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Refusal through Silence
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There is a song called "<Letter>" by Kim Kwang-jin.

​

Is this the end here? Now I will turn around

I won't force myself to resist fate and agonize over connections

The words I wanted to say, the words I tried to say, I'll leave them all as they are

Perhaps even giving up on expectations, I hope you will be well

I will accept your long silence as our parting

I'll put away my worries that might hurt this heart

Oh, my beloved, even if I can't see you anymore

I'm grateful that with your presence, I've endured tough days

Meet good people, live well during your life, forget about me

I sincerely hope you find happiness

Just take this heart with you

I will accept your long silence as our parting

I'll put away my worries that might hurt this heart

Oh, my beloved, even if I can't see you anymore

I'm grateful that because you exist, I've endured challenging days

Meet good people, live well during your life, forget about me

I sincerely hope you find true happiness

Just take this heart with you

––––––––
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IT WAS ORIGINALLY A favorite song of mine, but after learning about the background of the song, my emotions became overwhelming. Before Kim Kwang-jin rose as a singer, his girlfriend's parents disapproved of him because he was a struggling musician. They wanted her to be with a well-off man from a good family, and there was another man who met those criteria and also liked his girlfriend. Kim Kwang-jin met this man. However, he turned out to be genuinely talented and kind-hearted, and Kim Kwang-jin realized that for his girlfriend, being with this man, who had a brighter future than his uncertain one, might lead to a better life. The man who met these criteria suggested that they go abroad together for further studies, but the girlfriend chose Kim Kwang-jin because she felt that if she wasn't with him, he wouldn't be happy.

​

Kim Kwang-jin and his girlfriend got married, and after a considerable amount of time had passed, Kim Kwang-jin discovered a letter at home. It was a letter that the other man, the one his girlfriend had met in the past, had sent to her. The contents were so beautiful that Kim Kwang-jin turned them into a song titled "Letter." Despite having loved her himself, he respected her choice and was deeply moved by the mature and compassionate heart of the man who cared for her, soothing his own painful feelings. For a while, I felt a heavy emotion.

Thinking about how someone could gracefully say, "I sincerely hope you find true happiness. Just take this heart with you," to the woman who rejected him, I wondered how truly mature that person must be. When this person wrote the letter, they were probably in their twenties. I wondered how this person had become so mature. Even at my age, I still feel so inexperienced...

​

A person who, while expressing their refusal through a prolonged silence in response to the suggestion of studying abroad together, ultimately says, "I will accept your long silence as our parting," in a situation where they might feel anger towards his girlfriend for not clearly expressing her stance, which could have shown consideration for his feelings. It reflects a personality that assures he won't forcefully resist the connection. I've experienced trying to resist a connection even when I knew it wasn't right. It was due to feeling so frustrated and unjustly treated. How could I not have matured even a little? Is it that I'm incapable of it?

​

"O beloved, even if I can't see you anymore, I'm grateful that because you existed, I managed to endure difficult days." A person who calmly accepts the separation, expressing gratitude for having endured challenging days through that brief encounter with their loved one. Could there be another person who reacts so beautifully when faced with rejection? Such thoughts left me with a heavy heart for a while.

​

I've realized lately that if I could catch and handle indirect expressions of refusal well, and respond to them gracefully, how much more beautiful and less painful life might have been. I'm becoming aware of a few issues related to handling rejection. To think about these things at my age feels quite late. My expressions are often worse than those of an elementary school student. First, because I entered a life where I faced rejection from a very young age, life felt like a series of rejections. As a result, I couldn't accept those rejections as they were, and instead, I trivialized them and didn't respect others. My mother, who gave birth to me, left without a word when I was a helpless baby. My father, hungry himself, would sometimes smack me when I cried, using me as a way to vent his frustrations. My grandmother would cook rough rice to feed me when there was nothing else to eat. And during all this, my uncle’s wife, who didn't like me, would drag me along, subjecting me to various mistreatments. There was nowhere to go. I became accustomed to the glances of rejection and the body language of rejection being a part of daily life. I became so familiar with it that I didn't know how to respond to such rejection or whether I should just pretend not to notice or act like it didn't bother me. However, pretending not to notice or acting like it didn't bother me seems to turn the other person's emotions upside down.

