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1. Parental Luck
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When women lament their lives, they often say, “A woman with no luck in her husband has no luck in her children either.”
From a psychoanalytic perspective, this statement is remarkably accurate.
If a husband is abusive or dysfunctional, the mother’s emotional state becomes unstable and anxious. As a result, she is unable to raise her children with emotional stability and is highly likely to use them as outlets for her emotional baggage. Children who should be receiving love instead become emotional dumping grounds for both parents. Consequently, they are more likely to grow up psychologically and emotionally damaged, making it difficult for them to develop into healthy, well-functioning members of society with stable emotional lives.

Thus, instead of being able to fulfill their role as children toward their mother, they deviate due to the wounds inflicted during childhood, ultimately becoming a source of suffering for her.

​

From a psychoanalytic perspective, the saying “A woman who had no luck with her parents will also have no luck with her husband” has considerable grounding.

A daughter who did not receive adequate love or a sense of being welcomed by her parents grows up trying to earn recognition of her very existence through effort and self-sacrifice. She cannot remain still; she constantly raises her hand—“Me, me”—attempting to prove her worth even when she is not yet capable of functioning properly. Over time, this posture hardens into what appears to be diligence and a strong work ethic.

As a result, such a woman develops the ability to work and earn money, but remains emotionally vulnerable and psychologically fragile. She is unable to protect herself adequately and tends to open her heart too quickly to men who show even minimal interest or kindness, making her unable to distinguish substance from pretense. Inevitably, men who seek to exploit her labor or money begin to gather around her.

These women fail to tell whether a man is drawn to them or to their resources, and they mistake this dynamic for love—because that is precisely how they received recognition from their parents as well. They were never loved simply for existing, but only for what they produced or provided.

​

Then why do such women end up with parents like these in the first place?
I spent my entire life questioning why I was born to such trash-like parents.
I believed that the reason I lived in such emotional instability and hardship was because I was born to those parents—because I inherited my father’s neurodevelopmental disorder, and because my father, locked in constant conflict with my mother, neglected and abandoned me before I was even a year old. I believed that my anxiety and chronic inner agitation were formed because I was taken in by my uncle’s household, where I was treated as inferior and denied proper care after my grandmother intervened, preventing me from forming secure attachment.

Moreover, when I reached school age and entered the household my father had formed with his new wife, I was met not with love but was conscripted into raising my two younger half-siblings like a nanny.

As a result, I had no foundation upon which proper growth could have taken place.

​

As if that were not horrifying enough, my incompetent father was a man with deeply repressed emotions—someone who was humiliated, pushed around, and crushed by others outside the home, and who then returned home to relieve his stress by raising hell. His violence was so extreme that I became emotionally frozen. He beat people, smashed objects, burned clothes, and shattered glass, repeating these acts day after day, week after week.

The violence was endless, and my family and I were almost driven out of our minds. Targeting my brother and me—who grew up without a mother and wandered emotionally—he fixated on our behavior, using it as a pretext to vent the stress he had accumulated outside. He beat us, blamed us, harassed us, made demands, exploited our labor, and continued to torment us.

He was not a father. He was a thug.

––––––––
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YET THE DEPTH OF HIS self-pity was astonishing. He would drink, cry, and sit his young children down, only to turn away already hurt by the stepmother’s disregard. We, the children, felt that because Dad was pitiful, we had to do whatever he wanted. But no matter how good our grades were, no matter how obedient we were, no matter how much effort we put in, the hole in his heart never seemed to be filled. He would criticize or insult us for not doing something, even if we were doing what he apparently wanted. He would glare at us and show hatred for no reason at all. His temperament reminded me of King Yeongjo, who locked his child in storage rooms to die. He was sick, burdened by resentment and inferiority, and in my eyes, an impossible man.

––––––––
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WHY WAS I BORN UNDER such a person?" was my absolute suffering and question. In response, Paramahansa Yogananda says in Karma and Reincarnation:

"A soul with bad karma must enter the body of a bad mother. When the bodies of immoral parents come together, a dark and impure light radiates from their spines and genitals, which draws the soul bearing evil karma.

