think about how you would rather be in bed,
shutting the world away. Laying down those suitcases with rocks in
them gave me immediate relief. I felt lighter, more capable, and
less terrified.

We went out for breakfast, our holiday Monday
tradition, and then carried on to Calaway Park. I still wasn't sure
if I was back to myself, but I knew I was on a better path.
Standing in the line for the balloon ride with William, while Ava
and Jason went on a scarier ride somewhere else, I felt the wind in
my face, saw the sun and the billowy white clouds, listened to my
son's happy voice chattering away, and I felt the first twitches of
recovery, like a very sick patient who squeezes someone's hand and
you know that they are going to make it.

Life is incremental. We move forward at a
snail's pace, and sometimes take ourselves backward with increasing
speed. It's all a process, and can't be rushed or manipulated to
suit our own needs. It's a road, and we walk it, and hopefully
learn lessons that will make the next crisis a little easier for us
to bear.

I want to keep walking, with one foot ahead
of the other, and be as honest as I can in my relationships. All I
can do is what I know how to do, each day, and be as kind as
possible to those around me. Where I fail, I offer grace to myself,
and get up and try again.

Emotional Process

Emotion is hard work. Walking through it is a
bit like making your way through a bog, with mud in your boots
while wearing a soaking wet jacket. It's exhausting, but there is
no way around it, only through it. I find myself wanting to process
things quickly, moving on to the next item on my agenda, but
sometimes emotion has a way of working us over slowly, teaching us
a variety of lessons if we are willing to actually learn them.

Pain is an exceptional instructor. It hurts
us in order to change us, remaking us in a new mold. This process
is never easy. I have a feeling that this season in my life is
going to yield great rewards in time, if I will be patient. As I
learn new and better ways of functioning in this world, I hope my
writing is a beneficiary.

I long to be honest about everything. This
tends to be uncomfortable for some people, and causes friction in
my relationships. I'm learning slowly to move past these worries
and fears. My writing is of no use to anyone if it's not based on
truth and vulnerability. I've read writing that talks down to me
and preaches at me, and I'm not interested in reading that or
writing in that mold. I want to search for what rings true,
experience it to the best of my ability, and then describe it in
the hopes that someone else can identify and be encouraged.

I think it will take me a bit of time to work
through what is being planted in my soul right now. This is the
broken part, where it looks like shambles, but out of the dust and
devastation, something beautiful and true will arise. I've seen it
before and I look forward to it happening again. I have to trust
that the words will be there when I need them, because right now
it's a bit too raw. I need to walk a little further down this road
to develop my confidence in myself before tackling these thorny
subjects.

New Growth

Progress in any form is encouraging to me. I
feel bruised and scraped, but I can sense the beginning of the
healing process, and I believe it's all going to work itself out.
For now, I'll use my "Keep Calm and Carry On" mug that was a
present from a lovely friend who reads my blog. I will follow that
advice, for that's all any of us can do when we've been knocked
around a little and are struggling to find our way back home.

Really hard times in our lives tend to result
in new personal growth. It's tender at first, like a new bud on a
tree, but it's there. After a lot of chaos and change, it's
encouraging to see that underneath the difficulty, something is
happening that will grow and eventually bear fruit.



It's like sediment forming in puddles of water. The dirt is what is
left behind from the pain and the problems, and it weighs you down
and gives you a kind of gravity that you didn't have before. Now
when stress comes at me, I stand firmer and taller than I did in
the past. I will not be pushed around, since I've already come
through this miserable place and survived it.



Strength is very hard to measure in the good times, but when you
need it, you find it has been developing and growing all of the
time. Standing up and saying "no" when you need to is a powerful
process. Confronting the longest held patterns in our lives with
people takes a lot of time and energy, but I'm better able to do it
now because all the incidents have added up to a kind of strength
test. This morning I feel like I might be passing instead of
failing.



It feels good to take care of myself and my own mental health. To
push back when I am being challenged, and not apologize for the
need to make choices that are good for me instead of dragging me
down. I struggled with this before, but now it appears much clearer
to me. I think it's because of the new growth and the weight from
the sediment that has been left behind in my life from what I've
recently walked through.



It's enough to encourage me to keep walking this path. To not give
in to old patterns and pressures. To stay strong. To fight for
myself. No one else will fight for you when the chips are down. You
must believe in yourself enough not to be pushed around.

Boundaries are designed for a reason, and
must be upheld, even when there is pressure to cave and make
someone else happy. If I'm miserable, it's not a fair transaction,
and I have a little more confidence now to stand up and negotiate
for something better all around.

