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This is my journey, What's yours?

A book about a different perspective, and a journey, a way of maybe not feeling alone
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​Through Different Eyes: A Journey of Connection
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In this book, the exploration of life’s challenges, triumphs, and reflections serves as a reminder that no one is truly alone in their experiences. Through varying perspectives—each with its own narrative, struggles, and aspirations—the journey becomes one of understanding, empathy, and finding strength in the shared human experience. This is, without a doubt, my opinion, my perspective, my story, and my journey. Life is beautiful for some, but for others, it can be unbearably miserable. 
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There are different paths for everyone, yet we are all human beings with a soul and a purpose, each of us with an uncertain expiration date. I never imagined that I would write a book, a novel, or even openly share the thoughts that constantly race through my mind. I’m 24 years old, and I go by Lee, because my parents gave me a long, unique name that only those closest to me use. It’s so complex that people often struggle to remember it. Isn’t it funny how selfless we try to be, even changing ourselves slightly to make life easier for others? I used to think that was an act of love—though now, I see it was my way of being seen, of belonging.  I’ve disciplined myself in ways that felt like torture in the moment, yet have proven worthwhile over time. I’m not perfect. I’ve fallen into the same habits’ countless times, yet I keep returning to reflection and growth. Life has taught me so much at such a young age that sometimes I feel it’s a blessing in disguise. Other times, it feels like a curse because it 
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makes me feel profoundly misunderstood.

But when I meet people who do understand me, the weight of isolation lifts even if just for a moment.

Sometimes we may feel like something isn’t beneficial to us, until we shift our perspectives—or at least our perception of things. That is the essence of this book: to share my thoughts, my raw reflections, my triumphs, and my wounds, in the hope that I might not be alone. Perhaps there are others with a different perspective who can help open my mind even further, who can challenge my understanding of myself and the world. I am beyond grateful for the friends who have stood by my side, even when I couldn’t fully express my appreciation. These are the people who see my chaos and my contradictions and love me anyway.
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I tend to dig deep into the things I believe in, the things that resonate with my soul. Sometimes, my mind races a million miles per hour, analyzing every detail, every interaction, every choice I’ve ever made. I’m a night owl. It’s the only time I feel in control of my surroundings, the only time I can truly experience peace. Life can get unbearably loud—stress over bills, wondering what direction to take, the pressure to have it all figured out. And yet, even in the chaos, there are moments of clarity. Moments where the world slows down, and I realize that I’ve survived, that I’ve grown, that I’ve loved, and that I am still learning. At 24, I’ve seen my share of darkness and light. I’ve lost people I loved dearly, and I’ve gained friends who have become family, constantly reminding me of every stepping stone in my life. I’ve struggled with depression and anxiety, questioning whether the weight I carry is real or imagined.
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I’ve been told it’s all in my head, yet I’ve seen an entire generation navigate pain in silence, trying to numb it with distractions, partying, substances, and digital facades. Some have even lost the battle with life, feeling unseen, unheard, and alone. A fresh start, a new year—new year, new me, right? Wrong. We begin with unrealistic expectations—goals that some achieve, but many will fall short of—only to be left disappointed, questioning our strength, feeling overwhelmed by racing thoughts. We try again, hoping each attempt will bring success, only to find the cycle repeating with the next year. Social media, with its curated realities, adds to this pressure. We scroll endlessly, comparing our messy lives to the highlight reels of strangers. And yet, sometimes the universe gives us what we need exactly when we need it—an image, a quote, a post that resonates so deeply it feels like a message written just for us.
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This year, I’ve decided to write through it all—capturing triumphs, setbacks, and reflections from 2024. I write not only to process, but to connect, to share, and to remind others that we are not alone.

It’s 4:30 a.m., and I sit awake pondering my life. Will I reach my goals? Do I have enough discipline? Did I choose the right path to lead me to where I’m meant to be? I imagine happiness—becoming a mother, a wife, building a family filled with love. And yet, a lingering question remains: will that fulfillment alone bring wholeness, or will I still feel incomplete? I am part of the class of 2019. Watching my friends thrive, start families, and live their dreams, I wonder when my turn will come. Yet I remind myself: life is not a race.
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We each have our own timing, our own journey.

Much of my pain stems from my father—the man I hoped would be my anchor but who, in many ways, left me adrift. Living under the same roof, yet rarely speaking as we once did, I spent years seeking his love in other men, trying to perfect myself in the hope of earning the validation I longed for. Through reflection, I’ve come to understand: sometimes people can only love us as much as they are capable, shaped by their own trauma and limitations. And then there’s my brother, JJ, ten years younger, my joy and my responsibility. Becoming a big sister reshaped my life. At ten years old, I carried burdens I wasn’t prepared for, stepping into a motherly role I hadn’t asked for.
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That survival mindset shaped me into someone fiercely independent, yet emotionally guarded—a “strong one” in every room. Yet even in that strength, I longed to be seen, held, and cared for simply for being me. The truth is, life is a delicate balance of yin and yang. Light cannot exist without darkness, joy cannot exist without sorrow, and love often intersects with pain. I’ve learned that sitting with my sadness, facing my anxiety, and confronting my wounds is the only way to truly know myself. Only by examining the roots of my pain can I begin to heal, and only by understanding my perception can I reclaim my narrative. I’ve scrolled through countless Instagram quotes, listened to songs that spoke to every corner of my heart, and read hundreds of books—romance, survival guides, finance strategies, psychology.
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Each has contributed a piece to the puzzle of my understanding. John Kim’s Single on Purpose resonates deeply, teaching me the importance of choosing myself first, before seeking love or validation from others.

Life is like a video game: you start at level one and progress through challenges. Unlike a game, however, there is no finish line. The journey is continuous, full of resets, restarts, and unexpected turns.

Sometimes, I ramble. My thoughts jump, my emotions swell. But this is the truest version of me—raw, unfiltered, striving, imperfect, yet constantly learning. And so, I invite you to read my story, my reflections, my truths. To journey with me, to see the world through my eyes, and perhaps, to find a piece of yourself in mine.
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Because in the end, it is connection, understanding, and shared humanity that make the path worthwhile​​.







Chapter 1 – Can We Really Stop Hating Ourselves?

From my perspective, I believe we are capable of not hating ourselves—but like everything in life, it’s a balance. There’s a difference between being hard on yourself because you know you’re capable of more, and tearing yourself down until you can’t even look in the mirror without flinching. For a long time, I confused the two.

I don’t think I fully hate myself anymore. At least, not in the way I once did. I still dislike certain habits, patterns, or parts of who I am—but these days, I’m beginning to step out of that mindset, almost like peeling off an old skin that no longer fits.

When I was 18 and 19, it felt impossible to love myself. Nights were the hardest. I’d lie awake, staring at the ceiling, tracing the cracks in the plaster like I could map my brokenness. I would ask myself over and over:
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