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Dear Diary, 
Over the past couple of weeks, I've been writing about the dark forest in regard to verbal lineage, fairytale, memory, and archetype. It is deeply psychological. It has to be. 
This is what is meant when I say "the only way out is in."
Within confusion and conflict, transition and change, it is this process that helps me.
I write for myself. I post what I write as a means to help others, because some are or have also been in similar situations to my own, and may process things similar as I do. 
In dark times, it's nice to know that you're not alone. 
In my darkest of times, that one voice that resonated with me and said "me too" was a light when I needed it most. It let me know that what I was feeling or seeing or translating wasn't me being crazy. It was me being insightful.  
When you're different, people don't understand. The easiest thing for them to do is to tell you that it's all in your head, or you're imagining things, or that you're too sensitive, or that you're just reading too deeply into a situation because it's easier for them to make you analyze yourself then it is for them to acknowledge that something very well may be other than their preconceived or comfortable notions of what the world...is.  
Everyone's experience is their own. How they experience and act and react to life is their business, and it isn't anyone's responsibility or right to tell them their wrong. Spirituality is multi-faceted and complex. 
Most believe that in order to survive or to be happy, a person should adapt to what is considered the current social norm. They feel as though everyone should integrate into society or a system of accepted ideas, and that anything remotely different, or creative as a means of connection or expression brings problems. The unfortunate truth is that they're right...it does bring problems because there are just so many people out there that are terrified to be themselves or to draw attention to themselves, that they deny themselves the ability and the living right to experience their own heart, mind, and world. 
Fears of being arrested, ridiculed, or having bodily harm inflicted upon them is a very real fear. People do hurt others over their differences, so they try to fit in as best as possible; afraid that if they're even close to you in proximity, they too may be judged and face some similar action.
Shut up, go away, shut down, censor, block, and cancel aren't new concepts; they've always been with us. The difference is that now, we have the technology to be able to share all of our thoughts, fears, and ideas with the world..in ways we never thought would be possible...and with all of the educational resources, creative ideas, and deeply beautiful things, also comes the discord, pain, and confusion.  
 
Throwing my heart words and thoughts onto a world stage, such as youtube and on my website blog is one of the most courageous things I can do. For me, it's facing the fear of criticism, and staring into the face of a society that currently seems to want to eat itself...head first...and take me with it.
I am afraid. All of this conflict, without a gainful, compassionate, mindful, or at the very least rational solution throws everyone into a state of fear. For me, it does open old wounds from the past, as I'm sure it does with every other human being. Sometimes, these fears ooze out from under the surface, even though we felt as though we had dealt with them already. Sometimes, new monsters rise up from the darkness of the mind, us not ever knowing they were there in the first place. One word, one action, as a trigger, or a "summoning" up or back from memory from long ago.    
As someone who is wired differently and presents, expresses and processes the world differently, I've always been ridiculed, threatened, and thrown into forced isolation. I've been cast away as a modern "heretic", stamped with a letter, taken out of the equation, and left to fend for myself in the societal "dark forest"...alone. With literally nothing but the actual forest, the creatures within it, my own connections to the forces of nature, and my own sense of self have I been able to survive it. I've met other forest creatures along the way, be they cast-outs, independents, creatives, or free thinkers. Misfits, all of us. 
I simply refuse to censor myself or cut myself off from others out of fear of ridicule or from fear of prosecution of ideas or sentiment. 
I firmly believe that this is the time of revelation, the cross of changes, the crossroads, the shift, the big end...whatever you want to call it. I've read and compared and taken my own notes. I've watched closely how the stars move, and how nature reacts to the subtle vibrations within itself because of it. I believe in the "wheel of fortune" because I can see it for what it is. I've watched as the wheel presented itself in every situation- the freedom of choice. I've noticed how it's revealed itself as a spiral, and how through interactions, tightens.  I also believe that these things we're experiencing are cycles of metaphorically rising and falling.  I comfort myself in the knowledge that destruction is an unfortunately necessary act of creation, and that renaissances and golden ages follow close behind it...like clockwork.
Yeah, I'm scared; I'm having to face all of the monsters that lurked under my bed, in my closet, and in my head, enter into the "real" world...all at once. Like most everyone else, I've seen the faces of the psychological "demons" transpose themselves on the faces of loved ones, and cloud the judgment and actions of those I trust. I've seen people who are supposed to have our best interests at heart use our fears and confusion as a tool to get what they want. Divide and conquer. Cast them upon themselves, right? And while we're distracted with all of the not knowing what lurks in the shadows, where to go for safety, how to heal from what ails us, what foods are safe to eat, and basically how to survive in a newly hostile environment that they've created...they're slipping out through the back door with pillowcases full of all of our best stuff.  
