Why Can’t I “JUST BE”?

For me, stillness doesn’t feel safe. Moving, being productive, “doing” became my armor.  When I’m busy, I don’t have to sit with my thoughts, memories, feelings, body sensations or questions that feel heavy or endless.
Being with myself has often meant pain, vigilance and responsibility.
My nervous system learned that if I kept moving, I won’t fall apart.  I always felt I was being lazy if I just sat to read, watch a show, enjoy nature, etc. Now I realize I wasn’t being lazy; I was in survival mode.
I found when I did sit down, I wasn’t relaxing, I was scanning, I was waiting for permission to just be, to relax, but it never came.
I always felt there had to be more to life, but I realized it was my grief and longing.  I’ve spent so much time managing, surviving, coping, holding things together, that joy and presence felt abstract, like something other people get handed naturally.
I’ve felt broken for so long, but finally realized, I’m not broken for wanting more, I’m just tired of living in reaction mode.
I feel stuck because I feel so many things at once that I tend to freeze.
I’m always asking myself what is wrong with me? 
My therapist suggested I rephrase that question and ask myself:
What does my body think will happen if I stop?
Who taught be that rest equals laziness?
When was the last time stillness felt safe for me?
What am I afraid I’ll hear if I slowdown?
I learned to survive by staying busy, now I’m retired, living alone, and into a new phase of my life where “being” matters more than “doing” and it’s the most uncomforted place to be.
I need to give myself permission to like and accept myself and allow myself to stop doing and just be.
My mantra:  I don’t have to like myself today, I just won’t abandon myself.  I will learn to treat myself with patience and kindness.
