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[bookmark: _GoBack]Some of my earliest memoir is the sensation in my body, my physical movements and being cuddled in another person’s body. I must have been at the age of six when my mother woke me every day early in the morning by rubbing my back as I prepared to leave for school. Her cuddle provided a warm safe and sound feeling. This emotional memory, keeps ringing in my mind as I every so often bear in mind today when I am in need of nurturance. There is a specific spot on my back that I relate to being entirely loved, a spot where my mother always affected with well-founded gentleness. 
This physiological memoir of nurturing is in such disparity to another early childhood know-how of my parents having a loud disagreement in their room. I tried to my level best to escape the emotional chaos by going to my room and play my favourite music at  a high volume. Yet I kept waiting to hear if either of them would hit the other. My shoulders and neck were tense. I must have be extremely scared. I can’t call to mind any sense of fear but the loud music was a interruption from the emotive mayhem instigated by their shrieking. 
The nervousness in my neck and shoulders hang about within my body for a twosome of years. The tension was powerful whenever I faced a conflict until I started attending a dance club workshop conducted by two colleagues. When I arrived, the room was full so I had to sit at a certain corner. There were some chat among the members that made me feel uncomfortable. I instinctively reached up and begun to listen to music near the HI-FI system that played the loud music as I made my dance moves. Before even I could stop one of the instructors encouraged me to carry on, make myself flexible and let myself free to the air and feel the flow of the music incorporating my dance moves.
My body kept an unconscious score of emotional and physiological memories of trauma of witnessing my parents fighting. Until that day of dance club workshop I had no conscious memory of those early events in my life. I kept yearning for an opportunity to release the physical tension, to scream, to make an impact, to be protected and comforted. Iin not having my parental involved guideline and psychosomatic safety I had retroflected my fear and set aside my gripe; I held my scream and engrossed myself.
My therapy experience was an impression of visceral, physiological and emotional memories which were symbolic, implicit and relational coming to awareness as I sat below the Sound system in the dance club room to listen to the songs. This was emotionally laden story waiting to be told. In my ongoing attendance of the lessons I had talked about inhibiting my protest, being afraid of conflicts and the tension in my neck. My therapy had been completely verbal and my examples were of current life. The incentive and safety of the dance therapy establishment made it conceivable for me to have a borne a curative restoration of my early trauma.
About my therapy experience, the safety and nonverbal aspect of the music therapy made it possible for me to re-experience a trauma that had previously not been available to my consciousness. Art therapy provides superfluous methods of operational with preverbal memories. Movement and dance therapy may also be evocative of early memories. I use a number of oriented such as these to facilitate my psychotherapy. It is fundamental that I stay put aware of my own body progressions when doing any physical work in attempt to have a biological significance.  
