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WRITE IT AS A FICTION BUT TO ELIMINATE FACTS Or through poems..? 

Breaking the cycle
Cracking the code
Nurure
Escape
Freedom 

DANCING ONE HAVE ANOTHER PEOPLE STORIES OR PERMISSION> 

With journals right under themes and include dates.
With abstract or we ideas, incorporate under witches book

story has to be on myself, my self. and spiritual insights. in creative childish maner. 

FOCUS ON PASSION  - what it’s like, once it’s gone finding a new one searching for one> unhealthy a little and more 

Add in other important facts, quotes from other authors take basis from eggshell skull and emotional female 

[bookmark: _Toc]Opening statement 

I had so much hope, imagination, belief innocence. It’s all gone. I’m not who I was, I don’t know who I am. Dreams shattered, life crumbled as the swooping realisation of what perfect life I had planned no longer existed. I was once loved, loved by many respected. And, all the changed with a faded passion and a road filled with many hills.

I asked “What have I done?” Although it's not what is done thats the issue, It’s the aftermath. The effects lasting like the damage after a cyclone or a fire. Many people hear about the devastation but no one hears 10 years later, the stories of the people still recovering. Trying to fix their losses. 

I live a mundane life. Nothing is more than a nod, a sigh, any sign of emotion diminished. For we are all such bland souls behind a mask of pain. Children are free, they are treasured. I had a happy childhood filled with fun, excitement and no worries. I now wonder with astrology whether “it’s all in the stars” our so called ‘destiny’. As though there is some predetermined plan that is impossible to change no matter how hard we push.

And so life continues, as I’m stuck in limbo waiting and watching way too much tv - A State of nothingness. An unemployed student, well not technically a student, as I’m no longer formally enrolled in any course. I have no idea what my next step is. 

You have meant to have the love and support of your family and friends but it’s just me, myself and I, always has been always will be. Now into reality as I escape writing, I used to dance my feelings alway and looked how that turned out. I have no idea whats next, just move on, in this mundane life. Maybe one day I’ll get a strong calling and a path will open up, but for now I’ll continue in my mundane life. 

But one always strives, always pushes because how can one be satisfied with the simple mundane life? There is hope in the future, the worse kind. False hope is the one that kills, the feeling keeping inside that gnaws at your daily existence.

Whether the world is all just a lie, a big fabricated mess. It’s daunting to realise the complexities of the world. The truth is, we will never discover how complex of world is for the moment we do it’ll all unravel back to the beginning. We won’t know it, you and I? We won’t be there. 

The world is strange and yet it expects is to remain constant, something I have always stubbled with. 

Tough love is hard. I also need to remember my path isn’t the same as everyone else, so how can I expect them to relate? I think it’ll be reassuring for myself once I receive a diagnosis. 

There’s so much worry in the world, but it’s just life. We are all going to finish the same way. 

It’s hard not to look back and think, I am sounding like a spoilt brat. I know my loss of passion isn’t comparable for everyone although everything in life is scalable and relative, an entirely different scenario is relatable and significant due to scalability.

I was very fortunate enough to be selected into the Australian Ballet’s Nutcracker 2009 as a child extra. It was a dream come true. Funny thing was, I never initially was meant to be audition, my dance school never put me forward, it was only due to pure begging and pestering on my behalf that I managed to convince my mother to ask the directors of the dance studio. They were clearly slightly taken back and easily said yes, almost too easily. Regardless, I set forth to that audition and I smiled and danced my heart out. I succeeded successfully and from then on I lived dream ate ballet.


What is there to life is it’s just mundane? Sometimes urge to run away and retreat. 



[bookmark: _Toc1]Perspectives 

This is quite a pessimistic view of the world, and I am sorry to all those who manage read this far. Whether it evoked emotions, feelings that have been buried for years. Past pains, losses and sorrows brought to the surface to be, hopefully, finally, cleared out.

Life hasn’t treated me any different than any others, life is hard for everyone regardless of how hard you think life is to you. Its all a matter of perspective. Too easily we think life is unfair, and overlook the audacity of truth. In reality, it’s all a matter of perspective. 

In some cases this can lead to comparison of others lives, and think yours isn’t as bad. However, this invalidates your own feelings, and tricks your mind… I used to think that they would perhaps have I happier life, less options, less unpredicted  events.

Everyday seems like a blessing, that itself is a gift. A gift a pessimist struggles with, a pessimist struggling to be an optimist. I am privileged compared to numerous others, and so circumstances lie. Perspectives matter. ??


everything has become about achieving the best, reaching the best with focus of the future in mind, what about the now. What happened to simply enjoying the moment and embracing the present. Articles about how to eat the right way for optimum performance, or speeding up a podcast, reading only the main points - we have forgotten about the now. The simple pleasure of simple being. 

With so much forward thinking, no wonder theres been a rise in anxiety. 

More happy than sad then in a good relationship 
Show your strengths, highlight your armour and reveal your weak spots only when the times right as a sign of trust 
Someone who you feel young with

Prioritise health. 

We are a world walking on eggshells. Everyone is too cautious to make the wrong move. From cancel culture, to the me too movement, black lives matter. I’m not saying these movements are bad, I believe they’re absolutely necessary. But I do believe in freedom of opinion, regardless of whether society does not support it. Diversity in thought. 

the trap of the web, 

rest, i used to think you had to earn it. 

The strongest emotions fuel the best creations. To feel the strongest emotions is to be completely present, with yourself, to feel the polar extremities of every sensation, to fuel the creations of faith - faith for humanity. For a time where we continually acknowledge and recognise our oneness.


I think majority of dancers have felt this for a while, but something has to change. Not only in the dance world but in society. The arts will soon become the lost arts, if nothing changes. Perhaps in raising the awareness of the improtance, and the benefits of the arts in articular dance, maybe others can see it’s true value. Maybe people will start respecting the arts more. 


[bookmark: _Toc2]Dance how it’s primal!!! My ballet beginning

I initially started dance because of my big sister. My older sister started ballet, because of my Aunty. My aunty saw high insteps in my sisters feet, and said she would make a great ballerina. When I was younger I wanted to do everything she did. Sophia began dance, and shortly after I did too.

We started at a local dance school, class to home, two minute drive away. This dance school was small to begin with, and filled with amazing teachers. 

When remembering this school, often the traumatic memories stand out like a sore thumb, and there were countless. 

The male director is now in jail. 


FEET
In ballet, there is an abnormal obsession with feet. It’s almost as though we have a foot fetish, and yet most dancers develop an abnormal dissatisfaction with our feet. With corns, and callouses the normality, the common motto ‘blood, sweat and tears’ quite literal. I don’t recall a time when I first started wearing pointe shoes, where there wasn’t a blister on one of my toes! You learnt methods, of prevention, through other dancers and our teachers. Such as blister bands, but they only last if you place tap over the top. Soaking your feet in methylated spirits to toughen up the skin. Thankfully as I progressed, I danced in custom pointe shoes, and custom toe protections, so my toes were rarely blistered. 

I was never satisfied with my feet, I never felt they were good enough, and rather a potentially breaking pointe of my career. I often received feedback, my upper body was beautiful and everything was great, it’s just ‘the feet’. I strapped my feet in devices known as ‘foot stretchers’ that consisted of a shaped wooden planked, and an impossible tight elastic, designed to stretch the front of your foot to increase your range. I spent hours on foot exercises, toe exercises, stretching and strengthening trying for complete transformation, although the change was always subtle, and never enough. Ballet was all about the lines, and the feet were the finishers. The irony is today, from the average person get compliments on how bendy my feet are. One of the trademarks of being a dancer, Its all a matter of perspective, I guess. 


[bookmark: _Toc3]The beginning
I grew up in a dance studio founded on hierarchy, shame, and humiliation. 

We achieved success through manipulation. The atmosphere was one of exclusivity, with a clear hierarchy. The toxicity contagious, and with our developing minds we soaked up the environment, as though it was normal and expected. 

Before class, we used to ask the students in the previous class what mood our teacher was in. Whether they were happy, or whether they were mad. If they were the latter, we slowly and quietly entered the studio waiting to see how the lesson would unfold. If they were happy, we knew there would be lots of laughter. This was the norm, asking about our teachers mood before entering the studio. And as children, we never questioned or thought it was odd, we just thought this unstable environment was normal.


THE FARTING INCIDENT 
There was an incident when I was around five years old, and I accidentally farted during class.

During one of my classes in my first year in the performance team, I farted. Now in most work places or classrooms you’d politely ignore the smell, maybe the students would make big fanning movements, or complain, and the teacher would perhaps open a window and draw in the attention of the classroom again. In my class, we were told to stand in a line. 

Our two teachers stood on either end of the line of approximately ten children. The simple question who farted? No one moved, no one said anything, as they eyed us up and down waiting for one of us to budge. 

They said, “no one is moving until someone confesses”. 
Too frozen in fear to move, we all stood in silence for what seemed like an entirety. Until, I finally said “I farted”, waiting my punishment. Farting is only a human movement, especially if you have undiagnosed intolerances. Thankfully there were no physical attacks, nothing to be reported. It was far worse than that, the invisible scars ran deep. The humiliation and shame, that tainted my name.

Most of my distinct memories, weren’t the ones full of joy but the ones full of terror. 


watching the old videos I supposed made me feel as though Im reliving all those feeling of not being good enough, and wanting to belong. 


I admit all of the students at this school ended up with extreme discipline from an early age, which to my parents dismay I have ‘completely lost’. I cannot say this hasn’t been beneficial because it enabled me to reach high levels in both my dance and academic ventures. However, it also perpetuated my negative mindset towards my body, towards myself. 

To say this environment was toxic is the bare minimum, one of the lead directors is in jail, a mother served a short term jail sentence, anonymous letters and emails were sent around. This so called ‘scandal’ perpeutated/ propounded change in the dance industry and many industries displaying an abuse of peer towards children. THe sad part is that this ‘scandal’ had been going on for years, and the toxic attitudes and environment was deemed as normal. This dance school was my first dance school, and it was where my love of ballet started. Realising how the toxic environment now, I’m questioned about the authenticity of my passion for ballet. And whether it was because I truly loved it, felt I had nothing else, or something else.

SWAYING ATTENTION
We also listened to our teachers, hanging off the drop of each word. When someone opened the door we were expected to remain focused on what the teacher was saying. We weren’t aware of this principle, until one time someone did. There was a noise as someone was opening the door, Someone looked away from the teacher when they were speaking. He yelled so loudly, we all stood in shock, no one moved again when he was speaking. I still don’t sway my attention when someone is speaking to me, if 
He demanded authority. He controlled us through fear.


push ups boot camp
bathroom touching inappropriately

out of the routine when sick for a week, practised on the side very day never got back in 



caked up for not practising in front of room
Some other memories that remain rent free in my mind, are the ones before the dance concert. At the end of year, majority of dance schools have a showcase to demonstrate whats been achieved over the year, and give the students an opportunity to perform. This was a time of high stakes, with performances being in a theatre, and tickets sold. 

When I was six I had a solo part in the dance, and performed a duo with one of my best friends, We went to the front of the stage and had our moment to shine. During the dress rehearsal at the studio, to say the directs were distressed is an understatement. 

After the dance the directors quickly shut down any applause “this was not worthy to be applauded.” He then proceeded “do any of you even practise this dance?”

Of course, me having some confidence “Yes I do.
“when”
“Every night”
Where
“In my room”
When
“Every night after my shower
When 
In my room
These questions seemed to carry on for a while, and after going around in circles for what seemed forever it was shut down and the next dance group came. 

inappropriate touching in class ballet
In dance it is normal to be touched by your teachers, and from other dancers. This is a part of the process. However one lesson my director touched my pubic bone, it was a way show the my pelvic was tucked, but also inappropriate touching. I didnt realise at the time. But now remains in my mind. 

Till the day I left there was still the hole in the wall from when one of our directors had an expression of anger. The hole served as a reminder of the power they held over us. the power of the punch to create a permanent hoel in the infrastructure. I wonder along with others why they never bothered to patch it up, especially when renovating other studios. But I see it was beneficial to leave the hole, beneficial to keep us all on the verge of fear. / on the edge. 


POINTE SHOES
I remember twice my pointe shoe ribbons coming undone on stage. Both led to mortal embarrassment. The first time, I was borderline lucky, my unfortunate incident coincidental was perfectly time with a power outage. And so the show paused a few moments after my ribbon came completely undone. I was fretting though that I would have to pay the $50 pointe shoe fine. I was 14 years old.
The second time was during my schools end of year show, at the director of the schools affiliate company was watching. I knew this performance was very important. But I was already started behind as I was severely ill. I later realised that it was pneumonia and influenza A. Naturally being the stubborn dancer, and refusing to let the team down, I of course did the performance. But the ribbon did come undone. And no power outages to save me this time, from the mortal embarrassment.

THE NAME GAME
This was a classic ‘game’ that was played often in the lead up to competitions or whenever our directors felt like it. When our director announced this game, it was often followed by hushed whispers by fellow peers, ‘we’re playing the name game’, and warning looks between peers. It was a game after all, it shouldn’t have been that bad. I first played that game when I was around 7 years old and it continued until I left the school, approximately 7 years later. The name game is quite self explanatory. The teachers put on the music to the routine, and watched us dance. They would call out our names whenever we did something ‘wrong’ or ‘not up to their standard’. Our teachers were known of pain particular bipolar or erratic emotions especially one of them. Sometimes they would outrightly say one persons names a grossly excessive amount. More often than not it was influenced by events that happened outside of the studio. Or inside, just not what was in the present moment. At the end of the routine we would all line up facing the directors. One by one we would say how many times our name was called and take that many steps forward. 




THE TURNS COMPETITIONS
This used to be the worst part of the class. I dreaded the moment when they would inevitable announce it. We would all stand up and spread out in the room. The purpose of the game was to see how many turns you could do. However if you were someone like me, wh couldn’t turn to well you’d have to complete a walk of shame. The teachers would be standing like hawks, making sure you didn’t cheat or hop during a turn. I could feel their daggers on me, and although I was tempted to lie, I could never as I was afraid I’d be called out for lying. The game went, that you would complete the amount of turns required. If you did not, you had to raise your hand whilst the others watched you try again. If you still did not complete the required number of true you’d had to walk to the front of the room and with the other dancers complete a higher number of turns. Sometimes people made it to nine or ten turns. I always managed two, sometimes three, and rarely four. 

THE NIP SLIP 
Our costumes are scandalous, raunchy and pervious/impervious. It was part of the dance culture, to show of the ‘lines of the body’. Our costumes matched our music which followed along song s such as ‘bad boys, dancing on the ceiling, work me down, baby I’m burning - a wide range. 




[bookmark: _Toc4]Pedophilia 
I left my dance school, as most did, it got shut down. The director was charged with pedophilia. 

This wasn’t something that is uncommon in the dance world.




This transition was rather one unwelcomed. 


[bookmark: _Toc5]ANOREXIA ILLNESS 
At 21 years of age i finally admitted i had an eating disorder. Several years after ‘being recovered’. Some say you never fully recover, and perhaps I’ll never have the same outlook with food again.

I had a fairly health relationship with food throughout my child hood. I would eat what my parents presented without question. I was always on the skinner side, partially due to me being a very active child. I would dance every afternoon, and exercise to a level that still baffles me today. Parents once queried my mother whether she was feeding me, because I was skinny and my ribs supposedly ‘hanging out’. My mother, taken back, as she worked so hard in feeding my nutritious healthy meals. She went to the bakehouse in the morning and got fresh bread, she cooked steak daily so I could have not one but two steak sandwiches at school. We’d have afternoon tea waiting for us at home, and then we’d go to dance. If we were at dance late, she gave us food to take with us, of which we’d shovel in between classes. 

Dance was my life, it gave me a reason to grow. It all changed when my environment changed. I think we give far too little credit to our environment. 


I was exercising less, the classes weren’t as intense. And naturally I began to put on weight. I wasn’t skin bone skinny, I wasn’t over weight, I was just naturally normally healthy. I thought I was fat. 

My BMI I was still low, just on the end on healthy. I was around 13 years old, around the time most young girls start developing. I wasn’t expecting this, I was to be a dancer, I had to be thin. In the world of ballet the prepubescent body is favoured. 

I distinctly remember looking down at my belly, and thinking yikes I’m getting fat. If I’m not exercising as much, I’m going to have to not eat as much. And so I started to restrict my eating. 

It was harmless at first. 

My memory of this time is rather hazy, as my muscles were shrinking including the ones in my heart and my brain. 

I didn’t fit in much at school, at least I felt I didn’t. I always felt different to ‘normal people’. I ate many lunches in the toilet cubicle, too scared and paralysed to talk to people. I felt odd talking about mediocre subjects such as music bands, and pop culture. I wasn’t educated in this area, it was unknown. Leaving primary school as the popular kid, and entering high school as an outcast.

Despite these eating attitude many wouldn’t have guessed how I felt. I disgusted it well. Dancing for the school, and receiving much accolade and awards. I was a well presented and performing student who achieved consistent top grades. 

I somehow still managed to sneak my food into bins, hide it away, pretend I was eating. It wasn’t that noticeable at first. Although eventually my parents started to notice, I received sessions with a doctor at a children’s hospital. 

I was strongly advised not to go on my year 8 ‘survival camp’ due to my low weight and the cold temperatures at the camp. They believed there was a strong possibility I may die during the night due to the cold conditions. 

My anorexia was rather stable though, it wasn’t until I took ballet to the next level were it escalated. I managed to control it, perfect it to the point where I could dance and survive at the borderline weight. The predestined weight of a ballerina to sit ride at the edge of dangerously low weight. A fine balance, and missing a meal would take its toll. 

A few years later, It came the time to film audition videos to send to overseas ballet schools. There were the common notions of having to loose a bit of weight before filming, as you always look fatter on camera, and in ballet aesthetics is everything.

I didn’t have to loose any weight, I was already skinny, although I was determined to loose more. I started simply by not eating desert. That was enough to notice the difference. And then I stopped eating lunch. I stopped eating my snacks. Slowly, slowly I was becoming nothing but skin and bones. 

My teachers spoke to my parents, I was becoming a shell of a human. They sent me to a nutritionist on the premise, that I just simply couldn’t put on any weight, and there wasn’t a mental problem. Because despite eating disorders being so prevalent in the dance industry, they are scorned upon. The notions of being kicked out of prestigious school sir directors caught scent that you were ‘mentally ill’. You were seen as difficult. 

My mother packed more food, and I threw away more food. I used to compile bags of food and get rid of it in one dump. My mother suspected something, but I always denied. If I kept hiding the proof there was no way. 

I always fought for ways to go around eating all the food required. I used to have to eat an extra piece of bread and peanut butter before dinner. I used to always refuse. Until I decided to eat it in my bedroom, so I could just throw it out. I’m sure my mother hoped. And I know she knew. I think they didn’t want to argue. I just denied.

One day my father and mother were both home in the morning before school, that was unusual. They told me they were going to take me to the hospital for a check up because I was so skinny. I ran away, I ran down the road, got on a ferry and went to an island. I received uptime calls from my mother, my father and my sister. Text messages begging me to come home. After still not responding, they called the police. I knew, because the texts messages said so. I answered the phone, and promptly returned home to see the police waiting. I had no choice. I said to my father, I have ballet tomorrow morning, I don’t want to miss it. He responded, You won’t you’ll be back by then, I promise. Little did I realise this was one of the first of many lies I would be told. 

When we arrived at the hospital we went into the outpatient centre, they weighed me, I did a urine test, blood test, blood pressure, the general medical check up. An ECG, as well. Thats what admitted me to hospital. My heart wasn’t responding as fast as it should, indicating a decay in heart muscles. My body was eating itself.

I was put on a bet and whisked away into a ward. I was there for my heart, at least thats what I thought. 

They put a tube down my nose, for nasal feeding. Until the day, one nostril is larger than the other, that sinus is often inflamed or congested. It didn’t hurt, like a sharp pain, although it did hurt morally. In being uncomfortable, for this stance tube to enter your body, the lack of control, the loss of control. Saying no, wasn’t going to do anything.

Treat the disease not the symptom, or the cause. As my partner reminded me, things don’t happen in a vacuum, things happen as a result of various factors. 

And so I was being nasal fed, a canal in my arm. Blood tests every few hours, and the nasal feeding only stopping when I showered. 

I begged for them to remove it, I promised I would eat normal food. It hurt, my stomach hurt. The feeding continued overnight, and I was hurting too much I could barely sleep. 

We saw the doctors again a few days later, I said I wanted to go home. My mum never left my side, she slept on the hospital floor.  The doctors agreed, on the condition that they stop the nasal tubing, and if my heart remained stable then I could go home. 

So I ate normal food, I ate so much I was full to the brim. I ate during the night, just to be safe. The next day, it was confirmed my heart rate was stable.. I was so glad, that I could go home. 

I was put into the eating disorder ward. 

I was told I wouldn’t see my parents for a while, and that I was staying here.

My parents, pushed past security and got me out. 

I went to court. 







Water loading before weighing. Ankle weights under track pants. 


AUDITIONING 


 I do believe there is a normal, and now I have a healthy approach. Although I do not occasional thoughts and constantly challenge them by doing the opposing, learning that an extra bite won’t kill me. 

It was a challenge i was lucky to do a cold turkey however the obsession with weigh and lows continued through my ballet career. Its an aesthetic sport after all. 


They bring you down to a number, nothing more than a number, and thats who you are. We were told the undsitry is cut throat, and that is an understatement. Often once reaching the professional levels, everyone is a good dancer and it could be ruled down to hair colour, eye colour or if you click with the director. The X factor was often talked about, people said I had it, and yet I still didn’t make it. 

ANO
I ran away from home prior to being hospitalised, I ran away to avoid the consequences of anorexia. I self-sabotaged. 
I did that as punishment because I thought I wasn’t perfect. (edit. I held myself to unattaibel standards of perfecttion, theme striving perfection, too high standards - the whole concept of setting standards high - don’t, caring compassion instead of indicifualsm interdpeendnece) I was fighting my body. Yet I didn’t need punishement, I needed compassion. 

My anorexia, a cry for control for the absence of love and support. 

Dance. 
Maybe I was just continue dance as a carry on from Anorexia. To beth i for some sort of control in this ever-changing world. 

(brain theme ill, how everything is connected, fascia, proprioception)
I can’t keep saying my brain is different, even though I think it is. But it was. Maybe its trauma? It is the trauma. 
And my brain was in survival mode with anorexia, it still worked very effectively, however was unsustaible. lIke being on drug, it gave you that extra precision for that time but has devastating health effffects. A pay ff I wasn’t fully informed of. 




[bookmark: _Toc6]London ENBS 

This was a wake up call. 


I moved overseas one week after my 17 birthday. 

My mother was meant to come with me overseas, although she fell ill a few days before my departure. I was in deliberation of wether to take the flight myself, or wait until my mother recovered. Life doesn’t wait for anyone, and being the ambitious young dancer I was, left leaving my family behind with my mother in hospital.

My first flight overseas by myself involved a decent amount of tears. I got lost in the strange phase you enter on long haul flights. I barely ate, and drunk a ton of water.

The flight was unremarkable, however I was held up at customs due to some reason I cannot recall. The director of my school, was called at some odd hours in the morning. Eventually I was let go, and made my way to my new home.

Queen Alexandra’s House.

I didn’t think much of it at the time, but looking back I can appreciate the beauty and the architecture of the building. I’ve seen all the top boarding houses in Sydney, and QAH tops on them all. And yet, people talk about them with such pride, pride that I never did. As it goes we tend to not appreciate our blessings in the present, only once they are gone do we truly appreciate it. 

My first year was a shocker! (call demelza / maeve)

I remember our teacher saying remarks such as “your breakfast is hanging out”, “you’ve been eating too much cake” we all just took it as normal, as part of the industry. 

DORCHESTER 
I was selected to have the main character role for the performance. It was a volunteer performance, and to think I actually didn’t put my name don during the second year baffles me to this day. I played a princess, and I was treated like one too! 

During my

Growing up fast 
I was the opposite as a child to normal societal expectations, where most would be drinking before they turned 18, I didn’t drunk until I was 20.

[bookmark: _Toc7]It’s all in your mind (gaslighting)

The teachers, the doctors thought I was lying they didn’t believe me and it hurt It really hurt. 

I was so hurt. Degraded. I put up with horrible moments because I thought it was acceptable. I felt that mistreatment was allowed to happen. Injustice of being ignored, abused, violated boundaries was allowed. I didn’t grant myself respect or cared about me enough to stand up and change. 

I put up with crap and thats not going to happen anymore. I care about myself enough to speak if something bothers. 

Let go. The time has come to move on and start a fresh. This is not permanent, this is just a change. Its inevitable. Letting go doesn’t mean it’s forever, if the time is right it’ll happen.


that there was a period of deep confusion, feeling of undervalued and underloved. I also couldn’t accept love because I didn’t think I was ‘good enough’ to deserve it. (theme edit book will i ever be good enough?_ Something was putting me back. I did automatically think the others were better than me. I was shy (more compassion empathy if you’ve been there of felt that). 


It took me several week to receive an MRI for my hip. I was repeatedly told that I would be fine, and that it was nothing major, to just keep dancing. I kept dancing to the point I couldn’t walk without limping. Another teacher came up to me one day and asked whiter I was ok? To my response, simply being “Yeah, its just my hip.”

There was a mdisconitnuty in the structure, with my physiotherapist telling me to sit out, and my dance teacher telling me to join in and mark. This was met with my pshyosoterhapst spying on me during class, and then calling me out. 

My story is not alone, the psychotherapist teaching for many years after several complaints. Another student was singled out of class, and weighed three times a day. 




Learning about the labral tear in anatomy class I remember against saying what I have the physiotherapist was in room and said no you don’t yours wasn’t that bad except on the report that’s what it says

As I learnt being believed to have an illness was a struggle. You had no say. 


I saw red s in the paper. I fit all the symptoms and I was sure almost all the dancers had this. It made everything seem real, that this wasn’t just all in the head, that there was an actual condition for the common side effects of being a dancer. It was something so common it’s taken for the norm. Almost surreal that the real world addresses this issue. It also made it seem like a problem, like something that needs to be fixed. Which clearly wasn’t the message getting communicated to the ballet industry.


I wasn’t the only one. 

Even after MRIs and doctors telling dancers they were injured, we were still told by teachers that we were fine and to continue danceing. 

That in some cases ur injury was all in your mine, despite the physical evidence of the MRI showing inflamation. 

I was told my hip was fine, and I should be able to dance. Even though I could barely walk, and doing so was with an unfortunate limp. It wasn’t until one of the older teachers asked whether I was ok, because I was walking down the corridor with a limp. I obbisouly said it was my hip, she just sighed like she has already heard about it. 
THe confusion within my body 

I was singled out at the Christmas showcase, my name was th only name written for my year as the standout. The journalist approached me after the concert to condemn me. She said “ your charisma’s, and stage perescene, will do you great serve in the future”. 

At showcases, concerts it was often for people to come up and single me out for my performance factor. This is what I believe gave me a full scholarship. 


SECOND YEAR

I came into the year, thinking I could do anything. I was feeling strong, and at the top not my game. I had a short bout of illness over the summer break (winter in Australia) and thought nothing of it. I was given a load of tablets, and I was fine, or so I thought. ION had been experiencing stomach issues and was disanogsed with helicopter pylori, h.pylori, which can stay in the system for several years and cause stomach ulcers. However, my mum was insistent it was self-inflicted, from brushing my teeth using tap water. However, I took the tablets, and I was dine.


