But then I asked myself why. Why the need to hurt?
And why the people I cared about the most? Why the
need for all the lies? Why the attacks on my mother? |
would drive myself mad with all the why’s until one day,
it all exploded in a suicidal rage. |

Lying awake the following night at the ”r;ésort” (my pet
name for the hospital), after an unsuccessful, gutless
attempt to jump from a vehicle moving at 80 miles per
hour, one thing stood out more than my Keds with no
shoe laces. I didn’t want to die. :

And I did not want to inflict any more pain on people
to cover up what I was truly trying to hide myself: self-
hatred. Self-hatred unleashed on everyone else.

I 'saw my mother’s pained face for the first time in
years—warm, tired brown eyes filled with nothing but
thanks for her daughter’s new lease on life and love for
the child she waited 38 years to bear.

My first encounter with unconditional love. What a
powerful feeling.

Despite all the lies I had told her, she still loved me. I
cried on her lap for hours one afternoon and asked why
she still loved me after all the horrible things I did to her.
She just looked down at me, brushed the' hair out of my
face and said frankly, “I don’t know.”

A kind of smile penetrated her tears as the lines in her
tested face told me all that I needed to know. I was her
daughter, but more important, she was my mother. Not
every rotten child is so lucky. Not every mother can be
pushed to the limits I explored time and time again, and
venture back with feelings of love.

Unconditional love is the most precious gift we can
give. Being forgiven for the past is the most precious gift
we can receive. I dare not say we could experience this
pure love twice in one lifetime. '

I was one of the lucky ones. I know that. I want to

extend the gift my mother gave me to all the “rotten
teenagers” in the world who are confused.

It’s okay to feel pain, to need help, to feel love—just feel
it without hiding. Come out from under the protective
covers, from behind the rigid walls and the suffocating
personas, and take a breath of life.



