
My Journey 

 My mind is a very interesting tool. I can think something about myself and I can 

convince myself that it is true. I can tell myself that I am happy, and I can pretend to be happy 

even when I would much rather cry. In some ways, this is wonderful. In other ways, this can 

damage a person to the extreme. When I was in grade school, I would look in the mirror and I 

would see an unpleasant person. I didn’t like the way I looked. For four years, I told myself that I 

was ugly, fat, and not worth anyone’s time. I convinced myself that I was a terrible person. It 

took me several years to grow out of that stage of self-loathing. This type of thinking is harmful 

to anyone. It puts a person in the wrong mindset and it could eventually cause them to kill 

themselves. It caused me to cut and stab myself. The self-mutilation started out as a casual 

action. I only did it when I was upset or anxious about something. But then it escalated. I would 

cut myself all the time, every day. This lasted four years. During that time, I kept all of my 

actions secret. I thought it would be better to cut myself alone and suffer in silence. I didn’t want 

my family or friends to worry about me. It was the roughest and most painful four years of my 

life. I believe that no one should feel the need to hurt themselves. I found happiness through self-

love, forgiveness, and acceptance. I have not hurt myself since my junior year in high school. I 

now know that there is more to life than pain. I finally feel content with my life. This is the freest 

I have ever felt.  

I began my journey by attempting to love myself. I hated myself every day for four years. 

I experienced a specific moment that got me started on the path to cutting myself. I remember it 

vividly. I was in eighth grade. I was sitting in my History class. We were going to receive our 

graded tests at any minute. That waiting period was longer than I could have anticipated. My feet 

were tapping. My hands were strangling the pen I was writing with. My mind was racing from 



one thought to another. I couldn’t concentrate. I took a deep breath, accepted my paper, and 

closed my eyes. My hands were crinkling the graded test. I was afraid to turn the paper over 

because I knew the grade would ruin me if my predictions were correct. I could feel the sweat 

well up on my face. Flipping the paper over was harder than I thought. My wrist moved quickly. 

I saw that one letter that changed my life. I didn’t realize that the letter D could mean so much in 

that instant. At that moment, loving myself felt impossible.  

I stopped caring about self-love. I made a bet with myself. I had to follow through. I told 

myself that bad grades were unacceptable. I needed to be punished. I picked up the chewed pen 

cap that lay next to my hand. Grabbing the pen cap with my right hand, I pushed it against my 

left thumb. I began to slowly rub away the skin until it blistered and bled. The pain was 

incredible. The sensation felt like something I have never experienced before. That sensation 

made me feel excited, empowered, and strong. But, at the same time, I felt terrified, tortured, and 

I was crawling beneath my own skin. It took several minutes for me to realize what I did. I took 

another deep breath. I was happy that I finally got the punishment that I deserved for all of my 

dissatisfying behavior. The only problem was, I secretly enjoyed the painful pressure of my pen. 

I needed the pain to express my hatred for myself. I wasn’t out for blood. I wanted to feel 

something. I wanted to change my body and make scars that would bring back my painful 

memories. As time went on, I noticed that the cutting was making my life worse. I was 

depressed, uncaring, and I was fixated on death. There was no happiness left in my mind. I knew 

that it was unhealthy to feel this way all the time. I knew it was time to care about myself. 

Unfortunately, I waited four years to get to that point. I needed to love myself again. If I couldn’t 

love myself, no one else could. I didn’t just need love. I also needed forgiveness. That step was 

just as difficult.  



I found a way to forgive myself for what I was doing. I found a group of people that I 

could open myself up to. Once I got all of my problems out in the open, I could begin to love and 

forgive myself. During my junior year of high school, I was accepted into a selective course 

called Peer Leadership. We learned how to counsel people and how to help ourselves. If I 

weren’t accepted into that class, I would still be hurting myself. The topics we discussed that 

year were enlightening and inspirational. We discussed huge topics such as suicide, death, 

divorce, and even bullying. We shared our personal stories and helped each other overcome our 

individual obstacles. During that class, I learned how to positively move myself and other 

people. One of the exercises that we did was truly inspiring. We were each given mirrors that 

had our names on them. Then we passed the mirrors around the room and each person in the 

class wrote something on them. They wrote positive adjectives and phrases about each person. 

After class, I got my mirror back. After I read what my friends had written, I looked beyond the 

words and I saw my reflection smiling back at me. That moment made me feel amazing. The 

positive words filled me with bliss. It made me feel loved. I cut myself for the last time during 

that year. I ended up scratching my upper thigh until it blistered. Right then I realized that I 

needed to stop. The pain was making my life worse. I no longer felt that high afterwards. I felt 

more anxious and guilty. At the moment, I told myself I was done. I didn’t need this action to 

complete me. I then began to forgive myself.  

I started to tell my story to people. For me, the first step to forgiveness was recognition. I 

needed to tell people so I could realize what actually happened. I needed to hear myself say what 

I did. The first group I told was Peer Leadership. I was doing a project on depression. After my 

presentation, we all sat in a circle and I spend forty-five minutes explaining what happened to 

me. It was so relieving to say what happened. My class was proud of me for being courageous 



and telling something personal. Their pride for me made me want to forgive myself. I started 

telling myself that I was a strong person and that I mattered. I told myself that what happened 

was not okay, but it happened. My experiences were in the past. I could move on from them. I 

then began to use my experience to help other people. My senior year, I started counseling a 

freshman girl who cut herself. I made a difference by helping her. I used my pain to create 

happiness for someone else. I finally forgave myself. I knew the time had come. Helping 

someone else allowed me to love and forgive myself. But, in order to truly be okay in the end, I 

needed to accept what happened.  

Acceptance was the final step for me. I needed to understand what happened and 

acknowledge that I have grown from it. There was one point in which I really accepted what 

happened. I was writing a paper called, “I am Unique”. In this paper, I wrote about my 

experience. After that moment, I began to look at what I went through and I saw how much I 

have grown. I saw that I had changed in so many good ways because of this. I now understand 

what tortured people go through. I know how it feels to hurt so bad that you want life to be over. 

I can help people see that life is worth living. I can help others accept themselves just as I did.  

My friend had also been through the same type of problem. I hurt myself for much longer 

than she did, but she still helped me. She helped me understand that life is worth living. We are 

all here for a reason. She helped bring me out of my dark mindset. It was easy to go through the 

acceptance process with her by my side because she knew exactly what that type of pain felt like. 

She made the concept simple. I was so thankful to have someone help me. Acceptance was 

honestly one of the easier steps. Once I loved who I was and once I forgave myself for what I 

did, it was easy to accept my past. This whole process is something I like to look back on. The 

progression shows how strong I am and how much I have matured.  



I believe that no one should feel the need to hurt themselves in any way. Personally, I 

moved past my pain through self-love, forgiveness, and acceptance. Every moment during that 

period of time was a struggle. At some points, I regressed back to the beginning. But after 

pushing forward and finding my worth, I came through the other side. People that go through this 

need help. They need someone to talk to and someone to rely on. Every person needs to feel 

important. We all need to feel like we have a purpose. If we love, forgive, and accept ourselves, 

then maybe we won’t feel the need to hate who we are.  