It was around half term when things really started taking a downward turn. They say life is ups and downs and this sure is. I began having reflux every night. At first, it wasn’t much but then it slowly became Half a cup, then a full cup of relax, or mini vomits I used to call it. Everyone in the boarding house knew about it. Id be carrying around my plastic cup, and just casually puking each night. I couldn’t sustain it. I drank a large glass of milk each night, which somewhat eased it. I began developing these disgustedly potent farts, which were consistent, silent and deadly. At first, I could play dumb. But after several weeks, people started to pin it down to me. I started to get a bad rep, I was isolated. My friend suggested maybe it was the eggs, so I stopped eating eggs. No change happened. 

My stomach kept getting worse. I hate this gurgling sensation in my stomach all the time, the bile and acidity threatening to come up if I didn’t give it more food. So I ate more, I ate regularly. I consequently put on 5kgs in 5 weeks. And in the ballet world this is less than ideal. I was bloated, and looking like a balloon. My standing positions from the front line, gradually moved to the back line. And when the Christmas showcase came around, I had less than a featuring role. I was hiding away in the back corner, lucky to be seen. I wasn’t even meant to dance all the shows, but a wave of illness was going around and dancers were dropping like flies. I myself came prone to this illness, except unlike others, I refused to leave, my alternative was already out and I refused to let the team down. SOi I danced.


When I came home, I found out I had pneumonia and inlfuexa A. I was booked inf or endoscopy, which had to be delayed due to my illness. Iw as given another round of tables, and started to feel better after a week or so. I got the endoscopy done, not more glasses of milk each night, I was lactose intolerant. 

I lost all the weight within those three weeks over Christmas, and came back just as skinny as I arrived. I was back in shape, and ready to thrive. 

And as such, I did. My performance drastically improved, with my new and improved health, I practised additional exercises every night. People started to take notice, and that was not necessarily a good thing. My teacher singled me out every time, to give me corrections. Corrections were seen as a good thing, as desperate desire to be recognised and seen, and told that you’re doing something wrong, a desire to improve and be the best. However, not everyone got corrections, and in some waste I was seen as hugging the attention. People started say9ing sly comments :






THIRD YEAR 


I had to sign a contract. Not another one. A set of conditions to stay in a school. Not a company, a school. 
I could return dancing at the school once I was singed off from their chosen doctor. I had returned overseas with doctors reports from five different medical pracitoners I had been to in Australia, All denying my supposed bulimia and each identifying an issue that we had resolved. 
I ad a letter form the pshyooterhapist outlining my spinal compression, my nerve spasms, and tensions. I had a letter form a sports doctor outlining my chronic hyponetremia from excessive water, as well as being underweight and the plan to put on weight. I had a letter from my general practitioner outlining he’s history with me (since my mothers womb) and he’s involved in helping my health. A letter from a functional doctor, outlining my gut dyspiosos, HPA dysfunction and the treatment I had received. All explanation for what had happened, or so I thought. And yet, it still wasn’t enough.
I felt disheartened by the doctors. 

I had to sit and watch every class, whilst I was fit and healthy. Watching others chase and attain the dreams and goals I so desperately wanted. And so I rebelled, I did classes elsewhere, I didn’t sit and watch. I took every chance to dance, and went against the supposed contract. HOw could I stay at a school, which was taking away my dreams when they were supposed to help me achieve them? How could I let time slip by, when this was my year for audition rounds. They thought my time was worth being wasted. Four weeks went by and no change happened. I had been to the doctor of their choosing, who said this was all a big misunderstanding and that I should be able to dance. Except that wasn’t enough to warrant my return. I had to have another meeting with the board of directors, this time here it was to tell me I didn’t abide to the contract. I didn’t watch every class, and so they requested Ieave the school.

I travelled to Amsterdam where some of my fellow classmates already resided. They left at the beginning of the year due to the change of directors. He wasn’t pleasant to say the least, and as a testimony, he was kicked out the following year. Our year was the last to have him as third years. He left after our year wrote a group letter outlining different behaviours, and inapporiotate acts, everyone signed it, except one. One student didn’t sign it as she didn’t wish to ruin her chances of being accepted in the company. She was the one student who got in the company from my year she was the one student who is still there. Standing up, standing out, standing for what’s right why does it come at a. Cost ? 

I already had plans in place. But it still left me wondering why they so willingly got rid of me. My mum said it was because I was the only student on a full scholarship. Another said that its because Im a cracked egg. But another would be is that I was a liability, they hadn’t received their return in investment, and doubted they ever would. They. Had lost hoped in me. 




I was told I had bulimia. 

They say you’re family, but never once we truly felt it. We were all ‘friends’ but when push came to shove, no one really was your friend. Because at the end there was only one spot of the primer ballerina. Yes, we all work together to create a ballet, but only one gets the solo roles. And so, at my worst, I discovered who my true friends were and who were willing to lie and backstab in order to get ahead.

Unfortunately I realised how mean people truly can be. My naivety got the worst of me. I was always one of those gullible people who turned my head whenever someone said look over there it says something absurd. And so when I was at my worst, when I was at my weakest and I was unable to stand up for myself, others did, in the worst possible way.

It was on the third tour, every one was falling ill. I had been going for three weekends straight and was feeling consistently ‘off’. I knew I needed to go and see a doctor, but I had no time. During the weekdays I was dancing all day, and on the weekends I was away on tour - dancing yet again. My health was plummeting and it was taking over my dancing career.

Other dancers sniggered behind my back thinking what’s wrong with her. My brain fog ? Illness ? 


[bookmark: _Toc8]Amsterdam 

yikes patterns repeating


At first, it was great. But then I slowly realised I was back to the start, a small fish in a big pond. Having to prove my worth to another board of directors, to say I was enough. I wasn’t allowed to audition, and was put with the youngest age group. In some sense it was humiliating, but I refused to say anything and just accepted the blame, excepted the toll. 

[bookmark: _Toc9]Home 
who am I?

[bookmark: _Toc10]Healing 
healing 


[bookmark: _Toc11]Background ballet diaries 
There was blue skies rarely, endless grey grey grey grey days. It become quite the routine, get up in the dark, come home in the dark. And if your lucky, your able to witness the sky turn from black to grey and black again. On the very rare occasion it may even snow, rarely is emphasised.

There were also options on the route to and from school, so many options. But in order to succeed it was my duty to calculate the fastest most efficient route in every aspect. Walking half way turned to be the trick, walked to a certain bus stop meant you missed the busy traffic, avoided taking a second bus which was alsmot always late, or just never showed up. You also gained in additional exercise (not that it was needed) but it could be considered cross-training an ‘essential’ part in a dancers routine. Looking back, I think sleep and naps should be a part of every dancers cross-training routine. Looking, I argue that majority of teenager would gladly agree with me here. But let me tell you, dancers are another series, they are mental nutcases. Well, don’t take it personally most mom them mature and establish a more balanced routine// most of them. 


It wasn’t even as though it was an option. Dancing was neccessity, like a drug. 


Dancing makes everything better if you immerse yourself. Its hat I loved to do, as it hat my soul desired - at least thats what I thought. Completely connected to the music the sensation engages the entire body, like electicity. The sensation is so strong, the thought of not bing able to dance is like dying. 


Dance is an entirely knew world 
3/9/18
How to thrive and not survive

6/9/18
What to do? School sends letter saying I can’t dance

9/9/18
Why I can’t dance
Why physio diagnosis of bullima
Why physio talk about me to others
Why so hard to communicate


16/10/18
Things that scare me
Sleepovers
Going out with other people
Unknown

RBMR
60
60
60
59
59
59
59



4/10/18 
I want to quit 



I was just recovering from an emotional turmoil. I had left my school in London and as moving to Amsterdam. 
Note to self: I was in Amsterdam by then, my brain has been fumbling since the accident earlier in the year. I do release the date is in November yet it’s December.. there are multiple times through my writing. Already signs of my worry causing detriment to my beleif.

7/11/18
Can’t believe its already December life has been a whirlwind. I really ama  terrible worrier. I tank now I have it back on track and the realisation that this maybe my final year. If I get a job.. Im meant to dace, if not then Plan B better come. Im glad I’m giving it a year to actually dayton as then Ive given it a shot. Once more year is nothing in the picture. Its go hard or go home. One final year or more..? 





10/11/18 (yes, still writing a november date)
Mental health rapid downfall. Went home on Friday and didn’t go to dancing today. Instead I wondered around Amsterdam sampling cheese, taking photos and looking like a random strange kid. 
(I still kind of had the ballet prepubescent body look, so have been mistaken for a child. Once my boobs got bigger that was no longer the case. At the time they were a size B, and already the largest at my school in London.) 
So what went wrong? why did this happen? (i really did try to find a solution, but this would take a lot of unpacking which I didn’t have th emenal capacity to comprehend).
Im very conflicted with two ideas but I don’t know which to choose, or which one is me. The overthinking drives my brain insane. Im nt too sure what to do. Google it. De - stress. (a bit hard when my body was in a constant fight and flight response), The USA.? I enjoy eating cheese (even thought Im lactose intolerant.) I do not enjoy getting out of bed when Im tired. (My body was in shutdown). Dancing has to be worth sacrificing for, maybe because I haven’t had the chance to dane - well I have but I haven’t been emotionally invested. Why? Because I know hen I do, good stuff will happen. So what I waiting for? AM I afraid, scared - yes! Probably because I afraid of wha Ive got to loose, Im thinking about so many other things that its hard to just enjoy. For example; feet, shoulder, lifting up.. Maybe it would happen if I just performed? usually does. 


Worried, anxious, and all of it 

12/11/18
11 something pm, should be asleep but writing down thoughts because I can’t sleep. I’m getting worried as I realise I don’t have the best facility for ballet . Although my feet have improved and my legs have changed, I’m still not quite there yet. I definitely have a better understanding of my body. I will get a job - I must - so I continue dance - pretty much dancing for my life, like Gisele. I need to prove many people wrong and defy the odds. 

Anyway sleep time - how cool would it be to be redhead, or taller, or have gorgeous feet. Maybe I’m just picturing these things as the girl who is the ‘favourite’ at the moment has al these characteristics. Makes me wonder how we want to look like the people we idolise. Well, I’m not perfect, perfection doesn’t exist, but I can strive for it and become closer to it. Just need to keep going. Maybe one day I’ll live in USA, Canada who knows? NYC? Hope my family is well. Also I really want a dog. Almost finish my stomach tablets, and yet I still have some flare ups. 

12/11/18 - dream that I was on holidays with my family, I heard the words “You’ve got to do what is right for you”


13/11
10pm roommate on the phone talking again - nice and noisy. Did some back exercises this evening! Stomach hasn’t been too good. I think I need more fibre. I’ve been having a lot of dairy which probably isn’t good, since I’m lactose intolerant. Tomorrow I’ll try to eat less more dairy and more veggies! Probably have to buy some more and prep the vegetables for next week. I actually like eating dinner. I’m quite tired today, a bit fogy.

14/11
It’s Wednesday, and I’ve stuck to my plan. Contacted someone, wrote my thoughts down, done back exercises, and have put my legs up - vertical to drain the blood from the legs. I think I’ve finally gotten into a good routine . It feels good to be in some sort of routine after being out of one for so long, and I seem to crave routine. 
We start 30 minutes earlier tomorrow and I need to prepare myself. 
Food wise it has been ok, I finish tablets soon, but home soon too. Tomorrow I’ll try and have a proper meal and plan food for the weekend. I have pasta to use up. 
Dancing is going well, I think I was scared I wasn’t going to make it, to give up, but I know to take the risk. I’m praying and working smart so hopefully I’ll get a job, otherwise home it is - go hard or go home. I really need to work on feet, straight knees, shoulders open, and not changing it for difficult steps, especially pirouettes on pointe. Being aware of posture may help with that. So much to work on, I need a good brain. Sardines tomorrow? Anyway must sleep. 

15/11
Tired. Reflux is worse. Did some back exercises not much. Just want to sleep in. Starting at 9:30am isn’t good, especially as you need to get there 30 - 60 minutes before hand to properly warm up and do exercises. Hopefully on Saturday we start later - well we should. So I’m looking forward to the weekend. I need to book flights, clean, laundry, grocery shop. Thinking of going to London next weekend as I need shoes and it’s cheaper there as there is a discount. Also I can catch up with friends. I also need do a list of ballet companies I’d like to audition for along with the deadlines of accpeting videos. Anyway I’m craving sweets a lot, which is probably not good. I need greens. A friend was saying how another girl from the class had anorexia, maybe I have orothexia. 

Dream
Scorpion taking and starving people
Went away undercover
Monkey staff then reborn 

Analysis scorpions mean you should take  are of your life as a dark force approaching, and monkeys mean that you will get sick soon. My stomach was getting increasingly worse. 

I had eating disorder which only admitted at 21.

16/11
It’s Friday! I caught up with some friends. Haven’t seen one of them in years! So good to finally see them. But my stomach has been bad and don’t know why..? Really should keep a food journal .. next weeks goal? Also I think having the seeds that I stopped helped, maybe thats why. Tomorrow there is a performance, and we start at 11 - Yay! I need to organise makeup, hair, food, earrings. So looking forward to a two day weekend, I feel my stamina has plummeted along with technique. Tomorrow I’ll try harder in class to maintain. I’m actually worried about jobs, as there are so many beautiful dancers! It really is right place right time. What will be will be, everything happens for a reason. I hope I get a job but if not, it’s not the end of the world. Be honest and true.

Already working too hard..focused externally not internally.


Imposter syndrome. Basically I was in this new place to rain, and was told the if you weren’t here for the right intentions people could tell and you would leave. I never felt like a truly beloged, and the sense of my spark for ballet had faded. 

18/11/18 Dream that  my child hood friend was getting married with pretty pink flower trees in background. The lake had gorgeous sunset, and then the water moved and these blocks came up for kids to play on. 
^ Indicating a desire fr another life 

19/11/18
Ate way too much this weekend. Feel sick, boobs hurt. Not long till I go home, going to start using up food. I need to eat less yoghurt. Next weekend more of a plan, so Im productive and good sleep. Its 11:30pm now. Only going to write short entry as I need to work out my goals for the week. Dreams have been quite cool and vivid. Need to book flight to london, but so expensive, and annoying, and cpnfusing. Binge watching Riverdale, almost finished an entire season in two days! Thats bad. Not sure whether I’ll make it as a dancer, but at least Im giving it a go. Learning and having fun, education can always come later. Travel and experiences are worth way more. YOLO. So may as well do something fun, and yes Ive been having a great time. Onto auditions, I need to fix shoulders. Excited for this week. Need to speak about bank and city living thing.. Can’t wait to get back into the swing of things. Oh and I cut my finger with a knife. Whoops (my finger still has a scar. I recall it didn’t stop bleeding for hours. 

(small details such as past time, preempted my departure from ballet)



20/11
First time having two hour class in just over a week, I died. Hopefully all get in shape soon. I’m really happy with life at the moment. Pretty small signs happen, But Im very strong and overall grateful. My roommate is so nice and I think we’ll be friends for a long time… well I hope. I enjoyed learning the Sleeping Beauty pas de deux - dream to perform one day. Also been binge watching Riverdale again - hello hormones! Im quite proud of what I’ve achieved. Not too concerned about auditions and DVD yet But will start thinking about it in Devember. Maybe on Saturday I do some trial videos… Also black friday this friday.. maybe the yoghurt machone. Also need to speak to the teacher about the city bank travel thing.. We have the director of class tomorrow, lots of hairspray needed. Im excited to see everyone in London nd do class with a particular teacher, hopefully she can see the imrpovement. Im going to go home soon, and should start organising cath up with everyone. Very lucky today, I actually tapped onto the tram (I usually dont) and the police where checking the cards - luck on my sde. 

Goals:
Keep writing in journal
relax shellers in class
try not to overate 

21/11
Time flies almost christmas, than New Years, this year has flown by. Full circle really, having a pandescopy again.. and going home. But its not a reflection of the year yet. Still have just over a month, and so much can happen, and change, hopefully for the better. I enjoy going to sleep now, as I have plenty to dream about. One day on the royal opera house stage - that would be incredible. Now I just have to work hard. I think I need to try more and focus on obvious such as stretched feet and supporting legs, oh and turnout, shoulders.. the list goes on. It’s strange as I don’t have a set goal career path, just going with the flow. Working hard (I need to work harder) - be smart you know whats right so do it. Your body can do anything if you put your mind to it. Like a computer program, say whats needs to be done and do it. Two days left of this week!

(mourn the loss of dreams, along with all the others.. unrealistic or not..? when to let go..?) (computer theory starting ) (working smart not hard)

(pre tempting bad..?)


22/11
Tomorrow is Friday. Surprising feel as though I haven’t improved much this week. Need serious work on batterie. My roommate talked about the french schooling system, it was very interesting to learn her perspective, experience the french way of ballet. I wonder if I still will have a growth spurt. This tummy thing really needs to sort itself out. Shoulders are much better, legs and feet need work. When I get nervous don’t lose the floor, need to use it more when nervous. Tomorrow try to think of legs like arms, makes more sense. Maybe feet exercises at night? Plan next week, and next weekend London! Saturday maybe filling, and of course washing - need to do it all! 

(power of conscious mind, work, ned to work smarter is working more consciously being aware) 
havent had a growth spurt
entering of gravity, breathing deep and using the floor
lowering centre of gravity 

Dream 23/11
Gravity tablets that brings everything together
Wanted to loose weight

24/11 
Enjoying tofu and rice, well like a rice all. Not sure whether Ive improved or simply not good enough. Either forgot my name or Im moving up. Sadly I think they forgot my name. If all goes well and I get  job I have knowing I tried, and that th universe believes I should continue pursing ballet as it would bring joy to others. I will always love dancing and it will forever be apart of me. If I don't get a job maybe a one way taker to the United States of America and see what happens. Also I vent had rice in a really long time - it tastes good. We are doing secret santa here, I don’t live in a very touristy area so not many nice markets / shops. The only thing I can think of getting from Amsterdam is cheese. Its not like london. And I’m no prodigy ballet dancer. 


didn’t believe in myself so how could anyone else, or he universe believe in me
purpose or passion, was to bring joy/uhappiness / light
surprising not weed, you want what you can’t have 


Dream 26/11
Dancing concert 
free food on the side like a grocery store
Driving car with family along the street of old home was
a lot of birds 

27/11/18
Been a few days. Can’t believe almost Decmeer, a year goes by so fast, it feels like yesterday I was at home for Chrismtas. SO much has happened, I’ve learnt so much, it feels weird. Interesting hearing my roommates experience with her whole dance story. Make me realise how strong and stubborn I’ve been with all my health battles. It really proves how stubborn and how much I love to dance. I will always love it, now its whether I’m going to fight for it. But I don’t want to fight, anymore, so Im trying something new. No fighting, working smart, and intelligently and just going to see what happens. My tummy inset as bad today, probably because I didn’t have any raw vegetab;es/ Maybe low for map is th way to go. We will see… So feet - much better. Still need to work more on upper body in class, and feet placement. I think one I do that an wear frees againit;;; be much better. Also need to somehow arrange photos to send to that ballet omapny. They need people at the perfect time it’s in london and performing at the Royal Albert Hall 0 that would be betfect! I really hope I get it as I want to do it so bad.  I guess this ives me agoal o work toward and making every step perfect so I can get the job. Maybe start wearing fake arches again. Also really need to work on return turnout, feet and houlders. Forever my feet. Tomorrow we have contemporary workshop. Should ve fun and itneresing. Need to go to bed as its already 11. 


I never sent photos off or never auditioned, I was told I wasn’t ready and should audition
I later learnt that the director said the same to another dancer, who still went to do the auditon, and ended up getting the role
I realise Ive been told before not to auditions things as the teacher didn’t think I was ready and ended up getting the role, for example the Australian Ballets the Nutcracker. I also had parental support at the time so I did have an advocate at the time. When I was overseas in Amsterdam I had started developing my voice when being confronted with the directors in Lodnond, but still hadn’t developed it enough to stand up for what I really want
Seems to my a reoccurring theme of having to prove myself or being undervalued wiht authority - brepahs stems from childhoood. Always the youngest never good enough.. 


didn’t have enough self confidence as there were always things wrongs
exemplifying into never good enough
mid 2020 when I finally thought I was good enough to be a dancer, that I was actually good. It was an epiphany moment. Being told that you’re constantly not good or enough. Or that you are almost meant for academics and not ballet.. etc. 


4/12/18
First time writing in my journal since November. I’m definitely in need of a break. So hard to see improvement when there are so many thing to fix. I can’t keep my focus on my entire body at once. As soon as I concentrate on my feet, my back starts to slouch every so slightly. Say main corrections this week are that my feet need to pointe more and I need to cross my fifth more. 

I’m more worried about placement of my torso and pelvis as that affects muscles in my leg. Because I can’t possibly overdevelop any more of those ‘unwanted’ leg muscles. My thighs are already big enough! So I need to cement better’ posture. I think it’s getting better, hips forwards, tailbone down, body over. I’ll get there. Well I better… I think it’ll help practising in pointe shoes. 

Eventually I need to do an audition video. I’ve found that listening to songs by the pianist at my school in London, it’s somewhat comforting. I know all the teachers say I’m weak, well no matter what I do I always seem to be weak. Something to do with stomach maybe, oh well. Keep going. Hate feet. Cant write anymore. Cant wait to go home. 

quite condescending being kept i the younger kids class, esepcily when I ad done so many more avncaned step. I know the understanding o the basics, the understandings of basic technique so I persisted and stayed in the younger kids class. Whether this was right probably not. Despite it being somewhat humiliating it was quite humbling and battering for the ego. (saturn square venus). Especially as one of the girls was watching me have a private coaching with a former provinapl dancer of the Royal Ballet at the Royal Opera House less that a year before. 
I couldn’t progress forward only progress on the basics. To do so, I remained quite internal, and tried to focus onme. Yet this left the teachers ignoring me. There was definitely a miscommunication in alignment and values, and a need for both of us to be attuned. 
- Being weak started, well I dsitnicly remember a change after Easter 2017. Thats when everything really took a turn downhill. I remember finding the plate class so diffuclt, and I used to find it so easy. When I was at my school in Sydney I remember it was known as a bad sign to be told you were a strong looking dancer, because that implied you had over developed your muscles. And no dancer wanted that. The ideal body shape was one of a prebuscent body. 
Haters against own body. 




7/12/18
Been eating way too much cheese.. whoops oh well. Must have some benefits, right? Dinner tiny bit of vegetables, cheese and yoghurt. Net week I’ll increase but also cook cauliflower and more vegetables. I swear cheese is addictive. What can you do. Morning classes aren’t good but I suppose I haven’t really been focusing. Home next week.. need to pack. Gone so fast, Ive kind of improved but it’s more mindset really my stomach hiding me back. Although Im not doing such a great job eating cheese for dinner. Need to be precise and lifted next week. As well as roundness and expansion in arms with relaxed rib cage. Maybe breathing exerceses. If i up for it, city exploration tomorrow otherwise home. 




9/12
Such a dun time last nigh.. eating a plate of greens currently, need to thing how my image is. Need to go and speak to the director, especially about auditions. Also don’t come off as cold, especially when your scared to be vulnerable or allow your happiness to shine

scared to be vulenearble.. weakness… show the true you, they cn now take advantage of you. 

10/11 (yes, I know it’s 10/12, but I still wote 10/11)
Last monday of 2018 in Amerstam - yay! Class went well, today less food..? Started doing maths problems and sudoku on the weekedn, it made me realise I strangely miss maths. I also miss SIlence, which is hard when you have a roomate. Corrections for feet. They’re doing something when I jump.. sickling? Need to work on. This time in a week Ill be put to sleep by anaesthesia and having a camera up my bum and down my throat - yay!I think I possibly bloated a bit but not too bad thanks to laxatives. I need to take lithium and zinc. Not sure how I’m going to lie about energy tablets when home. Try to think of second toe alignment up the leg tomorrow. Last week, on plane soon.


despite being ‘recovered’ from an eating disorder you can see how much of your life still revolves around food especially as a ballet dancer. Predominatley as its an asthic sport and so much emphasis is placed o how you look. The saying you are what you eat rings true. 
Last pandescopy last year I found I was extremely constipated and prescribed multiple laxatives. I was told to take them whenever I felt constipated. It wasn’t a wise thing to say to a former anorexic and ballet dancer, but thankful I never abused them as I was ind of weary of long term consequences. I realised I needed a heck up when I had put on roughly 5kg in around 2 months.
Lihium I realise is a drug for bipolar, I probably showed symptoms but never have been diagnosed. My naturopath performed a hair mineral anyalis earlier in the year and found I had no lithium which he found suprising as it corresponded with mood disroders. I probably had one at the time. thankfully was only on a small dose.
The energy tablets I didn’t wan to take as they smelt and tasted so bad. Even though they were meant to help with energy. Id only take them i I was desperate, and by desperate I mean at the collapsing stage again. And I wasn’t. 
Common theme of hiding things I didn’t want to ake, like hiding door in anoreixa, Denial and wanting to take control


12/12/18
Today tough
I hate christiane
Humiliated me persecution or whatever put me to shame
Ugh I hate everyone!!
Ribs hurt in Getronics
What’s the point. Of trying nothing if they don’t see improvement. Life is poo..
I’ve been trying so hard and damm 
Maybe read horoscope 
See what’s happening today
Maybe bad day today for several people I know for Charlie it was 
Never mind maybe the name so something good friends always with a Charles
That means no to wolf ugh never mind
Just because you have a crush on soemone doesn’t mean they like you back. 

16/12/18
Not bothered to get our notebook so here it goes. Weird omg away. Can’t believe I’m heading back to Australia after a whirlwind. It’s been forever. So much has happened and changed. I fly in and out of Amsterdam for starters. I’m a bit lost in my mind. They’re going around taking Polaroids shame my mum and the rest of the family aren’t here. Still not sure if here I’m exactly heading back I’ve got to get back on track. It feels weird. All about finding myself. On plane tummy feels so weird maybe plane is good for it. Gravity helping to pass stools. I think it’ll be good to see Lisa and find out about nerve pains and core musvkesx. Just me or it’s so hot on the plane. I’m loving this low residue diet it pretty much is only unhealthy food it’s kind of hard as I can’t fully appreciate it as on a plane. I’ll only get one meal before fast but I think I’ll be ready for that. Exit row is fresh but screens down is bad. Maybe next flight will be different. Plane is good to pop pimples. Must do later. Tummy so annoying. Ugh, I think bring home will make me see how dancing goes and where I want to be. See what happened don’t force anything follow your bliss. And try and do some exercises so it’s not so hard when you get back as your are going back. Can’t believe I’m actually sweating on place. Get some few sleeps as I can’t have tc yet or put chair back. I miss everyone already. I had a great time there. Buy concerto 
Piano concerto 
Pizza 

5/1/19
I know I said I didn’t want to fight but 2019 the year I will fight more or at least try maybe not fight as it’s too aggressive but care or passion
Or hungrier 
Well I am physically now emotionally as well


17/1/19
Feet lifted  from pointe 
Lifted spine espieclaly on pointe to get up 
Relax neck 
Lower back in fouettes relax neck and shoulders
Bum out and over feet 

Daphnia nutriaitinnsit
Pilates
Women’s only gym 
Ms Traynor’s motivation quotes 

Only for ladies 
And sports world 


7/2/19
developed to side square hips barre side up even 
Lifting on the standing leg not sitting leg
Upper back forward and broad shoulder 
Retire to the side turned out lower leg 


12/2/19
We all be some stars when we die universe expanding we are expanding 

14/5/19
Home
We are going to spend too much
Can go out later 
Cash
Still money
And I’m getting hungry
So we should go home and eat
And go for a 
Otherwise we will buy a cake
I don’t need a cake don’t try to make me fatter your not fat

But I’m hungry
Well then let’s go home and eat

Convo with mum whilst she’s talking to Greta 


Does everyone have a burnout 

App that lets you know when you arrive at stop like an alarm 
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10/12/19
Dream
Everyone in the class had to perform dance routines one by one, I was panicking. 

