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Reacting to impulses rather than from higher self

Self-hatred comes on when you do something you hate, you don’t like, you wish you didn’t, basically, against your integrity, authenticity and counter to your best interests.  You react to your impulses at the egoic level and not from our higher self.

It happens over and over again.  The trigger goes and the reaction follows.  The emotional string is usually unconscious, sometimes “semi-conscious”, after much work, conscious.  Consciously you see yourself experience a negative emotion, one you feel is unbearable, intolerable, unacceptable.  Then you reach for the IT that will promise to appease the pain, calm the emotional upsurge that threatens to pommel you, annihilate you, destroy your sense of self, calm, peace and stability. The IT is a reaction of inflecting pain on yourself or others, thereby sealing your fate to repeat the whole string next time the trigger appears.

Examples are when we react in anger to someone, or inflict the anger on ourselves through addictions.  We feel and see how we respond and we keep doing it despite our best intentions to stop, think, and act out of compassion instead.

When we can’t get ourselves to stop and react how we want, with compassion, then we build-up anger, resentment and self-hatred.  Hating ourselves for not being able to somehow will the reaction out and the act of compassion in.

We feel that ourselves (body, mind, soul) has all betrayed us and is working against us.  As this builds and goes underground, we deny it when it becomes too painful.  We project out to others this self-hatred and feel that they all hate and judge us as we hate and judge ourselves.  As we perceive that they hate us and judge us, we feel isolated, alone, hurt and inadequate.  We feel that we don’t deserve attention, affection, or even connection with other people.  We are defective, hopelessly caught in a no-win situation.  We try to avoid others to avoid the pain we think they give us through rejection, that we create.  We try to escape from ourselves through addiction to avoid feeling the pain we inflict on others and ourselves.  We deny and hide-out these intolerable feelings in the unconscious.

Allowing these. . .

Shit, Shit, always something, can’t get away…

Geez!!!! 
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Victimhood reigns here.

The smashing and crashing inside my head gets to intense.  An explosion waiting to happen.  I explode, and now it is all worse, I see myself getting angry and attacking another person, the one perturbing me and now I have compounded my own pain with the pain I am causing the other.  It won’t stop, how do I get it to stop!  The noise, the racing, the pressure inside my head is unstoppable.  Where is it going, how do I get off.  Isn’t there anyone to help me?

I have reached this point in my life, and there is almost no one there to help me, to be with me.  How does it come to this?  My constant moving, disconnecting so often that surface acquaintances are the norm.  I feel safer without attachments and ties that bind, but I secretly wish for the life-long friendships and sense of community that living in one place all your life can create.  I don’t tend to see the down side to that in my fantasy life.  I just tend to see this ideal community with support, relationships, knowing each other and each others families.  I deliberately ran from that for the opposite.  I ran for freedom, independence and no one telling me what to do.  So here I am, without support, guidance or even friendship.  Isn’t there a happy-medium anywhere?  Could I allow there to be?

Just more reasons to feel like a victim.  Poor me.  Pity party for one.  What happens if I get old and need help?  What if tragedy befalls me and there is no one there to help, to hear me, to even care?  Isn’t that the deep fear of most everyone if they really admitted it?  My parents had that fear and I dismissed it as not real.  How awful for them.

Am I really not a caring, loving person?  Am I really the moody, out of sorts, hard to deal with, self-absorbed, lazy, irresponsible person that I despise and blame everyone else for being.  Have a projected all of my own self-hates on everyone else?  No wonder I hate everyone else, if I see them as my worst characteristics.

I didn’t even realize until recently how much I really hated myself.  I kept that one submerged deeply so as to not have to deal with it.  Fantasy life reigns.  I didn’t even know how much time I spent in fantasies.  Fantasies about who I wish I could be, where I wish I could live, who I wish I could get to know and visit with.  I guess I do have an elaborate fantasy life when you look at it that way.  I watch soaps and movies to moderate my mood and create good feelings.  This is the entire purpose of my fantasy life.  I believe many things about how our life should be from finances to home, vacations to ideal career.   Don’t even get me started on the last one!  I’ve spent my entire adult life trying to conjure up my ideal career with all the money, fame and prestige I could ever want.  Hasn’t worked out.  And what about those people that do imagine their ideal life and actually get it?

Guess I withdraw too much.  I don’t go out and get what I want.  I have wanted to, but feelings get in the way.  Insecurities, self-hate, self-doubt – all the same.  How is what you want really defined?  Don’t you get what you ask for?  What you are really working for but may not acknowledge.

Some families fight and yell all the time and stay in close proximity – enmeshed and chaotic.  Some completely disband from the slightest provocation or slight of word – disengaged.  The later is mine.  No chance of long term relationships.  There is no way to know when you even commit the slight of word or action.  The sensitivity is so high and the antenna are tuned in to catch you with the one small infraction – BOOM – your in jail to them, never to be paroled.

Crying and falling apart is the only solution I have found to the implosion that happens inside when the self-hate becomes to intense, to focused.  Like a laser beam in burns through my whole being, searching for a place to escape.  Afraid of the damage that could be done, I let it out the only way I know how.  It rips my insides and compresses my head.  It shakes my being on all levels and disrupts the flow of energy into a giant fireball.  The release finally winds down and a quiet settles in.  But not a peaceful quiet, rather, a resigned and sad quiet.  The emotional explosion over, now the resignation to the fact that this is who I am, this is what I do and I can’t seem to get out of it no matter what I do.  Resignation to the fact that I have to claim all the negative emotions and characteristics I am running from.  This is who I am and have to be regardless of how I feel about it.

Living in a smaller world is not an option.  It is already small.  There doesn’t seem to be any way to reduce stress by disengaging any further.  The experts say to embrace reality more and get out there to be involved more.  Maybe.

I really do like my imaginary lives that I have created to make myself feel rich, successful, talented, taken care of, creative, productive, respected, charismatic, philanthropic, compassionate, gentle, and loving.  These fantasies are what I hope to obtain for my life, but I am told they are also created to escape from the suffering and pain in my life.  Which is it and should they be encouraged or abandoned.  It would be like cutting off an appendage to sever these fantasies.  They seem to be my main source of hope that things can get better.  So many self-help books tell you to visualize your goals and imagine that they have already happened.  So what is the difference?  Slight and hard to tell with myself.  Some of the fantasies are just more doable than others.

Is the self-hatred a central personality trait, or a passing loud voice announcing a place that needs to be healed?  Does it hide out in many forms and shape shift so I can’t pin it down?  Oh, why can’t I just sleep and wake up to find out I am having a bad dream?!

If I didn’t yield to the impulses, would it get stronger?  Would it go further underground?  Yes, I am supposed to watch it and yes I should not express it.

O.K., so what do we have then.  Self-hatred because I do express it.  Watching it now is the only defense I have, right?

Too tired, so boring.
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