Before I started therapy with an amazing therapist, (I am truly blessed to have found her), I couldn’t find one positive thing to say about myself.  I was full of shame, self-loathing, hated my body, had no confidence, was not seen or heard so I stopped using my voice, no one was listening anyway.  I was discouraged, stuck in isolation and was just tired. 
In my sessions, I was supported, encouraged, seen, heard and found validation for what I was feeling, learned why I was feeling those things and how to address those feelings in a positive way.     
She helped me find my self -confidence, my voice, myself!
I’ve written plenty of negative things about myself in the past, things that I believed to be true of myself because of what others have said, done or the way they made me feel.
I wanted to prove to myself that I’ve grown in my healing journey, so I challenged myself to write something positive, something real, raw, and without judgement.  
So, here’s goes:
I am a woman shaped by survival, motherhood, memory, and resilience. My story is not one of perfection, but of endurance — the kind that leaves scars and wisdom side by side.
Born with a sensitive heart, I learned early that love and pain often arrived together. Family memories carry both tenderness and ache: a father who felt distant behind cigar smoke and newspapers, a mother whose rough edges softened into childlike innocence through Alzheimer’s. Those experiences taught me how fragile people really are.
I became a mother with fierce devotion, finding meaning in nurturing my boys even while carrying my own battles quietly. My love runs deepest through my boys, Derek and Nathan, and even more so through the bond with my grandson, Desmond.  With Desmond, I rediscovered joy on the floor among monster trucks, puzzles, laughter, and imagination.
I am a woman who continues to fight difficult physical and emotional struggles: chronic pain, PTSD, migraines, depression, bipolar disorder, anxiety, trauma carried from childhood and into military experiences, and the exhausting reality of trying to function while invisible battles rage beneath the surface. Yet even in the middle of those struggles, I continue searching for healing, understanding, and a voice strong enough to tell the truth about what suffering really looks like.
Writing became one of my lifelines. Through poetry and reflection, I transform memories into meaning. I write about broken relationships, peaceful afternoons, childhood wounds, motherhood, grief, survival, and hope. My words are honest and raw, but never empty of compassion. Even when I write about darkness, there is always a quiet thread pulling toward light.
I am someone who notices small sacred moments: sunshine on a chilly afternoon, the comfort of books, children laughing. I understand that healing rarely arrives all at once — it comes in fragments, conversations, tears, poems, and quiet mornings were getting out of bed is its own kind of victory.
My story is not a story about being untouched by hardship. It is about continuing anyway. Loving anyway. Creating anyway.
And perhaps that is who I am at my core:
A woman who has carried heavy things for a very long time, yet still kneels on the floor to play with toy cars because love matters more than the weight that I carry.
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