11/12 /19
Dream
I was driving but everyone was going in the other direction. There was a missing young teenaged girl, with two younger children who were with an older man. Something about people ageing drastically in a movie.

19/12/19
Was going to a dance rehearsal in a park. 

27/1/19
A little boy was left after his own after his father died. He had large blue robot looking eyes. 

7/2/19
Fell asleep in bath tub woke up next day to do class running late

9/2/19
At a market in Amsterdam. A young child went up to a cage with a baby chicken. They took an egg from the cage, cracked it opened and out came a baby chicken. They then strangled and killed the baby chicken.

7/4/19
Elephant walked through a secret wall, it also then flew us around carrying a golden carriage. 

8/4/19
Two people that resembled my interpretation of Adam and Eve with a tree that resembled the tree of knowledge. They had a very bright a voice, which reminded of an angle. They said “how are you going to escape when night comes and predators come.” I replied that I would change the environment. A thick red vertical line appeared on there foreheads, they had bright naturally looking green eyes, almost reptilian looking. Like a snake. 

10/4/19
There was a lady with who ran a boarding house and was minding children. She created sweetest with a drug, everyone but six are dead within 72 hours. It tasked like a very sour berry. 

19/4/19
Something that resembles a vampire cat, it ate fish, spiders and tried to eat me. It could change forms between a human looking vampire and a cat. As a vampire it could eat the fish and I. As I cat it could only eat the spider. The vampire changed to a cat once it became very upset.

25/4/19 - life hasn’t been fair so want a reason to have ‘jail-free’



4/6/19 DREAM
People swinging across monkey bars that were on the top of tree branches. 

19/6/19
Stray house in somewhere in France or another place near the coast. I had powers to move things into any picture I want. Another girl had the power of telekinesis. 



DREAM
19/4/20
I had sat down early and so was told that Karma was coming in, I outdent see and almost started crying, no one seemed to really notice. 

28/4/20
Huge strom, and powerlines gone.

18/6/20
Stuck in a train that breaks down. We go down a hill and eventually back to where we need.
Germans had a thing or discrimination towards white people. 

23/6/20
Around a table of family verrodome dimme dimme 
Verto or vero aka glass open or truth domè or dome then two dimmè dimè






Human nature - lie / truth 






[bookmark: _Toc13]Truth 
The truth is painful, 
its avoided for a reason
hiding in plain sight
oblivious to its ramifications

The truth will set you free
so they say, but what they don’t
is that the truth will unleash
a sensation inside, so powerful
its enough to cry

as much as you try to shadow the truth 
the brilliant light will shine at nigh
hold it closer, and bring it closer
to love it from within and let it guide

The teachers, the doctors thought I was lying. They didn’t believe me and it really hurt. 



I was pursuing a sport which required you to create aesthetically pleasing lines, and quit that because shit happened. 

My sister believes I just quit things when it gets to hard

My mum believes we’ll she’s lost hope _ don’t know what your doing, you’ll all over the place, I’m genuinely concerned, ou need to get your shit together. Its fine she’s concerned but its the fa
and that shit arts
they take it back as soon as you confront them but.. fuck it hurts. \i feel as hough sometimes I’m a lost cause a pity case, and my beauty my ability to attract a partner may be may not hope. Vecayse un seruiyskt styggkug ti ruse yo grin the ashes and I done know whether I can. 




stockholm syndrome, identifying with capture, power dynamics in relationships change. Such as in, male dominance, people - why. To survive, imitations


pretty privilege - beauty obsession, and 

 I never thought I was pretty, until I was repeatedly told I was. It’s remarkable how our external world influences our internal world. 



More human more emotions less likely and less prospected in society. 



human beings are suffering, you can’t erase an aspect of the human experience. 


it’s not enough to simple be good in a world that could propagating both good and bad. You need to be bad to succeed, evil to win.  Good to fall into the wraths of evil/   




[bookmark: _Toc14]Identity / mask /facade/ who am I? 

A version of your identity thats formed just as much through pain as it is though love. 

It would be heartbreaking to leave but also to stay. Torn between fiction and non-fiction, reality and fantasy. Not ever consolidating or recognising either side, one cannot possibly continue to live with sanity. Temporary moments are gained by wearing a mask. Overtime you forget and it’ll be sealed to your face, a protective armour you forget to take off. As a result you’ll become a hybrid creature, colder, harsher and ignorant to who you were before you put on a mask. I cant imagine what it would be like, except I’ve already put on my mask. And I’m slowly forgetting who I was before.

Now, I realise I do not know which part is true, which is a lie. It has been so long that I do not know when I’m pretending, adapting for survival, or just being me.

I find it hard to identify who am I, because isn’t one inevitably always naturally changing, adapting, and evolving? 




So much of ones identity is easily categorised by who they are in relation to other people, or what they do. My identity was focused entirely on being a dancer. That was who I was and without it, it seemed as though a layer of skin had been ripped off. I was left raw, confused, and yet to be moulded.

There was something liberating yet equally daunting about the idea of rebirthing.  Creating my identity from scratch, at age 20. Ideally creating an identity shaped entirely on who I am at the core, so that it remains stable despite external changes. 

Sometimes the truth is so shrouded that it needs to be spoken in black and white to reveal the horrid extent of suffering it may be causing. I only realised how bad the ‘dance world’ was and is, once I stepped away from it. I can’t exactly step away from the ‘normal world’ or can I?



10/10/20
Dream - In Paris roaming the streets eating nice food and asking for the Aldi where it was


Is maturity just a mask, a term adults are accustomed to, to announce their status of moral superiority. To rectify the death of childish intentions, and forever mourn the grief with ignorance. Ignorantly ignoring the death, and continually drowning and numbing the mind? Facing the coldness and harshness of this world and living anyway,

Once you know the answers, which are most likely more questions. It only guarantees endless curiosity at which is just as much bad as good. 

My goal has been to acquire some sort of sanity. The path isn’t always straight. As time slows, I become distracted and realise all things I’m doing wrong. I cant bear to live with myself. Somehow people live with their past, potential by becoming so busy they forget it.

My identity I gained was taken away. I took it away. I took it away as I got hurt. I’m painting a mask to continue and each time I shed a lie it hurts a little less. Slowly I’m becoming Immune to the self inflicted atrocities. 


 (nawar theme chamelon, adaption, fitting in survival potentially witches). 
(maturity - good vs wrong - moral code - identity - belonging) 



7/7/20
Today I realise I’ve become much more than ‘the ballerina’ as I continue to form, I realise there is so much more to life yet to discover and today I’m somewhat hopeful for it. I can’t vouch tomorrow I’ll feel the same. 

I wouldn’t wish my experiences on anyone, But I’ve certainly grown a lot. Without those traumatic experiences I wouldn’t have grown. I think I’m even somewhat grateful for them.


Without dance - who am I? I’ve always loved dance, and fully committed at 10 years old to pursue it professionally. My entire life revolved around dance, and everything was purposefully enhancing my career development. I  feel as though I've completed my career and now ready for the next phase, I don’t want to have to forge out another career! I feel old in a young person's body. I wish there was a magic wand. I always remember my first ballet teacher said; ‘one day, it will all just click’ I'm still waiting for that day. 


From a young age I never talked, my sister did it for me. I gained the nickname of Bombala from the adults, and Chipmunk from my cousins. Carefully leading a double life from a young age. Also being the one who always smiles, just sitting politely and not saying a word. If i wanted something, I would consult with my trusted ‘advisor’ also known as my sister. She would speak soon my behalf, and advocate my desires. To say I was shy would be an understatement. I wouldn’t even say boo for any discomfort, and had a habit of absorbing pain just to keep the peace. (follow through in marble journal) 


9/4/21
Dance has and will always be apart of my life. 

You don’t take the dancer out of the person. And as much as I believed it was taken out of me, theres moments it’s still there.

Theres an enmeshment that occurs in dance, intoxicating but respected. The dancer is known as a dancer and that is all. I find some brave enough to try and be something other than a dancer as well, but I never did. There was dance at that was all. We literally eat, breathe sleeper dance. There was a saying ballet before breathing. Comical at the time, but it simply reflects the entrainment of the dance culture. 

Like most specialties there is the competition to be the best, to win to succeed.
I understand the benefits of doing so (lobster experiment) 
But at what cost?

Dancers are another species 

[bookmark: _Toc15]Ballet diaries 




Dancing world 

ARTISTS
The lonely up and writing
4am on a Wednesday
Prancing around they room
looking like complete lunatics
to the outside world

the lonely they are not
they are the creatives, artists
in their natural habitats 
inspiring the world,
in there own bizarre ways

The creatives, peculiar creatures
rarely form a routine
consistency is fatal
the killer to spontaneity
the thief of innovation

a balance is required
however they much prefer to room freely about
in their own world
completely oblivious to matter around
perhaps thats crafting their auspicious look


14/3/21
I saw RED-S a term used to describe common issues in female dancers, it makes me feel quite distraught. Seeing it in the newspaper, a regular newspaper makes it seem more ‘real and normal’ rather than just in the ballet world. The normalisation of this issue validates the issue? It’s a lot to take in, knowing I was one of these people. Even though I never received a diagnoses at the time. It’s a good thing know I’m not alone, and that there is others out there. 
You can’t have it all, you just can’t. 


Dancers are another species, referred to as the messengers of God. 
They truly express their inner emotions.
 I seek, I need to find a way to create a way to express to create. Dance filled that endless void, I knew I couldn’t live without it. It was my hope, my only hope that pulled me through the thick and thin of times. That feeling, that indescribable feeling for a fleeting moment and a lifetime of endless devotion. I forced myself to live without it, and with no replacements. It was a spiral waiting to happen, and it did happen. The longer I abstained, the further I went, but it was already too late for that. You see, I am extremely stubborn, dancers alike. Stubborn to the bone, a trait I presume came  from my father. And I didn't quite spiral, perhaps plummeted to the bottom and once I hit the ground I shattered into millions of pieces. If something else was to happen,, those pieces would’ve been squished and squashed and I don’t know if I would ever come back together.
 Thankfully they haven’t yet. 
 Once they shattered I felt I was broken, even them coming together seems like a futile endeavour, one that I must endure. I often question why, and why?? Too many whys? probably not good for anyone. A wise fable “why is it so/“ a motto my grandfather instilled in , brought out my inner desire to question the intiricites of my life and the world. To exam all aspects and consider from all angles, something we lack in society on a day to day basis as we are forever rushing longing looking out without really asking why? If we considered this simple question, then perhaps we wouldn't always be in such a predicament. 

CUT
Despite this, it is imperative to note that you must consider all sides, for once you make an opinion, generally people are pretty set and won’t budge. Another wise old saying, forever relevant, “know your need better…” although not to say th eopposing sides are your enemies but seek to understand before anyone attempt to kill. Because once you underdta,d really understand people will see we are all on the same side, irrespective of what some may think and how societted have fallen apart been brought together. Yes this is a very unrealistic persepcitve, and one that I deem impossible toa chiveve. As there is a failure in society for humanity to question things, regardless only so few take up this task, or consume their lives to questioning it’s greatly difficult yet so necessary. We are also succumb to Bias.. 
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The burning desire inside of you
itching at the soul
restless, hungry 
constantly wanting more
from life, from you

almost impossible to ignore
but never forgotten
for that burning flame
will cease to exist

Never forget 


I yearn to read, to read to grow
but most of all I leap for dance,
the burning desire I oce contained
entrottled with trauma
the trauma of life
captured with illness
endangered no less
a tortured soul
looking for more
a call for help
to settle it all
to the way it was
at the very beginning

Not everything can give you a warm hug, but some things just make your heart tear open and you can do nothing else except feel. Violin music does that for me. It creates the incisions that allows all my emotions to pour. I can direct them in any given direction. A sort of relief, almost freedom comes from this cathartic experience - the purging of the emotions. Ive put too much of a wall up for them to release without the aid of music. Music is the instrument that allows me to breathe. It literally compels you to feel, and resisting does not justice. 



passion is about finding something your good at being the best so you can negotiate the things you want - caleb someone
passion and obsession 



passion what it is 
Find a job you love.
You'll never work a day of your life.

My infatuation / addiction with dance cleverly combined with never feeling food enough. 


Dance - made me feel alive, escpaism, flow lost in the moment, thrill, bliss, tranportation, 
[bookmark: _Toc17]Turning pointe
[bookmark: _Toc18]I knew I could not continue living this way.

[bookmark: _Toc19]Later realising these heat breathing may also be part ANXIETY
[bookmark: _Toc20]stomach and everything rules to anxiety / fight or flight breath!!!!!


[bookmark: _Toc21]Obsession/ addiction 
I loved every bit of it, to the point of almost obsession, an addiction. 

But when it came to the point that my health was deteriorating, I could not keep moving forward. 

Everything has a price to pay, but when the price becomes too high, you need to step away. 

Wake up call that some things needed to change. I did a cold turkey approach, which I'm not sure is the best option, but was the only probable solution to maintain sanity. And so, It took a while, but slowly I've started to regain my love for a faded passion. 

It was an emotional outlet as well as a physical sport. I enjoyed pushing my body to the extremes, testing the limits. I enjoyed it all, until I actually discovered my limits. I’ve now done a complete pendulum swing to the other direction and have temporarily lost all physicality I once had. 


[bookmark: _Toc22]9/11/20
I feel guilty about dancing for the sake of dancing. I know it's a source of joy but in someways I’m torturing myself as each time I'm reminded by what was, and what could’ve been. Without a goal or possibility of returning it seems pointless. 
I know its something I enjoyed but it causes too much pain to bear the loss or be reminded.

But it doesn’t have to be this way, small goals, small hopes. I'm far too attached to the art form and it's killing me. Its addictive and can be over consuming. Boundaries, and limits are essentials. 

You cross the line into being overly control-seeking when you become obsessed with achieving the desired outcomes—and the desire to achieve outcomes controls you. Professor Robert Vallerand of the Université du Québec à Montréal describes this tendency as “obsessive passion.”

Finally, the drive to control outcomes lowers happiness because when you want to control something so badly (say, get a particular job), you are likely to sacrifice other things that make you happy. Findings by Vallerand and his colleagues show that being obsessed about something has a negative impact not just on one’s own physical and emotional health, but also on the health of one’s relationships.

It’s only when life is under control—at least with regard to important things like health, relationships, and financial security—that we are capable of appreciating uncertainty.

https://greatergood.berkeley.edu/article/item/why_losing_control_make_you_happier

Some experts believe that everyone has a limited supply of willpower, and it decreases with overuse—much like the gas in your car. As long as you have gas, you can drive. When it runs out, your car stops, and that's it. This is called “ego depletion.” 
 
Research has suggested that willpower and self-control are much the same. If you use your available energy and reach a state of ego depletion, you will have less self-control when faced with ensuing tasks.
 
https://www.verywellmind.com/ego-depletion-4175496
 
If we’ve denied our power and don’t express ourselves for any of the above reasons, it’s natural for someone else to fill the vacuum. Often in codependent relationships, one partner – sometimes an addict, narcissist, or abuser – wields power over the other. Usually the acquiescent partner attempts to exert influence in indirect or passive-aggressive ways, such as withholding. Chronic lack of power can lead to depression and physical symptoms.

When personal power and self-worth isn’t encouraged, we come to believe that power and love can’t coexist. 


Control is one of the primary symptoms of codependency – control of self or others. It becomes confused with power.

https://psychcentral.com/lib/power-control-codependency#5

[bookmark: _Toc23]LOVE TOO MUCH - balance
I learnt that we can love too much. Dance has been my biggest learning lesson in love.

When seeing something extremely cute and the desire to simple squeeze it so tight. Like the instinct of never letting go, or wanting more, and yet a denial of human existence. (3/4/20)

Isn’t something that brings so much joy warrant the pain? You choose your poison, and for me it was hard work - that was easy. It was easy to work hard for something you loved. But how wrong was I, my poison was loving too much. I believe loving too much is surprisingly more common than people realise. The question too love or not too love or commonly thrown around, but never love and too much love. Everyone is capable of love, so why isn’t this being asked more? Is there a limit to which one should love? If so, who decides the giver or the receiver? Do different people have different limits? So many questions yet so few answers, one could only possibly calibrate solutions by completing some serious pondering - because google doesn’t know everything. Humanity has perplexed people for centuries, yet sometimes are textbook definitions. 

CHOICE OF LOVE CHOOSING ONE LOVE OVER YOURSELF NO LONGER ON SAME SIDE 

I don’t think I’ll ever love anything as much as I had. Which maybe is healthy, as I was kind of in almost an obsessive toxic cycle. Which is strange, it’s almost like coming off drugs.

 Being addicted to the idea of love. If we are so needy of love, then why are our needs so unmet. There is abundant love in the wrold, it’s all around, perhaps its just a change of perspective, to see the truth in our world. (3/4/20 / 27/6/21)

Learning to put a limit is just as hard as learning to gasp. Learning when is enough. Just enough. Everything is about balance, learning to do something but not too much. And I am a consumer of the  ‘all or nothing’ approach, or more famously from my science teacher ‘go hard of go home’. There is a time and place where the concept to have the ‘all or nothing’ mindset is presumable  essential, but be warned it would probably mean the sacrifice of other areas in your life. THe ideal of having it all, perhaps impossibly by maybe just not at the same time.. (3/4/20)


As a wise women once said to me - you have to be crazy to be in this industry - note t everyone, a wise women is always right and this industry applies all induestries. Everything scaleable and relatable. It you seriously bullshit some poeple may think your crazy in what your trying to achieve, but others will take your craziness as absolute brilliance and acocmpoainent possibly with innovation. This may come to a purpose if you think of all the great innovators throughout industry, I think I rarely need proof except for the inconci wild image of Albert Einstein with wild hair. You know the one? If you don’t, you certainly have been living under a rock, an uneducated one. But to live like this comes close relation to the imposter syndrome, maybe this is why so many people feel the wrath of this ‘syndrome’ one of the many valid syndromes adding onto the never ending list. Now thats another story that’ll come later. I do believe not everyone in the world is crazy, but it really does depend on your definition of crazy. Sadly crazy is often has a negative association, which is very disappointing that this trait of craziness if seen as bad. Maybe I’m bias as I certainly consider myself as slightly crazy, but if I witness the everyday lifves of ‘nomral people’ I see that craziness is apparent everywhere, everyone in their own unique ways. Crazy associated with bullshitting, the ones who successful. So if you really take on the bullshitting identity, became a vicimd to imposter syndrome, then is the way to live. Or is it adjusting and finally accepting your true nature and your recognition of this craziness scaring you off from yourself. Self-sabotage at it’s finest, we really our programmed to participate in the liable force, That will arrear later in a wonderful realsiation similar to Elonn Musk. Elon Musk to is certainly crazy, I’m sorry but the name of his daughter…

Syndrome
I unfrotuely am victim to the syndrome of naming yourself to a disease which you certainly don’t have and placing self-imposed restrictions to live your ideal life. These restrictions have the jeopardise your carrerr. I understand the need to bring light to the situation and normalise these behaviours, but in some way highlight the differences in our nature become very abnormal, a paradox in itself as it unravels and defeats the purpose. If left unspoken we battle with the negatives, and if we talk about the same.. Beg to differ but I mma change. 

Life is unfair to everyone it’s what you mae out of the situation. No one is going to save you. Only you can. Somewhat comforting and reassuring that you have the ability to change yourself, only you can put in the effort and get the result. 

Damm. socetiy damm the hierarchy. 

Balance should be added to my list of relative and scalable. Blaance there is always conflicting ideas on every element of life. We are in constant battle of internal and external opposition. its a shame as we strive towards this non-existent deal however, in pursuit we only put ourselves up to more failure, more misery - as we realise the no matter how hard we try perfection does not exist. So we continue to strive for perfection, same with being a masterpiece and work of art simulatenously. Being satisidfed with your position but feeling a desire to improve and change your position. nO matter the numbers of mental health are declining, it’s not jus society but our dan our biology that forces us into a state of cognitive disssonace. We are left to prelude an dpoinder in ablate thoughts as we embark on a futile ambition. It’s quite sad but further revdience of why pessimists live longer. Pessimissits optimists and all those in between. 


FOMO, Is a real thing. One that everyone experiences regardless of what a boomer beleives. Rather those who recognise, accept and act and those who continue along their mundane route failing to recognise these abnormalities that are normalities. The wish of being apart of soemthing, of having something different only aids to our unfifulled circumstance. One that 

Valued an appreciated but not abused. The fine line a balance and doing when is enough. Knowing and understanding someone breaking point is it’s own feat. as one can barely recognise their own. Perhaps its easier, maybe not - time will tell. 

maybe we are all just starving artists searching to find our one and only passion, the passion that may not even exist all though certainly on some medium, we hope. We hope, we yearn, we should to release the anguish the rage the ambitions the love the joy, all our emotions and lay them all out, express them to enter the edges of all the oceans, bridges and our solar system. We yearn, to  fly to reach the darkest of peoples imaginations, to reach the deepest darkest fears. So that we may relate on a molecular level so that we may understand, empathises and connect. To grow not only as individuals, but as society., One whole organic organ, fluid, breathing, adjusting. Like water droplets running down your arm, connected to your skin tinkering down the flow against the current of nature. We year, we strive , we rush because before we know it it’ll all be too late, we wonder whether we will ever find our way before our time is to - many for short. For although we may put our livelihoods on hold time certainly does not wait, to stop. 

There is a sort of freedom, almost rebellious sort of passion. To strive to run freely against the grain, to seek out the most unusual abstract forms of life and relish in the obscurities. The tainted unusual sights, that plenty do not seen are a rare sight indeed. Uncovered gems waiting to be unpolished, or left there in there raw natural state their beauty grows, ornament form within. However, destined they are to be altered to conform and become of societal standards so that there beauty is seen from a wider perspective, a wider audience and is socially accepted amongst boarders. There original beauty does not just change, only there exteriors ‘polished’ to provide eternal light. An enduring never-ending process, or cutting rem holding and re living to seek our new beginnings. 

I wonder whether they maybe others, in such a dire state of mind. But I think I certainly must not be alone - the strange 3am artists. The  unique obscure species that maybe more common then I initially thought. Isolation, and obscure circumstances certainly has brought about everyones true characters. This time, not really extra but just lack of activities that usually spend our most precious resource are absent from our lives. Instead we have time, to do one of the most valuable things - question. question error it’s too late. Question so that we ay hopefully answer all the unanswered questions left roaming around in our head, many undiscovered. You may ask, whether it is necessary to anew all these questions, let along dine all these questions. And to that I can only answer, I have absolutely no idea. I am no fortune teller, just another individual with thoughts. However with insight I can truthfully answer the question most difficult to answer, or the ones you do not want to know the answer too, the ones you’d rather run away from the truth, the painfully unbearable ones to contemplate. They are the imperative questions you must answer you must face sit down with and interrogate, analyse abstract and seek out all depth of information. So you reach all the entries of conclusion and settle on a probably reasonable truthful ansi. You adjust, you sit, you learn and accept. Because otherwise, you’ll be left living, without growing time passing, except you’ll be stagnated in the constant flow of time. You’ll be left behind, and who wants that. 

Suffering is pain, and suffering hurts. It is not uncommon, but is a factual element in all forms of life. It accompanies life without suffering there is no joy. We really should learn to appreciate the suffering embrace the pain as much as the joy. For without out how are we meant to appreciate th elgiht. Without the darkness there would only be light, but how would it be light if there would be nothing to compare it to? There would only be one medium, no variance of derivetiation. And than maybe be exciting, and great, only happiness. But how did you know its happiness, or light. IF it is one medium, it could be only one mention of pain, or only one emotion of ambiton. And that is not seemingly possible because we are multi faceted human beings who are capable go some much more than just being obnoxious human beings. We often to not realise our potential as weighted down by self imposed restrictions of self-doubt or low self esteem. You may argue that you feel none of these things, but let me tell you, you do, deep down. Probably one of those question you have not answered truthfully, if you of you’ll yonder it down there. Anyhow, If you didn’t you’d be running freely with the gazelles. Everyone suffers, so why should you be the exception. Try as you might but in doing so it’ll leave you with a hole lot more suffering than you initially thought you had. Don’t be a fool , life live and learn to play the game right. The game, its a me rember. Play hard learn to lve. Health a set of card, learn to play. 


If its so much of a game, then why not take more risks be bold. We all end up the sam eway, we all exist the same. An might I add we all entered the same route (not fro the same edam ) and with that I;ll leave it on that note. Ill leave you all contemplate future endeavours as you wish… 




I live to yearn and yearn to live. 
For I no longer wish to seek 
The inner light inside
Ive grown tired and weary, old and frail
The boundless zerts of energy grown thin
I no longer wish to see the light of day

Pessimissitic one might presume
However that’s too soon to tell 
from a judgmental tone you uphold 
I don’t wish to impose but mind your own bloody business

Bit blunt one presumes, from the self declared nihilistic
Except i yearn to live i live to yearn

I wonder about the days were time rolls by
meadows that speak and tainted marigold leaves
I wish for longer days sunsets that never fade
is that too much ask? or is just right

Is it just to sit and stare as time ticks by
or should we be hastily searching to and fro
because life never started with us
It’s that dear friend who got a head start

I no longer wish to presume innocence is dead
for we are all young and spirited deep down inside
Deeper we go the longer we wait
for our light to finially shine through

I no longer wish to see the light of day
That inner light inside ignited once more
I’m not sure why whether its some miraculous miracle
or the purity of the simplicities in life
The underestimated undervalued moments
the ones that run away
the ones that stare straight at you and you blatantly  ignore
you torture and abuse with no care in the world
but i am no one to scold
the greatest joys in life 


Post modernism is nihilism under disguise 




[bookmark: _Toc24]Dance
My deepest deisre, my darkest fear
all intertwined in one little dear
The absence of, brings tears to mind
for it will be the dawn of night

the infinite power reigned in c

the chaos controlled y

my inner salvation, the ticking of time
the thing which ran alongside my heart
pouring in light, day after day
until it slowly faded, and eventually stopped
perhaps it’ll come, come again, the light after dark

It’s in there, I know it
It will never be completely gone
Just a void 
I’ve tried filling it, with all sorts of things
Yet nothing quite fit, and nothing seemed right
Until I realised, that nothing will ever fit that void
except the original
I didn’t want the original back, 
after it stopped
but it wasn’t the light that stopped
I stopped the light
I did it
I can start it
I can do it
And so, let’s bring her back
Back to life. 


j
Dance is it’s own world, there is no denying it.But there are so many little worlds out there within our larger world. Somehow we become so entranced in our own little world we forget to see the big picture. It took me to leave my own little bubble to see how much beauty is actually out there. 



I miss it, I miss the sensation swirling in my body, the feeling of being alive. And yet I am mourning the death of something that gave me life. Is there a reason why? Or am I being the definition of self-sabotage, torturing myself. 

Perhaps not, as although it is painful, grieving is hard, loving something so much equates to the oppositional force as well, every action has an equal and opposite reaction.So I believe the same is with emotions.  My love for my passion, also meant I was just as capable of hating it that much. And I loved it a lot.

