“It’s because of you, all because of you!” I said to my husband, almost with a hint of resentment, but mostly in awe.
My husband, a gentle soul, is forever trying to support me, always with truth and questions.
“I understand” is all I let him say before I continue.
“Every part of it, every reason to stay, any reason to stay, all the reasons to live, are all because of you. Today, I realise that there is nothing else, no one else who could stop me. Only you.”Inaya has immediately attributed her survival entirely to another person, placing emotional power externally. Thus, creating dependency rather than internal resourcefulness.
This incident highlights the importance of relationships and the value of open communication with others. 

Inaya has the advantage of being able to speak to her husband openly and honestly.

However, since not everyone has this, it is essential to note that at this point, a helpline could be a valuable resource to help navigate the situation.

At the age of fifty-four, I was trying to articulate a feeling, an emotion that I had never fully understood. In that moment, I realised that suicidal thoughts are not confined to depression or a moment in time. They can be a lifelong battle as the emotions and triggers linger, return, and evolve. This was new to me.
My poor husband, absorbing the storm within me, supported me with much silence and some words of comfort.
“Well, it may be because you feel let down by so many. That is families, but keep in mind, nobody else knows how you feel. They likely don’t realise or understand how you would feel after they say whatever they say. It might be unimaginable to others.”
It must be heavy – to love someone who feels the way I do, I think to myself. 
In any case, I felt blessed but burdened. Blessed to have my husband in my life, burdened by being so desperate to run away from everyone and everything else. Yet here I am. I so desperately wanted out of this world, in some sick way, I wanted out so much that I wished I could take him with me. 
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AI-generated content may be incorrect.]I begin writing what I think will be a chapter of my main book, titled “To Suicide or Not to Suicide.” But that chapter becomes this book you are reading today, as I realise the depth and importance of the story I need to share.

I couldn’t believe that I am back there again, feeling like perhaps this is a sign that I should have ended things long ago. Once again, I ask myself, “To Suicide or not to Suicide.”
“When does this end? Does it ever end? How could this be happening, and why now?” I think to myself.
The final question, “Where did this come from?” helped me to understand how fragile my emotions are.
So, where did this come from?
I had been on a high. I was writing my stories and journals, and I joined an online authors' group. 
This group, as ruthless as they could be in tearing apart your work, were the best teachers I had ever come across. They were all individuals, passionate about storytelling, writing, and getting the best out of others who are learning to voice their stories.
The stories ranged from science fiction to fantasy to real-life drama. It was fascinating. I had discovered something I was clearly excited by.
I dared to submit my work, which was just a small part of a much larger book, and I couldn’t believe the reaction. People wanted more. They taught me how to hide nuggets for later discovery and how to help readers form their own opinions. It was a new phase in life.
I had proudly mentioned it to a family member and provided my ideas and concepts, all based on our own real-life drama. I had hoped for support and understanding.
I felt that life was indeed like a movie, and when I tell people about certain episodes, they immediately imagine a movie. More importantly, there have been numerous occasions when I, for one, sought out others who had successfully navigated similar life challenges. Finding a match in terms of culture, religion, and upbringing was difficult. It left me lost. 
“I can change that now!” I say with enthusiasm.
“Take it offline, now!” my brother instructs.
“But you haven’t even read it,” I say.
I get the feeling that my brother thinks I have just voiced my views on a family situation, a reference to our dirty laundry as a reactionary act to a new and unwelcome situation. It was the type of thing I used to do many years ago.
To summarise, we have a younger sibling who is causing havoc in the family, turning people against us (me, my elder brother, our mother and who knows how many others). Much had happened, and it seemed that I was being labelled as someone to blame for many horrid incidents. Many of which I had no idea about – nevertheless, I had been upset that nobody had the courage to stand up for or defend me.Inaya’s ability to analyse helps her find her truth.

In fact, she is gathering information that will help her understand why she feels the way she does.

She thinks she is simply heading into a dark place, yet her brain is still working on what just happened.

“You are trying to help correct the narrative of those who will never accept it. What people think is what they choose to think, and you have to accept that there is no point in tackling this. It will only bring us more misery,” he says.
“I am not trying to tackle this at all; I am simply telling the story, addressing many other things,” I say, hoping that he understands this is not about others or writing about them.
I realise my thoughts were indeed correct. However, it now seems that this brother is also wary that anything I or we put out into the world will likely be used against us by our little narcissist sibling or his flying monkeys. This elder brother has already suffered a lot at the hands of our younger sibling. 
“Inaya, take it offline and we can discuss later,” he instructs again.
“I don’t get it. Even if it, even if it was what you think it is, I’d be defending myself - because I am the only one who ever does. It’s not like any of you would,” I say, disappointed.
“Inaya, please don’t make things worse. We can discuss this later, I promise, for now, will you just take it offline?”
This is going nowhere, and it’s getting tiring. I realise nothing I can say will change this. I am not even sure what is driving me to listen, consider, and obey. What makes me subjugate myself to his authority?
Part of me just wants to avoid conflict and arguments. Another part of me wants to fight for what I am entitled to -  my voice. But something in me still triggers, making me small again, unimportant, and it’s just too easy to crawl back into my hole. Deep down, I am ready to face the darkness again.
“Okay, okay, I will,” I say with weary exhaustion, trying to close the topic. It was late, and I didn’t want to have this conversation now.It may seem that Inaya didn’t fully fight her corner.