Like attracts like. A soul with evil karma is born into an evil family, and a soul with good karma is born into a good family. Evil and good families attract souls according to their own inner force. An evil family draws in evil souls, and a good family draws in good souls. This attraction is based on mutual likes and dislikes. Evil souls are related to evil families, and good souls are related to good families."

When I looked at my present life, I could not find the reason at all, so I went digging back into a past life. According to Paramahansa Yogananda, I lived a misguided life in a previous incarnation, committed sins that led me to be drawn to parents like these, accumulated evil karma, and thus was pulled into being born under such parents. Since I am not merely related to this father by marriage but his direct descendant, it may be that his evil and my own were of a similar level.

I used to think that my selfishness, anxiety, restlessness, and tendency to use others were the result of receiving too little care while having nothing, yet being demanded by my parents to accomplish too much, which forced me to focus solely on meeting those demands. But when I think about it, whether due to a neurodevelopmental disorder or abandonment and neglect, I was a child who hurt other people’s feelings from an early age. As a result, I was often bullied and marginalized. On my own, through my own effort, I studied hard, achieved results, entered a good university, and got a good job in order to prove that I was not someone who deserved such treatment. Yet when I showed those results to my family and the people around me, the responses I received were “unexpected” and “since you did it, let me use it too.” I thought that if I did well, people would love me, but they still did not love me and instead tried to take what was mine.

​

Everything and everyone I encounter in this life is a reflection of my unconscious mind; I create them and receive them. Each person’s world is a life shaped by their own consciousness and unconscious, and therefore has nothing to do with anyone else. This is why blaming others does not hold. In a past life, I must have lived very wrongly. That is why I attracted such parents and, unable to change the attitude of my past life, kept trying to prove myself over and over.

Yet God, who helps us, did not abandon me. Paramahansa Yogananda says the following:

"When a soul misuses free will or is swept away by evil influences and loses its way in the forest of selfishness, God watches over it and provides help, guiding it back to His spiritual and noble home. He helps the soul to reincarnate in a place where it can erase its karma and liberate itself through meditation and wisdom. Every soul on earth belongs to God’s household, and an invisible shepherd constantly watches over them."

––––––––
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GOD WATCHES OVER ME even though I have lived wrongly, providing help and guiding me to be reborn into a spiritual and noble home—a place where I can liberate my soul through meditation and wisdom. He constantly cares for me. Even though I encountered such parents, I could sense God’s providence within it. I fled from parents who drove me to such extremes and sought God by attending church. I read all of God’s words. The Bible and prayers I studied throughout my twenties purified me. Even then, still immature and easily swayed by my parents, I was changing.

The habits I had formed since past lives were influencing my behavior, mindset, relationships with colleagues, and my surrounding environment—essentially shaping my destiny. Everything that happened to me was merely a reflection of my unconscious mind. I created it, and I received it. Some people are prone to lawsuits. Some are easily deceived. Some are prone to accidents. Some feel extreme loneliness. In such cases, one must look inward, examine the emotions and thoughts that trigger these phenomena, and correct them. Life keeps presenting the same problems repeatedly to urge us to resolve them.

​

There is a YouTuber who, in my perception, harbors a fundamentally condescending and arrogant attitude. It is said that cruel trolls harass them, perhaps as a reflection of that unconscious energy. The abusive comments in their comment sections are deleted by the YouTuber themselves, so people went to the websites of the advertisers who collaborated with them and managed their ads, causing a scene by asking, “Why are you working with people like this?” These people reportedly filed lawsuits, claiming that their livelihoods were threatened.

What they do not realize is that even the rampage of those trolls is a reflection of their own unconscious minds. They need to look inward and reconsider the inferiority and sense of victimhood they developed from being disregarded in the past, which then gave rise to arrogant behavior as a reaction. I have seen many times that if such issues are not addressed in small matters, much bigger problems occur later. Eventually, there were one or two incidents in which ten thousand people left critical comments on some sponsored videos of that YouTuber, which ultimately led them to cease their activities.