 Politics, society and circumstances got in the way of pursuing my dream. I do not know whether I should continue on the trajectory mourning the death of a love, or pursue my passion and risk eternal failure. 


Anomaly, my case may seem like an anomaly but perhaps it’s not. A large majority trying to pursue a singular profession with all their passion, however so few succeed. Maybe more recognisable as tunnel vision, or single minded focus. The desire so strong, you’ll do anything to achieve the goal. A version of success, a certain accolade, whatever it is, the motivation and determination to do whatever it takes, could be the ending of you. Because amongst all these motivational videos, that I suddenly cried at. They forget the element of you. Your achieving these dreams for you, you’re making these sacrifices for a dream, at any cost? But what is it really costing you, and is it truly with it?… NO 

An anomaly to their life. Mine was an anomaly, it has altered my perspective on life, and I continually struggle. I wonder if the struggle will ever stop, or moments pass.. But its; just like any other sort of grief, except I have the ability to turn back the clock and make my passion a reality. 
EDIT IT”S NOT AN ANOMOLY!!!!!!

Training hours of day to sculpt your body to create the most aesthetically pleasing line. Critiquing yourself by staring in the mirror, frowning at any obscurities - lumps or bumps where they shouldn’t be. 

It’s no surprise that eating disorders are common in dancers, the environment is a brewing ground. 


I’m disappointed, I never wanted to let you go, but that’s the way it is. That’s just how the world unfolds, that’s the way it is. 
It’ll be hard to move on, but I know you’ll be a fond memory that’ll forever have a place in my heart - and I hope that’s the same for you.
I know I shouldn’t talk to you anymore, and I won’t but it brings me pain to see you move on. So I must to. Just a one off, just a fling, onto the next.
It was more than a feeling for me, and for you I was just another conquest - all part of your game. I naive to participate willingly let myself think of possiilites, only for it all to fading away. 
I miss you, but I know I shouldn’t - I should let you go, so I will.



Head is in the furture, body stuck in the present and heart stuck in the past. 
Tortuing myself physically, mentally and spiritually between a triad of routes.
The angst in my heart burns to the imagery in my mind whilst my body lays limp,
I fight against conflicted beliefs yet I remain motionless gazing into false hope
Not sure whether its false yet, but my past does give some estimate,
Music can heal the soul, except my soul is shattered - I need more than music
What sweet sound music is, yet it hardly exist in Oceania.
Theres a thing called arts - arts I hear, the solution to all.
Perhaps if there was arts in Oceania, we would all be ok. But there isn’t
A society of totlaiarain strips the enjoyment, and everyday mundane simplistic pleasures in life.
2
No arts, sports, entertainment, walking, smiling or doing something just for the sake of it.
Oceania is one cleverly designed society, like a trap, and experiment, breeding ground. 
What is even the point, to create false news keep everyone in order, for their own entertainment?
They serve no purpose, except occupy space. 
If there is such a routine to prosecute outliers, then Winston is no longer an outlier, he is part of the collective. 
Why do go to such an extent - what is the purpose of Winston except to serve as an icon f human fallacy, gullibility and immobilisation compared to a totalitarian government/hegemonic society.
Winston not so much as a warning, but demonstrating human characteristics in a society that would not even be plausible. Winston only serves as a mere item of entertainemnt, O’Brien seeks power for the sake of power. And as such, Winston becomes a pawn in the game, to face the brutality of abuse of power. 

The dancer lives in all of us and continues to do so, we may forgoing move on but fans still exists. 

“Inner heart feelings remained impregnable”
“in the abolished pass it had been normal to experience to lie in bed”
Orwell poignant imagery counter the barbarous beareautic poetry of Newspeak and Infsoc, images of a private world of desire and enclosure that survives from a dimly remembered past. 
entrapment 


Dancers made to be ethereal, so made to do this ethereal, have to act and be non human, act non human 

There is something so peaceful about dancing, when everything else fades and you have a moment of bliss. Most people would refer to this as a flow state. 
 It”s moments like these that capture the stillness of time that make me reminisce on my dancing career. Although no longer in pursuit of dancing professionally, that hope is hard to die. 

. I just don’t need to do it to the point where my body is breaking down. because to turn an art form into something you rank/judge defeats the special quality of it. Destroys it, reduces ir. Detracts from the innate quality that is produced when art is created. Magic can not mbe quantified. Emotions can’t be quantified. I enjoyed the technical physical sensations. ut that wasn’t the most special part. 
only technical .. 


Ballet foundation or trust to raise awareness dance mental health and also to promote performances healthy environment making the art for accessible to everyone all ages 

All the sayings about dancers are true, dancers do die twice, and we truly are the messengers of god. dance will always be a part of me, you can’t take the dance out of the dancer. 



5/9/21

Artst. something so soul warming, or wonderful
truly expressing yourself creating art
and to do so in ordinary life is a feat
to make everyday actions become art.
for everything to have a purpose and intent
for everything to be art
a soul expression
something so divine, captivating and pure
Pure. Humbleness kindness. honesty. love. 




dance is an escape to other people. other people looking at fantasy world like entertainment movies. we are watching not participating. the maybe rise in narcissism individualism independence, we aren’t the star of our own lives we are watching something else to escape our own. Instead we could be creating our own, and other people could watch. 
we are wtahcng other peoples lives to escape our own. 
rather watch our own life, be the star in that. and you can be, and also watch others. weird. 


Comfort zones. 
To I peve supposedly reach outside your comfort zone not once did I find the whole ballet moving overseas thing uncomfortable for eh outside it probably looked like a dish stepping outside my comfort zone but it wasn’t and that was a risk and a step towards improvement I don’t think growing is necessarily always done outside your comfort zone your growth zone can actually be ina comfort zone. It as comfortable to me because I knew what to expect I had my why. I wanted this goal and I believed this pathway to be the best, it was the most common and most recommended. And so stepping g outside he comfort zone or being uncomfortable didn’t happen. Rather it was repleaved with excimtner. Excitement and scared mess are relatively close and it up to you to choose which one. Me bing excited maybe me being scared under s veil and I never recognisedz oshycokogy better but let’s see.. 

To take care of yourself/others to/for what(survive/thrive)? 


2/5/21
Dance. But forwards the end it was losing its magic. It felt like a chore, routine and the abettor between freedom and perfection. Because freedom means perfection couldn’t exist, yet it was the minimum standard. Towards the end the focus shifted to survival. The joy was sucked out and technical analysis remained. I knew I had talent but was so bottled down in the attainment of perfection, that I lost my direction. My sense of self. I had always in my head the idea that academics would be an easier route, as it can to me naturally But I found it very boring. I felt that nothing came naturally to me in dance. (NOT TRUE). 


Something special about ballet is that you develop very close relationships with your teachers. Its one of the most rewarding experiences, and growth developing relationships. They become so much more than simply a ballet teacher, but a life teacher. Because dance in  generally teachers you far more than just the steps. You deal with feelings, life emotions and experiences. 

In some ways performing is associated with bliss, putting on an act is dissociating. I never truly was. IN some ways performing enabled me to be my true self. (edit: dancer struggling to express themselves). It was just the music and me, in my own world. (edit, still in own world and I like it, comment first made when went out to someone, you look so happy, just in you rown world, it must be pretty great, it is. )WHen performing I felt I had power, control and freedom. I could manipulate (right word), enchant and captivate. (edit; manipulate, distrot, I dn’ think so more so playing, with the music I wasn’t deciding rather revealing the truth and purity). I connected with my personal past experiences to provide a deeper, realistic element and also way to capture the feelings. (edit, about it being a with and also speaking, about how feeling was transferrable, hard to find a nd pinpoint). In some ways I become I felt my most authentic self. 
So how can I be her?
In each action there was an aemotioanl string attached, it had movement for a prpose. Living purposefully and being aware of emotions. (theme flow dance transferrable bliss state). The worlds a stage runs deeper than you think. Become star character in your own life. 
Edit - don’t want to talk ashit about ballet, it is beautiful, connecting with music and dnacing, doesn’t have to be limited to a career.

every aspect movement has an emotional awareness and specific purpose/intention. 


.3.21
Maybe me seeing once not exclusive to dance, but it was my freedom ,,y my chance of self expression, my chance of being me. 

I miss dance so much, but avoiding it isn’t helping. Keep dancing. I d try to mourn th e loss, but its not over nor will it be. I’ve tried this so called ‘normal life’ and it’s only going to be filled with misery.

21/3/21
I’m missing a part of my home - the stage. The lights, the freedom, the peace. I work to thrive in spite of all

Good dance traits
putting up with discomfort to achieve
working hard over a long period
learn to be maleable, don’t always assume we are right, searching how to be better
self aware, spatially aware, aware of your body, and how you come off
learnt to perform in whatever we do
do somewhat care on how we present ourself
We aren’t afford to dream big


I was pursuing a sport which required you to create aesthetically pleasing lines, and quit that because shit happened. 

Dance no manuscript or anything just memories
It was creating the experience the feeing nothing tangible other than an in the moment experience
the epitome of art in the present
perhaps even more so is when the choreography is improvisation 


Dance was my something to live for it, its what kept me sane and what kept me going when life got tough, its what pulled me through. It was the sensation it was the freedom it was the feeling of being alive, and knowing that it anything was worth that. I wanted to make it a progression because than I wouldn’t have to worry about all the other aspects of life, I could just focus on that. Because they all seemed tedious, tiring and draining. I never pictured a life after dance. But since leaving dance because it became to much I have found anything, nothing has come close. And so I live chaotically moving from pillar to post in the hopes of finding something. It been to long and in some ways I’ve given up hope, Ive found the best way is just to experience life all the good and bad and take it as it does. Because I sincerely have no direction where my life is going to go. I can’t predict what twill mega eye happy that even scientifically proven. I do know that 


They say do what you love and hold into that dance??!!!


We are the dancers we create the dreams 

I never realised how hard it was to take it easy 


Is beaty the biggest motivator? I have a really bad hair of liking pretty things.ANd Im not just talking ordinarily pretty things. Im talking works or art, that are nothing other than the definition of beauty. History of beauty???

Dance and how impact body and awareness of body? art with the body? Health and care for the body!!
Dane has the biggest potential to do so much good. Instead of dance being used for body negativity and cirtuqing imagine what it could do if we used dance as a tool for good growth and loving our bodies. To feel each movement, and feel alive. I certainly did but its hard not to get count up with the mainstream mechanics.



[bookmark: _Toc25]Specific ballet trauma



[bookmark: _Toc26]Perfectionism 
As a perfectionist who want to always do well I realise I can’t have it all.


[bookmark: _Toc27]Authority 
[bookmark: _Toc28]Everyone’s replaceable  

One of the earliest lessons I was taught was ‘everyones replaceable’. This saying become popularised in the dance world when Amy Leee Miller from dance moms said it in the tv show ? In spite of the stain holding some truth, it still chips away at a young dancers shoulder knowing that even though they are unique, they can still be easily replaced. Because if someone is gone, as they other saying goes ‘ the show must go on.’ 

When I was 7 I finally made it into the front line for the competition routine group. I had worked hard and practised the dance steps. However, one week I got gravely sick where I couldn’t leave my bed. This was the same week the second director returned from his ‘working holiday’. I was moved from the front line to off stage. I was told that if I continued to practise hard on the side, and may make ti back on stage. I practised every lesson on the side, I practised it as though I was performing the steps. I never made it back on stage for that part of the routine. 



[bookmark: _Toc29]Relationship
[bookmark: _Toc30]Being ignored

Ballet was a strange sport in the sense of getting feedback or criticism was seen as a good. And if nothing was said, that you were made to feel invisible, worthless and unimportant. This wasn’t a one off but a common occurnace for some teacher around the world. 

It was common for a teacher to just walk pass you without saying anything, that was the worst feeling in the world. 

Ballet teachers were common to be harsh, and firm withholding attention if you were deemed unworthy. 


[bookmark: _Toc31]Objectifaction

In todays society we are already severely judged by our sappearnce. Ballet is the merging of sport and poetry with the instrument is the body. We sue our body as a commodity, see our body as a product however icnorapte movement and call it art. Yes there is expression of movement, yes there is music and costumes and stage lighting. But using our bodies to express, like printers use paint and writers use words. 

Terms and phrases like “ballet body” becoming popular., workouts advertising train like a ballerina, or dancers body becoming popular. I am not alone. As a current fitness instructor I have fallen into the trap. With ballet coming with a sterooytapicla body. 



[bookmark: _Toc32]Sacrifice
There was this idea of sacrifice in the dance world. That you had to give up other commitments so that you could focus on dance, and potentially ‘make it’ in the real world, ie. Earn a living wage doing what you loved. That was the dream, to earn money doing what I loved. Comes to question what I loved, and how I could earn money from it. But then to monetise something you love, is something lost in the process? I’d like to think that monetising something you love is just allowing the resource you love to be accessible to more people who value it. It’s therefore beneficial for others to invest in you or you product as it’s doing them service to. 


Dance is a discipline. Period.

One of the most important lessons in dance, in fact, is the value of discipline, determination and hard work. Dancing is a fun activity, but it also requires a good dose of commitment, dedication and respect to the rules imposed by both technique and behavioral rules. What is called the ‘label’ of dance reports exactly to the basics of how the outside world works, for this reason dance is considered a life teacher.


HEALTH

Competitive sports don’t optimise health: the goal is to win; even at the cost of your health.

I been doing sports all my life, I also did gymnastics and then I was preparing myself to become an athlete and I was super lean but muscular at that time and everyone was like “you’re super fit” “you look amazing” but little they knew I was feeling miserable, and I even lost my period. Every time I try to talk about how hard and risky is to maintain this kind of physique everyone says “you probably did it wrong” ”women can have a low body fat % and be fine” and that’s not true

[bookmark: _Toc33]common injuries
Red - S
stress fractures
the extra bone in the foot 


“There is a personality component,” says Blackmon. “A gripper is a gripper, and this kind of anxiety-prone, Type A personality can exhibit itself in holding the breath, clenching the jaw and gripping the pelvic floor.” In addition to the exercises, finding ways to relax the mind and manage stress may be key to a healthy and functioning pelvic floor.

[bookmark: _Toc34]Costumes


only recently told about NYC dancers who were too fat uniform.

You see as most companies are on a bodge ballet companies often cant afford new costumes for every dancer isn every performance. They are passed down, they are recycled and re used. If you cant fit a costume, well then youre too to change, not the costume. “


[bookmark: _Toc35]Old
you were always old 

[bookmark: _Toc36]Sexulisation
When dancing you d not realise or think about how sexual a movement is, rather how it feels. 
Thinks twice. Yet to an audience member, its quite striking. A hand carerrrsing a female .
After reading several reports and reviews about why people see dance, especially those who have never saw it before one of the common concepts was the sexuality. TO a dancer one doesn’t think about these moments in an erotic way, these are the steps, and its done in a certain way to perform and get the job done. Hands go everywhere, and no one reallly questions it. 

There has been some improvement in this area, with some companies leading the way. Scottish ballet was the first to include an ‘intimacy coach’ to watch these scenes and provide support. 

[bookmark: _Toc37]scandal

always something 
berlin, rome
NYC ballet


https://www.1news.co.nz/2022/04/30/rnzb-ballet-master-fired-for-inappropriate-behaviour/?fbclid=IwAR0oPRkO4qryfDminr9z1oQ4nzQTdHu6qc5WqgURaBilY7hS_qPiqRFZFCM
A ballerina in the national company in the 1970s, Dawn Sanders, knows the pressure dancers across the industry face about their weight.
She’s taught dance anatomy for 40 years and said early menopause is a risk for underweight dancers.
Sanders explained dancers who don’t get periods can get stress fractures very easily and, in some cases, their fertility can be affected.



her husband fired for manipulating females simple!

dusty button

Dancers are strong but sometimes have no arguments due to fear of losing their jobs!

It’s great that dancers have the courage to speak up , of course then due diligence must be applied and action taken where appropriate also we must not surmise until all the facts are available.
Dancers must have a voice and those of us who teach must think before we speak , what was quite accepted is no longer and words do hurt . It’s a relearning process for a generation .

It’s not fair for dancers to be desriminated for their dreams!


Why am I not surprised by all of this. I too wondered about possible power imbalances when these persons were hired in the first place.


I just feel it’s time for a revolution in the dance world as to how people are treated.

"There was a lot of comments about weight. Any noticeable changes, especially loss of weight was praised,” they said.



SHAMe and bad behaviour seen as the norm, I don’t recognise it as bad now, ballet world??? 
[bookmark: _Toc38]Depression

When there is only one possible goal, 


[bookmark: _Toc39]Anorexia / pre buscne body / body 

Dancer have an obsession with perfecting they bodies, its not something that is out of the ordinary, rather standard. During Covid-19 lockdowns there was a reported % increase in plastic surgeries as a result of individuals staring at their faces everyday in zoom, and finding faults in their faces. It wasn’t even because it was their job to stare at themselves finding parts of their faces that needed improvement, its just what humans naturally did. 

And yet for dancers, this is part of the job. A studio is an open room filled with mirrors, barres for ballet,  and target floors. Depending on the studio there may be ‘fat mirrors’ and ‘skinny mirrors’, and you’d stand accordingly. 

During daily class, you’d train your eye to watch yourself and take note of what does’t look right and what does. Fine tuning the ye to attention to detail, training the body for perfection and erasing any fault of line.

If you’ve noticed on stage, most ballet dancers don’t have breasts. There is a reason for this -  selective breeding. They say the companies have changed, and that ballet companies are now facing a priority to dancers health and wellbeing. On all aspects. Dancers being deleted into ballet companies, have to fit a certain body tight. For centuries dance costumes don’t include breast support / bra support. 

The standard uniform for a ballet dancer is a leotard for females. This is a thin piece of stretchy fabric with no additional support for the breasts. Young dancers start wearing this, and conintue wearing this into adulthood. Although there is more flexibility once you enter a company and not specific ‘uniform’. The dance costumes follow the same pattern, no support. 

These dance moves are also not simply walk in the street movements either, they contain a full voculablry of intricate leaps and turns which are impossible to do without breast support. 

As a dancer, it is normal to go through puberty later in life - myself not reaching it until I stopped dance at 21, Lucinda also famously reported she didnt receive her period until 21. After seeing multiple gynacogolosits its reported that its common in female ballet dancers and gymnastics were there is an ideal low body weight, and high physical acitivy. Which more commonly is linked to RED-s. A relatively energy dificenciy syndrome common in females with low body weigh tpercentagerds although only coined in 2023?





[bookmark: _Toc40]Ballet is a silent sport 

After discussing the similarities in our ballet world experiences its unfortunate to see that dancers aren’t taught to talk back, or talk out. 

We are taught to communicate with our bodies, after all dance is movement with music, no words or song to help audience tell the tale. 

During a rehearsal environment this is no different. 


[bookmark: _Toc41]CLEAR POWER HIERARHCY ? PARTRICRHY 

Theme: partnerships. 

The dance industry is hard, and we are all souls who had suffered united by a common thread, a common ground a unique home of self-expression the movement of the body. 
(edit continued 30/11/20) A sense of belonging rated with complete strangers through a unity of self expression. Dance is elitist, the way dancers dance and onlookers watch with ency. Dance is designed to emit certain emotions that appear effortless and enticing to the audience. Captivating them to feel in some way excluded. I wanted to belong to the magic appearing on stage, and so I made a promise to myself t a young age. To belong to magic. Perhaps thats what it is. My friend once challenged me to find the root of what I loved so much about dance, I said vague things about the music the feelings the performance. But perhaps its also the magic, and a sense of belonging. A sense of belonging to magic. As though its apart of me and all around. A fantasy. Belonging in a dream world. And thats something that can happen here, on earth. Living like theres magic all around, and knowing you belong with the miracles. You are a miracle. SO how to make this place more magical, perhaps simple find what makes you feel like magic? for me, its spontaneous moments of beauty, of moments that take your breath away. They generally can’t be planned as they’re up to divine intervention. Magic isn’t in your control. Magic isn’t indoor power. You simply witness it and gaze at its beauty. Its something that just naturally happens without force. Its surrendering to the process and being open to experiencing magic, be open to experiencing life. Its the anticipation, the unknowing of whats to come, and what magic you may face. So be open, to the magic, the unexpected git o flife. 
(theme magic, include miracles, felix, luck)
There is something undeniably magical about dance, especially performing aspect. ITs so out of the oridanery and perhaps this what makes it special. It’s as thou th magic is around the abnormality, the exclusivity. Synonymous to begin special. (edit: belonging, special, indivudal, unique, success- theme)



16/11 - contd. U ad rewatching other artists seeming them bare their soul, each story indue with different paths and ambitions. There is hope fore the future. If you find a spark or glimmer of hope, hold onto it. If it fades, you can always re lit the match or find another one. As humans we like to think we are unique and special but we are fundamentally all the same. Our similarities become increasingly apparent by who we spend our time with. Choose carefully and subconsciously you’ll improve. THe spirits of ancersors live trough everyone passion on through generations creating a prosperous science of imagination (WIchtes) 

I do enjoy dance but deep down it still causes so much pain. And I know energetically it just drains me too much. Doing something I love for the profession is hard, especially as I love it so much. Dancing is monetised just like beauty. Natural instincts and actions being monetised true the competitive and destroys the nature beauty which monetised it in the first place. If there was no competition, there would ne no theatres and everyone could dance.


grew up in a dance studio founded on hierarchy, shame, and humiliation. 


I look pack at my prior writing and I realised I love dance, dance was my life. Now wiht once removed and minismied it’s left me to deal with he pre existence of life and in so man ways fall ack in love with life, my life. The pure existence of livivng. (edit: what that is living or what I want to look like hadn’t fired)

It finally makes sense, well at least I think it does at this moments, the simplifies of it yet so fiddicult to find. Just simply falling in love with exisiting. THe blessing and gist go life. Life is a blessing that you are given to enjoy the physical sense. We are given bodies, to enjoy the privlehees of the sense. We have only temporary time, and those that are greedy wit;; only find the reality?? to say in your body forever is a fidt, that unwarranted. 
Death and ending can’t only be to appreciate the good mane appreciate the beauty of death or at least ethereal. Created a space where we could enjoy not depending on perspective. Yeah reminds us that time is limited now if love life. Learning to live with discomfort in some ways is an exemplar of a passionate lift. As it develops the extremities of emotions. Its a choice wether or superior way is undecided. Id like to live a passionate life doing only things I enjoy, but thats not possible. From suffering brings beauty. 
A boring life, it’s up to you to decide. Want someone who’s all this, than be it. Slows days were obligations of out this window and tim slows. I only have had them since experience chronic fatigue, and now know what it’s like. I treasure them and in some ways do to avoid pain and discomfort tb ecuase those things ren’t worth it. CHoicse you position and then it will no longer e your posion. 

the month 9/19 just after mu birthday was painful. I did not remember the present my nan gave me, . It’s ok. It was traumatic

I hope that one day it’ll be a thing go the past. Its be a blue in the ast. A distance memory, that shaped you as a person and led you to better and brighter things. 

I’m a lifeless sack of potatoes. 

"coercive control" which is now something which is illegal in intimate relationships in the UK.
deprived of sleep and nourishment, overworked naturally more susceptible to brainwashing 
oromoting an us vs them 
 
no one talks about after leaving it aftermath faed passion 



Whats real or not (faking injuries, illness on paper/diagnosis, disascotion) 


However, ballet was designed to be ethereal. 

Otherworldly and to commit to that whilst enjoying a reality is somewhat of a burden. But it is possible. Limited connection with humans in the real world It's something I miss, because despite creating a vision of a fictional reality, people and wonderful things contain ethereal elements naturally..?

 Beauty and other ethereal elements that exist naturally should not be made to compete and monetised. So in the future I don’t see my life devoted to a singular desire but rather reconciling the existing in the narwal world, as what you think grows. I’ve been conscious of beauty but what about ethereal - timeless, anti ageing. All connected 

We are all in some ways otherwordly, its just a mater of perspective.
 (theme dance ethereal. perhaps also about humanity and god like powers) 
But if we come to this conclusion, perhaps we’d all be more understanding. 

Edit: 5/8/21 Perhaps thats’ wh I continually defied my human limits, as I was dancing in a fictional world where humans had no limits. Where my limit didn’t exist. A balance..?

[8/9/21 - but ties in with red S. Theme fiction non fiction] S like, fiction hearing about it. But having it in [aer talking about in real life the normal world outside world made it more than just something made belief but real. It wasn’t an illusion. Theseissues were true. Living in rose coloured glasses, remained ignorant and ignore the truths. Or take them off see them and live with them?


3/2/21
I feel disconnected with reality at time.. I’m not too sure. Flittering in and out between worlds. I exist in another that complete different to the physical society of today. 

Perhaps I can work in small ways. Big picture is a little too much right now. 

Sometime in Jne 2020
Ballet was like another world. Prior to ‘retiring’ form ballet I did not have a broad perspective of the world, I had a tunnel vision. As though I was living in a parallel reality.




[bookmark: _Toc42]unknowing 
A golden compass, a crystal ball or just methods to observe and scrutinise the future. To try and work out some logical solution for all previous misshapen and create a trajectory for future endeavours. Without this seemingly supernatural device we are left questioning, doubting ourselves constantly providing little relief into knowing whether our path is the one ‘we are meant to take’. But that is bold to presume we are on the wrong path, but we ill never know if it is right if we are constantly worried it’s not. How can we enjoy any path if in a state of constant anziety. Seemingly does not exist. A portable oracle would be great, however the most logical equivalent is your instinct - yet even that is not relaible. Whatever you do instinctual is a reflection of primal survival instincts, if your goal is to survive follow them. But be careful, paling risks are often deemed in opposition to survival unless you know without fail you;; succeed. And that can only be achieved with complete utter belief in yourself. Treat yourself like a goddess and perhaps you may suceed. It’s not wait and the act unfrotunely you have to preempt your mission. Pinpoint and act. DO. 

I desire for more, so be more. Know how to dissect and pull apart the intrinsics nature of your goal. If your unaware of one, it’s probably too shameful to admit, or not a socially acceptable goal - great, even more the reason to go for it as less compettion. Stive for more. In veritas 

No i DOn't know who I am. AS I’m sure many individuals dont’ know either. My identity is yet to be formulated so I’m left with broken fragments of my soul. I’m lost in direction, place and time and searching for a sense of belonging. Fleeting moments of belonging co

We are desperately searching for justice in some temporary existance. I did find substance, but it caused too much pain. Beauty is pain, and pain is something one must stand. But to what etent. When does the pain overbear the beauty? the pain overpower the beauty?

Both pain and pleasure are sources of a downfall however in seeking out oe, when does the other overpower. When seeking pleasure, and pain and accmopaninet when does the pain become too much? When does it make the pleasure no longer wothwile>

It apparently doesn’t hate to be this way. I need help. I dont’ know what in, or what for. But i need it. I’ve been los for a while, sheepishly roaming about. I don’t have any picturesque destination. But i do have things I enjoy - personal branding seems too superficial, in an already saturated modern environment of wannabe celebrities. 

I believe one of the greatest skills is recognises when you’ve reached your point, your breaking point. Which probably can only be recognised once you have broken. And even then you may become to cautious to even go near that point again. 
Then if not personal branding, anonymous growth. A collective group of inidivudals ideas. 





I can feel the future but still theres a lot that needs to be solidified a little more, or maybe working together, because theres always going to be stuff, slowly


It's been two years since I noticed the downfall streak! I’ve come a long way yet still suffering. I'm not completely healed, nor do I know how. HEaling, implying there's something wrong. But maybe there is nothing. There is nothing wrong. It's more me comparing me to me in the past. I suppose time is the antidote. Time doesn’t heal wounds it just makes then subside in our subconscious they stay buried deep until you do the work and bring them to the light 

In the end there is only you, no matter how hard you love.