Unafraid

Something strange is happening to me these
days. I'm not as afraid of people as I used to be. This must be
what confidence feels like: to stand up and say, "You don't have to
like what I'm doing or even who I am, but I won't let that stop
me." I don't want to become some kind of personal vigilante where I
don't listen to anyone at all, but I think I'm now listening to
that still, small voice. It’s better to listen to my intuition than
to other people, who are just as damaged as I am.



I've contorted myself in the past to be whatever others wanted me
to be. The end result of that is no identity of your own, and no
way to know if you are on a good path or a bad path, because
everyone has a different idea of who you should be and what you
should be doing. Taking power away from other people that I should
be possessing for myself has been a wonderful transition. It was
easy with some people, harder with others, and seemingly impossible
with a few, but the benefits of freedom and confidence are so
rewarding that I'll pay any price to get there with everyone.



This is a battle everyone must fight. For me, it was one step
forward and one back for a very long time. Now I feel like I'm
inching forward and hardly losing any ground as I go. Once you
taste a little freedom in this area, you can't even imagine going
back to how you used to be in the world, terrified to be judged by
others. When those criticisms don't affect you anymore, you have
removed a massive weight from your own shoulders.



It took me a long time to understand that I was in charge of this
process. Our parents and our authority figures and society in
general tend to convince us that we should be working for the
approval of other people. They just neglected to tell us that we
won't ever get it, at least not to the degree that we need it. That
validation has to come from inside of us first, and then we can
accept it from others.



I love the differences that exist between people. Those differing
ideas and values are what make the world go around. If we can be
respectful in the way we listen to others and disagree with them,
we can move through the world much easier. I don't expect everyone
to agree with me and would be shocked if they did.



Since I've been blogging, I've heard from several people who think
I'm completely wrong in some of my views, and I respect them for
their opposing opinion. But the fact that they disagree with me
won't make me change my mind, in and of itself. I'm open to new
ideas, and fully embrace the freedom to choose a new thought
pattern at any time, but I won't be bullied into it because you say
I should. I will reason and consider, and decide for myself how I
feel about any given issue.



This kind of freedom is like blue sky that goes on forever, without
a single blemish in it. It changes everything, opening up the world
in brilliant colour instead of black and white or shades of grey.
It means you can be who you are meant to be and you don't have to
apologize for it. Others will judge and criticize, and you can
learn to have it roll off your back the way a duck handles water.
It gives you what you need to stand firmly on your own ground, with
a smile on your face, and the sting of the arrows that come at you
will not hurt like they used to.

More Like Myself

I feel more like myself these days. I'm aware
of a quiet gratitude that the worst of this stressful season might
be behind me and I’m looking forward to understanding the growth
that has occurred in this phase. Conflict is exhausting when you
are in the middle of it, but on the other side, it's a bit like a
spring rain. Everything smells fresh and new, and you feel hopeful
in a way you couldn't possibly imagine in the middle of the
storm.



The nature of life is that you finish one thing and move on to
another. More conflict will be coming around the next bend, but
with a little luck you can manage it better with what you learned
the last time around. I don't want to be afraid any longer: of
people, of problems, of pain. I want to dig deep and find a little
bravery to shield me from what hurts in this world.



I'm aware of a growing feeling of hope and confidence, particularly
when I wake up each morning. I'm taking the time to revel in that
sensation. It reminds me of the very beginning of this revised
writing dream, when I began to write three pages of my screenplay
each afternoon when William was sleeping. Every morning I'd wake up
and get out of bed with a renewed sense of purpose and vision.
There is nothing quite like the feeling that you are doing exactly
what you were created to do. It transcends joy and takes you just a
little bit higher than you've ever been before.



The possibility of finding that feeling again sends shivers of
anticipation up my spine. I am slowly learning that I can't rush
the stages I find myself in. Some weeks and months are wonderful,
and some are not, and I'm trying to learn what I can from whatever
is happening to me. Life is a dance where I contribute some of the
steps, and sometimes I follow someone else's lead, and back and
forth it goes. I am not always in control, and I'm trying to accept
that truth.



Being grateful for what I do have is the key. I'm healthy and so
are my kids and my husband, and I want to be more aware of that
huge blessing. We have food to eat and a warm house to be together
in, and it's important for us to give to those who don't have these
things, because we don't deserve them any more than someone else
does. In the hard times, these gifts have still been given to us,
and must still be given away without fear. It's much easier to give
when I feel abundant, and hard to share when I feel pinched, but it
makes me a better person to give of myself regardless of how I
feel. I've learned that lesson in a vivid way over the last few
months.



