	              	Shedding Tears or Numbing the Pain??

I cried myself to sleep last night.  It’s been a while since I’ve done that. I don’t know if that’s a good sign that I’m not burying my feelings by releasing the tears and feeling the emotions, rather than burying and numbing the emotions, however, I know that neither one solves anything.  Whether I shed the tears or not, I still have the pain, depression, and the sense of not having a purpose still lingers on.  Sometimes I think I’m selfish and just having a pity party and I should just snap out of it.  I tell myself; you have no reason to feel like this but then that means the depression isn’t real and I know it is.  I don’t like feeling like this way believe me.  I work so hard at pretending I’m ok and sometimes I actually believe that I am.  But then I realize I’m not and I have no idea what to do about it.  Nobody understands.  I don’t understand.  Is more medication the answer?  I don’t want it to be, but if that’s the only thing that’s going to help, I might have to.  My mind is so scrambled, I don’t know what’s real, what’s good, what’s bad.  How do I get out of these funks when I get in them? I asked God last night why I’m even alive, why am I here? I still have no idea why I’m here.  I have no purpose, I have no friends, I have no life.  Why am I here?  My boys are grown men living in other states living their lives.  My grandson lives in another state and I only see him via facetime ever few weeks.  He is my heart and soul, my reason for breathing right now and when I can’t see or talk to him, I have no purpose.  I really do want to be happy and I want to feel love.  I want to experience real love. I want someone to love me, to actually care for me, someone who won’t judge me, who will try to understand me, even thought I don’t understand myself.  I just want peace within my soul and I don’t think that’s asking for too much.  Is it?   I’ve spent my whole live giving, giving, giving, and never asking, never receiving.  The only person I haven’t given to is myself.  I need to start giving myself the love and grace that I give so freely to others.  Of course, that’s what I’ve been trying to do for years since I started this crazy healing journey.   For me it’s not one week at a time, one day at a time, one minute at a time but one second at a time.  As I sit here outside in nature, I’m hearing the birds sing and the trees swaying in the wind, so peaceful, one day please God, one day I will find the peace within myself while I’m still here to enjoy it.