Now I seem to despise all that I once was, I see it oversimplified as ‘bad’. 

I still don’t have any fire or fight in me to try, to change. Im too cofortable. 





[bookmark: _Toc43]PENDULUM SWING POLAR
I still have trauma in my mind, and have lost trust in myself. Especially in the department of making decisions. I was a very driven person, and perhaps I’ve conformed to exercising the polar opposite of the emotions.I've denied what I was as it was seen as ‘bad’, as I had seemingly ‘failed’. I've rejected all that I was, and adopted something far more liberating. But to regain focus on fundamentals everything is about balance. And living life on either end of the spectrum is not sustainable. The only way is reconciliation of all the traits that made me ‘fail’ and regain persepctive, chaining the narratve.  (3/4/20)

(3/4/20) I find it extremely difficult to move on, having no motivation. Dance decided and controlled my entire life! My entire life has been reprogrammed, required, as I find new motivation. I think that's going to take some time - time that I don’t have. A new spark, I thought my old flame would ignite a new one but sadly it was cut short, and now I'm stuck. Not stuck, just investigating desperately to find a new one. Perhaps my desperation to find a flame has sabotaged my access to new inspiration. 

The question remains whether I will go back to dance? Everyone would think I’m nuts, including myself. I don’t know whether I could manage the emotional aspects. I don’t feel that strong - yet. 

Ut’s so hard when I know what happens when I try. Its as though Im doomed to fail..? (continue burnout)

Its similar to heartbreak, yet people move on and come back to love again. Maybe the question is how to love again after a heartbreak? Learning to re love, and importantly learning to love yourself. I still seek external sources and validation when its all internal. 

Simultaneously a work in progress and also a masterpiece. 


There are good and bad times. both necessary to life. Embrace he bad, the ugly as they are the source of joy and happiness. Without the ad you have nothing to imporce, cherish embrace. Be grateful for all emotions, they are a sign you’re living. 

I’m living as though it’s my last, but in doing so failing to prepare for the future. Im still discovering mores learning to trust is key


7/9/20
I don't know where Im heading in life, and I'm scarily lost. 
I’ll be happen when and have exhausted all seemingly unrealistic options. My personal morals and ethics have not yet stablished and so I fall victim to unpredictable routes and easy manipulation. I really do not know whats next. I do know that ill e somewhat ok. I do not have a crystal ball but wouldn’t is be nice?
(theme unknowing)

The future is near
yet it was yesteryear
that time persists
fleeting obviously
to enduring sublime
I persist into asking
when will it disappear
for I long for the day
to be at peace


In spite of all 
time persists
glaring at me
like a crystal ball
I yearn for answers
yet time resits

time resist my temptations
as my patience grows weary
for l long for oblivion
to fade into uttermost peace
I do not wish to impose
onto your precarious stat
but almighty power
grant me a favour
and be on my side

dance away
fleeting oblivion
to be free once more
A speck of light 
shimmering 
the broken glass
shattered to pieces
scattered around
darting light around
not realising the beauty
it now posses
is even more than before

yet it continually desires
to be whole
disregarding the change
so life may be just as it was



30/6/20
I dont think I’m ready to ponder the future but for now I'm establishing a good present. One that I can be contempt with. 

I truly didn’t now what I wanted. 
I am more confused than ever, stuck, unsure, worried, anxious, depressed, nervous, frightened but I manage to accomplish tasks by suppressing my emotions. I feel a dissonance with who and where I am. 

I keep moving on, trying to stay sane and blend into society. Trying to make myself believe the lies. The truth is, well I don’t know what thats the worst. So how do I know what I’m telling myself are lies or truths? How can one distinguish the difference if all the emotions merge into one, and become undistinguishable. True cognitive dissonance, maybe this is what it feels like. I’ve gone mad - but I was already mad. Today I am numb, somewhat
I’m fine
I’m ok. I believe I’m ok allows for more interpretations. Fine is more on the good scale, ok is middle ground, and maybe on the more negative scale. 


I had to grieve the loss of my dreams, I had to learn to adapt to survive. 
I made my decisions at the time, the best I could with the knowledge I had. 
My inability to make decisions, may have been a weakness but with courage I can turn this around.

I read things, see things yet my brain processes something else. Same with hearing, I hear something and write something entirely different. Loose my train of thought, not as much anymore… well it depends. My mind is playing tricks on me. 





[bookmark: _Toc44]trauma BALLET UNKNOWING PURPOSE
doubting myself
birthing rumours begins my back
toxic competitive enricormenet friends not true friends
feeling you don’t like belong
teachers ignoring you
teachers not beleiibng in you
people who degrade you character
who excuse you prupfoseully
being isolated on you rown

[bookmark: _Toc45]16/7/20
A whole new world, quite literally. Prior to this ballerina breakdown, I had one singular goal. The detriment of this caused much pain,  I was oblivious to it at the time.
 As you should expect form a neurotic being. A self deprecating view I suppose? 
But I lived in beauty, but sadly I was blind. Blind to the extremities of that world that were in my tiny world. Small, instrinic messy and ugly. 


Later in July 2019 
I partially stopped dancing for something, I was tired of all the mental meltdowns. I wanted a way out, life wasn’t meant to be this hard, was it?

Or maybe it’s just me and I've just chosen to ignore the daily mental struggles I've endured all my life. I don’t remember crying everyday. I understand there are highs and lows in life.  I’ve just felt I’ve been thrown around on either ends of the spectrum. My only hope this year is for a bit more of a middle ground, rather than extremes of emotions. So that I’m no longer being thrown around in a dishwasher.


 I don’t have the passion for it anymore -  I’m worn out. I was stuck, broken, shattered. And now I'm left suffering, piecing myself back together. The process is long and hard, and hopefully will be worth it. But can one completely ever be healed, whole again?  Moving on and trying to live a normal life is the least of my worries. I'm just trying to stay ‘sane.’ Since my first downfall I’ve been left even more confused as I question my own judgement, and have become use to the fact of people making decisions for me. I’m fallible and gullible and very agreeable - partially because I’m so lost and desperate I’ll do whatever. And maybe to some degree I simply don’t care, as my passion is lost. 

Why do people keep pursing for more? Why did I even have ambition? Because I loved it, and I needed to be the best. 

I really don’t know whats next. I believe a juvenile outlook may help, as they seem free of mind with no worries and burdens of the past. They always say the best is yet to come, so who knows. Life continues and we are oblivious to it. 

I was doing fine until I fell out of routine and got lost in thought. I suppressed my emotions sporadically and then let them out cathartically through dance. It was an effective method I found, although not entirely consciously aware of it at the time. I was deep into an auto - pilot routine on a day to day basis. Little niggles were swept under the rug. The pent up, built up, of emotions allowed me to perform and express the best. 

As I now try to integrate in the normal world, I relate to the difficulties of being an outlier. There is no extra marks or bonuses for someone in my situation. As someone in my situation is actually quite rare. No one really devotes their entire life to a career form a young age and is forced to changed at 20. I’m of caucasian background, I come from a middle class family, I should be belonging and fitting into normal society quite well. Except what overrides all of that, is what happens internally. I didn’t even feel I belonged in my own body. 

10/7/20
Goals:
Acquire more hope
become more decisive
have a sense of future life/careers


15/7/20
Today hospital. It seemed seemingly surreal seeing people in their pain. Could I see myself in the medical profession. 

26/6/20
Not sure whether I mentioned I faint a week ago. 
What if nothing is wrong with me, and its just normal tiredness. 

10/9/20
Its true I hardly recognise myself. I’m unsure of whether I’m moving forwards of backwards. I’m scared that one day I will wake up and won’t even recognise myself. But maybe I’m finding myself again and have been lost for all these years? I’ve abandonment my first love and now I’m not sure how to feel. 

I’ve given up on dance, but I haven’t given up on life - so thats a success. 

11/2/21
It worries me every so often that I have NO F IDEA OF WTF I”M DOING. 
I’m still self-sabotaging. I’m still suffering, because I can’t get over shit.
 My inability to move on I believed jeopardised my final exams last year. What can I do without crumbling?


14/2/21
Happy V day! 
It hurts when your sister tells your parents that she is concerned you’d commit suicide. It makes me realise how emotional must have been. 

It’s as though I need to remain being sick or show physical signs to prove I’m actually ill because my words isn’t enough to be believed.
My word is taken for granted  like it’s a worthless artefact 
My word weighs nothing more than a piece of trash 
 
It’s more than just invisible illnesses they’re just another aspect it’s a wider thing it’s the basis of making presumptions on how things appear. On face value. This trait served us before it helped us survive we can’t erase it only acknowledge it 


Dream - trying to figure out why the ice was breaking. What was the source of my motivation. 



I’ve settled, and quite comfortable where I am in life. Being uncomfortable and unsettled doesn’t appeal to me, although I understand that’s where most growth happens. I suppose because I’ve lost my fire. 

I can’t be bothered, whats the point? It’s a second chance I suppose. It should be exciting, and fun to explore new things. But instead it seems like a burden. 
I never expected it to be so hard.

I can’t seem to comprehend the word ‘try’ as it has extreme dancing memories of me overworking rather than a sensible amount. Is it setting the standards low if I don’t have any. It’s like Ive done a pendulum swing and  maybe Im far too leniant. Eveytime I think I can, Im confronted with I cant, but its more that my mind goes blank as I’m overwhelmed by the past and what happned. But more clearly, Im scared for what could happen. Its not fear or failure, its fear of becoming immobile, blank. And the symptoms are still there, they come and go. Im unsure whether they’re real or its all I’m my mind - confusion g myself even frther. Regardless Im writing in circles, repeating patterns, changing nothing. I still end up stuck in the sea eposition. I’m finally seeing someone of Thursday, Im desperate. 


I’m comfortable plodding along nothing too strenuous or difficult. Im scared not of failure ut body breakdown and I shouldn’t be, because Im toking measures to rectify this. Im going to talk to domeone, change my diet, get good sleep, go out and live in the real world. Because Ive sacrificed so much for too long. THere is joy in life

When I had dance, it was just a metaphor for something else, which Im not sure. It was a mask to manifest something later…

The curse of ambition. Truth as so few reach the pinnacle or maybe its just a position for high functioning sociopaths. But in reality, maybe its just dancers in general. 
To be growing as a person and satisfied is hard.

So maybe hard work does pay off and I just self doubted and didn’t believe/acknowledge it 


 2/8/20
I realise how often I go into auto pilot and loose track of myself . 

There are multiple pathways and answers. No one has a winning answer, as each individual is different. But there are common factors.

There is some genius behinds Shakespeare’s the world is a stage. That line has resonated with a lot of people here. 

Culture side hustle eww

12/11/20
. The moment I thought everything is finally falling into place Im reminded on the cyclic nature and bad news. Seeing the bad as good, for contrast ..? 

13/11/20
Friday the 13th. Thank goodness I’m not faint anymore. Still got a lot more to accomplish but slowly progressing. Sitting painting again. Dreams were strange. 

When did I or why did I start thinking I was weak? When did I loose my strength and independence? I could narrow it down, and easily say Easter 2019 when I noticed a strong contrast in physical and mental strength. Maybe it was all just me going through a delayed puberty? 

My environment prevented me from doing things I loved (edit then so did internal enviorment, How di I prevent myself.. I felt I wasn’t good enough/didn’t deserve it/holdin myself bak from pleasure / withdrawing from lifetime limiting beliefs) 

ANO> Weakness was overwhleming, something was’t right. I couldn’t stand up for myself and so things just gt worse. Whether I kept fighting for something that no longer existed or longed for something more. As days progressed it became harder, it was a survival, rather than dancing for joy. I was hurt.
I miss that and one day my day will come and all this time, this journey will piece together. Perfect sense. 



[bookmark: _Toc46]LETTING MYSELF DOWN 
Shit! I need to get my shit together. Because I felt guilt, ashamed to my younger self who was extremely  motivated to become me in the future. I felt as though I was letting them down. Feeling guilt of who I cold become and not fulfilling that. 
The person I could become if I worked diligently, intentionally, and prioritised me. In general of who I could become and how much I could bring change.





[bookmark: _Toc47]TRUST
Why do I trust other and not myself? I made decisions that hurt other people. Karma
I still struggle to trust myself, also trusting other people. 



[bookmark: _Toc48]Competition / dominance 


The dance world introduced me to competition, and that how I looked was my value. My body was seen not as a  human being, but as an object, to be sculptured to the most aesthetically pleasing position.

From our weight to our appearances, any individual difference was scrutinised. It was a competition.

We needed our love, we needed togetherness but it was only strengthen through hardships, and resilience, forming a bond with people who now you so well - it’s incredible. {Pehaphs that the way to form close friendships is to endeavour warships - but that really shouldn’t have to be the case. 


Competition was met with comparison, as we were ranked on how we were perceived. Although dance is an art form, it’s a visual art where our body is the instrument. 


[bookmark: _Toc49]TOXIC
My first dance school was scary. I remember the yelling. Leaving was hard, I didn’t know it at the time but I was surviving in a toxic environment. I didn't know where I was going or what I was meant to do. But this left my passion to become my anchor, my beacon of hope. One day I hope to see it in myself..

I never truly felt like I belonged anywhere. Perhaps because I could only authentically express myself when I was dancing. 

Puberty hit and suddenly I become one of the ‘popular girls’
I missed out on many activities but I didn’t mind.
After leaving my lifelong dream was shattered, along with hopes and dreams altered. This one happened after I started to out myself, when faced with the immediate top competition from around the world. 
Some part always thought Id be better doing something I was ‘naturally’ good at. Such as acadmeics, tham came easy except it was boring. I never tried. I only did well as it was a condition for me to continue dancng. 


I was in a stagnant strict routine that propounded my success. I was doing well and others started to noitce. JEALOUSY 


Then things started to become distinctly downhill. All around easter 2019.  I was trying so hard to maintain the consistent structured routine, I desperately did not want to upset the balance. I failed to welcome in any lvl in my life, only because I was so emotionally detached. I grew further away from the thing I desperately craved. I established stronger walls, and wondered why I couldn’t reach the object on the other side. But it wasn’t only since I moved overseas, but my entire life through the need to ‘e the best’. 

Better people were worshipped idealised, they dot picked. (competition)

I desired to perform the most emotional roles, the one with the dramatic life stories. Perhaps because my life was lacking. Dancers tend to not get along socially, hence the desire for emotional cathartic movement. Perhaps if life wasn’t so restrained then I wouldn’t have this desire. The question stands of whether I can achieve a normal life?

Prior to leaving dance I lived I life where I remained detached form my body in normal circumstances. I only came alive when I dance, partially why I so desperately craved it. It was my literally my life-force. It was the one thing that made me feel alive. It’s as though waking up from a dream and realise that that was your life and you are now in a dream. 

The weird confliction of reality of what is and inst real. THe fusion pertaining anything thought of ecisitance. IT took a while for me to realise how detached I had been. It was a painful process of reintegrating my soul into my body. And for them to finally become one. Especially after so many years of being horrid, absolutely horrid to my body. 

Denying the one thing that mattered most probably caused my body to disintegrate. And yet I cause my body to disintegrate. I was emotionally dated for something that had been draining me. I was at a crossroads. 

I had anorexia nervosa. Those words seem a little strange to me. Especially now as I'm only now coming to face the severity of the illness. I'm only starting to conform to the reality of being diagnosed with this disease. Even though I ‘recovered’ I was still severely underweight. But this was seen as acceptable, as all dancers were, as long as you weren’t diagnosed with any sort of mental health problem. (BLACK SHEEP MENTAL HEALTH)  We had to be thin. It is an aesthetic sport afterall, that valued prepubescent bodies. 

The more I looked into the effects of the disease the more I realised how much of an effect it’s had on my life following ‘recovery’.  The signs that never stop paying. 
Recovery as your not really supposedly recovered. 
Osteoporis, signifiant bone loss that leads to fractures. I did have multiple stress fractures. 
Learning about all these risks after the facts puts more importance to look after my body. Dancers I vleive have such a complex relationship with their body. Its quite unlike anything normal. We constantly cristiize ourselves in the mirror to attain perfection. When there was a rise in surgery during lockdown as people were sontantly looking at their own faces. Just thi nk of ballet dancers who do it on a daily bais, but for their entire body. They also have teachers, who do it for them. OCassionally peers. 
Lack of oestrogen. 
Infertitlty

I devleoped hyponatremia. that the risk of death by suicide among by anorexic women is 57 times the expected rate of other women. Alcohol and drug abuse may be common among clients with anorexia nervosa as well.

One of the top long term health risks of anorexia has to do with our bones. Nearly 90 percent of women with anorexia experience a condition known as Osteopenia, which translates to a loss of bone calcium. Up to 40 percent of the people that suffer from anorexia may also face Osteoporosis, which means an advanced loss of bone density. More than two-thirds of children and adolescent girls with anorexia do not develop strong bones during their critical growing period. Boys with anorexia also frequently suffer from stunted growth. The less a patient weighs, the more severe the bone loss will be. This is one of the most irreversible complications of the disease.

Unfortunately, weight restoration does not completely restore bone development. For females, a rapid return to regular menstruation cycles is the key to preventing permanent bone loss. The longer that anorexia persists the more likely the bone loss will be permanent.

suffering nerve damage that affects the brain and other parts of the body. Seizures, Disordered thinking. Numbness or tingling in the hands or feet (peripheral neuropathy)



Increase in coritisol. 

Anorexia has the highest mortality rate of all mental health disorders. As many of 20% of people will actually die from it. 



I also look to m life prior and realise that this illness wasn’t seperated from the rest of my life, but could have been seen as a coping mechanism to the trubulent environment I was faced with. The sad thing, I wasn’t expericing anything quite abnormal, but relatively normal. I had a good support network. 



I struggle with motivation. What is the point of living? Questioning with no places. And too scared to make any decision. Then continuously second guessing myself. 

I suppose I need to make myself believe that the worst thing that has happened to me, has been the best thing that has happened to me. But I doubt I'll get there until I believe I've succeeded. Succeeded in what is another question. 

The words it’s ok repeat over again, and over again in my mind. Telling my mind and believing it are two entirely different things, but hypnosis right?


Simple things I enjoy:
clean sheets
frothy milk
cheesecake
sunrise dn sunsets
accomplishing something..?
match tea
PUPPES!
walking in nature.. a forest
Cheese
bed after a tiring day
stargazing
seeing a friend I haven’t seen in a while
Music
Taking with someone who can understand - deep intielluctal conversation
aesthetically pleasing things


Why do I hate schedules so much. It just seems cruel, I never abide by it anyway. (CONSISTENCY)


I was so hurt. Degraded. I put up with horrible hugs because I thought it was acceptable. I felt that mistreatment was allowed to happen. Injustice of being ignored, abused, violated boundaries was allowed. I didn’t grant myself respect or cared about me enough to stand up and change.



Ok s how do I end this never-ending cynic nature of breakdowns - Ask for help!


The mornings are the worst. Reliance on other peoples opinions. COnflictions, emotions everything mundane.

29/5/20
So Ive stopped gighting, a commitment I’ve made when things started the crumble. THe power of the secret oath I made, has retained its power over the course. I don’t know what the future entails. Once cannot simply sail the sea without preparing their vessel of choice. 

30/5/20
1, Don’t break down in front of the family - Ive said this before STOP!
2. Avoid people, adopt plenty of dogs (puppies) you’ll repel people naturally 


1/6/20
My deepest desire 
Is to be seen and loved in all my messiness chaotic wild self 
I’m afraid that people will not love me and only love parts 


18/7/21
fuck it hurts
It hurts when people completely disregard your past and only judge you by the present. 
Especially when they walked by your side as your faced your hardships.
It hurts like hell.
But I suppose thats what it is, to live in a blank slate.
To truly let go of the past, is to let go of the excuses, burden and trauma that has shaped you. 
The trauma has shaped you as a person, but whether in a good way or not.
To judge only by the present, is worthwhile, a key indicator of living gin the moment. Worthwhile, when you are judged by the present and stand by your values and beliefs even if the pain hadn’t happened. Its illogical to move and leave in the present without taking the lessons learnt, but also to take the pain. Choose selectively what you take froward, what serves.

I know I worked truly hard, I pushed hard when things got tough
I know now I have a tendency to avoid hard things as a sign of not wanting to put up with shit

I did it, I finally made it. 



its scary how fast the world is moving, the pace that science fiction is becoming non fiction. Its scary because we are moving faster than we can keep up and will portly only realise when its irreversible.


21/33/21
If anything I ruminate to think how wonderful it was. 

I want to grow food make food sleep engage in disscsuion, living of the land. 



20/3/21
You cannot know exactly what will make you happy, All you can do is test the process and make the best out of every situation. 


There is an empty void in my heart, it beckons for attention and holds me down. THe void in my heart is yet to be filled some marigold substance. I know there will a time, when the flame is too bright. BOthing seems quite to fit, no matter how much I try. 


Never good enough/unworhty/unloved/underserving

Have a deep unnerving feeling that I’ll never be good enough. 




You can still be loved and a work in progress. It's accepting these two contractors ideas, consequently persecuting yourself to cognitive dissonance.

Disheartened by my imperfection. Angry at my self-sabotage. I haven’t fixed things up yet. I try to take solace in my imperfections, and relish in the realisation of change and neuroplasticity.

I've been clenching my jaw for quite some time, it's completely unnecessary. I do not know the exact reason why - which is frustrating. 


I can be kind to myself. (theme body pushing to extreme don’t have to reach the limit_

I never felt I was good enough. But I know I was, and that I am I don’t need external validation, Saying it is a lot easier than applying. So what would it look like to have enough internal validation. Well, it would automatically eliminate all attention seeking behaviours. It was ease stress, drastically. Pretending. 


3/2/21
You did not fall ill from working hard, you became ill from doubting yourself, not speaking up, expressing your concerns, taking action when listening to your body.

I had placed so much pressure on myself to ‘make it’. It was the only option, like life or death. As the school was the final stage before the ‘end’ goal. I was paranoid, especially by the words of my teacher, that so many students ‘flop’ once they go overseas as they already believe they’ve made it. I was too worried that I wasn’t enough. I wasn’t training enough to realise that I could make it and do it. I was also not prepared to make the lonely step of practising  by myself afterwards. 



Everything happens for a reason, nothing happens at all.

25/5/20
It’s today I finally acknowledge I was actually good at dancing. Looking back I realised I never felt good enough, not once. Receiving accolades didn’t feel like an achievement, rather an expectation. 

14/11/20
People have different degrees of hard work, my hard work may not be seen as normal as it was torturing my body. (CFS)



Good enough?
Why not - 
shamed that there something wrong with me that Ive caused so many problems. ok and… hats wrong with that. 
feels unworthy, inadequate etc
Know that your past does not define you, so even though it may be murky, it shows you’ve lived, you’ve tested yule tried
Your burdens are not your to keep
Your wrongs are not being you as a person are wrong, It’s there view of you. There opinion of you. THEM!
In reality there action towards you has nothing o do with you but to them
Taking ownderships for your actions, taking responsibility of your actions knowing that wha you did really is bad, it’s you doing you. 
being able to face the consequence of actions, knowing that you being shamed, is; t because you are unworthy or inadequate, you have and will always continue to be whole, worthy, and enough. 
so proud of you. 


Being enough in a world that’s constantly wanting more. 


[bookmark: _Toc50]SHAME
12/8/20


I don't feel I deserve love because of all the suffering I’ve caused. There is no good for partially punishing yourself for the wrongs you believed you did. The greatest redemption is to love yourself again, kindness and compassion. 

Love isn’t something you need to deserve. It's innately yours. Its something you’re granted from birth and can't be taken away. As long as you live you are loved. 

I wasn’t comfortable with myself. I was scared, and undeniable fear of not being good enough. Yes, I did have a fear of failure due to the drilling of perfectionists and everyone being ‘my fault’ .

That I would purposefully cause my own suffering.

The past year the floodgates reopened and I’ve delved into the questions.

I wanted to be appreciated for my existence rather than feel like a burden. 

It would of everyone the world of good to let go of all the shame, and pain we hold within. This is much easier said than done, and forgiveness may be a lifelong process. It’s hard to forgive others, but even harder to forgive yourself, saying that it’s not impossible, far from it. 

By learning and understanding mob position at the time it’s easier to forgive sins from the past with forgiveness and compassion. Unknown blobs of being not good enough are cleared to make sense of why these unfortunate events happened. Why my passion for ballet was so strong, and why it’s hard to find something else. 


10/1/21
[bookmark: _Toc51](LIMITING BELIEF NOT GOOD ENOUGH / UNWORTHY /
I used to believe that I don’t deserve joy, as though I’m playing an unnecessary burden on myself that encourages me to just settle. As though I’m not worthy of goodness, happiness because I’ve done something wrong or bad. This isn’t true and is just a story stemming from a history of traumatic expertness. I can believe it or not, but my mental and physical state influences me. 

I don’t deserve to be burdened with self imposed restrictions
I'm allowed to have thought and dreams, hope and amitions.

I’m tired even though I slept well. I was fine until I stopped. And then my heart sank, the empty void returned. The girl was clinically anxious, alarmed and frightened because I've been there we all have, and Ive caused so much pain. 

I'm overwhelmed with thoughts and plans and little actions. SHAME TAINTED
Passionate about life


I always find I’m not doing enough, trying enough, striving enough. 


[bookmark: _Toc52]Letting others down
At first I didn’t feel it, the feeling of letting down people - teachers, family friends. They all had their expectations and put so much time and effort into helping me fulfil my dreams. In some ways I was evil, unintentionally deceiving them, showing great hope and potentially and only ‘throwing it all away’ as I ‘couldn't handle it ‘. Self sabotaging maybe but the ‘poor me’ syndrome should cease to exist. 

Teachers expectations shift, despite being somewhat of a prodigy and wanting to move on my teachers care and they taught me so much more than just ballet, they gave so much more than just baller. Their training I carry though. 

I feel as though I’ve let everyone down. As though I didn’t fall through on my initial plan. My teacher, my family, my peers. I can’t say its because of me becoming myself as it wasn’t even my fill decisions it was - ‘self sabotage, failure quit when things get too hard
These things hurt as they don’t resonate with me and also because it’s the thoughts of my nearest and dearest. They all put in the work and efffort. I could make them proud, forming , transforming and becoming more confident and happy. These statements aren’t accurate, I know I did the nest I could at the time given mac ircumstances. SHAME

In some sense Ive given up on life, as I see it’s futile and just haps to go with the flow. However, this insist me from grasping an acknowledging what I want.  SHAME


25.5
I feel as though I've left my dance schools down. Its a confusing love hate relationship with dance. I want to let fo, et I kee clinging with the hope or possibility of retuing. I do not understand anything at all. I think it’ll be surreal when I don’t receive any daignosis. DIsheartening, but realisation thats its actually me all along with just a bad mental case. Life is so confusing I don’t think theres any point in trying to understand it - it’ll just make you mad. 
ALways tainted
1/8/21


[bookmark: _Toc53]perhaps ill forever have to pay for my sins rings true

The phrase perhaps I’ll forever have to pay the sins of my past echoes in my mind. As I’m confronted with the long term effects of my eating disorder, my ambition in my early life. There is no changing the past.

 It’s easy to underestimate the importance of a small maneocuer, bt these small changes we make on a whim can alter our course. We often don’t realise how oimportant ur daily actions are. Perhaps we should sink more into the natural flow, and not worry as much. Because if we did xactl.y as we wished, when ,where and how perhaps wed be exactly were we are now. In a dream. 