I came to acknowledge that my thoughts and actions must, for reasons I do not fully understand, have been so deeply misguided that they drew such immoral parents into my life. I chose a way of living based on repentance and the purification of the soul, examining my heart every day, sensing the emotions that arise, and releasing them. Through this, I was finally able to perceive my own state objectively.

Despite having lived with the understanding and help of many people, I had been quick-tempered, prone to anger over small matters, and unable to endure complaints and dissatisfaction, reacting with irritation. When that suffering reached an extreme I could no longer bear, I raised the white flag and turned to God. Still, it is also true that there are countless wounds whose depth I cannot fathom.

I do not know for how many lifetimes I lived with such a misguided attitude. After a long period of wandering, I found God and began to look at myself as I was. I earnestly sought God and came to realize that I am not a finite being, but a soul that lives on forever and ever.

​

Having a “good destiny” does not mean having abundant fortune in one’s early years or being blessed with good parents. Even if I spent my early years in extreme hardship and lacked parental support, if I was reborn through that process, and if I attained salvation in this one lifetime, then perhaps I should say “Thank you” to that miserable and deprived childhood.
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2. I Lost a Friend
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I lost a friend. Because humans have imagination, even if a person is physically alive or nearby, losing their recognition feels like losing the person entirely. Couples in unhappy relationships have often already lost each other’s recognition long ago, so even if one spouse dies, the surviving partner may not be deeply affected—they had already lost the other person emotionally. On the other hand, couples who seem inseparable enjoy good times together, but when one spouse dies, the surviving partner often cannot bear the loss; in many cases, the other spouse dies within a year, or the survivor cannot recover from depression. Observing this, it becomes clear that nothing in the world comes for free.

––––––––
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I HAD A CLOSE FRIEND ever since high school. She came from a prominent and wealthy family. I first met her in the first year of high school when she transferred to our prestigious local school. She looked so exotic that I wondered if she was even Korean, and she was tall and beautiful. She cared for and loved her friends and drew attention wherever she went. How she managed to transfer in the middle of the school year remained a mystery.

When we entered university, I was living in a small, windowless boarding house near campus, with little support or guidance. Reconnecting with her, I would sometimes go to her house to sleep over or have meals. Her parents never asked questions like, “What does your father do?” Instead, simply because I greeted them politely and was their daughter’s friend, they showed me warmth and kindness. After I started attending church, I shared my faith with her, and, surprisingly, she settled into the church life well and continued attending for a long time. My friend had encountered God.

​

In my twenties, I studied for bar exam under my parents’ pressure, but when I failed to pass at the time they wanted, I was scolded and driven away. In my mid-twenties, I struggled to complete the remaining period of my degree while earning living expenses. I endured that process, got a job, and began learning work at the company, but I was criticized due to ADHD, which I did not understand at the time. Five years later, I experienced burnout and resigned. After leaving the company, I took a year off and received psychological therapy. My friend helped by arranging a connection with a therapist she knew well, providing me with support.

With her help, I began counseling, addressed the emotional development I had neglected, and rapidly recovered my sense of self. However, she seemed displeased with the rapport I formed with the therapist and the progress of my counseling. She denied and mocked the insights I gained during sessions and disparaged the therapist, calling her a “crazy woman.” Although I found her reactions strange, I completed a hundred counseling sessions regardless, restored my sense of self, met my future husband, and got married.

​

Before I met my husband, I was not in a good state and had hardly had any proper romantic relationships, whereas my friend was beautiful and charming and always had a boyfriend. The pattern was that she would date for a few years, eventually encounter conflicts she couldn’t resolve, and break up—and that pattern never changed. She did not seem very happy about the fact that I had a boyfriend and was getting married.

​

To my friend, who had been very special to me, I introduced my fiancé, treated them to a meal, and also met the older therapist friend of hers who had previously discussed my psychological therapy with me. As I happily answered their questions, smiling while talking about how devoted my fiancé was and how smoothly the wedding preparations were going, both of them seemed to have uneasy and uncomfortable expressions. I could excuse my friend’s reaction, but the therapist—who was fifteen years older than me, had introduced me to my therapy, and knew all about how I had grown up—also did not show a genuine expression of congratulations, failing to take my circumstances into account or understand them.