For today, I will enjoy this peaceful feeling. I'll keep working
against being too busy, so I can settle into myself and make
self-care a bigger priority. The hard times balance the good times,
and make everything a little bit sweeter. Life is a cycle, and will
come and go, but I'm tired of fighting the current. I want to
relax, unclench my hands, and surrender to the ebb and flow.

Hard

I'm in a hard place right now. I feel like
I've been here for too long. I'm eager to arrive at the summit of
this particular mountain I've been climbing and look back to see
how far I've come. I know for a fact that I’m growing and changing,
but sometimes this growth reveals the underbelly of my own
dysfunction that I would prefer not to examine. I’m looking at what
has changed, and trying to adjust to that, and seeing all of the
work that still has to be done.



We can only work in baby steps. We make mistakes, many of them, and
hopefully we can graciously accept fault where it lies with us. I
need to make amends and repair some rifts. Sometimes it takes more
time than I'm comfortable with. And the unfortunate truth remains
that sometimes the relationship divides cannot be crossed or the
cost is too high to pay. Hard decisions have to be made.



I don't have the answers to these questions. I don't think anyone
does. When you find an answer, the question is likely to change and
you are suddenly right back where you started. As I get older, I
find it marginally easier to live inside shades of grey, but the
word “marginally” covers a lot of ground. Some days it just plain
sucks.

Some days I don't want to change at all. I
want to go back to being certain, drawing everything in thick black
permanent lines, but I know I was only fooling myself when I
thought I saw everything clearly back then.



Life is filled with uncertainties. We all carry our fears deep
inside of us, and sometimes those fears crop up and push all
rational thought out of the way, directing our decisions when they
shouldn't be allowed that much free rein. We are all damaged, and
overcompensate in some areas to hide the fact that we are actually
weak and vulnerable under our carefully constructed defenses.



I feel like a turtle without a shell. I don't want to go back to my
hardened self, where I fought fire with fire instead of looking for
a more peaceful solution, but I also don't want to be consistently
hurt. I long to know when I should stand up for myself and when I
should stay silent. No manual exists for these interpersonal
struggles. You have to react in the middle of the situation, and I
know for a fact that my reaction is not always right.



I do know that I have to find my own way, make my own mistakes, and
only take my fair share of the blame. Those concepts are clear in
my mind, but the situations around those ideas are so fluid that it
frightens me. We all have to go into the world and do our very best
to be kind and respectful, while still holding and maintaining
boundaries that we feel are reasonable and serve a valuable
purpose.



I would like things to get easier now. I would like this half-year
of conflict and personal turbulence to draw to a close. I could
open up a new year like a shiny present filled with promise and
hope for second chances. I would like to be more certain in myself;
to come out of this pain like a butterfly emerges from the
chrysalis, a caterpillar no more, but finally able to soar above
the ground which once held her captive.

Marshmallow Centre

I feel like walls are coming down within me
that I didn't even know I had. I think they have been there since
childhood, which is why they are constructed so high and so well,
and why I'm afraid to reach out my hand and touch them. I have made
the common mistake of equating God with the father I had as a
child. They are not at all one in the same, but this basic
assumption ties me up in the most horrendous knots from time to
time.



My dad often pushed me away and let me down, with a "come close-get
away" acceptance and rejection pattern. I am slowly coming to
understand that God doesn't function in the same way. I feared any
kind of disconnect with my dad, and always took it to mean that I
was in some way unacceptable to him, and therefore rejected. I
didn't understand as a child that it was okay to make mistakes. I
thought it was lethal to my relationships, and I felt connected to
people as long as my behaviour was perfect.



Perfection doesn't get us very far. Eventually we fail, and I am
realizing now, at the ripe old age of almost 38, that mistakes are
how we learn. They don't brand us as failures, but actually open up
whole new ways of being in the world, offering a beautiful chance
to improve ourselves. I don't deserve to be punished when I make a
mistake, but I see now that I have been punishing myself for as
long as I can remember. I didn't need anyone to do that for me; I
was more than willing to do it to myself.



As a result of these childhood fears, rejection tends to hit me
with the force of a Mack truck. It makes me feel helpless and
vulnerable, alone and twisting in the wind with the intense fear of
a child who has been abandoned and must forge her own way. I'm
slowly learning that I have the capacity to hide deep down inside
of myself, performing a magician's sleight of hand out in the world
to distract from what is churning far below the surface where no
one can see.



