Acceptance

Tics appeared as a reaction to.my inner frictions. They began with a hand twitching. Then tics. Vocal,
with movement. Concentrated tensron in body relaxed as a twitch. Only when | calmed down and been
on vaguely “safe pIace although rm:ar Why car is a lovely illusion, where you have feeling, that you
are safe from sights. Closectdoor Body has just relaxed. It was not tensed as before. In alert.

It was triggered bythought I coulsln t'bear in that moment. Job. Ex-husband. Possibility of losing kids.
Family life, | couldn’ t see any solutsrons W|th chasms, that didn’t close.

To stop. No more running. To: slow doWn'.To_come face to face with challenges. Trust, everything is
and will be all right. s \( : o+
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Roar. To gain a v0|ce To reIease any k|nd of vo%e To cry, How?
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When most of the. tlme llved in fear every thou t, WhICh is separated from our desired situation,
inevitably becomes:stress. Did Ipeg ou,t;f,logthes lor, dnd it stay.in washrng machlne? Did I do everything
or could | done more? When | forgot somét}nng, every fear drspe.lled me iinto unpleasant and tense

moments. Sooner or Iater Ever»;thmg that onyL;m orldrhary perceptlon wou]d just swing by ones arm.

| trusted to friend and sh"are ] \A)lth her the r‘nbst nrghtmarlsh storres A1Iow myself to scream, scream
out anger, pain, sorrow. And al nderstoog,her pann by her story ;

Removing limit lines, with also thoughtfuidehsmn of maklng a small mlstake Consciously. And |
accepted it as a gift, a signature of a soul. T allowed |mperfectness over perf’ectness Latter makes only
anxiety, in truth you are drowning in a spoon of water. Small s;cep o‘f retreat WhICh are encompassed
by ray from the heart, a hug by a soul. N S Rt

Allowing myself expression in public. Walk barefoot through® town When onfy%:h:ess in WhICh | could
actually breathe, got gouged, others soon followed, perSonaI signature. o
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Allowing myself to roar, although as soundlessly sobbing at.the beginnings. e

Had a friend, who move away hand from my mouth, when | once again tried to silence myself. Then
he kissed on my fingers. And who accepted me as | truly am. With that he healed the deepest wounds
and scars.
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