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I took a bit of a break from my blog and readings over the past few weeks.
I wanted to take a minute to see just exactly *where* I was, mentally and emotionally as well as devotionally and I've had a lot to unpack. 

I set my heart against the feather again. 

I think we all need to do that from time to time to know where our heart is when it becomes clear that our minds are set adrift in a sea of transition, or confusion.
Some refer to this as wandering through the desert of Set; when all is confusion, what is left in stillness and in silence? That great question: What am "I"? What is this “reality”, this perception of meaning and purpose that is between self and "sky", Emania, or the great forever? It can be considered an "existential crisis" because, for me, it most definitely has been. The crisis parts are based on the nostalgia, or more or less, the grief involved with the loss of the familiarity of old things which brought me comfort. 
Old places, old habits, old friends. 
The familiar way a road bends, or how the car hopped over that bump on Wards Chapel Road...some 700 miles back East. Stone gardens that house my dead ancestors are far from what I now consider home. My favorite shops have all closed and my favorite places, where I'd go to "get some headspace", are all gone. The little distractions I was unaware of, have all left me now; those little subconscious securities, no matter how subtle...are now very distinct, as my mind is filled with "what now", while bombarded with new tech, viruses, and a world that has become completely unfamiliar.
Now that I've learned so much about myself, have gone through so much, have come to this place, just exactly where is this? Who am I now, and how do I create my life for me now that all of my children are grown and all but one has left the proverbial nest? How much of myself did I define through my friends, who are all dead now? or through my environment, which has totally changed? or from my role as a mom, or in taking care of a house I no longer have?
How does one relate to what is above and what lies below, when nothing is left but what's within -the ego? Who am I when all has been stripped away? What is my spark? and is it strong enough to create the great fire -that I either require or desire- to forge the mighty sword that cuts through the illusions of what is and isn't real? 
I now dwell at the threshold of what was and the possibility of what could be. 

For some of my more religious or theological folks, it's like the veil of peroketh. 
In Jewish mysticism, the veil is the curtain that separates the sanctuary from the "holiest of holies". In the book of Isaiah, it is described as an "awning" that "stretcheth out the heavens like a curtain". In Exodus, it is described as "a "veil of blue, and purple, and scarlet, and fine twined linen of cunning work."    
In Leviticus and Numbers, a warning is issued, that only those who are prepared, or initiated can enter beyond the veil, for if they do so without the skills and understanding necessary, they would surely die. It is my understanding that this “facing god” or “facing the truth”, is often too much for most to bear. Perhaps that "death" is a psychological or philosophical one. Perhaps it is the truth that can drive a sane person mad, like in the Lovecraft stories, where the processing of information disrupts the witness so deeply, that it's more than the mind can handle. 
In Jungian psychology, it is here that we meet the demon, the archetype, and the shadow. In this place, we must learn and understand the sacred language of the self, which speaks through symbolism. Our mind shows us what we really desire, what we are truly afraid of, and offers suggestions on how to recognize these things consciously. 
In Freud's psychoanalytic theory, it is here that we meet the “id”, -the primitive and instinctual part of the mind that contains sexual and aggressive drives and hidden memories. Freud calls this the “super-ego”, which operates as a moral compass, and the ego is the conscious and realistic part that mediates between the desires of the id and the super-ego. The “veil”.   
In both theories and practices, it is about going deep within to uncover the truth. For some, to do so, may cause damage -especially when unprepared or unwilling to see ourselves for who we really are, be it because of what we have already invested and are afraid of losing or letting go, of others’ expectations of us, or our own embedded perceptions of what we should do or how we must act, be or live.
To come face to face with “god” is to be thrown in front of our own reflection, and that can come as a huge shock to those who are uninitiated or unprepared. It is THE judgment of our actions and character. It is the raw and unfiltered truth.   
Zyn, Zain, Zion-the beautiful truth. That “Je ne se quoi” -the little "something", be it the feeling, or the little voice or notion we have that just "feels right". The Ikigai -or perfect harmonious center- is when we know our actions are within balance to achieve the great "thing".
Each one of us has our own “great work”. It is the core of our most concentrated or pure character. It derives from our desires to create and steers our human boat through the great ocean of confusion. It is the star that guides us through the desert. It is symbolic in the lore, in the stories, and in the dreaming mind.   
We all know when we're out of balance. Our hearts are uneasy. Our minds feel stressed. Our bodies send up warning flares which result in many and various ailments, such as insomnia, dehydration, nightmares, complacency, eye strain, and weight gain. 
When I feel overwhelmed, anger, sadness, and confusion will creep out and invade my space. They’ll create metaphorical storms, making it difficult to chart which way to direct the sails of my little boat. 
I know these feelings are symptoms of “a body in distress” because I’m not taking the time needed to keep sacred my “holy of holies”. When I’m out of sync, my mind wanders, the feelings become erratic, and my body gains weight because I’m feeling lazy. I’ll get dehydrated -because even though I *think* I’m drinking enough water- I’m actually drinking too much coffee. My skin will get dry. 
My eyes will hurt more, my muscles will ache, my focus becomes a little off and I get lost in distraction.
It is here, that I find myself at the crossroads. It is when I come to this place that I need to take pause and once again look at the stars, take note of the map, quiet the storm, know the names of the demons, and face the “god” within.
But here I am…once again, standing at the exit/entrance of the cave, reporting back of my location. What have I discovered while hanging upside down from the tree, from the cross, in the desert, in the underworld, in the depths of vitriol…once again?   
What great secrets have I learned? What great pains have I uncovered? What are the underlying demons that torment my soul, and what ghosts haunt my every waking moment?