The sin that never stops paying
Paying the debts the sin that never speaks

unsure when?
I haven’t forgiven myself yet for the mistakes I made. I made mistakes. I desired to be the best, and what's wrong with that. (edit: perhaps because I sacrificed myself, and lost who I was in the illusion of what I desired. I though my picture of success looked how society wanted, how vastly mistaken I was. Now Im unsure of what I really desire, and whether it truly is the typical things or atypical. Its never black or white so perhaps parts of both. A never ending process. 
I felt I wasn’t good enough as I was and need to look a certain way. (edit: little did I realise this was the old ve been blessed with, and hat a gift it is.) But I shouldn’t be burdened by life for its consequences. ITs ok to make msitakes, its normal and its human. You did no wrong but didn’t realise what the time. I seemed stability and the ability to do something I wanted. I wanted to dance and couldnce stand the idea of not having it. I caused so much pain to my family it was a horrible experience. I was hurting myself, propounding the chse for success. I desired success more than my own life (edit: notes about success is ti worth it, success over health career theme values, priotirtes theme) That shows I didn’t truly care for my body, it was just a tool. I used and abused it.But thats chnaged. I love every inch of my body faults and all. I forgive myslef. 
I worried my past has left pernamnet damage to my body. I fear ill forever e burdened by the consequences. For this reason its hard to forgive, but even more necessary. 

25/4/21
perhaps ill forever have to pay for my sins rings true

the phrase perhaps ill forever have to pay the sins of my past echoes in my mind. As I’m confronted with long term effects of my eating disorder, my ambition my early life choices. THere is no changing the past, and its not easy , You’d be in an entirely different place. ITs easy to underestimate the importance of a small maneocuer, bt these small changes we make on a whim can alter our course. We often don’t realise how oimportant ur daily actions are. Perhaps we should sink more into the natural flow, and not worry as much. Because if we did xactl.y as we wished, when ,where and how perhaps wed be exactly were we are now. In a dream. 



Someone once told me that it’s true, that you forever have to pay for your sins. It seems logical that it’s true. Although I wish it wasn’t and perhaps I was too idealistic thinking that you ould stop paying for your sins. 

If we move to a theory of everything happens for a reason, then perhaps it was always the plan for me to be this height, this weight, even if my free will may have shaped this. But is my free will planned ? 



Its strange to think that I almost have chosen and planned my entire life as a way to cope. But haven’t we all? Its harder to recognise, but everything has a flow on effect. We can’t simple say one event. Sure, maybe one event has had a larger impact than others. But if we keep bringing it back, it can go all the way to the moment of conception. Trauma lives in the body, and perhaps its a word that is overused and thrown around with scant impressions. Negative memories feel a little too bland. Life, is another. Life encompasses all the good and bad. And yet trauma only occurs in the bad? Then what do we call those positive experiences that live in the body? If trauma represents the negative, then what represents the positive. That’s a question for the scientists, or wordsmiths.




[bookmark: _Toc54]Everyone’s replaceable 

 Replaceable
In the dance world we’ve been told everyone is replaceble. THe phrase ‘everyone is repleacble; by Abby Lee form Dance moms became so popular it was a cliche saying amongst dancers. It was all for product, aesthetics of who dances the best. IT enviable led to a destitute competitive envorment. Yes, it led us to the best dance. There wa always a level of comraderie. but underneath it all lurked some serious snakes. Your worth was whether you were seen as relevant defined to such a small moment in time. It often put your value in your body. It was rather subjective with certain teachers liking certain students. OR even depending the mood on the teacher and who he disliked a certain day. 
You were only relevant /worthy is wu were seen as ‘good enough’ in the moment’. 
Some reassurance that this is someone else deciding. 
Put an expectation o you that if you’re not ‘good enough’ your out. You always had to be ‘on’ and at the top of your game as you never knew he was watching. There was no slacking off just hyper awarenss, hyper adrenaline, extra extra good.


I was sick for one week, extremely sick to the point where I was bed ridden. The week coincidences with the state finals for cross country and the return of my dance teacher from America. I was extremely disappointed to miss out on the finals for cross country as I felt I was on top of my game. I was not disappointed that I missed a week of rehearsals, especially as I didn’t like the director so much, as he had spontaneous anger fits.

Although when I returned to dance the following week, I found out that I was moved from the front line and was out of over half of the routine. I was told to keep practising on the side, and I may just get back in. Every single time they released the routine, I practised it as though I was performing. I was never put back into the routine, for the remainder of the entire year. Looking back it’s striking to see how a single week could change the course of my year, thankfully it wasn’t too erratic, but to me, my 8 year old self, it meant a lot.




[bookmark: _Toc55]Letting myself down 
23/4/20
Crying again. Dont know whether moving forwards or backwards. As there is no scale of measurement. I can't dance without crying. I cried because I knew deep down I had betrayed myself and realised all those missed opportunities. (LETTING YOURSELF DOWN / SHAME) 
I can’t deal with the grief and the realisation of who I've become,I feel my younger self would be ashamed.

GO hard or go harm 
 was an all or nothing person because otherwise it seemed pointless. Because if I didn’t it would seem as though I wasn’t trying , not putting in any effort. 


anorexi, wanting perfectionism wanting to be the best.
It wasn’t of rpower, or for eveil. It was purely to simply to fulfil a goal. To achieve something I knew, it shouldn’t have been like this. Go after a goal to the endth degree. (edit: all or nothing) I feel depersonalised now, disassociated now, but maybe I was then and now I’m finally finding myself again, after loosing touch for all those years. I know that times are tought, but maybe me now is better, more balanced, ore ture. Ive reverted ack. But perhaps thats my ad side wanting a goal for the cost of all else. (edit: no bad side, what we reject is what is important, is our gift). Just a sense of self-worth. I designed my sense of self worth around my ability to achieve a goal. If I did not achieve it, my self worth was lowered. (edit: what makes men sense of self now??) I defiend my life by this goal that I decided on. But is that goal worhtwile, yes it was but not at eh sacrifice of my persona. So then if I loose my goal and regain who I was before feigning my value by a goal That doesn’t mean Im just me - no stings attached. I don’t have any armour or anuhting o hide - just pure me. (edit: still put up make) And perhaps there is no need t be achieving one thing, rather a multitude. I see life is far too comples. Ive seen he world backwords. The all or nothing can dissipate and instead grow roots of comfort sustaibiyt and love. I will cherish these precious moments before life continues. So as I continue keeping a broadspectrium, understand that you cant forget everything and leave everything behind but its not worth it. It does no justice to anyone.


I miss dance. Its home. Although nothing else matter with dance. It shouldn’t be an all or nothing decision. Is dance worth the sacrifice of everything else - no, but what else is there? Despite being a source of my light, it's near impossible when the light turned to darkness. And now trying to find another light to pull you out. If I leave dance I need to find other sources for everything dance gave me. And the gaps can be my purpose for dance. Preahps. But I can’t. Feel as though I've wasted too much time stuck in the same cycle. 

Dance was my only dream, my one singular goal. From around ten years old I was captivated and was determined to do that as a living. Dance appealed to me, as I could do what I loved as a job, and therefore I wouldn’t have to work a day in my life. I was also motivated by my other who always seemed so miserable after work, I never wanted to become like him. 

It took a while a battle with the mind to understand th


[bookmark: _Toc56]WORTH it 
19/7/21
Was it worth it?
Perhaps my redemption will never come 

The lessons and lifestyle that people took on board so easily that I sacrificed that I missed out on how much longer will I have to suffer 

The lessons gained that are  granted automatically to some at what cost and for how much longer 

Had there been any benefit in finding things our learning things that don’t bother others 

Was it worth it 

Was it worth the shoving which inevitable leant me to answers innate to others 

What benefit has come from testing my limits 

Even though I’m presumably healing it’s a never ending process to fill the scars and bejewel them 

In spite of all Ive had some great experiences. But was it worth it?Its granted me depth and wisdom. Its granted me unquestionable knowledge in the realms of my own limits. I know my body well. 
What determines wha’s enough? as there are infinite possibilites. Nothing can promise you anything except faith in yourself that you are completing enough. Which is hard to justify as every circumstance has different factors. Answer I believe is rarely met, and unfortuetly you are left with deliberation act that don’t serve the purpose other than to fill time. 

9/6/20
I seem to cry after every motivational video. It reminds me of the pain I have endured and the suffering I caused to those nearest and dearest. When is it too much? Is broken far enough? Am I meant to keep pushing when I’m scattered in pieces - it’s fundamentally impossible. Perhaps I’ve found my threshold.


28/7/21 WORTH IT 
Is it worth it, I guess we will never know 



3/8/21
Maybe we’re just a depressed society coping by numbing ourselves out to various mediums. (mind book)


20 and go try period Theme Health 


Failed

Its weird saying I like to dance, because it was a huge part of my life that seems significantly diminished. In some ways I like keeping that part of me to myself when meeting people, largely because it’s men. Letting people know my story is quite hard, largely because of shame. (theme shame)
Because things didn’t go as planned. Because I put my heart and soul into it, and it didn’t work out. What does that do to momental health? WHen you try you rbest and don’t succeed, is exactly what happened. I exhausted all possible alternate options, It was my dream, my life. (obessions theme transisiton)

What’s so wrong with ‘shame’ people thinking your a failure - it doesn’t matter. (theme shame transition). But it does, only if you let it.


I suppose we will never know whether it was worth it, but we do have the power to make our past worth it. We can transform the salvages of our history to make something worthwile. We can create a better future, not past. 

It’s a question of whether the good outweighs the bad. 



dace to me was worth it but now struggle to find something worth it 


WORTH IT 
I don’t think we will ever know whether its worth it, but its up to us to decide to make things worth it. To make a life one worth living. Someone so real that it makes the suffering worthwhile or at least justifiable. I thought it was dance, or at least it was temporally. But now…? 

I know what I’m looking for, something that makes it worth it. 











[bookmark: _Toc57]Perfection
July
I suppose that's partially the strain of perfection, the all or nothing. Sadly, that's not how life works. 
Wouldn’t some sense of accomplishment be better than none, or will I continue to be disatsifeid with not achieving more. 

28/8/20
Breathe. You’ll be alright. Even if you fail you’ll be alright. 
I hate wanting perfection and failing to live up to it. I hate it. You’ll be alright. You’ll be alirght. You’ll be alright. 

There used to be the saying “,” or amor fati, to love fate, to make the best out of every situation. Literally love life. The search for passion is preventing the finding of passion. With society placing expectations of no less than perfect, and success defined by status, money etc. These principles are dragged onto the individual self. It is up to us to unlearn these beliefs, and consciously create and form our own. 
The strive for perfectionism leads to procrastination in pursuing the passion. 

I always felt like I wasn’t doing enough, holding myself accountable with my self imposed expectations. My self-imposed expectation were a little short of perfection.. actually it was perfection. However the phrase perfection doesn’t exist all rang true to my mind. I set these limits with every intention that I would never reach them. I was prupsoefly setting myself up for failure. Declaring to the world I was never good enough with my daily habits. These cruel limits that tormented my everyday mind. (PERFECTION)

1/3/21
As though I won’t be satisfied until I’ve reached the pinnacle of success. 



That little thought that the only reason I was continuing is a drive, not only to be perfect but as a form of ‘exercise’ to ‘stay thin’ to ‘stay beautiful’ because vanity is the sad reality, which indicates your values to someone else, and is largely characterised by genetics. 
So… The continuing driving or my main motivation partially wasn’t always the drive to be perfect. It extended so far to control the exercise I did in order to ‘stay thin’ and ‘stay beautiful, because vanity is the sad reality.

Our world has to be something more than superficial, this can’t be it. The 
THE WHOLE EMOTIONAL SIDE / EMOTION CODE / EMOTIONAL BRAIN 
THis tie into robots …? Then also art..? Importance  PART 1 DANCe PArt 2 becoming PART 3 lessons..? 
BEAUTY 
Remember when time stopped and history slowed and everything somewhat stood still. There was a moment in time when we could breathe, to live and to simply see the beauty in everything. That was a while ago, I don’t remember. 

"Without beauty there is no call to higher being." Jordan Peterson 




You have known only one way of loving — love it, possess it and forget it. When you try to possess love, you rob it of its beauty, and then that same love gives you pain. 
https://www.huffpost.com/entry/love-and-beauty_b_1285151

Beauty as an energy

https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=-O5kNPlUV7w



Are we trained to see what beauty is or is it innate and uniquely different 

16/9/20
Desire to stay beautiful, young attractive powerful so that i worthwhile. Desire to stay the best. I want to control everything. 
Pleasure and pain come hand in hand, both are as destructive as the other. 
I don't feel like I deserve success because I'm imperfect. I keep a standard that I believe is ‘perfect’ . Societal image of perfection or what should happen is my personal standard, the room for failure is gone. Humans are imperfect - so why beat yourself up. No human is anymore or any less perfect that the other. So if one achieve success. so cam another.
I don't déserte success, but if I achieve my desire I should welsh and enjoy it. (theme deep feeling of shame!!)
What's holding me back? Maybe I'm unloveable 


Beauty subjective 

I was a perfectionist, and now I’m a recovering perfectionist. 



Because nothing was ever good enough, and there was always something to work on. 


[bookmark: _Toc58]BODY
So. Today I wonder,
what this life is simple for
I am enthrottled
with every gaze
starring down my throat
hungry for more
I stay obnoxious
for not willing to meet the truth
that my soul is undercover
and hides it fright 

I simply attempt to coax my soul
and yearn for it to breath once more
to breathe freely, just as it did
at the very beginning
before I knew

Perhaps, there will be a day
where my soul is free again
to roam the streets
and simply be

and maybe thats the day
where my body is no longer seen
as the light inside simply blinds
all those that are no longer true

So that is the day,
I long for
the one
where I will simply be
blinding all 
that can not bear
the beauty inside
the purity
the truth 




Exterior appearance is heavily intertwined with beauty, serves as an inspiration to be more, do more. Perhaps, there must be a way for our exterior to reflect our interiors. Maybe there was, but with so much superficial tweaking, how can one be honest and raw? Is it reinforcing the hypochondriac within you- lying to yourself. We pic up muscles habits, from our peers just like emotions. If your peers are slouched, you are more likely to be as supported with mimic muscles. But think relatively and scalability, if your mother always raises her eyebrows and has deep forehead wrinkles - then your muscles ar emore likely to mimic this trait. You would have to consciously unlearn the patterns of your muscles to avoid this. Im not saying wrinkles are unavoidable ut they can be prevented and/or slowed. Theres a reason why wrinkles occur generally in similar positions across humans, and not randomly in the middle of the face - it’s based on the actions of your muscles. If you retrain them, consciously, then perhaps you’ve prevented a wrinkle. 

More so with posture and breathing. 


Dear LAruen.
Im sorry for all you endured. Please forgive yourself. There is truly no need to let your e another way. You’ll have more sustainable success if you breathe once in a while. Surrender now, even if its uncofmrtable, painful or scary. Have courage and bravery to admit your defats and welcome love with open rms. I forgive you for all, and I encourage you to take more risks. Life is not a rehersal, after. 


15/2/21
Relationships
It’s hard to accept, but I feel uncomfortable when realising peoples opinions are based on my exterior apperance. I realise it provokes a response that I can’t simply ignore the passergoers. (change).

Who am I stripped bare of my body? Are we two different beings or one and the same.


My body. I’ve had a complicated relationship, especially with my feet. I’ve constantly been told that my feet are the source of me ‘nt being good enohg’. 

Dance gives control over the body.

 it’s frustrating that I feel my body doesn’t represent me (edit 7/9/21) but what if that’s not true. What if my body truly represents who I am on the inside out, and we just don’t realise it. But how come so many of the pretty girls in school were bitches? Were they though? everyone can be a bitch? Goodness must shine though, it must


My body said no. When the body says no book. Incongrunece between mind and body as though they are seperate entities seemingly not wanting the same thing. A formation of self hatred occured. 


Dance is essentially art of the movement of the body. There is the combination of music, sets, costumes to and this art form. 


THere was only one way to look in ballet, and that was the idealised pre pubescent body.


[bookmark: _Toc59]Fate body have to be perfect measurements
[bookmark: _Toc60] "You've either got it or you haven't"
On itv news!!
[image: 1f648.png]
I think that's a rather dangerous quote for young Ballet dancers to hear and would like to ensure young dancers are not put off striving for the career they aspire too because they have been judged to "not have it".
Its simply not correct.
That's not what the audition process is - it's a view of where you are in that moment in time as a dancer.
Yes there are certain physical attributes that help but there is also a wonderful grey area - and I would say this is where many of the most exciting dancers exist. Possibly without the flattest turn out or biggest sway backs - but they are real dancers.
For anyone out there right now, wondering if it's all worth it, having maybe not quite got a place where they hoped;
It doesn't matter!
You can still make it - with quality teaching  intelligence and dedication. I have seen this happen year after year. You have not been judged to " not have it". Please keep dreaming.
Many that are turned away at age 11/12/13 are usually the ones thriving at age 16!
The joy of the Arts is that it's not black and white.
Please don't take that quote to heart if you listen, to what is fundamentally a lovely piece for a young girl and great exposure for Ballet. However that quote should be ignored!
Even the schools don't look at it so harshly. It's more a case of "is that dancers right for us at this point in time in their development “.





[bookmark: _Toc61]STRUGGLE STREET (hard words CFS,)

To fight or not to fight? It seems like a simple question that boils down to probabilities, or more so depending on the situation that arises. I wish it could be so simple and always relishing and uplifting fitting for what you believe in, but then it raises the question of when is too much? When to back out of a fight? I suppose its best to start on a smaller scale. I would often avoid confrontation of fights the would be inevitable never resolve and didn’t matter to me, those were things I choose not to fight for. I normally do fight for what I believe in, but only if its strong enough to compel me to action. It’s a bit like any electric charge, in order for our body to create an instantaneous reaction the electrical current has to break the threshold of -55kv - we need to be motivated past a certain point. 

I did say I condemned myself for fighting, but that was because I fought too much, too hard. I was using to a wall that wasn’t budging. And so I say you may be close to the treasure, but what’s the point of the treasure if you can no longer enjoy it as your deteriorating away. It’s as though in the process of striving for the goal you become withered and weary, and when you reach your destination you will no longer be able to enjoy it as your no longer capable of. I suppose thats what a lot of people do in our current society, the so called ‘retirement’ which fortunately is becoming extinct. Not sure whether thats because more millenails are seeking ro alternative pathways, or pursuing a life ‘passion’ so they;; never have to work a day in their life, or more so the global recession and the global delay of retirement. With the gap between classes growing, what’s the point, and the taco add, why can’t we all be happy? 

Why continue fighting, whats the point? Suppose quite a pessimistic view, but why? Something to live for, something that brings you joy. I insist its in the simple small moments. 
The happiness of one causing the misery in the other. We cannot all seemingly co-ezist in perfect hamony, it waould be biologically impossible. But, there is that old hope that everyone will progreess and become evolved creatures that undpersntand, empathise - well basically become perfect humans. Ecvept perfection doesnt; exsit and we are all fundamentally flawed no matter how hard we work to erase them. No one will ever be perfect despite the constant pursuit for perfection, as the pursuit only elucidates more errors known to mankind.

Then if not gifhigting of rmoney, passion maybe love.

recaps naive but I have; t fallen in love with somebody, yet. One day for sure. So I’ll leave this section out of the equation for now, and update everyone if this changes. 

Movies influence us greatly, tx shows, media all of the aboce. We learn how to socially behaviour through these environments more so now then human connection. As everyone becomes generally more isolated and engrossed into fictional characters portrayed by real ones. Our ability to mimic, absorb and gain mannerisms are form characters made by peoples imagination. These characters do not exist in real lfie, but it would be cruel to limit someones imagination into non-realistic elements, Although I still don’t believe we are going back t the era of games of thrones. 

Music is joy, and I wish people could appreciate classical music more. Maybe it’s those who ack depth in life, fail to udnersnad the complexities of the most being sounds. THat’s a contraditcion, Irealsie classical music is so intricate and complex yet others may perceive as mundane. Although I would perceive other music as Mundane, and they complex. It’s not really fair to judge who is right or not, which way is more supeorpir, as who can really judge if we haven; defined the factors. And even if we were to define all the limited factors, then it would be their wegihting, their scaling, all far too complex to decide which genre of music more superior than the other. People do go to this hassle for other things, like end of year school marks which so called determine your future. 
I despise these slogans perpetuating into inevitable fear of doom and gloom. Statustuc do not define your life, they are just gained from noramlility, and normality is just majority, so as long as your not majority your fine - be the excepion, because you can. And if so many people were anomlaises, then they portably couldn’t have a nice standardised statistic graph, it would be impossible, and mathematicians would be furious as others fail to conform to societal standards. It be a rebellion.

Should you care? With the reassurance of the culture of not caring about things (Mark manson - the art of not giving a fuck), has brought a blaze culture. But should you simply just not care. What should you care about? the thing sin life, that deeply cate baout, your desires.


DANCE Glorifying the struggle 

Do something I don’t understand - is it all worth it? Maybe one day it’ll all just click. That’s what one of my ballet teachers said to me one day.. I’m still waiting for that click. I really don’t know who I am anymore, but I am so proud how far I’ve come.



17/9/20
You don’t need to work extremely hard, as you don’t need to prove yourself. Babies don’t work hard yet there cared for. Nature isn’t struggling its existing. Good things can happen just for being yourself. 
Pursuing one things means the sacrifice of all other hopes.

5/10/20
the whole strive to be more strive to be better?

24/2/21
Suffering was a sign of working hard. The pain was valid enough to gain support. Suffering meant working hard, putting up with pain. I didn’t feel I deserved what I wanted without suffering. Suffering vs discomfort?

21/7/21
I really do and still detest the idea of pushing past the limits. I see the relevance and defying your own thoughts. But where is the lined drawn between pushing past your thoughts and listening to your body. Perhaps having a consultation?

3/4/20
I still have trauma in my mind, and have lost trust in myself, especially in the department of making decisions. I was a very driven person, and perhaps I’ve conformed to exercising the polar opposite of the emotions. I’ve denied what I was as it was seen as ‘bad’, as I had seemingly ‘failed’. I’ve rejected all that I was, and adopted something far more liberating. But to regain focus on fundamentals everything is about balance. And living life on either end of the spectrum is not sustainable. The only way is reconciliation of all the traits that made me ‘fail’ and regain perspective, changing the narrative.

3/4/20
I find it extremely difficult to move on, having no motivation. Dance decided and controlled my entire life! I think thats going to take some time - time that I don’t have. A new spark, I thought my old flame would ignite a new one but sadly it was cut short, and now I’m stuck. Not stuck, just investigating desperately to find a new one. Perhaps my desperation to find a flame has sabotaged my access to new inspiration. 

The question remains whether I will go back to dance? Everyone would think I’m nuts, including myself. I don’t know whether I could manage the emotional aspects. I don’t feel that strong - yet. 

Its similar to heartbreak, yet people move on and come back to love again. Maybe the question is how to love again after a heartbreak? Learning to re love, and importantly learning to love yourself. I still seek external sources and validation when its all internal. 

Simultaneously a work in progress and also a masterpiece. 


4/4/20
It’s so hard when I know what happens when I try. Its as though Im doomed to fail..? (continue burnout)




PERIODS
My body was collapsing in on me. I had never got a period and I was 20. I put on weight, at doctors request, and still didn’t get my period. I used to think and still do that some dancers pretending to have regular periods when asked by the school physiotherapist to avoid the extra prodding and poking. 

Band Aid solutions, of taking oestrogen pills or creams. Tablets for hormones at age 20, when the hormones should have been there. Doctors are concerned, but the obvious reason was because I was a dancer an athlete, and that they would come later. They did, but because of that it makes me a higher risk of osteoporosis, especially as I had an eating disorder during my adolescent years. 



[bookmark: _Toc62]Becoming, re birth

Im scared of the unknown the uncertainty
Im scared on the roads less travllrf
and th journeys I know I have to make

I’m scared of all the opportunities I miss
and the people Ill let down

Im scared of hopes that have no end
and expectations that fall just short of the moon

Um scared on how time rolls on
and yet can achieve so little

Im scared of all the possi[lietes
the uptime options for failures or success

but most of all I’m scared of love
I’m scared of he overwhelming sensation, feeling that burns inside of me
the power, infinite/ Bunrs brighter than any other
it justifies all suffering
uncontrollable in nature, tame and distinguish 

yes, Im scared of so many things
I just hope you stand ny with me

I’m scared almost oo feel the emotions, the sensations I feel are almost too strong 
I’m scared to connect, and empathise with others as I know I’ll
Automatically take on their burden 
I’m scared to socialise when flickering between worlds 





that it’s ok to not make your dreams
its ok that you didn’t make it
its ok and theres hope

It seems as though the easier route o return to ballet as It was my identity


Didn’t want to be ill adopted identity of being sick that was the one that followed from ballet
I had to deal with who i was, and who I wanted to become? 







i don’t feel safe - 

Loss of control: Because the traumatic experience is unexpected and sudden, individuals, more often than not, are unprepared for the situation. This can then result in a sense of feeling overwhelmed and helpless, leaving the individual feeling extremely vulnerable and exposed to the cause of trauma.


Committing to something else means sacrificing the loss of dance. 


If your unsatisfied with the outcome, it’s probably wrong. 

Have a pure heart and you ill go far
Have a sour mind and destiny your child
hold your head high above, a little
known leap will keep you sweet

Swaying side away so far
turing fear to be so sneer
Tackle and rashles stumbling near
to be so sweet my little dear

Fever in hearts burn a light
the flame so bright to burn at night
Bansh the widow, the sorrow, the moon
for we shall peak at bittersweet

horizons at midst, to be no more
hold sooner than not, we hold no fear


now only I can rebuild myself
to start completely from scratch
everything erased and fresh canvas
what colours to pain

Do not rush, but there is no mistake. Take time to create your masterpiece. As you don’t want to rebuild again - although rebuilding isn’t bad. Rebuilding is wonderful. A sign of evolution. 
Splashes of colour, little bits to everything. Red, pink, yellow, turquoise, emerald green. I’d add structure outline the form. Then I’d smooth that all. I’d cry and complain and the paint the whole thing black. I’d start again with white. I’d start with a very small dot of white and create flick out of the centre. I’d have even smaller dots around, like splashed. I’d paint faint lines and squiggles of grey in the background. And then I would leave it, smile and walk away. A masterpiece and a work in progress, all at the same time. 



have the audacity too face truth, in the dark reality of humanity

In the absence of fear you’ll find freedom

I’m moving form pillar to post, clinging onto every form of survival 

what are you running towards?


Heartstrings
She’s growing, but covered in cuts and bruises. Toxic cold is embedded on her stems as she struggles to flourish. Her soil is infested, with little reviles nibbling away. But she persists to grow, in spite of all. The morning lifts a new day, to slowly grow a little more, overpowering the toxicity. Slowly but slowly, day by day she stands a little taller and gains more strength. Until eventually, The darkness around her dims and nothing remains except a glowing light - a heart of gold. 


Frustration/cycles
I continually throw myself into the inevitable trap
travel the path well worn
and imbrues myself in the familiar dues
for what I seek is yet a bitter mist
the intangible thats better in my mind
because I cannot grasp whats up in the air
it just runs from my very presence


[bookmark: _Toc63]CONNECTION / NEEDINESS 
Sometimes I just desire something so simple, just a simple message a short brief surprising hello. Wouldn’t that be nice a spontaneous check in from someone just because they care. A brief interlude. Rather than just scrolling and purposefully numbing the brain, wouldn’t it be nice to just talk. 

