"Demons of Will: Measures of Vice & Virtue"
October 21, 2022
Holy shit, a blog. Hell has frozen over.
As I stated once, maybe twice over the past several months, I have been writing blogs; I've just not been posting them. 
Some have gone unfinished, but many were written just for me; letters from myself, to myself. 
Everyone, no matter what their level of the industry, skill set, or understanding, has to take time to refine -sometimes redefine themselves. When we find ourselves a little off-center, and more emotional than expected, something in our mind, heart, or chemistry is causing it.  When situations are noticed to have some sort of pattern, especially patterns of confusion or discontent, it's a pretty good sign that some measure of pause is required.
Pause, not stop. Slow down. Breathe.
When we ignore or make excuses as to why these feelings exist, the suggestion to pause then becomes a forced one. We won't be able to move further at that point. Too much has happened and "gotten in the way". 
We start to get in the way of ourselves or to be more precise, our feelings or thinking begin to create blockages and obstacles that have to be contemplated. 
That's where I've been. Taking pause, contemplating, and refining. 
During this process of personal and professional contemplation, life does what life does...it moves on. People come, people go and more builds up on us and around us. 
Sometimes, those other things, tilt the table entirely, knocking any semblance of order onto the floor...and again, we are called to reexamine. 
My grief, guilt, internal blockages, PTSD, sense of value, empty nest, and menopause.
...and just when I had gotten to a plateau, a still waters of understanding, my mother tested positive for cancer.  A hysterectomy and a year later, all looks safe and sound, and as soon as we let our guard down, she's diagnosed with a brain tumor. She's 81.
Helping her balance and come up with ideas on how to mitigate situations and advocate for herself, and having to do it for her from time to time,  took a bit more center stage. Helping out a little more with household chores took a bit more out of me, largely because of my back issues, but we've been trying.
Other issues with people being just over-the-top assholes have pulled up old aspects of myself that I thought had long since been laid to rest. Tears have become my key to knowing when something hurts way more than I thought.
The child that was taught to internalize exploded in various ways as an adult.
It's a process.
I do what I do to heal and sometimes hide: take on new projects and tuck myself away in my art. But too much is too much, too little is still too little, and I've been sorting it all out. 
I don't think the mental and emotional sorting is something that can ever be finished. It's not like taking out the trash.  I can't just tie up aspects of myself in a sack and throw them to the curb. After all, these aspects are parts of my character and have both vice and virtue. When things get all confuzzled, it's generally one of my sources of power on tilt.
"My pain is a direct measure of how much I love." 
Remember that statement? Yep. It's just as relevant now as it was then.
The internal pain is by taking on too much, and as mentioned before in previous blogs, sets off a domino effect of other issues. The physical pain is tightly interwoven into this, and the mind-racing of how, why, and what if can become toxic. That is where I am when my confidence shifts. That is where I am when I "need some time". That is where I have been recently, and that is where I see myself when it comes even in micro-doses.
A slowdown was required. There was much to see.
Pauses were intermittent. My pack was too heavy because I collected too much, and I needed to sort it all out. 
Some things I still carry. Some, I've left for the mountain spirits. Some things I keep as talismans of strength, demons of will,  battle scars, and tattoos of memory...but they're mine and I have some new uses for them.  
 I'm discovering new things, learning new skills, and reimagining old ones.
 An opportunity has knocked from strange places. 
~Ari
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