Living Free

I thought living free

Meant living without responsibility or care or worry

I was wrong, but I was right

It is living without fear

Love is living without fear

Joy is living without fear

The voice in me that shrieks is always screaming of fear, fears my “needs” won’t get met, all body things, all body fears, the temper tantrum child jumps up and down wanting attention.  Now I hear this voice for what it is, and stand aside and let it yell and jump up and down, but don’t change my life because of it, and try not to change others.  I am starting to see that when it tells me I need a new job or a new person or screams present resentments, that following its voice is not a positive move forward.  Sometimes I have to stick a pacifier in its mouth to shut it up, but it’s starting to become the secondary voice, the voice that I know tells me nothing of value, nothing of truth, nothing that really has any real consequence.  I am steadfast in my refusal to live my life by this voice of fear anymore, and instead choose my love for healing and truth.  The more this is my cause, the less I listen to the shrieks of fear. 

Resentments make strange bed partners

Content to keep you sleeping and thinking you’re rested

But it really torments your waking mind

And offers no peace at all

Resentments scream “feed me”, lash out to get your needs met, make another
      person into what you need them to be to “feed me”, to keep it alive, the
      savage beast that preys on your peace and calls for your death……

I am learning I am still alive without these needs met

I am free because I don’t have to listen to the voice anymore

And even in the grips of its terror which have held me in the past

I feel the chain loosening

The grip letting go of me as I let go of the need to pacify the screaming child

Let it scream

Soon it shall have no attention from me

Like the movie “Beautiful Mind” where the guy is crazy and can’t pay attention
      anymore to the fictitious unreal characters of his mind to maintain his own
      sanity

He sees them, he hears them, and sometimes they look at him begging for
      acknowledgement

They give him the gift of guilt, but he gives them no more attention
They scream and stand in front of him
But he can just move on by them and they fade into the past as he moves forward

Meeting them again along the path
As we all meet these unreal thoughts that torture us and we believe they are real
He moves on past each time recognizing they are not his friends

But characters made to stop the journey forward and distract him from his tasks,
     and his sanity
Freedom is living without bowing to this voice

Freedom is living without fear

Freedom is here now in the knowledge that it is nothing

Because what is true in me says only one thing

It is not real, look away

And so I do that now

And rest in my own completion and security that all those voices and people 
     out there

Can’t make me fear anymore

Fear is a choice, born of slavery to the voice of madness

Go beyond what you think you want and need and choose love and all else will be given you.

Living Free