The world has changed a lot. The things I am familiar with and comfortable with have all gone or changed so much, that what is left of them is alien to me now, and not only do I not like it, I find it all unnecessary. I feel that social media is actually “corporate media”, and it infuriates me because it has hijacked our sacred and subtle centers: the thing that makes us hauntingly and beautifully human. “Soul hijacking” seems a proper metaphor.
I'm sad that so many people have fallen into what others believe they should be, or how they should do, that society at large has become shallow, disassociated, and narcissistic, and I'm scared of living in a world that wants to be less human and more machine. 
Now that I am growing older, I'm feeling lost in all of this technology and others' lack of compassion. I feel unappreciated and unneeded in comparison to the past, and that is largely based on me becoming a mom and a caretaker at such a young age. It's embedded into my development. It's a part of me. 

I’m honored and grateful to have lived through what I have, experienced all the wonderful things I have, and met all of the people I have, and that even though those people, places, feelings, and things are somewhere in time, their value is immeasurable because they became a part of my development as well, and by those relationships, helped to create who I am.
I've learned that nostalgia can kill. It is the perceptions that want, lean on, yearn for and miss a time long gone. Nostalgia is sometimes the grief I feel at the loss of the familiar, comfortable, simple, and natural. 
There's a part of me begging to be acknowledged, because of all that I've experienced, worked hard for, and put the time in to understand, and in a world of "now" and a trend of throwing old things away, I feel such ideology has transferred itself not just on things, but onto people too. "She's old. What would she know?"
I'm sad that people I liked won't communicate with me anymore because I'm no longer conveniently on a social media platform. 
I've learned that this sadness and expectation I have about how I want to be treated is countering my future by comparing what I have with what I don’t. 
I've also learned that I have developed certain schemas because of how I was raised as a child, and how taking responsibility for myself includes marking those times when I wasn't at fault. I don't have to take responsibility for the aggression and toxicity of other people. I've done the best I could to the best of my ability. People will often transfer to a child their own problems. Ridicule under the guise of concern. Isolation under the guise of protection.
I've realized that nostalgia can serve. It reminds me of the spark, and my core of truth that has remained with me throughout time. Nostalgia shows me the connections I love, and why. It reminds me of the ideas and feelings that drive, motivate, and move me. It shows me what had great value and sources where I found power, and in doing so, has helped me to realize why I feel grief at not having those things as identifiable as they once were. It’s a sense of sadness over feeling lost, and out of sync.   
I have learned that I should trust my instincts and my feelings above all else, and that adaptation and integration do not mean that I have to give up myself to fit into a more modern approach to doing things, but that I can fit certain aspects I am comfortable with, into my ways of doing things. I will not be pushed into making decisions without having all of the information, nor will I remain quiet about my feelings because modern society seeks to weaken itself for the sake of acceptance. I will not poison my body with medications I don't need, nor will I dumb my mind with trivial and tabloid media. 
I've learned that many ideas and much language have been adjusted intentionally to psychologically manipulate people. Definitions are made blurry to confuse and certain ideologies are being developed as propaganda. 
Words have power. So much more than what we give them credit for. My visions are symbolic but trustworthy. I've also realized that I don't drink nearly as much water as I need to, even though I think I do; despite the obvious signs that have told me otherwise.
Rinse and repeat. Live and learn. 
Nothing is accomplished without consent. It is only with my permission am I affected by others. Being human means being alive. It's being immersed in the thick and deep and beautifully real, that is there every day when I look outside and see the animals and trees and take a breath of fresh air. It's in my body, my spirit, and my mind. 
My permission has been to allow myself to fully feel grief and to take an open and honest moral inventory of myself and how I relate to what's going on around me. I have allowed myself to open my eyes when I was afraid of what I might see, or what and who was no longer there. I gave myself permission to speak and write about my feelings.
I give myself permission to be, create, live, think, and explore...the way I see fit. 
I've learned a lot about myself, my world, and how I relate to it. 
Even though people have the right to formulate their own opinions about how I do, what I say, or how I process my information, that opinion does not give them the right nor the ability to change me or attempt to abort my ambitions.  
No one has the right to pass judgment on anyone else, just because they have a different lifestyle. Religion seeks to control, not for the betterment of society, but for the politics of it. Mainstream media is not for us as a human community. It seeks to create tensions and hostility because it keeps the action going in that direction and to them, those actions are profitable. Markets aren't for humans either. They're for databases and benefit the few who have enough resources to understand how to use them. They turn our habits into shackles and have learned that consciousness is the soul, and by doing so, have possessed a multitude chained to the whims of conceit, fear, and irreverence.  
But I am just a dweller at the threshold. A lurker at the gate. A watcher. An old one.
What would I know? 