––––––––
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HOWEVER, I DIDN’T CARE much. That friend was someone whose mood swung easily, who had strong emotional ups and downs, and who struggled with feelings of depression. As for the therapist, she was constantly conscious of her own divorce. When I complimented her, saying, “You look so stylish today!” she would respond, “You’re not saying that just because I live alone, are you?” I could never have imagined that someone over ten years older than me, living in the Tower Palace in Dogok-dong and financially well-off, would harbor such insecurities.

––––––––
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THAT FRIEND DID NOT show up on my wedding day and didn’t say a word. She had gone out of her way to attend other classmates’ weddings in Daegu and Busan, yet she skipped my wedding, which was near her own home, without any explanation. The therapist also didn’t come, giving me an excuse that morning, saying, “My uncle suddenly passed away, so I can’t attend.” It wouldn’t have mattered much if they hadn’t come, but I was astonished by the vindictiveness of affecting my mood even on the morning of my wedding by “killing an uncle” as a pretext.

––––––––
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WHILE I WAS ON MY HONEYMOON, that friend cheerfully messaged me, asking, “When are you coming back?” as if nothing had happened. I had always understood her coming-and-going ways, so I didn’t ask why she had acted that way and met her again. The therapist who hadn’t come to my wedding, using the “uncle died” excuse, also reappeared. At that meeting, when I answered their questions about how the honeymoon had been, neither of them responded much, and with cold glances, they subtly tried to provoke me without drawing attention.

About five years later, after I had left my job, I cautiously asked the friend why she hadn’t attended my wedding. She angrily replied, “I don’t remember why I didn’t go, but there must have been a reason. Do you think I skipped it just to mess with you?” In hindsight, I realized that this blunt response was essentially her admitting that she had deliberately skipped it to get back at me.

––––––––
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THAT FRIEND CONSISTENTLY concealed her hostility toward me, often bringing along a therapist who shared similar views or other friends who envied me, using those encounters to corner me and trample me down. Emotionally underdeveloped and living while suppressing feelings of betrayal, I think I tried not to recognize her betraying behavior. It was only later that I realized she had long since turned her heart away from me and could never acknowledge my gradual growth through counseling, psychoanalysis, and life in society. Time and again, she threw me into confusion, inflicted shame on me, and unsettled me through her looks and actions.

When I met her this time after four years, I became certain through her attitude that she was no longer my friend. Even when I spoke about things I knew, she deftly denied everything, lecturing me as if teaching a child while belittling me. She repeatedly brought up my acknowledged and already resolved faults, mocking and teasing me with visible delight. She crossed boundaries by firing off endless questions, yet barely answered mine, responding instead with counter-questions, displaying a controlling and domineering attitude. She had been controlling me. I was the target of her gaslighting.

​

Recently, that friend shut down the business she had been running and also broke up with her long-term boyfriend. She spoke to me—someone who has been happily married for twelve years—as if I were a child who had never experienced a romantic relationship, repeatedly asserting in a condescending tone, “These days, all men cheat.” I know that saying such things to someone who has a husband carries the subtle, indirect implication of “Your husband is probably cheating without you knowing.” I also know that this claim is a forced proposition she uses to comfort herself for not being married. By insisting that all men cheat, she consoles herself with the idea that she is the winner for remaining unmarried. In the past, her words triggered my anxiety, and I would pass them on to my husband, feeling unsettled. I would ask him, “Do all men really cheat?” She seemed to provoke and torment me by stimulating my high anxiety, unconsciously wanting to interfere with my happy married life.

––––––––
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FEELING UNCOMFORTABLE with her attitude, I sent my friend a message two days after we met, explaining that I have a neurodevelopmental disorder and asking her “not to bring up or talk about my past mistakes anymore.” She ignored both my explanation and my request and instead criticized me, saying that I couldn’t even say such things when talking face-to-face and was only bringing them up belatedly through a message.

When I shared all of this with a
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