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content warning


This book contains literary descriptions of disturbing subjects that may not be


appropriate for certain readers, below are listed some of the disturbing


subjects you will encounter.


Overdosis, self harm, suicide, drug abuse, suicide attempts, murder, school


shootings, general violence, descriptive depictions of death.









“I never &ought it would ever end like &is. Days turn to weeks.


Friends turn to memories. lives fade away. What has it taken


from me? how did I get &rough”
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- Mark Gould -
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Die happy









Lingering


you feel it, in your stomach, that's where it lingers. It is there every day. Sometimes it's strong, other times it's controllable.


When you accept that this is how you feel, it starts to eat at you from the inside. You get a lack of feeling and a lack of caring about yourself and everything else.


Your brain goes into self-defense mode as it shuts down. It makes everything pointless, and you wander around in a body you don't recognize anymore.


What can I do when I don't feel anything? It's an empty feeling.


It lingers in your soul and makes you paralyzed to the world around you. You are a prisoner of your own mind. You feel only sadness and hopelessness. You don't want to do anything other than feel the pain and suffering. You know that is the only thing you can do, so you bite the bullet every day. And as it lingers in you, you linger in the body. Not caring about anything.


It's a weird comfort to go into the darkness, to give in to the emotion. At what point should I give in to mine? Last time I did, I tried to kill myself. I would say I hope I don't find out when the next time is, but the truth is, I don't care about it. All I see death as is mercy, sparing a soul of torture.


Hope hurts


Hope. Hope is a feeling that hurts.


Every time you feel hope is there, you realize you have to live with the things you have done. How do you get back to a normal life when these scars are so permanent? Sure, happiness might come back at some point, but what about holding a knife without thinking about that one time? How will I be able to take pills without the thought of taking more? How can I live a life if I have been scarred too much from a part of my childhood?


Hope is scary to me.


Hopelessness means giving up and giving in. It means being lost.


Hope means seeing a path that you can take, but the path is scary and dangerous. You know you will tumble, you will bruise yourself. Sometimes, I think it's easier to linger in hopelessness. Guess it's easier to live without the regrets of the past.


Rain


I like the rain. The rain is in harmony with my feelings. When it rains, you often feel limited and isolated. The rain invites you to reflect, to take it slow, and to enjoy simple comforts. For me, the rain captures the feeling of being a prisoner of a lack of feeling.


The rain is something I can look at. I can get lost in the small drops. The weirdly calming sensation rain can have on me is like no other. Listening to a sad and peaceful song while the rain pours fills me with acceptance.


I feel betrayed and beaten by the universe. I am still waiting for the scale to stabilize. The rain speaks to me and asks me to slow down, to accept that this is how I feel, and that nothing but time can truly heal me.


Rain is a form of hope. Rain is trying to start the next chapter of one's story. The rain says it's okay to hurt, it's okay to hurt.


Routines of pain


When breaking becomes the habit,


When darkness is there, you look at it.


When routines of pain become mundane to explain.


When you start to adjust,


Only to break that trust.


How can one find a life worth living in a routine of pain? How can one find meaning when you feel this way? When you start to settle into the darkness—settle into the darkness and despair, the utter lack of hoping for a way out.


What do you do when you're not strong enough to keep fighting and too weak to end it?


You're stuck in your emotions, stuck in the torture of being, scared to ask for death.


I don't know how to live with any of this, yet this pain becomes a routine. In routines of pain, of time in a place you don't want to be. I keep dragging myself down every time, going back to the routine. Guess I am too scared to truly try and leave it all behind.


So I stay in the spiral of pain. It's killing me and taking too much, yet it keeps eating me over and over—a routine of taking parts of me. That routine can't go on forever.


Emotional insanity


When do you lose your mind to insanity?


The definition of insanity is when the mind takes over and a person becomes unreasonable and unsound.


I just feel empty or filled with sadness and anger. It's hurting my mental state, making everything unbearable. Bearing this pain on my body for so long, it starts to crack. When I crack, I am unreasonable. I lash out at people. I become a broken human, filled with emotions too strong to keep inside—randomly crying, suddenly wanting to punch the walls.


The body needs to let go of the emotion, and it doesn’t know how. It can’t let go of the amount of emotion—tears, screaming, hurting yourself. None of it works. None of it is enough to express the pain I am in. The one thing that expresses how I feel is when I take a lethal overdose of pills. Guess then I am expressing the pain I am in.


If someone cries in front of you, it's to let you know they are sad and not okay. And when they tell you they just took too many pills, they are saying they can't keep living like this. Suicide is a form of expression.


The only time I felt truly happy in over a year was when I expressed my feelings—when I took too many pills. Because I finally got all my emotions out. I got it all out because killing myself is the only way I could ever express how this feels.


Humans are designed to break, yet I break every day, every minute. I can't escape the cycle of violent emotions ripping my mental load apart. I am at full capacity, but life keeps filling me up with more and more.


The river has a season where it fills up with streams running from the mountains or from a heavy rain season. There is balance in the dry seasons and the rainy seasons. But the rain kept pouring, and the water overstayed its welcome. The river overflows into a waterfall, spilling over the edge, taking the driftwood and weak plants around it downstream and over the cliff. The constant pressure of gravity greets the pull and drags everything down.


