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The Importance of Self-Love
If someone would have told that me that I would perpetuate the abuse, even after the abuser was gone, I think I may have looked deeper into my lack of self-love.  I remember learning a lot in school as a young girl; I learned how to count, spell, write in cursive, be respectful of my classmates, and heck, I even learned how to say the name of all the states in the country, alphabetically.  If you are wondering if I can still list them, yes, I still remember the song to this day.  I look back at my childhood and the one thing that no one ever took the time to teach, explain and support was self-love.  No one ever told me that my voice matters, or more importantly, that I mattered. I was taught how to be kind to others, but I think education really missed the most important lesson of all, how to be kind to oneself.  No one ever told to me to love myself, so I never realized I didn’t, until it was painfully obvious and the veil of denial had been lifted. 
	I found out that I didn’t love myself in the fall of 2016.  You may wonder how I know the exact date, but it is the most important date in my life; August 20th, 2016, my clean date. I had just left active addiction after 13-14 years of drug (alcohol is a drug to me too) use that ended with a spiritual, mental, emotional and physical decay.  I distinctly remember having a conversation with a gentleman that had 13 years clean at the time, asking him if he thought I had a soul.  He looked at me and his mouth formed into a perfect smile, his eyes looked at me gently as if all his wrinkles on his face disappeared, and his presence felt safe.  He replied softly, “well, I sure hope so, Michelle.  It should be your favorite part of yourself.”.  I remember being confused but genuine when I asked him this question, I truly wanted to know; I wanted to know if there was more to life than active addiction.  I started to feel my spirit “wake-up” for the first time, talk about a weird change of events in your chest, it was like starting a car after the car hasn’t run in many years, a circular motion sound that turns into a low rumble, the sound re-assuring me that my spirit was still alive.   
I remember when this same gentleman told me, “be careful how you talk to yourself, you are listening”.  It wasn’t until long after the conversation that I finally heard what he said.  When I was 23, I met a man.  He was so wonderful at the beginning of our relationship.  He kept me safe from the streets; I felt forever in-debt to him.  I will not get into details, but the abuse started and kept going for 5 years.  After leaving the relationship, my inner dialogue remained the same. Because I was never taught the importance and how to practice self-love, I perpetuated the abuse long after I left him.  My self-talk was abusive in nature, judgmental, un-supportive, un-loving and un-forgiving; the scariest part was that I had no idea I was doing it.  
One of the most influential benefits of practicing self love is the ability to understand relative importance.  Relative importance is the understanding that people need me just as much as I need them.  It offers a belief that I have something to offer the world around me, allowing me the space to create my purpose in life.  Without self-love, I could not fathom relative importance.  Who needs a broken, scared little girl?  Oh, that’s right, I do! 
I have been on this journey inward for the past 4 years.  It is like walking up a never-ending spiral staircase, almost a Jack in the Beanstalk story, the sky is the limit. If I told you I practiced self-love every day, I would be lying to you.  In all truth, this whole thing is a practice, my entire life.  I was told that recovery was just “a long path where your spirit wakes up more and more throughout time”.  
Self-love sets the tone for every relationship I have in my life.  It allows me to see, feel and hear when I am being mistreated, and provides the grace for me to set boundaries, dig further into the exact point of pain in my perspective, and it provides me with a comfort, like a child’s blanket provides, knowing that I deserve the love that I give to everyone else, every ounce of it.  The journey to self love has been a long, windy, bumpy, breath-taking and incredibly beautiful road.  This is a road that has never been traveled, so I am creating it within myself. Fear is the opposition of self-love; it tells me to turn around, that it is too dangerous to create a new path, and that I will never be able to accomplish it.  Thank God that self-love includes encouragement, support, forgiveness, faith and hope.  All of these principles battle my fear, and together, and only together, those spiritual principles can win. 
I often wonder how my life would have gone if I would have participated in self-love, if I was taught that it was important, having no idea that it would be the only way I could live a life free from bondage and chains of self-hate. 


