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My Personal Change
“What does not kill you makes you stronger”. I would never believe Friedrich Nietzsche 4 years ago, because I used to be a very depressive person.  I was weak and refused to believe in better life, better future, better everything. Now I know that all problems and obstacles that appeared when I moved to the US made me a different person. I definitely feel stronger and don’t concentrate on problems as before.  Personal change can be very difficult. It involves different stages. In my case they are my fears in Russia, what did I go through when I moved to the US and how do I feel at the present moment. 
  I still used to be a very depressive person. I could easily get low, change the mood from positive to negative and be hopeless. Maybe I was born with a lot of issues in my head, maybe I developed them. I remember myself being depressed for several weeks in a row. One funny moment I recall is when I was in my room and felt bad. I was ready to go into a deep, long depression but suddenly decided to stay out of it. How did I do that? I don’t know. But this is how unstable I was. It sounds silly for me now, but at that moment I thought it was the end of the world. Small problems or conflicts could easily make me feel bad. The worst thing I was doing is making those problems bigger and bigger, like a snow ball. I was thinking about them and creating images in my head. Sometimes I could make an imaginary movie and those problems would have different heroes involved. At that time I thought that how life is. I thought somebody else controls my mood. That is life and there is nothing to do with it. That is bad luck; i am not that happy and maybe won’t be. I had so many fears that cannot even remember all of them. For example I was afraid the future. I was calculating every step, trying to predict what happens. Instead of enjoying the moment I was afraid of it. Life would go the way it supposes to go, but I was afraid of it. I think at that time I was constantly irritated and depressed and worried.  I don’t remember myself being happy just because the sun was shining. Small things like mom’s cooking a breakfast or hot springs (I used to live in a place where the hot springs are) were not make me smile.  I wish I could go back and force myself to enjoy them. To say every day how do I love my mom, how life is good, how lucky I am to have such a great family. Unfortunately at that time I didn’t see those small but very powerful things. 