Just wanting someone to hear, and hold your thoughts instead of them circling in your mind.

Because I’m tried of pretending I’m fine, I’m tired of pretending that I’m put together. I’m barely holding it together yet all I can seem to do is smile.  Because so desperately we all crave connection we all want to feel like we belong, yet we all remain seperate. Striving individually forward, to succeed, to be the best. 

Since when did wanting people become a crime. Sine when did wanting connection become synonymous with falling down the success ladder. As though needing people is a sign of weakness.

Why do we continually desire to disregard our biology and defy our own limitations? Are we not exhausted already. And so I write these words, pour my emotions out and keep them all contained. Hidden from the rest of the world. Staying in my own mind, in my own confines. Not dealing to reveal my deep desire, just like everyone else. 

And so we stay distant together. 

Perhaps I could be that change and share the vulnerability required to reveal whats on my mind, just as me. To revel another side that no one knows about. To be simply me and no pretending. 

the only plausible solution is to buy some flowers, some new clothes and a really good book. Making the time worth spending. 

Share a nice photo and pretend everything is alright.

I hate the way everything easy seems complicated. The way little things explode. How many times irrelevant stuff implodes in my head. The times where nothing seems like it exists. When people talk to your face but you're not listening. How people judge based on your looks or status. How our world is so preprogrammed and driven by our biology. (theme hate list). 





30/8/20
I hope one day I’ll be able to breathe and realise that I will always have my back.
It’ll be alright regardless of what happens. Have faith, its not a futile endeacuour. Hope foes not prevail if the endeavour is deemed futile. 


22/2/21
I feel as though I’ve made some progress. Instead of usually feeling angered or sad when someone brought up past experiences in argument, it didn’t phase me. 

You have that saying, the phrase…
A masterpiece and work of art simultaneously, easier said than done 


My discipline and determination have been rooted and connected to my dancer identity. They only know the extreme ends I felt it was who I was, and who I could be, it was the source of my success. At least I thought it was. It meant to the extreme (theme working to the extreme)


29/7/21 
Everything seems like a temporary fix, and not covering up the root of the pain. The grief, the sorrow, the loss. I’m done. All that could’ve been, has just been simply slashed. Cruel. Life can simply alter so instantaneously without a second thought.. No more band aids of temporary fixes.




As a perfectionist who want to always do well I realise I can’t have it all. So I need to change my sacrifices re arrange my life into something I truly want 


There will always hang the question of whether I’ll find anything that I loved as much as ballet. But also whether I actually want to experience the all comsuming, singular, engulfing passion that I once did. 

It’s hard to live knowing of something that once lit you up is no longer a viable way to make money. 

Money is good in the sense as it allows you to receive a living from giving something of value. The question is what value did I bring to my friends, the community,  and the world. 

It’s harder to answer when the viewpoint is one of low self value, and self esteem. It’s even harder to ask someone what value you bring. Are we sincerely worthless creatures? 

Each friendship interaction and decision can be value based. Deicidng what your values are.


It’s been two years since I’ve returned home from dance, and it still feels as though I’m incomplete, hollow and a mess. 

I don’t remember my life before dance. There was only life with it. Without dance after dance lal I feel is pain and moment of some sort of happiness, or seeing that resembles it. 

it’s always temporary as everything magical seems to fafe against the backdrop of gloom eventually/ hope doesn’t belong  here. there is no point of it. 

to have sustainable hope i truly needed to let all the sadness grief pain go. to begin again. 

i dont think ill ever let go truly it; laws be a part of me 
ok i can e that and more 

The easy way is no to care, because than you’ll wont hurt. It wont matter to you so why care. so you won’t feel the pain. 


]there was a moment of loss feeling of indestructible after surviving but reality seeped in. i felt worse. 
futility.  utility. 

3/1/21
had copies amount of injuries and illness primarily during my training overseas, partially due  to the change in environment promoting both physical and mental ramifications. I was told various opinions from medical professionals such as to have hip surgery next week, and that the person who last suffered my injury never danced again, and insisting on a falsely diagnosing my illness.

The dance world is notorious for scandals especially involving the student teacher relationship. I’ve witnessed various personalities through my training both domestically and internationally. These experiences have inspired me to delve into a legal area and or do the best to help. My classmates attempted a cohesive letter to the board which managed to promote some action but rarely enough.

My experience overseas was traumatic, I experienced the epitome of highs and lows. I relished in the opportunities oversea although never released the consequence until I was told to come home after battling with an ongoing chorionic fatigue. The aftermath if events are rarely talked about, most are too busy onto the next ‘big thing’. I experienced a sharp change in environments retuning home, and commencing the HSC after exhausting alternative opinions. I attempted the hardest level of maths despite not completing a single maths class in four years, and initially struggled to compose a single elegantly crafted sentence. I managed to progress, and as the year went on writing, and learning became easier.

My personal strengths ar also my weaknesses. 


2/2/21
My former dance teacher mentioned to me how there was a difference in the dancers who chose to move on, and those who were given no choice as their body gave up on them. 


NOW 13/8/23
Because at the root of everything, I have not lost my passion for dance. And it is far from faded. My environment was not conducive to fulfilling my passion. And my passion, was not compatible. My environment not only included my external surroundings, but also my internal. I was in a constant state of stress, from past trauma and the external pressures. My body was unable to heal, and unable to recover. And so I continued on a downward spiral. I had this continual blame for myself, and in some ways, exemplified the feeling of body betrayal. 



and has changed everything
life was simple ordered
then came some tiny volcanoes
before i was borked, I tried
But sadly, I broke
broke into tin pieces



21/2/21
Grief. I can continue to ‘move on’ without ‘getting over it’. 


Belongng starts with me, now can I feel like I belong. I know there is? Sort with not lying to yourself. Being and feel confident in your own body. 








Dancing can almost be seen a source of vanity, a self-absorbed affair for the expression of emotions. Although when giving the emotions 
I danced because I had too
I danced because without it I would be lost
I danced because it was my own selfish source of freedom, except it was the 
Dancing provided my own selfish source of escapism, I relished in the freedom and the ability to express my emotions through movement. This selfishness almost vanity was acquired from sctuinixing every detail on a daily basis in attempt to attain perfection caused a detriment of my mental and physical health. Through numerous illness and injuries I was forced to rest, and re-evaluate my current position. I have since learnt to have a more secular view, attaining a sense of balance. Maintining faith despite adversity. 


Dancing provided my own selfish source of escapism, I relished in the freedom and the ability to express my emotions through movement. When dancing for others I shared this source of escapism to the everyday world that existed in the short period of time, and as such provided joy and light to the audience. Bringing light into the world would be my greatest achievement, as I do not believe there is any greater reward then seeing your efforts, helping someone else. The feeling of elation whilst performing was a great reward to myself, but the power to share it with others would be my greatest achievement. 


I have not defined the specifics of my future goals yet. ALthough, I do know that I would love to be involved in rigorous learning, broadening my mind and expanding my horizons to face multifaceted problems. 

I would love to attain a golden compass, a crystal ball or just methods to observe and scrutinise the future. To try and work out some logical solution for all previous misshapen and create a trajectory for future endeavours. Without this seemingly supernatural device I am left questioning, I have realised this constant state of anxiety when perplexing over the future provides no benefit in aiding any decisions, rather it is best too live in the present and focus on what I can do now. My initial future goal is to perform to the best of my abilities in the HSC so I may be accepted into my desired course. Following that I hope to excel at Unviersity, 

My dancing profession did not go exactly to plan, the ‘fairytale ending’ did not happen. I was subjected to the reality of life, I suffered from numerous injuries and illness which I have now learnt to acquire faith through adversity. My determination and grit which allowed me to progress to a high level of dance has been instilled in me from a young age, and I will continue with these qualities in any profession. I manage to progress quickly from recovering from injuries by making optimal use of my time, I became resourceful micromanaging certain aspects of my life so I could enjoy the best of it all without failing in certain areas. 

I prepared extensively on the transition

I have not fully accepted  the fact I am transitioning from a ballet career into another, although I do realise that I wanted to pursue and stand up for 
I realised that I was limited in my self- expression in dance to be non - verabal, yet I realise that one of my greatest asset in my voice. I have a voice, along with every other human that has something to say. I acknowledge that I won AHIGS Festival of Speech competition every time I entered with only self-training. I have always loved debating, thinking on the spot, and coming up with arguments. Growing up in an Italian family the debates are endless covering a wide range of topics. I have learnt to think quick and effectively 

Moreover I believe in justice, 

Overseas I witnessed instances were injustices occurred, I felt a strong urge to act and do something, yet I was incapable of doing anything major I managed to use my voice and speak up for what I believed was right. 

I was falsely accused for an illness which I did not possess. 


I believe that all key strengths can still be developed or improved. I believe I have good organisational and time-management skills, as I have had to juggle many commitments, including over 20 hours of ballet a week vs academics (I was the Dux of Stage 5) when I was living in Australia, to juggling full-time ballet with having to live alone overseas. This strength also leads to an ability to be able to get involved in all aspects to the UNSW Co-op and UNSW community, as I can successfully balance all commitments. I believe that I am able to successfully work in a team and can display initiative, but these are also skills that can be enhanced with further experience (working on projects with other colleagues on a placement). Most importantly, a key strength that is ever evolving, is my resilience to overcome challenges. I have had to compete in elite competitive ballet environments and have moved overseas alone.

My future goal is to find a balance, a balance of order and chaos, work and relaxation, freedom and control I know that a perfect balance probably does not exist, but I can only hope to continually execute a better balance, strive for more. 

I was taught discipline from a young age, this has translated into my ability to work effinetly on my own, to get the task done.
Expression of emotions, although I used through dance I have realised these skills have helped me to emphasis with other humans, and connect on a deeper level. These skills are not only accessible in dance but any other art form, or form of communication, which can be anything as abstract as plainly speaking or eating a piece of cake. 

I trained an eye of aesthetics from scrutinising every detail on a daily basis in attempt to attain perfection, beauty is in the eye of the beholder. 


Is it enough to just simply be enough? be present 
Just to simply exist and do nothing more or less. But just being in the moment
No searching, no figuring out just observing.
I suppose thats the idea of taking control or just observing 
be present or actively present
I wasn’t observing I was steering
When you leave the higher power doesn’t;t want what you want. As I fought for dance, and thats what I eleven I wanted. Other things were handed to me.
I worry what fate wants is not what I want
I sense of anxiety happens everyone I look at those scribbles. My brain automatically shutting off -  I guess I go into the fight mode rather than flight. I take conscious note of my breath, because without I wouldn’t be able to comprehend a single sentence. 



Today, I will accomplish what I set out to achieve - because I must, I must. 
These days are long and tedious but I can take it.
In a week this willl alll be over.
Soon. 

Everythime my eyes settle on something new, my heart stops for a brief moment in time. Adrenaline rushing, but failing to create momentum. Statinoary. I long for answers to drop before my mind like little raindrops pattering down. Sadly, my optimism is exisitentialist, and I look no forward then whats right in front of me. This will all be over soon. Breathe. Breathe. Breathe. 


Thats what fennimist is missing, thats why its not working. Everyone is wanting more women to go into STEM, engineers or somthing. Yes, its creative. But until they promote the beauty aspect, the aesthetic, then they won’t get buyers.  
The importance of beauty
Whether to simply be just for enjoyment


I lied when I said I was fine with it.
I lied when I see it didn’t matter
I lived when I said I was a good person.
Because I’m not -I’m not any of it.

I’m dark, deep twisted and turned
For all I know the devil in disguise
I am your worst nightmare
That reads havoc in your mind
I am the devil in disguise 
And you better we weary as I’ve warned you

But for all I know you could be with me
Two devils in disguises plotting along
Twinning in intentions, diverging in perspectives
You and I two little devils in disguises

I know you saw to be genuine and true
truer than true
But how can I be so sure, when you believe I am truer than true
A paradox is uncovered as the complexities are shambled

I am not truer than true, yet that’s whats thought.
So how can you be truer than true.

we can choose. our devil side our not. 


Everyone is capable of loving so everyone is capable of being loved.

The lack of love, the meed for love, because I lacked love for myself. There was a huge disconnect between me and my body. I was so driven that I ignored my own self. I was blindsided. 

that there was a period of deep confusion, feeling of undervalued and underloved. I also couldn’t accept love because I didn’t think I was ‘good enough’ to deserve it. (theme edit book will i ever be good enough?_ Something was putting me back. I did automatically think the others were better than me. I was shy (more compassion empathy if you’ve been there of felt that). 


[bookmark: _Toc64]Invisible illness

It would be rather upsetting if all my faults, are caused by me. If you believe in manifestation, and how our thoughts create our reality, then you have to acknowledge it doesn’t just work for the positive. If our internal state of being is reflected back to us in our environemnt, we have to take accountability and responsibility for it. Its hard to admit that sometimes, we are the problem. 

It took a while for me to come to terms with the reality that my body was shutting down on me. That my body was giving up on me, forcing me to give up on my dreams. Body betrayal. 



Maybe.
Maybe I don’t want things to change and like being able to use ‘illness’ as an excuse. Maybe I enjoy.want to be seen as ‘sick’ so it legitimises my position of where I am in lfie, and how Im feeling. It also voters up the fact I just desire attention and control. Yikes - am I really horrible person? I care about those from everywhere and understand thats it like. I dieter conenction. 

When Ive been sick I have received negative attention with yelling and screaming. I also received this when I did exceptionally well or cam eback from overseas. I guess it was attention, or more like knowing that people cared and I was loved. I didn’t think my parents cared (father), I knew/know he doesn’t, I also try to live up to those expectations.
I was supported and did receive help. But from their perspective it was coming from a place of frustration and a sense of disappointment
My father never showed me love in the way I desired. I don’t recall him saying the words I love you, ever. I feel he didn’t support me in ballet and more so as a duty, and that hurt. 

You can say other peoples opinions font matter but they still hurt. 


Sometime in July
It’s been another 2 weeks. Currently feeling ok. I’m managing, surviving, tingling -  don’t cry. Why do I torture myself? How do I torture myself? What am I doing wrong? What am I doing right? How can others just sit and move on? My head hurts and my mind and bodies rebels - its stupid. It’s lazy and sad, You can’t keep quitting because its get to hard, but it’s not even hard. Its manageable - If your try, if you try.
 Why can’t I just do it? Why doe my body rebel me - why? 
I’m sorry for all the pain and suffering I caused, but I cannot change the past. Facts and memory may change but the body remembers. My labral tear may never heal, and I have scars that just don’t seem to fade. I may say or think whatever but the body doesn’t lie. I do feel so stupid at times, it worries me. I keep thinking I’m not .. and yet  maybe I am. Times have changed, I’ve changed. Not sure whether thats for better or worse. Never mind. 
Its said, I desire for more than I can actually achieve. Its daunting to dream beyond my self imposed limitations. U truly do have difficulties trysting and believing in myself, I know its an issue and Im trying to work on it. At least I acknowledge it.
For example in a game of cards, you may have been dealt a bad hand. But it is who has the best hand at the end who winds. Its about making something aout of your cards regardless of the circumstances.

I really do need to accept and move on, time never stops and does not wait of you to make your turn. 
Note to self: congratulations on not crying in front of your family, now you should also not ask for help from the,They care to much and generally go overboard, get defence or arrogant - it usually ends in more pain. The solution is never solved and the problems just intensifies. They don’t stop and are really impossible to reason with. I really will not do anything I don wan to. But Im already going thins I don’t want to. 

I’ve stagnated and my current direction is to avoid my family. 
I’m fed up with trying, Ive given up so much.  I want the lazy way. I understand the loss and now Im dealing with the aftermath. 


Theres a part of me that doesn’t want to ‘get better’. I felt as though Ive failed, but maybe it was slef- sabotage. 




You have to move on and play the game, but why play if you don’t want to. I’m at the point where I’m desperately searching for something else.  I also feel like I’m 80 years old.


 ant see that leaving ballet was one of the best things for me, as it wasn’t a choice I had at the time/. It was a choice that I was compelled to make by my body. Except my body was never against me but always for me. I was just too stubborn to see. I’v been closed of for so longer too see the possibilities beyond dance, minded by my own grief. Despite however necessary, the cloud has to be lifted. And so I try absolutely everything that cn tickle my dancy. I have absolutely no idea where I’m going to end up, and thats ok. My trust with myself and the world is still in repair process, but slowly hopefully I can make some progress. I honestly hvane;t made much, but realise I need to feel safe in poorer to porgress. Which is a little difficult at home oment…) (17/9/21) Theme dance leaving, finding passion, unknown, becoming)




Having a chronic illness, feels like fate has thwarted my dreams and all my hopes. As though fate is a dream killer. It took me a while, several years to come to terms  that I am no longer a dancer. I used to believe that when I first became ill, fate had turned against me. I could no longer fulfil my ambitions. My body was literally stopping me. I was running out of breath to walk 100 metres, and couldn’t recall a sentence someone previously said. 

I didn’t realise it at the time but most mornings I was waking up with heavy breathing. No one could understand, not even my family. Now, looking back I think it could have been a either a result of chronic fatigue or anxiety. But more likely the latter and I was experiencing a panic attack. I thought this was my dream, my passion. It was what I wanted to do all along. I loved to dance. I still do, to this day. But at what cost? 

I never felt safe during dance.







[bookmark: _Toc65]Coming home Combination of anxiety chronic fatigue, exhaustion, burnout 
Another day in June?? 2020

I’m annoyed at people telling me to do more, when I know what happens when I test my limits. I know what it feels like when your body betrays you. So you see, doing more is simply no longer an options I have reached my limit, and am no longer tempted to push any further. 

This has left me in a numb like state, pottering along doing my best, being careful not to disrupt the delicate balance. But life, shouldn’t always have to be so meticulous, where is the freedom? 

There is opportunity to live within my range. 

As I have discovered my limits, one of the few who have, and now I’m at a difficult place yearning to do it all over again. 

Maybe it is all in my head, but I highly doubt it, given my gut issues. But maybe it is..

There was a part of me that secretly hoped for something to be wrong with me. So that there was at least a concrete answer, rather than doctors saying this is strange, I’m not sure. 
2
There was a part of me that truly didn’t want to get better, but was quite comfortable sitting in my perpetual misery. It sounds wrong for one to hope for an illness or for one to not want to get better. 

But I believe in order to truly heal, you must acknowledge these ugly truths. I was comfortable, I felt safe and supported. 

I’m trying to come to terms with the idea that what brought me pain has been the best thing for me. I have changed so much as a person, which wouldn’t have been possible without walking away from dance. I am grateful for that. Until I truly accept that, I believe it’ll be difficult to move on. I’m learning to recognise the joys that has happened since coming home. Such as learning more about the world and gaining more advanced maths skills, which I’ll probably never use. I have spent more time with my family, and am not paranoid about what I eat all the time. I have also gained a sensational understanding of my body, thought processes, and cooking methods. 

Understanding the importance of rest, and how much  actually need. I have also underestimated people and their ability to manipulate me, its kind of alarming how easily gullible I am.



DEMONS
demons in my mind, running wild and free
sucking out my soul bit by bit
creating walls made of false prophecies
and locks with keys hidden inside

how dare you enthrottle my own soul
and continue to torment over again
the redemption will came, rendering freedom
and all those that beside

the beast to sow, a future in that
the absence you, the birth of me. 


DEVIL
oh I’m not an angel
Im the devil in disguise
I fooled you I fooled hem all
how could someone so smear
be so blind

The truth is still buried
under a fade of smiles
an illusion to good to be true
and yet somehow remains

maybe it’s me thats conflicted
the devil in disguise
perhaps others se me better than myself

a self deprecating tone
can transform the inner angel
to see herself as the devil
when in turn 
she is and always be 

10/7/21
The raw deep, unscratched surface
a barrier to the truth
lays under the helm 
from all it wishes to be near

One puts up a wall
in a way that doesn’t 
divert all the attention,
but draws it all in

A clever design
that allows one to receive
all that they desire
by putting on a mask

The illusion only temporary
and brings only turmoil
the fabrication becoming loose
with more certainty in self

To face the devil of the unknown
is to see it simply as an angel
To reveal the truth
that leaves one completely raw

The abnormal thing
To have more truth
and less facades


D (8/2/21)
Duty will forge the path ahead
you can’t mistake the devils mosaique 
Beware that shadow that lurks begins
The window of light in square design / square ahead 

Beware the light of doom and gloom 
For you shall seek a such bitter revenge 
For we may appear so near 
But for er hold our heart dear 
To bare  


Our survival instinct is killing us stress to de stress 


from the cage it created, encapsulated 

eyes. the map of your soul, the key to your heart


[bookmark: _Toc66]aftermath
Nobody talks about the aftermath. It haunts you like the devil in disguise. It’s the moments after when the world finally comes crashing down after surfing the adrenaline high for too long. The swooping realisation that everything is over, and you are now left to deal with the aftermath.  The ambitions fade in the distance as what once was finally disappears, you are stuck in the grey wondering what’s next - when the next big light will pop up. Searching for substance and an ignition to your flame, you probably will retreat into the comfortable confines of your own home. And home is used rather loosely, home metaphorically or physically is another overused noun that has various interpretations. More generally you place of residence, but even then it can still not feel like home. Home characterised as a noun, but more suitable to a feeling, a sensation. I believe its imperative for humanity to change this - along with many other issues. 
So if you retreat to the confines of you ‘home’. Laying, plodding along deliriously, wondering what’s next, searching for substance.

I haven’t found my next big thing, 
I haven’t found the great light of hope, the greatest biggest most spectacular light. I’m surrounding but darkness, but a momentary glimpses of light grants may freedom into the grey area. The grey area, more modern place of existent, the commonplace home, the safety zone. Once reaching the white, its quite easily to fall back to the black. Take you pick - bounce back and forth or stay in the grey. But I don’t think you have much of a choice, as life thrusts things upon you, and your forced to deal with the aftermath. Moreover it’s the degrees of white and black, and your general shade of grey. Is it a light grey, dark grey? One can ponder and continually perplex. I would ideally like to stay in the light get area for now.. and I’m doing fairly well. Clnging onto momentarily bliss of light, and withholding from halck…


Anyone who still believes hard work equates to success needs a software update. This traditional mentality I believe is extremely outdated, and serves no one. As many artists have come to the conslusion, we shouldn’t keep the moral and traditional beliefs of our ancestors, rather the expansive, fluid, innovative mindset that propounded these beliefs and morals in the first place. If we adopted this behaviour then we would adapt to the ever hcnaing times more easily, progressing fluidly to adjust to the changes in society. Rather than clinging onto traditional poractises. Not saying traditional practises a bad, they are known as traditional as they’ve listed for so long, alluding to the idea something must be working right - even in a minor aspect. Then again everyone is an invidual, and has their own perspective. But fundamentally we are all the same, this then can be broken down to genders, and then to races and age. 

According to Gladwell, you need 10000 hours of practise to become an expert. Like most dancers, I had easily reached the ‘expert’ level before even legally becoming an adult. And yet, I had nothing to account for. 

At approximately 8 hours a day, 5 days a week by a 50 weeks, two off for holiday that gives us to 2000 hours. At this rate it would take 5 years. I had been dancing since I was 5, and from around age 8 at least 20 hours a week, this increased to 40 hours once I was 15. 

Most of society spend their years achieving high grades at school, of which I did as well, and then complete university. Receive a degree, pursue a profession. Have at least a bachelors behind them, for ease of mobility if they change their mind and decide to do a post graduate specialises in something else, or further education. 

Like most dancers, I had nothing. Thats not entirely true I had a diploma of professional practise.. got nothing 

Some say theres a ballet ‘halo effect’ where people appreciate the effort you put into ballet, and so you are rewarded through life. This had played out when I received a law internship. People presume that the characteristic of ballet will continue throughout the life, that you don’t suddenly stop. But for me, I did. There seemed no point, if there was’t dance. I had no agency, or determination to pursue meaningless activites. Nothing mattered. And yes, for a period I was rather depressed. I went from pillar to post, searching for meaning, asking google. And yet, tnohgin come. Sometimes in the smaller simpler moments of time. 

During this time of the law intership, I realised how bad my fatigue truly was. I struggled reading, and struggled with the bain, nuanced, pain environment. 

In other areas, it delved into pretty privilege. For majority of my life had sculpted my body to achieve the most aesthetically pleasing look. I then went through puberty after stopping dance, and my breasts developed so much that it would be very difficult to continue ballet. 

Dancers don’t wear bras, underneath leotards or costumes. Have a look next time you watch a ballet. And yet the jump and run away. I cant run unless I have at least two firm sport bras on.

I used the terminology “I was a dancer’ that I began to worry. I was living to my namesake of laurels, and resting on them. I had achieved nothing. And this urged developed to be something to become something. And yet, nothing seemed to fit. And the passion faded.

Constant berating of the body, no wonder it shut down. 


I have since created this idyllic lifestyle, in starting contrast of dance. Everything that was, no longer exists. I haven’t worked full-time or long hours since dance. I haven’t committed to anything long - term, as I struggle to see or visualise anything in the future. Sometimes I hate dance, as though the art form was a person, someone who purposely did this to me. But dance, was just an art form, a movement, a passion.

The life post dance is nothing short of easy. Adapting to ‘real world’ or the ‘normal world’ and departing form the ‘ballet bubble’ is almost as though you’re entering a new reality. Confronted with people who had the ‘typical, standard’ childhood experience, and your version being something different. From being surrounded by dedicated, hardworking peers, to people who were carefree. Not saying dancers didn’t know how to have fun. Because we did. 

I couldn’t stand being in university, with people fresh out of high school, talking about schoolies. I was several years older, never experienced the adrenaline of finishing school, or the urge to consume vicarious amounts of liquor. My 18th was spent at a ballet summer school in Marseilles, were I refused to drink any alcohol. At the persistence of my mother and sister, my first begrudging sip of alcohol was met with disgust. 

I didn’t drink at all through my dance career, not until I entered the normal world. 

In some ways, the environment shapes us. 

My councillor once described it as a low tolerance window, it had shrunk. My lifestyle was because I had been broken. Because I broke, and anything but easy resulted in a panic attack. 

[bookmark: _Toc67]monetising beauty.

Let’s suppose that darkness was forgotten and light expanded to the endth degree, and that whatever was subsequent just fell away. 


Maybe the since of perfection, striving to be th ebest is an innate human quality deemed imperative for surivial. The study of the survival of the fittest. Where to be ‘fit’ is now exceeds physical realms, but includes social status, money, happiness and as many other fates you wish to include. There must be at least one species or race that puts others before themselves to survive, and yes there is ‘muthers’ lovers etc… Surivial? How much is innate biology? and how much is human? are we programmed to do. Is it wise to go against the hardrive, or should we submit… ?

I finally know why the question of what I want to do has been so difficult to answer, because deep down I know the answer like what as always said. I really don’t want to do anything, I’m tired of fighting fired of striving I just want to be, and simply exist. Doing the bare minimal eating sleeping and prehaos maybe moving occasionally on walks. Yes I need to move out of fairytale lifestyle or start making the fluffiness a reality. Stop setting boundaries. But steps feel to hard, too much action and pain.

The stark wake up call from one of your good friends telling you to snap out of it and grow a back bone. Even my parents are now. I’ve had my fine of pondering and now I just venture back into the reality of things. However, I don’t feel I’ve had enough time nor do I think I ever will. Or perhaps I’ve just become accustomed to it and can no stand them exhilaration I was enjoyed. 

