
Hey! My name is Polina Shchennikova and I am a senior at the University of Michigan. I like to 
joke around that I started gymnastics out of the womb because both my parents were gymnasts 
and so were their parents. My parents became my coaches and I fell in love with the sport of 
gymnastics, but it wasn’t just love; it was an addiction. I drove myself to the point of crazy trying 
to be like bigger named, better gymnasts. It was that mindset that led to my fall. I continuously 
considered myself a failure to others, and even most, a failure to myself. I was willing to do 
everything, even train through injuries that I knew I shouldn’t have and became to reenact the 
definition of insanity. I kept repeating my mistakes with different injuries over and over and over 
again and it got to the point where I couldn’t handle it.  
 
I don’t know how many times I’ve looked in the mirror and thought to myself “I can’t do this 
anymore. I don’t want to do this anymore” but I can say it was way too many times to count. I 
felt hopeless, useless, and like I had finally given up, but for some reason couldn’t seem to stop 
the negative thoughts from flowing. Nothing I seemed to do was right. I was always 
disappointing someone and always disappointing myself, but the worst part was that I couldn’t 
remember the last time my heart felt full. Everything about me felt wrong, yet I continued to put 
on a smile, go out with friends, and I would do a lot of impulsive things to try to fill that void I 
felt.  
 
These past few years, have been the hardest years I have had to encounter due to many stressors, 
past and present, that I kept hidden from many. I had to pull myself back up from my bedroom 
floor, put on a smile, and carry on with my days like nothing was happening, pretending like 
everything that was happening to me was not actually happening to me. I’m not sure if that even 
makes sense. I convinced myself that my life was just a character in a book I was reading and 
every day was just a new page.  
 
What became clear to me, was that I have never truly taken care of myself and to be honest, I 
didn’t know how to. I was always concerned with what others thought of me and I was scared to 
share my thoughts, my goals, dreams, and opinions. Why did I need to live in this constant state 
of fear of what others thought of me? Why can’t I just be myself?  
 
What I am still trying to teach myself is that I may not be everyone’s cup of tea, but that’s okay 
because I prefer coffee anyway. :)  
 
One thing I know for sure, is that no matter what I’ve been through, it was always very important 
for me to continue to keep going and even though I felt hopeless and wanted to give up, I knew I 
couldn’t and this is why. I want to help those who are struggling and surprisingly I was good at 
using my words to help people, but I am still learning how to listen to myself. I want to continue 



to help those who are struggling, especially in the athletic community. I may not have a strong, 
prominent voice, but I hope this idea I have can carry that message for me.  
 
To fully understand what FLY means to me I want to break it down into sections. I apologize for 
the small rant, but to fully understand the point of this project, I felt it important to really break 
this down into sections. First of all, I think the message is pretty clear: First Love Yourself.  
 


