
Self-of-the-Counselor Comp Proposal
The following is me putting the messiness in my head to paper, but most importantly turning something in so that I may receive the support I need but often never seek out. So, I hope it makes sense. The following are also concepts that I would like to touch on, but I have not yet decided concretely on how to conceptualize them others than writing about it, so I am still to some extent in the brainstorming process. However, I have experienced many notable moments (failures and achievement) that have transpired throughout my life, but some of the most profound moments occurred when I began sharing them. 
Grad School Application process (Multicultural Counseling program: The Invisible Cloak of Shame [Out of awareness]) 
· Use the Personal Statement that I submitted to Multicultural Counseling program to convey the amount of work that I had done to get to the making the decision to apply, let alone consider that I can forgo a graduate program
· Alternate Candidate: WOO-HOO!!!!! It was a win for me to think a program was interested and saw graduate potential. 
Awareness and my experience in Multicultural Counseling program: A process that my inner child was a large part of 
· A journey to self-love. This entailed confronting my inner child and adult self
Master’s Graduate  
· My goal is to convey the image that has since been imbedded in my mind the day it was described to me. The image of my adult-self taking the hand of my younger-self as we both walk across the stage. Walking across that stage signifies the deliverance from all the work we had endured and done together. Yet from shame came the deliverance From shame there was and having alas done something undoubtedly for me. For the that was present with me throughout the process and into what life brings next. 
·  stage to receive staking the hand of my inner child 
Ideas that I can tie to Comp. 
· A letter to my Anxiety (Personify it as a person): My dear old friend (ways it has protected me/ ways it has kept me from my authentic self)
· The goodbye to an old friend that allowed me to feel the emotions beneath the anxiety, but most importantly the shame. The visit my dear old friend made from time to time. 
· The Tale of the Two Wolves: The feedback and story that was shared with me by my first-year internship supervisor, Agustin Orozco. I now know today that fear, shame and self-doubt had been one of the most crippling emotions that I had continually fed, then and throughout the program. 
· The Student Panel and Shaka Senghor;

I struggled with sitting with who I was because I did not quite like him. The dialogue I carried with my self…
What a concept!? 
I defined my self-worth by what I was able to do for others. 
I took pride in my work and got praised for it. I gave it 110% at the expense of everything else d often everything, because it demonstrated how much I cared.
Moments I have made the conscious effort to forget, the 

Reading some of my earlier writings, my self-worth was defined by others and their perception of me. However, none of their validations could do for me what I find in doing for myself
For no matter how many times I heard it, I did not believe it 


Although my students at the Juvenile Correction Facility did not know, I could relate to their experiences all too well. It was there where I watched and intently listened to a TED Talk: The Prison of your Mind by Sean Stephenson. 
Although it felt as though I had only started working there, unbeknownst to me I had made an impact on the students I had served during the eight short months I had spent there. 
Though they were physically caged, one of the loneliest cells that they had been in, and one I knew very well was 
The tears I shed that day washed away some of that shame, enough so that I too can use this experience to teach others, make others feel as they too are not alone. 

I do not believe I have ever been surrounded by so many persons 
It was overwhelming – 
The growing pains of letting that ___ settle into the years of 

Even at the very end of Multicultural counseling program when I believe I continually miss up
There folks were to offer the very words that I was continually trying to refute, with thoughts and actions. 


Coming full circle – Application process (What it took to get there) to where I am now (Graduate Degree)
Cultural Artifact – sharing it 1 year later made it more meaningful to me than having shared it at the beginning of the program. (1 Year of personal+ identity development) 
Feedback from a professor: A gift of yours is having others feel appreciated, cared for and respected. 
And in the process, I learned a lot about myself, but most importantly was how to love myself as much as others seemed to. 
_________________________
Autobiography of Emotions:
Only until recent years have I developed a self-awareness of my emotions or lack thereof, for I had been shown and told that I must present myself a certain way. 
But I firmly believe the strong family values, love and sacrifice played a major role in propelling us to receive a college education; despite having two full-time, working-poor parents that had not completed an elementary education themselves. The void of things our family lacked in resources and bare necessities, our parents managed to fill with unconditional support for their children. Unfortunately, they have not always supported each other in that same way, not to mention instances where my sister and mother fell victim of a father’s machismo.
Our family of seven lived in a small one-bedroom duplex, so naturally we were close by default as we slept in the same beds and lacked any privacy whatsoever. However, that proximity to one another also led to the not so pleasant times unfolding before us as children.

I could still recall the first time I got between my parents, for I could never forget the look my father had on his face. I had stopped the hitting, but it was short lived because the following time I tried to do the same; I was met with an angry and confrontational father. I know these constant incidents were raveled with emotions, but the manner in which they were expressed were met with a screeching halt.
My unwillingness to feel vulnerable enough to express myself were always inhibitors to fully embracing a relationship and all its challenges.
[bookmark: _GoBack]My relationship with my family has remained very close, but not intimate in the sense that we do not reach out to one another for emotional help or advise. For example, my sister’s recent separation from her husband was something that she had not discussed with anyone until it was already in motion. She had reached out to me and the way she brought it up was out of the blue. My older brother recently had their first child who is now 1month old, and although we did not know at the time, they had been trying to have a child and miscarried during their first pregnancy. My younger brother who lived with me, unbeknownst to me, took a year leave of absence from his undergrad at university and went the whole year managing to keep it to himself. I, too, have kept things from my family and don’t understand why had that been the case, but it has been thought provoking to know that this is a family dynamic.

Craziness: 
When friends invited me to go come out for dinner I would imply that I had already eaten or that I was busy, when in reality I laid in bed. I found little to no pleasure doing the things I enjoyed doing. As I continued to blow off every invitation for an outing, the frequency and invitations eventually stopped. My dreaded inability to say that I feel alone or anything at all is one of my biggest hang-ups and part of my crazy.
I am still rebuilding that self-esteem and self-worth. One thing that I learned was that I had to replace that person that had whole-heartedly believed that I could accomplish such feats that I am doing today- with myself. And this has been the hardest part, but I’m doing it.