At least, that's how it seems. It's how it feels. 
The impact is great. Everything is heightened right now, and those of us with a little more going on than most, are having a hard time. 
The day before yesterday, I wasn't feeling well. 
I have my share of ailments. Not only am I high functioning, and an INFJ, I have fibromyalgia, IBS, osteoarthritis, C-PTSD, and hypertension. Not to mention, I am now menopausal. 
Fun times, let me tell ya. 
The stress of being different, and the empathy and concern that those wired-in differences create, take their toll; and at a time when the world is what it is, with my hormones all funky, well, sometimes, I end up running to the hospital with a bloated up belly, stiff muscles and a fear that I'm dying. 
The hospital always draws my blood, throws me up on various machines, and takes readings. The result, more often than not, is that my cortisone is up because of stress, white blood cell count up because of arthritis and fibro flare-ups because of said stress, I've eaten the wrong things and not been active enough because of the stress, and the combination of it all has caused me to have a flare-up and subsequent panic.
Apparently, my symptoms of stomach pain, tight chest muscles, and a general feeling of unease could've been either a heart attack, a panic attack, or covid. They chose to isolate me with my thoughts for two hours. I was ok though. I was able to stay calm and rational.    
What happened the other night was that every test came back good, except for white blood cells, obviously. The last test was to make sure I didn't have any weird blockages in my intestines, so I went off to have an MRI of my innards. A test I've had before. I know the machine, made jokes that at some point, I'd glow in the dark from the radiation, and climbed up into the familiar tube. Then...it happened. There was a new tech guy, who said one of my PTSD triggers, the psychological timing was perfect, and the panic storm happened. He said, "let me know if it hurts because if it does, it means I blew a vein."
Blow a vein. 
I don't know why this phrase sets me to the moon because it actually has happened before, and yes, it did hurt...and I did cry, but it wasn't anything that should have caused trauma. I've been in worse, yanno? This time, I needed a minute and asked him why it was different this time. What do you mean "hurt?!" I've had this test before, with the dye, and it never hurt...so why now? Blow a vein?! The IV is already in there!
Well, he got mean, he started raising his voice, throwing attitude, and before I knew it, I was shaking, clawing into the side rails, and even passed out for a few seconds. I demanded to be let out of the contraption and proceeded to get out, collect my things, but then...had no idea where I was.  A nurse came in, and I couldn't say anything but "take me home".  No doubt, she was confused and freaked out, the tech was confused and angry, and all I could do was go for the door. "Wait!" I still had the IV in, and of course, had to sign paperwork for release.
To make matters worse, the nurse confused me with someone else and asked me where my sister was, to which I responded between tears and gasps that "my sister is dead" because she is.  It was two years on the thirteenth. She was mortified from making such a mistake but had to make sure I wasn't traveling alone, especially in this state. I wasn't; Jason was in the waiting room. Within minutes, I see a cop car pull up outside. He wasn't there for me, but memories of the past flooded back more and then full-blown get me out of here soon ensued. Everything happens in freaking February. 
They're not accustomed to dealing with people like me. What is even more horrible is that there are many people like me, walking around dealing with PTSD, some of which are undiagnosed...worried that someone, somewhere...is going to say the "magic words" and release the fucking kracken. 
Nowadays, more and more people are presenting with these exact same things: tight muscles, panic, weight gain, hypertension, and PTSD...because these are all symptoms of a body in distress, and we are all in some level of distress. 
I take the blood pressure meds, and the vitamins, but I won't take the anti-depressants... because my body is working fine. These flares mean that my body is working. All of these "problems" are symptoms of stress...because of a society that no longer works; and even though I work from relatively outside of the mainstream, I still am affected by it. 
Stress responses are flares that a body sends up to let us know that the environment isn't right. Something is off, wrong, not hospitable. How we deal with situations when our flares go up, is one thing; the way others deal with it when it happens compounds it. 
The wheel of fortune is about at the bottom it seems, but it won't stay there. Every time the cycle repeats we're given another chance to do something new, something novel, something better. It's comforting to know that I'm not alone in holding tightly to my freedom of expression, compassion and am all in on making a better place to live for myself and others. 
No, I don't have everything on lock. I'm just a witch that's seen a thing or two. I'm human. I think there are others who will find it nice to know that they're not alone either, and regardless of what mountains break, stars fall, or monsters come up out of some proverbial fiery abyss, we'll learn and move forward...just like we've always done.       
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