Perhaps, 
I’m internally conflicted with two opposing schools of thoughts juxtaposed against the other. I really don’t know whether o turn left or right, which one is my head or heart. 

I’ve been mourning for so long that action feels imperishable, maybe I should’ve just continued pushing or continue that cycle of action. Because what’s harder than continuing is starting back up again. To love once heartbroken, To live from almost dying, and risk the pain all once more for a chance of joy. To live dangerously. Perhaps it’s not a matter of select career occupations but rather extends to how you live your life regardless of you general day to day activities. But how you live them. How do you brush your teeth? Whilst doing calf rises? Or walking around putting heat packs in the microwave. It’s the act of living when you know what’s to come if it’s in required, it’s asking out people after numerous rejections, it’s getting up and carpe de diem. But why? When we can all just curl up in a little ball and sleep all day. 

coincidence is gods way of remaining anonymous 

your future i known to your heart, change what your heart feels in the future and you change the present. The further is just a trajectory of your present state, but if you think 2 steps forward and reimagine your future in your heart, then that will follow. 

no emotional response - initiation.
emotional response, brain, ego of your desired future. 
what side of your head, or ear. intiuition right side. fear left side.

your intuition is based on your future of your present reality. A trajectory is your ignition. If you want to change your trajectory, you need to change your present state or reimagine the future with your heart. Or both for effectiveness. 


perhaps its just an illusion like everything else in this world. The constants to keep from insanity. But there must be ore, something other than the two. Why two? why not one or three? two the perfect pair, three symbolic of luck or just a perfect pari with a bit more chaos or order. the perfect stare i say. maybe it’s too soon, rushing into a mess. 

I come off as far too strong my physical state is much different to my mental and that’s where the disparities lies. My physical demanenure masks my unquievable shattered mind that is quite delirious at times. The acre and attention needed to maintain the mental coacoty is not being met partially due to the ability for people to only see externally. The solution - where you heart on your sleeeve, 

People just come as unfulfilled to often we misinterpretate people’s abilities to live. And just take it for granted that it’s a normal mundane procedure. Yes our lungs we never have to think about, or consciously about or digestion - but we were the one specified granted with a conscious mind, what a Gordy! Sarcasam indeed. Our mind is our greatest asset and weakness, it’s hidden and open simultaneously. Our deepest darkest fears have the ability to set fires to the widest of ambitions. But perhaps it’s much simplifier if we had a mind translated... next invention please! Like a reading our what your mind is feeling at different times and something g we could measure. 

grinding yourself to the core to seek validation from dad = does not mean that.
“to go through what you’ve been through and still here smiling?
?you’ve done well.. you’ve only broken down once”

Mental head space is far more important. Healthy mind is the way.

Decide you were born to live out what your deepest passion is and probably always has been. Decide the universe will move Heaven and Earth to align you with the right connections, insights, people, places, resources that will make your will a reality over time. Even put a time line on it and focus deeply and sincerely on the fact that this life's length is unknown. That it is urgent that this reality take shape and provide you with everything and everyone you need to live out your truest purpose. Then begin to research the elements that come to kind and make notes. Within your phone, laptop, tablet, desktop, paper notebook. 
Writing details, insights, links, contacts down has a way of adding momentum or a quickening to the process. 


every moment i feel as though I m walking on eggshells, trying to maintain my composure from splurging everywhere. 

holding onto that piece of substance that no longer exists, causes my soul to obliterate further and further

I wish to seek a solution, a sort of merit for effort. But Ican;t just hope away the pain, 
Try as you might, the swallow is soul. 

I sink into the pillows, muttering my oath - to live forever,
Whilst simulatenoulsy existentialist and idealistic, I combat my intrinsically conflicted ideals

I wonder how I should continue living, stuck between my thoughts and reality. Knowing very well, one can’t exist without the other. Except my thoughtsst are currently demanding, the epitome of devotion. Any deviation to reality causes much angst, and only diverges me further into fiction.

THe compromise, is not an easy solution, or plausible. Alsmot to stop sinisterly, and cease action - is the upmost epiphany of vanity. Leaving all behind, too long and loose you. Perhaps thats why, there is no viable solution, rather the perpetual perplexing between ideas.

Maybe, I should just stop, stay, be. Breathing, alive, motionless, but alive. The heart wants what it wants, and mine demands freedom from this misery, and source of escapism I once offered it. But only found freedom is a source of pain. The polar extremities of emotions live side by side, you can’t eat the cake without suffering the consequence. You have to have both. So its a choice. To oscillate - because we will oscillate - between the middle ground staying fairly stable. Or take a risk, take the bolder route, take the leap of faith, and oscillate greatly. Move to and from between the polar extremities of emotions - because thats living, daring greatly. It’s no easy, feat, otherwise everyone would do it. And mediocracy wouldn’t exist. But mediocre the bane of humanity, the substance many cling to for survival, for guidance. But it doesn’t have to be this way, its hard, but worth it.

Only possible, if you have the support, and love to take the risks, and support you when you fall. But theres white a paradox as you can only rely on you , there no one truer than you. So, to conclude - you must love you, trust you, support you. To push you to move, to encourage you yo continue, to support you when you fall, and to commemorate you when you get back up again. 

The times in between each motion varies, but you will get back up again. Everyone always does, its there final prayer. 

i protect my heart like a guarded sleeve. shielding it fromm all the traumas the world contains. Hoping for a sense of fulfilment in the bleary days ahead. 


laziness comes from you doing something your heart doesn’t want 

grasping at an illusion or immersing yourself in reality 
and reality will liberate and transform your
everyone is fundamentally unique. primal inclinations. cannot rationally explain why you were drawn to certain things. Loose contact to these inclinations. At a certain point you become a stranger to who you are, life purpose is to return to child hood state. 
Reflect back on earliest inclinations, look and see what sparks child like qualities, and those that have no emotional resonance. 
Internal radar
direction that resonants personally and emotionally. DANCE. To be of service. 
connect who you are instead of running away
self-discovery
the person in power is the person who site behind the throne

Power, why can’t we all just get along. Why is it so?

Is there a way of being forever free flowing and getting things done..? Yes, as long as they align with your flow. 

Space has it’s purpose and the question of closer and together or solitude and indivudalism. Both are imperative. It’s just a way of utilising optimising both. Making the most and use of each space

Why don’t people talk on public transport anymore, why don’t they just live and 

I did give up, theres no sugar coating around it. I did give up on the one thing I desperately wanted to do, the one thing I fought fro and tried desperately to hold onto. IT was my source of light in the darkest days, my beacon of light in the dark. But I did let it go, and at the time it wssa probably one of the best things I could do. Loosing my source of light was probably not sensible, especially when I hadn’t found a replacement. I let it go as my source of light became controlling and rather ra sense of hope, it became a commander delegating responsibilities, regulations and rules. I became consumed by the session for the light, like the ring in Lord of the rings. However, I let it go to find me again, to find myself.
SIMPLICITY / BALANCE


CONTRADICTIONS
MAsterpeice and work in progress simultaneously 

I feel as though Im loving a lie, I can’t keep pretendingg. Sooner or later, I won’t even realise I am. I wont be ale to recognise the difference, and eventually will morph int o this new being. Thats not necessarily wrong, as it’s a strategy and perhaps often used for character progvression, essential to humanity. Howver, there is no way really to determine whether the progression is good or bad. It’s never so simple. But its more like a feeling. 
What feels right to you? not whats logical, or ‘is meant to be’? just what the sensations in your body are feeling you. 

Maybe everyone is in some ways ‘sleep walking’, and inspiring people to ‘wake up’. It’s tuning into the moments when you connect to another human being, and you know that theres some connection between you. Humans are not the enemy, mother nature is not. 

Sinking into the unconscious, whether its subliminally conform to fate. 

University is a shocker. 

It feels as soon as I sit still, my body becomes resltess, unsettled. I have inability to feel safe anymore, even in my own skin.IM lost without words. My body is itching to move, the urge to curl up into a tiny little ball and hold myself. Voices scramming in my head telling me No, NO as I tempt time and lay open, vulnerable, for a little longer. Whether this is something wired in my bioogily, or a result form the trauma being stuck in my  body. I have a desire to eradicate thi and be free, from all sources of pain - perhaps embody a sensation of lightness. 
How di i really get of the imprints of trauma in my body for good? If i let go, they come quite easily coming back? how can my heart remain open, if Im always so closed and reserved. 
I need to heal, sit with it - brace the uncomfortable. Find strength. Where?  In the fact of completely surrendering, letting go, remaining vulnearble, washing away any sources of trauma - with the knowledge that everything will be ok. Its better to love again then refrain. Its better to be brave. Be brave. 


Never once did it over to me thatI was naturally talented at this, it always felt ike sometime I was meant o do. But never did I thought I as naturally good. I thought I always had to work and the cards were turned against me. But little did I realise I had one of the greatest gifts, the ones that set you apart. THe charisma, the meoions, the soul. That was my gift. And that is what I did. I undervalued it at times, and it led me to believe I was never or nor will e good enough as I wasn’t blessed with the perfect ballet body. So wasnt’ manny other ballerinas, yet they still made it. THe body has nothing compared to the soul. 
NO matter what happens, stilll keep dancing. For yourself. No limitis, no jdgement, no expectation, just freedom. 

CHAPTER CHILD LIKEQUALTIES imagination dreaming i forgot to dream, pray 

FINDING PASSION / becoming
passion for life

I took one glance back to realise that my faded passion consumed my entire existence of life. My will to live. With it’s absence, has left the simplistic of just me - my life. I’m able to fall in love with living, simple living for the sake of living if its a must. We as human beings, are truly blessed to be alive. If you need any reassurance, just look at the statistics of the chance of being born. Life is a blessing. Our soul is granted a dy to enjoy the privileges of all the senses. We only have a temporary time on this planet, and that just exemplifies the beauty of life. Our passion for life. There is beauty in the dying, as it serves as a reminder to live, and whats gone will come, a single for rebtih, the neeccisity of the cycle of life, reassurance of life. 

Poison can grow under the illusion of happiness or the mask or happiness 


25/1/21
Fuck this shit. I’m completely lost and on the verge of losing it. I have answers given to e, but they’re not what I want. It still feels like a complete lie. I wan to run away. I need sanity. I’m looking for a solution, but no ones going to save me. Your on your own. (theme independence). Precious, resourceful time, and yet I’m stuck. I did break free, but to do what. I can’t deal with this shit. Move on, and keep pretending - everyone else is. 

8/3/21
I’m over this, tied, exhausted, drained, decisions, life. Gross. SO that’s life. Anyway it’s strange how you can talk about something that meant so much to you like it was nothing., so casually. Eliminate all the emotions with it, the experiences you had. The memories and something so precious to you is taken at face value. (theme the transition to normal world, peoples reaction - also one section slightly earlier). AS though you can’t translate the emotions through. 

for my decisions I did a table of the two options, and the people who though each side of what I should do. 

13/3/21
Life has been chaotic, I've been projecting my misery. I ‘ve even been told I need to ‘grow up’ by my grandmother, in the same condescending tone my parents knew. And I thought she was on my side. (edit: there are no sides). People can only give their opinions based on their own understanding. I’ve gone so far south that menorah has faded. Im doing unexplainable things, like a loose canon waiting t explode. Except no one will ever see it, and no one seems to are. As though the past that left scars on your heart is invisible to everyone else, yet so prominent to yourself. No one else can see them? As the inter torment is invisible, specifically designed that way for the most effective attack. I’d like to rejoice and continue with some future plans, but I have none, I just crumple and can barely construct a single thought. Perhaps one day I’ll stand tall and look behind at the various accolades or perhaps nothing. Maybe one day, it’ll all just click. 

I look back and fear I won’t be able to recognise myself. This is not me, it doesn’t make me feel alve, rather the contrary. But does it even matter, as thesis only temporary. Maybe one day it’ll all make sense as my life is fading further away, maybe I’m doing that I;ll find myself. Prehaps, life isn’t meant to be lived, just suffered. 
When you’re told to just get over things it discredits your feelings only makes the stronger.(edit theme coming home, couldn’t go over it, grief trauma the loss unreliable )
SO I must. Start taking responsibility. Start living a life.. a lie. Just get lost in life. When nothing seems right



I can see a me future that will happen if I continue to act in a meh way. TO change the outcome you must change the input. FUTURE 15/12/20


Freedom and security

If its true our inner world creates your reality, you have to feel free and secure (your desire emotion) in yourself before it actually comes to fruition in your external life, otherwise you’ll forever be left depleted and wanting more. Yo need to actually accept the forgiveness, and not remain stubborn otherwise you’ll be forever holding onto grudges and feeling and absence of love - as though the world is stacked against you. 

If it resonates it’s because it’s true. 

Control
Anxiety increases as lack of control
little stories to keep you some but ‘false hope false
its harding knowing what its like and letting it go then never having it



Speaking up/centuries or repressed voices 

The strange synchronicities in our world, that scarily align in the most unpredictable ways. 

Passive aggressive nature. There was no direct way to say it in history. SO specifically families resorted to passive aggressive ways. THe phenonmon of nagging or mothering your partner. EW

In a state of frozen time
 Flittering between worlds
 Its easy to see how we became so disconnected. 

Perhaps loneliness is the cure, the absence of you. 
The soul sucking desire to be consumed by your embrace. 
Eradicated in a singular flitting feeling

The constant cyclical repeat 

Deliriousness welcomes my demons

And so life goes on..

THe meadow that grow big the rails, seems o lonely sitting there. But being all that lost and shambles is a world full of creativity. There was once a girl stuck in her home, with no where to go, 
and that is it

There is no question if you could have a superpower what would it be, because you already do, You already have superpowers. The superpower you desire is truly inside of you. Or the need for it is just a reason to do. If your superpower is flying, go travel go get up and move, if it's reading minds - practise empathy. You are a living, breathing organism living on a floating rock - that is a superower. 

I walk with love, hand in hand. With faith guiding and courage intertwining with a golden thread.

Planting seeds of insight provoking profound thoughts

As the branches broke
and the leaved called
I no longer remember where I once was

Fever in my heart
the embers of ash
are replaced with something more

turmoil no more
inner peace is born

For a moment in time, everything slowed. Time stopped. A moments gaze, that will last for centuries. A moment were the space between us became increasingly close. We were no longer separate entries, but one body. 

At times It’s like Ive been shot, with each word inflicting a new pain. Re opening scars that had just started to heal. Othertimes the words are music to my body. My heart dances, vibrating healing rhythms to the extremities of my limbs. Sometimes I don’t even register the words, they seep in through the back door, leaving a trail of filfth behind them. They stealthily move throughout my body before tying down my soul, The first time it hurt, but I learnt not to feel, it worked only temporary until the bottles up emotions exploded. Until my should could no longer breath. 

Sometimes I just get so distracted by the sheer of my body. The crevices

Their love had kept me captured in a cage. I was always striving for the key to control, to finally be free. Until one day I realised I no longer needed the key. The cage was just an illusion, and what I desired was within me all along. 


We live in a world designed for us not to feel, yet it encompasses everything that makes us human. TO feel is to be human. To live is not to feel. 

People respond to how you appear to feel, 
Fake it till you make it holds some truth
If you think your the ebst, people will believe you are. Sodont act like your the best, you are good and so s everything else. Whats with the strong association to good anyway? Good or bad, us humans love labels and categroisation. 
Perhaps its just a realisation of our common humanity, that to live is an maxing task. And so we are all splendid human beings for being her today, regardless of the circumstances. 

we forgot how to know when we learnt how to please

we keep ourselves lost in movement to avoid feeling, to avoid the truth of our torment/terror/split/rapture/fractures/connuction 




That stage of maniac focus and career aspirations and ambitions 
7/7/21
When I was slicing like that I felt less and let it all out cathartically. When dance was taken away I struggled with learning how to live normally. I can overwhelmed with all sorts of feeling and am slowly learning to control them. I realise that the less we feel the more likely we are to succeed. The more robotics we are we are taught well do better... narrative not duel!!! 




Every so often I’m reminded of who I was, I can only look back and smile. Its been a long, slow process. One of the path less trodden, it’s definitely be painful but well worth it. I no longer need to have the questions answered, as I already know.

Body badge weigh
I didn’t know it was a ‘thing’ that dancers in Russia stood whilst they eat, to keep skinny. I never knew this until I was told on a night out after I had come home. Surprising l never used to stand and eat when dancing, but only took it up when I returned home. I initially did it to take a break form all the sitting. 


Body image in dance is something peculiar. 


I’m sick and tired of all these people who use and abuse. Who I give my power to so easily, so openly, and yet expect nothing in return. I will keep my standard and protect my flame. Because that it my source my fire, my life. I will refuse to sit back ,and sit quiet anymore. This is my life - and I will rise.  (witches - 6/5/21)

Truth is I’m scared, petrified, not of the unknown, but of the power. Not of mine but of others. I’m scared of how much control people have faith


Dance part about letting others down, b
eing someone younger kids look dup too, having younger people doing the same thing, having young people follow, how great is it to have that sense of community. 

power is tearing human minds to pieces and putting them together again in new shapes of your own choosing  (1984 quote or 12/5/20)


What would you do if an entire species was suffering except nobody talked abut? It was as though it was syphilis, and so everyone suffered in silence. 
Little didn’t they realise that they were all experiencing the exact same with slight variations. 
This phenomenon grew and grew, so the suffering wasn’t concentrated to one area. It started that way, but if nothing was done it cascaded to the entire body. 
Before long that organism would have to retire form the very thing they believed they were destined to do. 



[bookmark: _Toc68]ROBOTS ART!!! THE NEED FOR ART BEAUTY 



Art helps us transform past the superficiality of our on this world 


Isn’t it funny how all dystopia don’t have art? And yet we are continually devaluing and diminishing the importance of art, despite the necessity for creation of pieces. Reflection on how society no longer takes the time to appreciate and value art, to see joy, ponder and think. 



6/7/21
worship robots no wonder we are creating them, or eve created them we are becoming like them increasingly 

31/7/20
We are all the same, we are human. Our emotions, thoughts and opinions are all equally valid.
Despite the wisdom I've gained I’m not sure it validates the pain. 

The arts brings people together, irrespective of what other may say. 
Life is tough and unfair at times but is ultimately good.
I have no idea what the future entails but I have hope for the memories that set my heart ablaze. 

Shit happens is an understatement. 

Art to draw connections between humans and reach a wider audience. Art to speak to mean something. To express larger concepts and ideas larger than the individual person but simpler in context. I wonder how this will be possible.
Faith is something highly undervalued. I realise I do have faith I often take for granted. Faith I’ll wake up tomorrow, faith I’ll see another sunset. Faith, I suppose is a matter of creating certainties from uncertainties. 

Theres a difference between simple and easy.



the feel too much 
the more robotic you come the easier it is for surivial
the more human the more emotions the more inconsistency the easier it is to be attached and have feelings and the more you want something it runs the other way. if you ant something it goes the other way  
if you don’t want it i.e. unattachment it comes to you with ease 

I love dance But i don’t enjoy the robotic nature of it. All things I enjoyed were limited. We thing ballet is divorced form society living in our own seperate bubble. However we couldn’t be more similar, and perhaps even ahead. In ballet there is no democracy perhaps more autocracy and human beings become robots. (at leas thats one view, not all) theme)



This year’s festival program – which included artist-speakers like Claire G. Coleman and Baduicao – has just concluded, and its director Dr Simon Longstaff said these forums remain vital ways for the public to engage with artists’ difficult ideas.
‘Art plays an essential role in holding up a very well-polished mirror on society, which inevitably has the capacity of making us uncomfortable, because it presents a view of us that most of us don’t want to know about,’ he told ArtsHub.

‘So we need to preserve those spaces where it’s Ok [for artists] to push at the boundaries of what’s accepted – especially at the moment, where there’s a tendency to shut things down.
‘We need artists to keep pushing at those boundaries to help preserve that middle space [for discussion and debate].’



24/8/23
Like a familiar foe, the sensations came rushing back. My body longed for the familiar feeling of elongation, the wrapping rotation around my legs, it all came back as though I never left. The movements seemed to take over my body, and I myself transformed. I no longer was just ordinary Lauren, on another Thursday, I was a ballerina in another world. 
After stopping, the movements still ecohed in my body, urging me to repeat and continue. The sensations almost addictive, its easy to see how one can fall in love with dance.
It’s not the adrenaline rush, I didn’t work up a sweat. 


What went wrong ? 

I look back and think what a life I had. I achieved all the dreams I desired, everything went to plan, until it didn’t. In some ways, you could say I manifested it all. I had a plan at age 12, and everything went to plan. I stayed on this manifested high for almost eight years. Until one day it didn’t, and my body fell apart. The catalyst, is still unknown, and perhaps always will be. I could easily say moments of self doubt, but I always had some elements of self doubt. Rather the thought, that I may not make it, that I may not achieve my dreams. The possibility of failure appeared, where before it did not exist. And like a disease it took over my body, rotting away from the inside out. Because at the core, the belief of being a failure, being unloved, and unworthy was planted when I moved overseas. Perhaps the reality of the competition finally got to me. But if I look back, I could have easily avoided this. They say the body keeps score, and I say the body doesn’t lie. This could have easily been avoided with a simple meditation, and a simple understanding of the language of the body. 

Because I travelled overseas and visited many ballet schools over in Europe and the United Kingdom. I didn’t take much note of it at the time. But I recall feeling anxious, uptight and nervous in London, whilst feeling free, expanded and excited elsewhere in Europe. I thought it was just the environment, and it was precisely the environment. But the environment shapes us, just as we shape it. Like a fish out of water, I went to the school where I felt restricted, I thought it was the prestige making me feel that way. Regardless of what it was, the environment wasn’t conducive to my growth. My body didn’t lie, and it certainly kept score. 

 

Do I get a choice? Does Not my own free will overrun or at least is on par with fate. Why do I always feel my ambitions are rebelling fate. Unless my fate is to continually fight. Which I can’t. I can keep fighting when I'm dying inside.


BIOLOGY SOCIETY - link to ballet 
The world needs order control, power, otherwise we are left to our own freedom - and no we can’t just all get along. Think of human nature, there is competition the survival of the fittest. 

The concept of survival of the fittest since when has it extended to materialism, status? Fit, no longer solely referring to physical strength, but appearance, statue, power. It’s as though we have correlated the two, without questioning the reality. 

We are biologically engaged to strive and fight to survive, but with advancements in health and technology, laws, and connectedness we are all given adequate rights to survive. What was ‘fight’ now extending to appearance, power grants money, and money grants extended freedom. The survival of the fittest, perhaps could be seen as survival of ‘the most free’, as to be free presumably advances your ability to live. 

Being free, is the ability to do as you please, when and where. The luxury of time. The art of effortless living, pondering, connecting and doing as you please. THe french have ….. etc trashy juxtaposed to he dong and achieving side of carpe diem. Conflicting beliefs and contractions exist with our biologically to strive and be perfectly happy. Budhist perspective would take an approach of serving for others sanity. 

However being free does not grant social activities, it’s up to the individual to delve into these. However being free, is seen as a luxury, a rarity a desirable characteristic. The product of money, time and effort. As though these indivuals are automatically respected and desired. Social inclusions would come easy, as though they are the leader of the pact. 

Although being free is part a byproduct of money, time and effort, it can be a simple mindset, lifestyle shift to help. The evidence of your thoughts creating your reality, law of attraction is still widely considered a pseudo science, despite various and vast results. Believe what you want, but there is no harm in improving your environment through your mind. Practises in numerous cultures have appeared in media such as hygge from Netherlands?? Ikashi?? these all relate to freedom of time, the luxury of being free with your own thoughts, body and power. 

Is the key to living life to a a success being the best at abolsutely bullshitting?
There validity of fake it till you make it
Aslutely certainly with hat second last quote, just think of all the associations with the law of attraction and how you need to be act who you want to be before you are given the position of where you want. I also acted the other way around, and know I had to do the other way but it’s easier said than done. 
Secondly, the key to life is absolutely bullshitting. If you think about it, we often live in fear, often unrecognised but violently active in the midst of our subconscious. This unwelcome invisible presence of this force has the ulterior motive to steer us in the direction opposite to that of our conscious mind, our desired goal. If we continually bullshit, perhaps no on will ever take you seriously - but you’ll find the ones who are extremely successfully in any profession a certainly crazy. More generally your bullshitting to yusefself as you are pretending as though you are somebody your not. Whether it’s to overcome a tedious, menace activity or pretend your an expert in a unknown field. This is a shortcut solution to imposter syndrome, and key to make your life a spectacular event. 





Belonging 

I’ve seen people spin threads from stories that turn into completely uglier masterpieces I won’t share my narrative until I know you’ll weave the threads into hope 
It's amazing how the unspoken expectations which derives from our unresolved past experiences affects our present opportunities and relationships. I love how she clearly defined Values in relationship's something I can definitely teach my daughter's and something I wish I knew more of. People remember me for my smile impact people in a positive way. Go ahead and try new things!



 I felt the whole world was against me, but really it wasn’t. There was just a miscommunication. I felt belittled, I ran. I changed my environment in a desperate measure. I couldn’t make my own decisions as I was too overwhelmed and no option seemed viable. 

Nothing seems to faze me anymore, as though there is no hope, no fire. 

I still struggle daily. Im building a life based on lies, I’m scared one day everyone will realise the truth and the foundation will crumble, all over again. 

A tough I was so disconnected to myself when dancing, constantly ignoring the calls from my body to rest. I am worried that’ll I;ll become lost in the mundane cycles of life and loose myself all over again. I’m afraid that I’ll disconnect yes again, and build a life based on lies. Only then, when things become more epermenament i”ll realise too late the truth. But that won’t happen. I am making a promise to myself to always remember to tune into mybody, listen to how it feels and wait. 

It’s hard to not cry. Every time something gets even a tiny bit hard, I cube. I just go step by step day by day. 



Wanting to be sick
wanting to run away
thinking evil inside 



Im not the subject of the victims of my life, rather a co creator. And I  have as much responsibility as fate. Because ultimately we do have power in this powerless world. Because the opposite is also true, we canals be powerless in this powerful world. 

Taking responsibility is no easy set, when you refuse to accept the consequences. THe consequences are so extreme that you could never imagine the toyed be accountable for your worst nightmare. THe very thing you were working so hard to avoid happened. And thats the inevitably of life, when you work too hard to avoid something it comes and bites you in the back. You can not actively avoid anything in life. Life will only laugh right back at you and wonder how silly you can be. Because life sees itself s whole, as all good, and to segregate particular elements is an act on discrimination. And nobody likes to be discriminates. Life is all about belonging, and each part of life belongs rgeradlless of how many negative emotions in may produce in the indicual. 

It’s a whole concept of life, that is neither good nor bad simply whole. You can not try and avoid those negative emotions from the less appealing aspects of life. Because life will see your avoidance, your hatred for an aspect of life. IT will see you discriminating and hating life and so it will serve you your medicine. In some religions perhaps this is karma. Well the solution is to live wholly and embrace all aspects of life NO matter how horrible they are. Because regardless they are a sign you are alive, you are living, you are surviving, and thriving excuse you feeling. 

My heart is simply whole, IT econcmpasses as much good as bad. Perhaps thats why people are so confusing you never know hat end of the spectrum they may lie Or when they may simply want to change. 

My heart is still alive. 


My parents are teaching me to become independent, which is great. In doing so that doesn’t not mean shutting done and becoming too dependent, So where the line how much independence and dependence. (edit theme interdepdnece social creatures biology ballet corps de ballet soloist)
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