​

After that, my stepmother glared at me, covered my mouth in secret, slapped me, and my father was always angry. There was nowhere to go. At one point, I even tried to escape by visiting my relatives' house every weekend. My aunt’s daughter would laugh and say, "Don't come here anymore," and my father’s younger brother would express his frustration, asking why I kept coming back. I had nowhere to go, and at home, there was a constant chill of rejection. Not even reaching the age of 10, I wandered around the neighborhood on cold days, wearing a thin jacket. The coldness of my stepmother's rejection of my existence was so terrifying. Along this continuous line of a life filled with rejection, in a life without a secret hill to hide in, how can I learn to respect someone who rejects me and figure out how I should handle it? My parents constantly glared at each other, insulted each other, and fought, so I never learned the advanced skill of respecting people while rejecting their requests, without rejecting oneself, from the very beginning.

​

The man who wrote the letter probably grew up in a stable household, receiving care and consideration from a young age and having his own secure hill to rely on. When faced with rejection, he might have stepped back, observed actions and expressions, and learned from an early age how to accept rejection through behavior and eye contact, managing his own emotions. He might have had many opportunities to maturely practice this skill of accepting rejection and self-regulation. What I learned from a young age was the mistaken belief that I should stick around even if everyone rejects me, and the more someone dislikes me, the better I should become. Such misconceptions only made my life more miserable.

​

In a life where there was no place to retreat even when faced with rejection, my husband came to my rescue. He was the only person who loved me despite everyone's dislike, taught me, and offered help. My husband never made me feel rejected through his gaze, actions, or words. He simply taught me while feeling pained in his heart. With deep understanding of my struggles, he reassured me that it was okay even if it took a lifetime for me to catch up due to my mental illness.

​

My shattered sense of self was too weak to rebuild on my own. Ignorant of what was what, I struggled with emotions less mature than those of children; at times, even young children seemed intimidating to me. My psychoanalyst once remarked that my emotions during analysis seemed to be at a level of a 3 to 4-year-old. During those times when I endured rejection from bosses and colleagues who rejected me with their entire beings, pushing them away and withstanding it, I now realize how much that rejection hurt me and hindered my growth. It pains me to think about it, to the core.

Why did I confine my perspective to such a narrow world and believe that unless it was there, it couldn't work, and that I had to protect my career at all costs? Now, it feels so sad and suffocating. The extent to which my body and mind were wounded was only natural, considering the magnitude of rejection I received over those years while working with people who disliked me. I should have left a long time ago. Now, I understand why I dreamed night after night that I was too late. Perhaps even though I retreated and retreated due to feelings of rejection, God never cast me out from the Earth and might have granted me a suitable place even before it happened ten times.

​

The refusal conveyed through glances, actions, and silence, and the tone and manner that had to be ignored due to their harshness, became a habit for me. Living in a reality that was too harsh, building a house within concepts, I became synonymous with "clueless person." Can I now learn to recognize and respect the signs of refusal conveyed through glances, actions, and silence, and step back and respond appropriately? Can I do so in a humane manner? I hope I can. Desperately. And it seems like I can. Now I have a family that unconditionally loves me. I've also cut off everyone who exploited me. Since I don't even know indirect signals of rejection and I don't know how to send them either, my rejections have always been extreme, expressed through harsh words and actions. The heaviness of this song and the rejections I've received and given intertwine, making my heart incredibly sorrowful.
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Why you can't say no and ask for a favor
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It is said that there are over 500,000 different kinds of personal horoscopes in the world of Saju (Korean fortune-telling based on birthdates). This means that people view things differently based on their own temperament, environment, and experiences. And those who believe their perspective is the only correct one are often referred to as "꼰대" (Kkuhn-deh, Korean term for someone rigid and inflexible). As everyone has their own life experiences, as they age, they might naturally become rigid in their thinking. This is due to the fact that situations arise in life where judgments need to be made. However, since people's levels of consciousness differ, those who have been taught and inherited a correct perspective and proper thinking, essentially thoughts that lead to success, from their parents in a good household, except in cases where their innate disposition resists, will generally find their work, money, and relationships flowing smoothly.

––––––––
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I HAVE NEVER WITNESSED complete human relationships since I was young, and our household was one that struggled up from a remote valley in the countryside. Our family is not from the royal lineage of Joseon or even the illustrious Choi family from Gyeongju. We didn't achieve anything grand. Our household was steeped in Confucian ideals, and it was a place where daughters from other families were brought in and made to work, sacrificing themselves for deceased ancestors. The consciousness I inherited was to elevate our family, brothers, or parents, never emphasizing oneself, especially daughters who shouldn't cause problems or complain, even if they lacked a secure foundation. 