Like most people, my insecurities and fears are guarded behind a
locked and very thick door, and I would prefer for these qualities
to remain unseen by anyone else. But sometimes my fortress is
breached. When the person can be trusted it is likely the best
thing for me, because it opens up that dark and mildewy place, just
a crack, but enough to let a little light in.



It hurts like hell. It's terrifying because I'm certain that the
entire house of cards will come crumbling down if a little light
hits that pitch black place. I used to be that flimsy, but now
there is enough substance underneath to withstand that kind of
onslaught. I have a stronger foundation this time around, built
with bricks and mortar, and it takes more than a puff of air to
knock it over.



The hard times make the structure of my soul stronger. The pain and
the fear add bricks, not to protect the inner chamber, but to
stabilize me so my core can see the light once in awhile, and
remain supported. The goal is to stay vulnerable, but to build a
moat around my heart so the rest of me can function while this work
is going on.



Pain is okay. It keeps us humble, aware, and invested in the
process. I don't want to check out emotionally, because my feelings
are what keep me connected to other people, and even to myself.
Fear is the enemy of growth. It wants us to keep our marshmallow
centers locked away from everyone, telling us that we won't be
accepted if our friends and family really knew what made us tick.
But it's not true. Sometimes the best course of action is
vulnerability, because that's where the new growth becomes
visible.



When it hurts really badly, I'm slowly learning to pay attention.
To recognize that there are huge lessons to be learned, if I will
be brave enough to accept the consequences that come with walking
through the process. In the middle it's hard to see what is
actually happening, but that's what faith is for. This time around,
I know that something big is going on inside of me, and I want to
see it through.

What We Have

Last night I enjoyed sitting by my living
room Christmas tree, taking a few moments to pause and be grateful.
It didn't take long for the tears to come. I recognized how much I
have in this life, how deep my blessings run, and how much better
it is to focus on what I have instead of what I don't have.



For most of my life I have been chasing down contentment, and
unable to properly access it. At some point during this difficult
summer and fall, I have settled into a new pattern of being
grateful for what I have been given and what I've achieved, without
feeling like it doesn't measure up to what I actually wanted.



This kind of settled feeling offers independence from myself in a
completely new way. The desperate panic to achieve status has
abated, and left a quiet satisfaction in its place. I love this
feeling of recognizing how far I've come instead of measuring the
distance I have yet to travel.



All of life is made up of our present, our past and our future. How
we relate to it determines our daily mood and experience. We have
to come to terms with where we've been, where we are, and where we
are going. Our possessions fall into this category too. More is
always available to buy, and we own more now than we did years ago.
We must exist inside of that gap.



Slowly simplifying what I own has freed me up to pursue other
avenues in life. It has given me more energy to write, to give to
my kids and my friends, and the permission to relax and have more
fun. It has cut down on my competitive urge to own more than the
next person, and helped me understand that owning more means being
owned, and I would rather choose freedom over slavery.



Last night, in front of my tree, I thought about how healthy we
are. We have each other, and friends, and lots of joy and laughter.
I can see things clearer now than I could six months ago, and even
though it was hell to get from there to here, I have changed, and
will never go back to how I used to experience the world. I want to
go forward from here, and I plan to use gratitude and love as my
flashlight, instead of negativity and competition.

Relaxation

I don't even recognize myself this month. I
don't think I've ever been this relaxed. Ever. I'm looking at the
world through completely different eyes these days and I like what
I see. I don't feel frantic and worried and afraid that I've missed
the boat I was supposed to be sailing on.



Life is about making choices and living with those decisions.
Sometimes we make the wrong ones and have to live with those
consequences. Other times we change our ways and end up with
better, healthier outcomes. That's the place I'm in right now. I've
overhauled certain aspects of my personality, the parts that were
driving me with a whip and torrents of abuse when I tried to slow
down and stopped producing big results.



I've slowly dismantled that taskmaster. I hated her, but felt I had
to please her or I wasn't acceptable to anyone. In standing up for
myself and my immediate family this year, I found a way to silence
her demands and recognize which parts of me were broken and damaged
and needed to be repaired.



Identifying what isn't working is an agonizing procedure. We feel
useless and panic that nothing at all is going right in our lives.
But then we get past that, and on the other side of the rough and
rocky path we discover a babbling brook, peaceful and serene, and
sunshine illuminating fresh blue sky.



We are not bound by our childhood patterns in adulthood. We have
room to change and improve on the skills we developed in order to
survive in our families. Better ways of being exist, but we must be
brave enough to face the terrifying nature of change. The process
of facing what doesn't work is deeply disconcerting because it
challenges everything we think we know. By facing it and not
running away, we find out there is more to know about ourselves and
about the world.