What you may not see is the exhaustion kicking in, since this is familiar territory. Inaya has always been controlled, and this is simply another “attempt” at breaking free. It is almost as though she expected to be silenced, even if, consciously, she didn’t want to be.

She feels like her new passion and dreams are being torn away, like so many similar times in the past.

On the one hand, you have a family member who doesn't want to “rock the boat,” and on the other hand, you have Inaya, desperate to voice her thoughts and hoping to obtain some form of  healing. 

Her intentions are misunderstood. To add to it, she is ordered to silence herself. These together have formed a trigger.

I later get a message from my brother:
“Can you send me copies just so that I can read them?” he asks.
“Sure, I will send you the text documents that are offline,” I message back.
I was sinking into despair. It didn’t even matter that he would make time to read. I felt I was once again being silenced, shut down, unable to voice my feelings, experiences, and being denied the opportunity to heal - a familiar and painful pattern.
My new passion was crushed within one conversation.
This reminded me of how my brothers and schoolteachers encouraged me to read. I was around ten years old. Finally, I became interested in a kids' fantasy book, about a magical tree, so nothing risky.
My father, a strict Muslim, discouraged me from any form of education since he viewed it as a threat. He reprimanded me for reading and, having caught me on multiple occasions, he eventually took the book away. I was so upset because I didn't know how the story ended. I still wonder to this day and often find myself making up endings for that story.
I began to realise, this isn’t new. The same shutdown – the one I used to think was just me “overreacting”. It’s the echo of every moment I was made to feel ridiculous for needing clarity, outrageous for asking questions, and disloyal for speaking the truth. And as a child, I played the part they assigned me: silent, apologetic, invisible, the scapegoat. So, when any of them dismiss me now, the trigger isn’t just the words – it’s the history behind them. The rehearsed madness. The emotional lawlessness. And my nervous system remembers it all. 
That response was built in long before I knew it had a name, and even now, I have to analyse the hell out of it to figure out why the life-ending feelings have found me again.
This is the moment when I spoke to my husband in the way I did at the start of this chapter.
This is where the trigger came from: The History.
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I woke the next morning, unsurprised by the persistent darkness clouding my mind, a familiar weight that seemed inescapable.
At some point in the afternoon, I thought about my brother, who had shut me down. I was thinking about how he used to review my school assignments before I could submit them. 
I recall when my husband assisted me with my academic book years ago; his reactions often reminded me of my brother.
They are both excellent with the English language. Their vocabulary is vast, and I am far behind in that way.
I tried to get on with the day, carrying a burden inside me, feeling like my existence was pointless.
Suddenly, a message appears from my brother:
“Just read it – I can’t believe you wrote that! It is so well written. You have a skill, and you must write.”
I went into shock. Now I needed a moment to combine that mega compliment into my sad existence.Compliment Shock: This is a reversal trigger moment.

Inaya has gone from despair to validation in one line.

This is a state change anchored through unexpected emotional contradiction.

This is a particularly powerful way to change another’s state. Knowingly or unknowingly, her brother has provided her with the one single validation she needed.

Although this state change is welcome, the problem remains. Inaya is still relying on external validation. 

We would now ideally like her to do something that is based on her own beliefs and make her own decisions.







I told my husband, and although reaching for my high again, I am wary, I am careful.
Now I know. I have experienced the highest high and the lowest low in a period of just fifteen hours.
Had it not been for my husband, my brother might not have had the opportunity to share his thoughts with me. 
Imagine, just imagine, my brother may have read my chapters, not knowing I had already gone, given up, all for not being able to share them.
Yet, with that little amount of time, fifteen hours, here I am, ready for my high again.
It took a lot of months, and a lot of discussion about which writing course to do, where to do it, and the chances of publisher interest.
As per my initial thoughts, my final thoughts were the same; this is only delaying what I need to do, which is to publish. Share the truth so that someone else might benefit.
I decided I am going to get my writing done, regardless. 
So here I am, under a pen name, ready to go, hoping that I may save just one person from darkness and despair.
My search for examples, others in similar circumstances who made it through, was exhausting. Mainly due to the Pakistani/Indian culture, the Muslim religion, and hushed hypocrisy, people either don’t or cannot disclose.
The first and most important reason: This experience could save someone’s life. Do I need any other reason?
And finally, if I have learnt anything in life, it is that disclosure will set someone free. I am here to disclose, and I hope you know someone it sets free.

AUTHOR’S NOTE: THE WEIGHT OF GRACE
The introduction very quickly shows Inaya’s strong belief system, which has gone from despair to external reliance rather than internal resilience.
Inaya reveals the turbulent rhythm of her inner world – how she rises and falls, sometimes within the same breath – as she contemplates time and the haunting echo of what might have been. 
Externally, we recognise the importance of open communication and the need for it, regardless of who is involved. It is worth noting how Inaya recovers from her despair with just one comment from her brother, even though it comes from the same person who led her to the dark side for the night. 
However, Inaya remains challenged still since her emotional state relies on her own need for external validation. At this stage, she might not even understand the concept of internal validation and how that sits higher than external validation.
Inaya doesn’t realise this yet, but her “dark place” allows her to analyse deeply and understand what might be causing her emotional turmoil. This is valuable; however, she is yet to understand how identifying the cause can help her overcome the trigger and live a happy life without the need for external validation.
For now, Inaya has a temporary recovery, a temporary state change.
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