​

All those teachings and demands were so natural that I couldn't argue that they were strange or unusual. Sons were esteemed, and they received preferential treatment. They were loved just for their existence, while daughters had to prove their worth. Moreover, daughters like me, who were deprived of the rights they should naturally enjoy as children due to the absence of a mother, lived in a state of constant rejection. When you live in an environment where your worth is constantly undermined, you eventually lose sight of what is right.

In the past, there was a professor who physically and mentally abused one of his students, making him even perform odd jobs and bring him money. When friends who were working part-time together noticed the scars on the student's body and questioned the truth, they persuaded him to report it. Both the professor and the students who were involved received prison sentences. When you've faced rejection so frequently that you lose your sense of entitlement, even if you experience unjust situations, many people will say, "You're the odd one," which can make you confused and unable to assert yourself.

​

There are undoubtedly malicious individuals in the world, and they endlessly seek out victims to manipulate their negative emotions and manipulative tendencies, using them to quiet their own conscience. Such individuals speak recklessly with the intention of achieving these effects:

- Making the other person feel guilty

- Provoking anger in the other person

- Instilling fear in the other person

- Making the other person feel uncomfortable

- Trying to portray the other person as a victim

- Turning people away from the target of their actions

​

While dealing with these individuals, if I start questioning myself, wondering if I'm really the way they portray me, and if I begin to internalize their projections and doubt my own stance, then they've successfully found an easy target. However, if I stand my ground firmly, not letting their tactics get under my skin, they'll soon move on to find another victim. They prefer to avoid putting in effort and are always on the lookout for new targets to exploit.

​

Having never received protection and being unable to protect myself, I would rush in to fight on behalf of my siblings, husband, or people around me when they were treated unjustly. If my older brother got into a fight with the neighborhood kids, I would chase after them and scold them, even reporting the incident to the adults. When my husband's brothers treated him unfairly, I would step forward, drawing lines while portraying myself as the bad one, preventing them from disrespecting my husband. When I deliberately engaged in a conflict, most people couldn't outmatch me verbally. However, when it came to those who treated me disrespectfully, I would endlessly empathize, meet their demands, and present myself as a sacrificial lamb, never refusing their requests. 

​

Why couldn't I refuse and ask for things? On the YouTube channel "YANGBRO’s Mind Palace," they say it's because of low self-esteem or strong dependency for people like me. But when I looked at myself, it was due to my own desires. The desire to not suffer losses and to receive recognition and love from others. I couldn't give up on that, so I would comply even while being aware of their manipulation. I would endure as much as I could, providing excessive service, until I couldn't bear the burden anymore, at which point I would cut ties and run away. This desire stemmed from the environment where I grew up without receiving love and from my own pride that couldn't admit that fact. I've never thought of myself as someone with strong pride, never thought I was greedy, and never thought I didn't express my emotions honestly. To that extent, I concealed such desires deep within myself, even hiding them from my own awareness. Humans are capable of such terrifying self-delusion.

​

Being unable to refuse or ask for things isn't because of a weak heart or being too kind. It's because of greed and the fear of incurring losses. Wanting something for free, even though there's no such thing as a free lunch in the world, and being miserly – that's what it was. I was willing to face a life where I would starve to death alone rather than cling to people or rely on them any longer. Only when I had resolved to break free from such unfair and parasitic relationships could I settle the score. When I stopped feigning my true feelings around people, when I stopped being dishonest with myself and not seeking personal gain from my surroundings, when I accepted a life of poverty, and when I decided to create my own path and stand independently in my daily life and work – only then was I able to straighten things out and stand alone. I was afraid of poverty and loneliness.

​

David Hawkins said that in a <Power VS Force>, human poverty doesn't merely mean lacking money. I was impoverished in my heart, greedy, and as a result, I couldn't acknowledge myself. I was emotionally fragile to the point where I couldn't stand on my own away from people, and so I clung to them. But in the end, what I received from them was the very exclusion by the people I feared the most. Ironically, when I managed to let go of those attachments, even forcibly, I found that there was room to fill those vacant spaces with new things. The unconscious mind is incredibly powerful; I lived for 40 years without realizing that I was such a person. People don't fundamentally change. However, change is often prompted when one is seriously ill, struck by lightning, or experiences a personal hell. Through several experiences akin to personal hells in my work life, I painfully realized the depths of my self-delusions. Through letting go of the desires that manifested as an inability to refuse or ask, I was finally able to leave behind those who were tormenting, exploiting, and manipulating me based on my own reflection in various situations.
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