I really didn't understand before this year that my value is in who
I am, not in what I do. I couldn't properly relax before this
because of the guilt and the fear that was dictating my every
decision and action. Now I see that giving to my husband, my kids,
my family members and my friends is not time wasted because I'm not
producing something measurable and more valuable, but rather time
invested. I'm worth the time, and so are the people in my
life.



Puttering in my house is good for my soul. Crossing items from my
to-do list in a reasonable fashion gives me a fuzzy sense of well
being, and I'm not competing with myself anymore to do a record
number of things in a twenty-four-hour period. I'm absorbing the
experience of being alive in a completely new way: reading for the
joy of it, and watching movies and feeling no guilt at all.



I'm not writing like I was months ago, but I understand now that I
have lots of time for that. The work I'm doing on myself in this
season is much more important, and it will inform what I have to
say later on. I've reconnected with myself, and therefore with my
husband and my kids in a way that I wasn't able to before, because
the damaged part of who I am was held back from them. I still feel
vulnerable, and not altogether ready to offer up this tender part
of my personality. Unsure is better than brittle and unavailable,
and I can only work with the parts of me that are in the light at
this given moment.

Learning to Ask

This Christmas was the best one I've ever
experienced with my kids. I don't think it's because of their ages,
or my virtually non-existent stress level, or any other reason
except for this one: I am different now. When last Christmas was
over, I constructed an idea of what I wanted for this holiday
season, and I worked toward asking my extended family for what I
desired.



Getting from the idea to the reality was not without its detours,
roadblocks and pitfalls. It was never at any point easy to request
something different from what other people wanted. But it was worth
it, in every way and for every reason. One of the lines that moved
me deeply in the new film How Do You Know was the idea that we
should find out what it is we want, and learn to ask for it.



Often I know what I want, but I'm too timid to rock the boat and
ask for it. Sometimes I'm afraid of the possible consequences and
that is enough to stop me. This time I really knew how I wanted
this Christmas to go, for myself and for Jason and the kids. I
changed enough over the course of the last six months to push aside
my reservations and fears and replace them with the confidence to
go after what I pictured in my head.



When we put the kids to bed last night and took a few moments to
reflect on our Christmas, I was overcome with emotion. I had no
idea it could be so relaxed and fun and simple. Any dream which
becomes a reality that matches the beauty of your original idea
provides intense inspiration. I have always loved Christmas, but I
didn't love my desire to try to please everyone with my decisions
and actions. It's a losing proposition, and I wish I understood
that before this year. Sometimes the very act of finding out what
we want, and learning to ask for it, is so rewarding that we can
hardly comprehend that we didn't always do things this way.



I'm overwhelmed with gratitude for the new person I have become. I
still have some sanding to do on my rough edges, and I worry that
my new boundaries will slide into self-centred narcissism where I
don't bend to accommodate others any more. I think I have enough
good friends who will be kind enough to tell me when I veer too far
off course.



Learning to ask for what I want and need in order to pursue my
dreams for myself and my immediate family has been like changing
from black and white to Technicolour as I walk through life. I've
flipped a switch somewhere in my soul, and illuminated everything
with joy and beauty, instead of trudging along taking care of what
I thought other people needed, with no care taken for myself. Now
that I am here, I couldn't possibly go back to where I was. This is
what personal growth and a little bit of progress feels like, and
it is unbelievably satisfying, and worth any price I have had to
pay.

Tree Roots

When I think back on this year, the picture
that comes to mind is a tree with roots that have grown deep into
the soil. The process of growing is uncomfortably painful, and
terrifying, and you want to be settled and not stretched when it is
happening to you. But when you look back, you can see what was
actually happening, and I can feel those roots firmly holding me in
place.



I have grown into who I am. I have slowly begun to understand my
own value. I have strengthened my own boundaries so I won't give in
to make things easier for others when it is damaging a part of
myself. I have seen a miraculous change in my relationship with my
son, so my mothering has improved as a result of this difficult
season in my life.



I feel as though I only breathed shallowly for most of my life, and
now I have the lung capacity and the time to breathe deeply, in and
out, every minute of every day. I used to feel like a rat on a
wheel, running frantically but not actually going anywhere, and now
I have a purpose which is supported by my actions, for the first
time ever.



Sometimes we just need permission to experiment with new things. We
need to feel it is acceptable to change; to alter our ways and try
alternate ways of existing in this world. Meeting
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