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Loss  of  Self

I sustained a head injury 15 years ago and would like to share some of my newfound realizations about living with your audience.  This article is a very positive declaration of my worth and could be interpreted as the viable worth of any individual having sustained a head trauma injury.

Loss, as defined by Webster, is a person or thing or amount that is lost.  The definition holds no feeling, no reality of the possible devastation contained in this word.

My perception of loss has been shaped by an experience that forced me to reevaluate my entire definition of self.  The loss that I refer to is the result of an automobile accident that occurred fifteen years ago.  The physical and mental injuries were quite devastating and yet the loss of self was incomprehensible.  With the change in intellectual and body image came a loss of self-respect, self-esteem and self-love.

I have fluctuated among various stages of adjustment to my loss.  Initially, I experienced denial.  This was due, in part, to frequent reminders by those around me of how very fortunate I was to be alive.  My denial was reinforced by the non-acceptance of my family and relevant others regarding my newly acquired physical and mental status.  The denial has continued off and on for many years, nurtured by the notion that only by over-achieving would I be able to prove my worth.  Realization of the damaging influence my attitude carried with it served as impetus for my struggle toward resolve.

Another stage that I have dwelled in is that of depression.  I seem to use this stage as a catch all for my feelings induced by my various moods.  I have frequented the depths of despair, in some cases not knowing if I would survive.  My attitude was often that of uselessness – unworthy of life.  By reaching these depths, I have arrived at a type of resolve, that of an almost retaliatory nature - my demise will not be the result of my self-pitying tendency.  The wisdom received from these experiences has greatly influenced my perception of life.

In the past year I have allowed myself to actively demonstrate anger toward my loss.  I have cursed my God, myself, humankind and anything else that might be remotely responsible.  I had always felt that this emotion had no place in my conscious being because of its lack of honor.  The demonstration of my anger, I came to realize, took more honor than did my fourteen previous years of being brave.  

My acceptance of the present status of my mind and body is often times a fleeting process.  Previously, acceptance connoted ”giving up”.  Now however, it carries with it a very special meaning.  I am what I am, no more – no less.  My responsibility is to be the best of what I am.

I find myself passing into and out of these various stages of resolve.  I feel that once I cease this transient life-script, I will no longer continue to grow because growth implies change.

With regard to my loss, hope has been both my foe and my ally.  As my foe, it has enabled me to unrealistically plan my life, dreaming of lifestyles that had little if any feasibility.  The degree of frustration and disappointment rendered by this devious ploy acted to increase my self-doubt.  Positively, my hope has allowed me to accomplish feats that were deemed impossible by those in authority.  Where does determination leave off and unreality begin?

The intensity of my loss was negatively influenced by those individuals who stared at me as I walked, were frightened away by my neediness, were unable to bring themselves to my assistance when I fell.  There is however, a positive side to this aspect of my loss.  By experiencing this anguish, the degree of empathy and compassion I am able to feel for others has increased tenfold.  My loss has been made better by the people who were not embarrassed by my tears, maintained eye contact through my disfluencies, and were not afraid to give me a hug.

This essay is by no means to be taken as a Pollyannaish rendition of my personal Hell.  I’m a survivor.  I’ve done my share of wallowing and I’m sure I’ll do it again.  I feel part of the reason I’ve had this experience is to be of some assistance to those individuals who are going through their own Hell.  After all, we’re all in this together.
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