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         Even though my mind is still youthful, my body has aged. Life and its aging works in strange ways. Change. Adaptation? How the physical representation can be the exact opposite of the more significant aspects – what’s on the inside. When I meet people, they look at me and see someone who has passed the age of relevance. They see a woman who has lived, experienced and gone through both laughter and sorrow. Someone who is living the final chapters of her life. A life to soon look back on and be grateful for. Say thank you, and now I’m at peace.

         She must have had countless experiences. And answers. Must know everything about right and wrong. Must have the wisdom to know that reason and balance is key. That you need to listen to both your heart and your gut – if they say the right thing. That it's just a matter of powering through sometimes. That you need to endure. Follow through and survive. That you will come out the other side and be stronger for it. That you might not be happy with the results, but that the important thing is that you’re alive and still breathing.

         Of course, I could look older than I actually am. I could have had a tired body and a worn-out face. I don’t. I could have had a calm, maybe even dull, personality – because that’s what seems to be expected of people of my age.

         But I'm not like other people of my age.

         Far from it.

         For a long time, I was the sort of woman who followed a path already decided for me. I looked up to others and assumed that this was the way my life was meant to be. A husband, children, a place to live. A job and perhaps a few hobbies. Grandchildren. Long dinners cooked with traditional recipes, babysitting, constantly attending family gatherings and school events. Small presents made of pine cones, and colored rocks that would be placed on the shelves in my beautiful living room. Boule and knitting, patchwork and cut flowers. Freshly baked cinnamon buns when the kids would visit. No, it wasn’t for me. Actually, far from it. But these things defined me. All of this defined me for a very long time. And even though I felt like I was not cut out for that role or that way of living, I kept going. Kept going without questioning it.

         But at long last.

         These thoughts had always been there, biding their time – but once I paid attention to them, they grew bigger and gradually made me more aware of them. One day, I realized that I was fed up with my monotonous everyday life. I looked at everything with a new perspective, and I saw that I had been living half a life – a lie. That I had lived a life that didn’t give me very much pleasure or meaning at all. And I understood that I needed to do something about it. Do something to get where I wanted to be. A place where I, the real me and not the façade I had put up, actually felt a will to live. A place where I didn’t need to live by rules that felt completely wrong. A place where I wouldn’t need to wear a disguise that was too tight and didn't fit me.

         I could see it now.

         When this realization hit me, I also realized how strange my life had been. I realized that I had made all the wrong choices a very long time ago. So, I quit. Without questioning or trying to understand or change. Just like that. I said thank you and goodbye to my former self. I saw it as a new beginning, a rebirth of some sort, and also an opportunity to dedicate the rest of my life to something else.

         Myself.

         My own version of me, and nobody else’s.

         Perhaps you think it’s insensitive to tell this story. Maybe you think I’m egoistic and foolish to put both my own and other people’s happiness in danger. That I should settle with what I have instead of being ungrateful. That I should say yes, thank you and gladly, instead of refusing and doing something else. Doing something completely different. If that’s what you think, then perhaps you’re right. Maybe that's exactly what I should be doing. But I can’t let these obligations control me. I never agreed to them. I never signed a contract with them, so choosing this path does not violate anything. Technically. But the norms and expectations are still there, and they are closely related to the obligations. And I’m leaving them behind because they are ideas and ideals that I don’t want any part of. But what about your children? And your grandchildren? The fruits and desserts of life. Surely your life and your days must revolve around them – aren’t they what makes your life worth living? I say no to this. And yes. Both.  Don’t get me wrong, I adore my loved ones. I love them beyond reason, every single day.

         But I don’t live exclusively for them.

         I live for me just as much. And if you think I’m being egotistic, I must stress that it’s neither wrong nor selfish to say this. Because life is given to you only once, and it is your duty to live it to the fullest. I share my life with those I love the most.
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