What If I’m Not Broken, Just Becoming?
Why do I sabotage myself?
Why, after everything I’ve survived, after every mountain I’ve climbed, ever battle I’ve fought in silence, every time I gathered the pieces of myself and found the strength to keep going, do I still feel so broken?
Why can’t I simply look at myself and see how far I’ve come instead of measuring myself against all the places I think I should have been?
Why does that voice still whisper?  “You could have done better.  You should have known more.  You should have handled that differently.  You still have so much work to do”
And why, even when I try my hardest, does it never seem to be enough?
My inner critic is relentless.  My perfectionism keeps raising the bar, moving the finish line, demanding more of a me when I’ve already given so much.  It reminds me of every mistake but seems to forget every victory.  It keeps a record of my failures but somehow loses the pages where I was brave, where I was strong, where I chose to try again when giving up would have been easier.
Why am I so quick to forgive others but so unwilling to forgive myself?
Why do I treat my imperfections like evidence against me instead of proof that I am human?
And why do I keep believing that if I work a little harder, fix a little more, become a little better, then maybe, finally, I will be worthy of peace?
Maybe I have spent so many years trying to become enough that I have forgotten I was never supposed to earn my right to be loved.
Maybe I learned to survive by always looking for what might go wrong, by staying one step ahead of disappointment, by criticizing myself before anyone else could.
Maybe somewhere along the way, being hard on myself became so familiar that kindness feels uncomfortable, rest feels undeserved, and celebrating myself feels like I’m claiming more than I’ve earned.
But what if I am allowed to grow without hating the woman I am today?
What if growth doesn’t mean finding another flaw to fix, another weakness to overcome, another reason to question my worth?
What if growth also means recognizing the moments when I respond differently, when I choose peace over chaos, when I speak up instead of staying silent, when I honor my needs instead of abandoning myself to keep everyone else comfortable?
What if progress isn’t always a giant leap forward?
What if sometimes it’s simply getting out of bed on a difficult morning, trying again after a setback, setting a boundary without apologizing or looking in the mirror and choosing not to tear myself apart?
I want to learn to see those moments.  I want to stop rushing past my victories because they seem too small to count.  I want to acknowledge my strength without immediately reminding myself of all the things I haven’t mastered.
I want to trust myself again, to believe that I can make mistakes without becoming a mistake, that I can have regrets without living a regret, that I can still have growing to do and be worth of love right now.
I want to build a life where my worth is not measured by how much I accomplish or how perfectly I perform.
I want to celebrate the woman who kept going. The woman who endured.  The woman who learned.  The woman who stumbled and found her footing again.
The woman who is still here, still reaching, still hoping, still willing to believe that something beautiful can grow from all she has been through.
And perhaps I need to understand that healing is not a straight line, that old doubts may visit even after I have made progress, that some days I will feel strong and other days I will question everything.
That does not erase my growth.  It does not make my healing a failure.  It simply means I am human, and becoming whole is not the same as becoming perfect.
So today, I want to try something different. 
Instead of asking “What is still wrong with me?”  I want to ask “What have I overcome?”
Instead of asking “Why am I not further along?” I want to ask, “Can I honor the distance I’ve traveled?”
Instead of listening to the voice that tells me I should have done more, I want to listen to the quieter voice that reminds me I did the best I could with what I knew, with what I had, with the strength I could find at the time.
I want to thank myself for not giving up on me.
I want to acknowledge every small step, every hard-earned lesson, every moment I choose myself when the old patterns tell me not to.
I want to  meet my imperfections with curiosity instead of contempt, my mistakes with compassion instead of shame, and my future with hope instead of another impossible list of who I think I should become.
Because I am tired of treating myself like a problem that needs to be solved.  I am tired of believing that peace is waiting somewhere on the other side of perfection.
I want to live now!  To breathe now! To love now! To give myself permission to enjoy the woman I am becoming without punishing the woman I used to be.
And when the old voice whispers “you’re not good enough yet”, perhaps I will finally answer: “I am growing and I am grateful.  I am learning, and I am proud.  I am unfinished, but I am not a failure.  I have more to learn, but I have already come so far.”  I can acknowledge my past without allowing it to define me.  I can honor my strength without having to prove it every day.  I can keep evolving without making my worth conditional on how perfectly I do it.  
And maybe, just maybe, the way to wholeness is not keep searching for the pieces I believe are missing.  Maybe it is learning to embrace the pieces that have always been here. The brave ones.  The wounded ones.  The hopeful ones.  The imperfect ones.  All of them belong to me.  All of them have carried me here.
And I am beginning to understand that I do not have to become some flawless, finished version of myself to finally feel at home in my own skin.
I can be a work in progress and still be a woman worth celebrating.  I can be healing and still be whole in the moments I am living. I can be grateful for how far I’ve come and hopeful for how far I will go.
So, for once, I will put down the measuring stick. I will quiet the demands.  I will stop making myself earn the kindness I so freely give away.  And step by step, breath by breath, with gratitude in my heart and a little more love for myself, I will learn to stand beside the woman I have spent so many years criticizing.  I will become her friend. I will learn to trust her.  I will celebrate her.  Not someday, when she is perfect. Not someday when she has everything figured out.  
TODAY.
Because she has survived so much. Because she is still becoming.  Because her story is not over.  And because, after all these years of trying so hard to become enough, perhaps the most beautiful part of my journey is learning that I already am!




