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I think that I began to lose me when I was in high
school. I always wanted to go into work that would be
of help to people but my family resisted, and I thought
they must be right. Things went along smoothly for
everyone else for four or five years until about two
years ago. | met a guy that I thought was ideal. Then
nearly a year ago I took a good look at us, and realized
that I was everything that he wanted me to be and
nothing that / was. I have always been emotional and
I have had many feelings. I could never sort them out
and identify them. My fiancé would tell me that I was
just mad or just happy and I would say okay and leave
it at that. Then when I took this good look at us I real-
ized that I was angry because I wasn’t following my
true emotions.

I backed out of the relationship gracefully and tried
to find out where all the pieces were that I had lost.
After a few months of searching had gone by I found
that there were many more than I knew what to do
with and I couldn’t seem to separate them. I began
seeing a psychologist and am presently seeing him. He
has helped me to find parts of me that I was not aware
of. Some parts are bad by our society’s standards but I
have found them to be very good for me. I have felt
more threatened and confused since going to him but I
have also felt more relief and more sure of myself.

I remember one night in particular. I had been in for
my regular appointment with the psychologist that day
and I had come home feeling angry. I was angry
because I wanted to talk about something but I
couldn’t identify what it was. By eight o’clock that
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night I was so upset I was frightened. I called him and
he told me to come to his office as soon as I could. 1
got there and cried for at least an hour and then the
words came. [ still don’t know all of what I was say-
ing. All I know is that so much hurt and anger came
out of me that I never really knew existed. 1 went
home and it seemed that an alien had taken over and
I was hallucinating like some of the patients I have
seen in a state hospital. I continued to feel this way
until one night I was sitting and thinking and I realized
that this alien was the me that I had been trying to
find.

I have noticed since that night that people no longer
seem so strange to me. Now it is beginning to seem
that life is just starting for me. I am alone right now
but I am not frightened and I don’t have to be doing
something. I like meeting me and making friends with
my thoughts and feelings. Because of this I have
learned to enjoy other people. One older man in
particular—who is very ill—makes me feel very much
alive. He accepts everyone. He told me the other day
that I have changed very much. According to him, I
have begun to open up and love. I think that I have
always loved people and I told him so. He said,
“Were they aware of it?”’ I don’t suppose I have
expressed my love any more than I did my anger and
hurt.

Among other things, | am finding out that I never
had too much self-respect. And now that I am learning
to really like me I am finally finding peace within
myself. Thanks for your part in this.



