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›  "From Dependency to Love"

›  "Faith in Life" 

›  "Together"

›  "A Life of Dreams"

›  " Write to heal"

›  " Daring"

›  "Forgive Me..."

›  " You Deserve the Best"

›  " Perfect exactly as I Am "

›  "Women.... I love you"

›  "Impostor... Not anymore"

›  "All free..."

›  "How Did I Transform My Life thanks to the Lockdown?"

›  "In Pursuit of Meaning" 
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Foreword
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Fuzzy speech, inconsistent behavior and lamentable choices made up my life, without realizing it. 

Becoming aware of it is to see beyond the illusionary veil, to perceive the unconscious needs behind my avoidance strategies, behind my survival instinct.

Through this book, I'd like to share with you my thoughts on the subject and provide you with the necessary inspiration to overcome anything that might prevent you from living your full potential, your incarnation. 

If my words mean anything to you or echo within you, I invite you to write me your feelings. It is always inspiring and enlightening to see the impact of my writing on readers. I'll be pleased to read and respond to you in the best way that I can... 

––––––––
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asmaelferkouss@gmail.com

Have a great reading.

Asma Elferkouss
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Background
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I just see myself as being so transparent that people pass by without paying attention. They don't even know that I exist, that I'm there; I observe them and they don't see me.

I can behold them rushing around, stressed, talking to each other, in an incessant dialogue with themselves. I hear them and know what they're all saying to each other, but to them, I'm invisible. 

I'm nothing but a ghost, a shadow, without form, floating in space, which can swim through the waves and marry the bodies that interest it the time to fulfill a mission, to accomplish a task or to grasp something.

I've come to terms with the fact that I don't exist for anyone, that I don't matter at all in life, and I've become used to it.

This all started at a very young age. I was always an outsider, out of category. I didn't feel comfortable anywhere, no matter who I met or where I went.
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