                                                              Arriving

There’s a point in your life when you realize healing can’t wait for a “better time”.  I spent years surviving instead of truly living—holding pain that wasn’t mine, silencing my own needs, and mistaking endurance for peace.  
I had an awakening, the moment I understood that healing isn’t just recovery, it’s a homecoming.  It’s a choice to stop missing my own life, to step back into myself, and to believe that it’s never too late to begin again.  
It was a turning point for me finally turning toward myself acknowledging the years lost but also recognizing the life I still have to live.  
I waited too long, years slipped past me, watching my life move without me, but now I turn toward myself, I let the edges soften, I let the quiet in, I start again…. I arrive.
