Over and Over and Over Again
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By Anonymous


I sit on the floor of my apartment crying. The soft carpet beneath me and the only thing I see above me is the ceiling. I can't move. I don't want to move. I know that moving would just make everything more difficult. My mind keeps drifting back from the thought of walking through the door to the thought of me getting up from the floor. Everything is difficult right now and it seems to happen so quickly. I keep thinking, “How did I end up like this?”


When I was fourteen, the first symptoms of my Obsessive-Compulsive Disorder (OCD) started showing up. I remember when washing my hands I would lather, rinse, and repeat in multiples of four. Most of the time I would end up washing them until my hands were raw. I didn't care, at least I felt good about it. At the time I didn't understand why it made me feel better, but I simply accepted it for what it was.


When I was seventeen, the theme of my OCD changed. I still washed my hands in multiples of four, but the OCD had become more of a mind game. I felt it necessary to think about someone I respected, my father, while doing some things, such as getting in and out of bed or walking through a doorway. If when doing these things I happened to think about someone I didn't respect, the President at the time, I found myself having to repeat the action over and over again until I only thought about my father. Now it might seem easy to do this, but try not thinking about something. For example, don't think about a pink elephant. What are you thinking about? I bet it’s a pink elephant.


My life seemed to end when I entered college. My OCD became worse and eventually it was all consuming. I reached a point in my life where I couldn't do much of anything. Every time I wanted to do something I realized that in order for me to do it right I had to obey the illogical laws of my OCD. It took me a minimum of two grueling hours to get to class. I started missing classes because I couldn't seem to get anywhere in time. At a certain point I became so fed up with it and so depressed because of it that I rarely left the house. I soon realized that I was too afraid to do anything-- too fearful to face what lie ahead.


The depression and fear of moving took over. I spiraled downward. The only reason I woke up every morning was because I didn't really have a choice in the matter. I became a recluse. I never left my bed. I only got up to eat and stay hygienic, which took me several hours, so I had a pretty busy day. My grades started falling and I reached a state at which I had to make a choice whether to stay in bed for the rest of my life or to do something about my little problem. Medication and therapy is just what the doctor ordered.


Two years passed. It was two years filled with different kinds of pills and hours of insightful talking. At the end of it all I found a medication that helped make things a little better and I came to an important conclusion. I was never going to be completely cured because there was no cure. This was something I had to live with and accept. Throughout my entire experience with OCD so far the hardest part has been accepting it. 


Today I have come a long way since that time in my life when I was scared to leave the bed. My grades improved.  I'm taking steps to pursue a career in medicine and eventually plan on helping others like me. Doing even the simplest tasks is more difficult than necessary, but I've learned a few techniques to make it a little easier. But more importantly, I've learned how to make it through the day.


Thinking back to the path I took with my OCD makes it a little easier to get up from the floor and face what's ahead. I take a deep breathe and complete the most difficult step: standing up. Slowly but surely I make my way to the door and step out. I stare at the door and take a minute to think about everything again. I think about the different phases I went through. I think about the range of emotions I went through: periods of depression, anger, denial, bargaining, and acceptance. I even think about how difficult this is going to be. Thinking about accepting it all makes this whole ordeal seem easier though, even if it isn't any different from every other time I've tried to walk through a door.


I step through the door carefully thinking about three people that I respect while trying not to think about anyone else. The first try, I get it wrong.  Second try, wrong. Third try, again I get it wrong. Each time I get it wrong I step back outside. I take a deep breath and step through the door. Finally I get it right. I take out my phone and look at pictures of the people I was thinking about and listen to a voice recording of each of their voices saying “I love you.”  If I didn't do that I know that I would've seen pictures of the people I don't respect and would have to repeat everything over. This is just in case.


Finally I reach the couch, sit down and eat lunch. This all was so that I could eat lunch.

