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Dear Reader,

[image: ]




Before we begin, I want you to know that this won’t sound like a polished novel written by a professional author. Think of it more as a diary, a personal account of my story, my illness, and the journey toward healing. Some of the lines I write may feel heavy, raw, or even triggering for others, because they come from very real pain and experiences.

To be honest, I’m scared to share this. But maybe, just maybe, someone out there will understand. Maybe someone will feel less alone in their own suffering because of my words. And maybe, I’ll feel less alone too.

My name is Mawaddah, but you can call me Maw. I was diagnosed with schizophrenia. You’ve probably heard of it. I once came across a quote that said, “I have schizophrenia—that means everyone thinks I’m a monster.” That’s exactly how I used to feel, even about myself. But with time, I began to see it differently. Oddly enough, it became a kind of grace.
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Introduction to Schizophrenia
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Schizophrenia is a heavy word—one I never thought would become part of my story. It’s a mental illness that changes how a person thinks, feels, and understands the world around them. For me, it felt like falling into a different reality, where my thoughts were loud, confusing, and sometimes scary.

People with schizophrenia might hear voices that aren’t really there, or see things others can’t. We might believe things that seem strange to those around us. It’s not because we’re broken or dangerous—it’s because our minds are working in a different way. And no, it’s not about having “multiple personalities.” That’s a myth.

Doctors say the illness is linked to things like genes, brain chemistry, and painful experiences. For many of us, it begins in young adulthood—just when life is supposed to be starting.

Living with schizophrenia isn’t easy. Some days feel like war inside your own mind. But with support, love, the right treatment, and a lot of inner strength, healing is possible. I’m still on that journey, and through this book, I want to show what it’s really like—not just the struggle, but the courage it takes to keep going.

I’ve seen a world most people will never know. I won’t lie to you—I used to be terrified of it. The voices, the thoughts, the characters in my mind... I hated them. And yet, they were part of me. We fought constantly. They stood beside me in every inner battle, in every moment of self-doubt and fear. Even now, I feel their presence. I believe they’re watching me, planning to hurt me. Their eyes follow me everywhere I go.
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Chapter 1: The Day My Sky Fell
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I’ve been trying to escape this personal hell for over a decade. It all began when I was seven. That was the day my soul died. I lost the one person who gave me a reason to keep living—my father. It’s been twenty-one years, and I still grieve his loss.

I’m twenty-eight now, but deep down, there’s still a little girl in me who just wants to be spoiled by her dad. So much time has passed, and I still wish I could turn back the clock, to be with him again... even if it meant dying with him. Everything has felt empty since.

Forgive me, Dad, for not being the daughter I should have been. I hope we meet again someday.

My father was a fighter. He inspired me to be one too. When he left this world, it shattered me. The trauma of his death was too great. Something broke inside me. I remember the day he died like it was yesterday. I was just a child, but his words are etched into my memory.

He said:

“My little daughter! don’t wait for anyone to help you. Count on yourself. No one will look for you except you. Be strong. I love you, my darling.”

And still, there are moments when the weight of missing him becomes too much. On nights when the silence is loud, and my heart is heavy, these are the words that rise from somewhere deep inside me:
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For My Father
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By Mawaddah

I reach for a hand that’s no longer there,

A voice I once knew, lost in thin air.

You were my shelter, my guide, my ground—

Now I walk alone, without a sound.

The world kept spinning the day you left,

But something in me stayed — so bereft.

I whisper to stars, hoping they knew

That every beat of me still misses you.
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Chapter 2: Living with Shadows
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After my father passed away, something inside me cracked—and in that empty space, something darker moved in. It started slowly, like a whisper I couldn’t place. Then the whispers grew louder, until they became voices I couldn’t ignore.

I didn’t know what was happening to me. I just knew I was scared—of my thoughts, of my own mind, of the world around me. I felt eyes watching me when no one was there. I heard voices no one else could hear. People told me it was all in my head, and maybe it was. But that didn’t make it any less real to me.

I was diagnosed with schizophrenia. A word that carried weight like a curse. I felt like a walking fear—like even the people who loved me couldn’t see me anymore. Only the illness. Only the chaos. Only the label.
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