In the same way, my brain drags me down. As I fight against the current, the driftwood turns into tree trunks that hurl downstream, crashing into me. The closer I come to the edge, the harder the journey back up again. But if you find a branch to hold onto near the edge, you would rather hold onto the branch than try your luck at swimming against the waterfall. You can't beat gravity.


My brain is like a dried river.


My mind keeps dragging me down and making me unstable. I am so unstable I can't trust myself anymore—not my feelings, not my actions, not my core beliefs.


I doubt everything around me. I am losing my mind and would rather let go of the branch than see where I end up if I keep holding on.


I am losing my mind. I must be going insane, bit by bit.


Peace of mind


Peace,


Peace of mind.


The only time I feel peace of mind is when I give myself the drugs to avoid the thoughts. Upon taking a deadly overdose of pills, I got peace of mind because I thought I had finally made my choice. There was peace in letting it all go, in finally seeing an end to it all. There is no point in asking any more questions. There is no point in asking yourself if taking those pills was a bad idea.


What's done is done and cannot be undone.


The peace I got when I laid down by my friends, who were worried about me. I am surrounded by those that love me. A better end I couldn't ask for, but death had other plans.


They say you will regret the attempt if you survive it. I don't regret it. I am only mad because I failed. Why would I be sad if it gave me a feeling of happiness? I would, with pleasure, trade my life for 1–2 hours of happiness before I drift off into death.


I would take it in a heartbeat to not feel my heartbeat.


The peace I get from letting go is heavenly. I still want to die. I am still angry and disappointed when I wake up.


The day that shouldn't be


18 June 2024


18 June 2024 is the day after my attempt.


Waking up, I felt a strange, new feeling. I felt sad, filled with despair. I wasn’t supposed to see the light of day. Yesterday, I was supposed to have died. The world was supposed to keep turning, and I felt so uncomfortable about still breathing. The only thing I could think about was finishing the job.


I wasn’t supposed to be here. I wasn’t supposed to see this, hear what I heard, listen to the birds, wake up to the alarm, look out the window, look my friends in the eyes, or look at myself in the mirror and see a person who doesn’t want to exist. I wasn’t supposed to be conscious of what happened and still be here. I wasn’t supposed to be here... but I am. I am still suffering. I didn’t break the routine. To rise above this, I had to face the fact that I tried to end my life twice. I had no energy left in my body, so I just laid in bed, wasting away. All I wanted and still want is to waste away. I don’t want to get better in a world that no longer feels like mine. I don’t feel at home here. Every day since has felt off. Everything has gotten worse, and I still don’t feel like I belong here, or anywhere.


That day, I wasted away, punishing myself for failing. I was so ready to die. I had given my pills to others to keep me safe after I told them about my overdose. Now, I was a soul that just wanted to die. I felt like my only purpose was to die, and I had taken that ability away. Somehow, I am feeling sadness beyond suicide.


I still regret not taking more pills that day. I still feel like my mind has made peace with the choice of suicide. Now, it feels as if my mind has already decided my fate. How can I fight myself when I’ve already made the decision?


Time feels like it’s at a standstill. Time doesn’t matter when you don’t feel like you belong here.


Sleep, food, friendships, interests, hobbies, work, money—none of it feels relevant when all you want is to die.


I try so hard to give my life meaning through writing, trying to express with words what others may not be able to, trying to give myself purpose beyond myself, trying to help others who may be in a similar place. It’s wishful thinking that I’m helping anyone with my writing, but I still try. I try so my mind can find a reason to stay. And so, I live through another day in a place where I don’t belong.


Die happy


17 June 2024


I stand with them in my hands. “It's only 5.5 pills,” I say to myself, knowing deaths have been seen at lower doses.


I take them one by one, crying with each swallow, knowing this might be my end. My pills have amphetamine in them, and it can cause heart attacks if enough is digested. Drinking from the gray metal bottle, it makes a hollow loud sound as I put it softly down on the table. The mind is sad but filled with adrenaline.


I lived in a dormitory and called on some friends to come over. One of them comes through the door. I look into her eyes as tears start to roll out. Her worried look meets mine as I try to form a sentence.


“I…I took a lethal dose this time,” I say.


“I think it's best you take this from me.” She took the pills, but little did she know, I had a friend I cheated into giving me 5 more pills, and I took them all a little later, knowing that 10.5 pills would do the trick. I was surrounded by friends, all worried for my health; I wasn’t.


They felt my heart, my heartbeat, as it faded in and out of consciousness. As I closed my eyes, I could feel myself drifting. I could feel my mind accepting that I am going to be gone. I felt harmony in leaving. I let go of all my worries and went to sleep.


Waking up to a faint voice being my friends, the longer I took to respond, the louder they got. Other times, I would jolt awake with big muscle spasms. The bloodstreams were beginning to fill up. After laying in a bed, drifting and being kept awake by friends, I got mad over the fact that it didn't happen yet, it didn't work yet. I started crying uncontrollably, bursting out in a high voice, screaming and sobbing, “It was supposed to work! THIS! WAS SUPPOSED TO WORK!”
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