Unmasked.
Stimming. What a curiously ridiculous word; self-stimulatory behavior, which still sounds like nonsense to my ears. How very American, to give permission to one's bad habits.
 (Is that my Grandmothers opinion popping in to express itself?)
Chewing on the inside of my cheek, the familiar little nodules of proud flesh, either side of my mouth. At once both comfort and an embarrassment. Like biting my nails and chain smoking.
The crisp smooth sound of the cigarette paper being drawn from its pretty blue packet, extra thin for a better taste. Feeling the dampness of fresh tobacco in a new pouch, its tang full of promise. Creating perfection as important as putting flame to it.
After the first inhalation, exhaling dense white smoke through my nostrils, like some Hollywood feme fatale. 
Yet men, always men, are quick to say `You smoke too much! `, like I could help myself.
Any more than the well-bred horses, coats shining over hard muscle and tendon, weaving side to side over their stable doors. Glassy eyed and intent on their inner metronome, relieving their tension with the only resource available. Or the crib biters and windsuckers, wearing their teeth away on any surface they can gain purchase, sucking hard to find relief from their small lives.
How I identified with `the yellow fingered, smokey girl` in the Jethro Tull song, `it was up to me`, defiantly rolling another, and lighting it with the smoldering remains of the last.
Watching the horses canter, almost crab-like down to the starting gates, the jockeys' sinewy limbs, garbed in bright silk, barely maintaining the illusion of control. Tact born of experience making loading into the starting gates easier for some, whilst the anticipation proving too much for others. Massive adrenaline rushes flooding hearts and minds, flight instincts fully engaged, foaming sweat already forming on carefully groomed coats, causing dark patches in the Conker shine. Plaits pulled loose at the wither. Fluffy, kinky curls, for a jockey's desperate grip. Blindfolds flung over shaking heads, just before the dangerous rear causes calamity. Timing is everything.
I recall going visiting with mother, standing close to her, seeking safety in her proximity, whilst she sat chatting on the beige velour settee. Chuffing the toes of my red `Mary-Janes` into sludge colored shag pile, whilst they talked of things that went over my head, the afternoon sun warm on my back, through the picture window. Pam, my mother's friend, gnawed on her fingernails and picked at the skin around them, hunched over herself, whilst she half listened to my mother. 
Calamity Jane, what an ideal life she had. Galloping around on some shiny steed, low slung pistols at her hips, effortless in matching suede breeches and jacket, her one room cabin on the prairie, absolute perfection in solitude. 
Of course, they did not always appreciate her tall tales and brash demeanor; and love, it tripped her up entirely. Made her question her being, her doing. 
In desperation she donned a dress, tripping on the delicate folds of pale pink organza. Becoming an object of ridicule, a vain attempt at femininity. Muddy humiliation.

You`re like my yo-yo.
That glowed in the dark
What made it special
Made it dangerous. 
So I bury it
And forget`
Cloud busting, song by Kate Bush

The yo-yo, an early fidget spinner if you will, such a small thing to put all one's concentration and energy into. But too technical a feat for me ever to master, forever a frustration of knotted string and hopelessness. Much like the Rubiks cube. How we marveled at the one child that mastered its secret, saw the patterns emerge and made sense of the myriad of possibilities in its multicolored squares. I remember with regret, spoiling the conformity of the perfect cube, wishing I hadn't messed it up for eternity. An irritating prickle in my psyche. How many like mine found their way to jumble sales or buried in landfill?
But the fidget spinner, devised for those too special to sit still, became every child's `must have`, for a season at least. Every pound shop had them on the counter. The neurotypicals didn’t want to miss out.
Had I had a fidget spinner, maybe I would not have been humiliated by my teacher, the grizzled alcoholic, for `flashing my knickers at the class', just a child unable to sit still.  I wondered after the hot embarrassed flush had left my face and the class had stopped staring, how this was possible, since I was sat at the back of the room. Maybe... If they had been invented back then. If we had been `indulged` back, then. If we had been identified back, then.
So, I sat on my hands, and swung my legs under the desk, trying not to fidget so visibly.
Grounding, the latest buzz word. Hijacked by the new age community from older spirituality and practice, from peoples living close to the land, reliant on their knowledge of the seasons for survival. At its root, a need to be outdoors, communing with nature, feeling the heartbeat of the earth through the naked soles of my feet. Away from the nonsense of artificial constriction, of body and mind. Freedom to expand the aura without fear or boundary. 
Freedom from the mask we wear, to conform, to blend in with the masses and try to get on in life. Freedom from the dog- eat- dog treadmill of getting into the best schools, buying a new car, a bigger house in a prime location, competing for promotion. It is exhausting just to contemplate trying to keep up.
`Politics is showbiz for ugly people`
Don`t feel like love, song by Steve Balsamo.
High functioning.
When the storm hits, I drown, there is no flailing and waving for help, no call to lifeboats and heroes running along the slipway. Lungs seize, my mind like a fish in a trap. I can see through the holes but my mind, so good at helping find the calm in others, can see no escape. I can see other people living, doing, without fear, without sensitivity. Without overwhelm. 
Theres only so long a person can be on stage, projecting what the audience want to see. What the audience is comfortable with. Sitting on one's hands, relaying rehearsed platitudes and hollow aspirations. Sticking to the narrow script. Hiding from the wonder in the world. The colour and texture in the leaves, every colour jewel like in intensity. The mud, so joyous for my feet, a delicious squelch, a satisfying pattern of footprints, the intriguing return of water into the impressions. The stones, Oh beautiful quartz, I feel your energy, the pressure of a million years locking it inside, I can feel your heartbeat. The continual soap opera of the birds outside my window. Their fascinating dramas of life and death. So precarious their lives, how can anyone not be touched?
How cant they see it, feel it?

Fleets of sparrows
Fast, in tight formation
From secure hedge to secure hedge.
I once spied a pair of males
 At tug-o-war with long-dried grass,
oblivious to danger,
 desperately hormonal for prime nesting materials.
The tiny independent soul of Wren
Regarding them with distain.
Disappears in a magician's flourish.
Blackbirds scuttle their stiff -legged duels in the dust.
Robin on my windowsill making silent demands for his daily bread.
From a goddess too scared to breathe, lest she spooks him.
But he is no meaty pigeon
In hysterical vertical take off.
No suicidal swallow
Crashing into glass.
He accepts her help, her gentle hand,
This errant prince,
Back to his magic kingdom.


