This is the 4th chapter in the story of Inaya, based on her question: To Suicide or Not to Suicide.
The contents include references to sexual abuse, suicide, depression and honour killing.
Inaya is a woman, now in her 50s and writing about her experiences. Her family are British Pakistani and includes mother and father (both from Pakistan) and three brothers. All children were born in West London, UK and reside there.
Inaya relives her story as she tells it to the reader. She had been married only a year at the time of this chapter. The author, an NLP practitioner, adds the NLP Insights in the right-hand columns, separate from Inaya’s story.
This book is intended as a ‘True Story’ of a survivor of various traumas, but the focus is on her constant suicide attempts and how she eventually overcame these. The NLP insights are there to deepen the reader’s understanding of the psychological processes at play. The NLP notes go over the 2K words mark, so you can miss reading them if you wish.
Previously: Inaya reveals her encounter with the family Doctor when she tries to get help for her overdose. We learnt how the GP had misunderstood Inaya’s situation, instead leaving her helpless once again.
All feedback is welcome.






Love, or a Loaded Gun?

It was a new era. My husband, a natural in the field of NLP, was finally “going away” on a course he funded himself. It was Richard Bandler’s Practitioner NLP course, and it was in London.
It was a Sunday evening, and I dropped him at his hotel like I was dropping my child off at his first day at school. I felt proud and excited.
I was not used to being at home alone, but I had planned various projects to keep me busy. One of the tasks would always be to check on my socials and get on the computer for a while.
Those frequent and routine tasks led to a completely unexpected experience, taking me from normal to a freak within hours.
I got a connection request on LinkedIn. Someone I used to know, long ago. An ex.
At first, I was intrigued, like I could talk to someone from way back, and curiosity kicked in.
He had been a major turning point in my life, a very important person at the time and the final witness before my family tried to erase me. Although I should have thought twice about this, I was convinced I had overcome any related issues. I was sure of it. I just knew that I still had questions, and this may be the opportunity to ask.
I accepted the request, exchanged a few messages, and soon enough, we were on the phone.
The conversation was interesting. He lived in Dubai with his wife and child.
After much general catching up of where we live, what we do for work, etc., more personal and historic aspects were given the room to be spoken about.
The red flag appeared only when he told me how he has no relationship with his wife and that they are just together because of their child, who has some health challenges.
Here we go, I think to myself. Married men who have “no relationship” with their wives, and are just together for the kids, you see them everywhere.
I ignored this and we continued to talk about other things. I managed to bring the conversation around to the incident; it was something very serious for both of us at the time. To my surprise, he couldn’t remember even the basic details. Then, I mentioned members of my family, and he stated how he “had blocked them out” of his mind.
This made me curious. Now I was getting directly to my question that has been at the back of my mind for over twenty years.
“Remember that I asked you to call the police as I was so frightened?” I asked
“I think so,” He said with a weariness in his voice.
“Why didn’t you call them? If I remember correctly, I suggested that you actually go to the police station for your safety, too.” I finally asked.
“I was so traumatised by the experience that I blocked it out of my memory, so I can’t remember.”
It was a crucial moment over twenty years ago, when I realised what was coming and it needed the police. Lives were at stake. His feeble response made me feel so glad not to have ended up with him.
I continued to dive in:
“Do you remember the girl who called me on your behalf a few months after the incident?”
“Ah…. Oh yes, that was Julia,” he said.
“When she called, it took me ages to understand who she might be since she claimed to be my friend from University,” I said, intentionally generating more conversation about this specific incident.
“Well, it had been quite some time, and I wondered if you were okay,” he explained.
“Oh, I get that, totally, because I did nearly die right. But you did tell me not to contact you, the very last time I spoke to you on the phone, after the incident,” I continued.
“I don’t remember that. It’s probably the trauma that has made me forget,” he explained.
“So, you were that traumatised?” I asked, feeling like I wanted to slap him hard.
“Oh yes, it was a terrible time. It took me so long to recover. To be honest, things were never the same again.”
“What do you mean?”
“I mean, I think I never got over you. I never felt that way again, not with anyone,” he said.
“Well, you got married, so you must have found something. And now that you have a child, life is very different,” I said.
“Yes, it is. But obviously, with how things are with my wife, and now finally finding you, I have all sorts of emotions going on,” he said.
“Your wife – tell me more about her,” I tried to drag something positive out of him, almost just to see if it was even possible.
I think to myself, “Does he think I am an idiot? He ignored my plea for help, left me to the wolves and his trauma is to be given attention to as well as his fucking feelings for me?”
“The thing with her is that she is not a finisher. She starts things and never finishes. The only thing she is doing and continuing with is her research on how to help our disabled child. She has kind of devoted herself to it forever,” he said.
“Well, you are damn lucky then. Most cannot dive into things in that much detail; they just don’t, and instead rely solely on doctors,” I said.
“Yes, that is true. Tell me about yourself?” He says, bringing the conversation back onto me.
I know this trick, make a woman feel important, ask about her, be intrigued and curious all at once. Those days are long gone, especially since I am very happy with where I am.
“Well, it took long enough, decades to make sure I settle only when I feel it’s right. It turned out that I found this gem of a man, took twenty years to assess him, and learned how this can work without him getting into danger. Once I figured that out, we got married,” I said.
“No children…?”
“No, it got too late. I don’t really care, to be honest; I never was bothered about kids. Plus, it was a secret marriage, so it would have been difficult, with having to look after dad, and make appearances in the family,” I said.
“Oh, that is a shame. You are looking after your dad?” he says almost with disgust.
“Well, he is disabled and not even a shell of the man he was back when you saw him. Nobody else will, so, yep, it falls on me,” I said.
“Oh, that is horrible. Do they still not know about your marriage?” he asked.
“Not yet, I will find a moment to disclose, but I have to ensure security first, as you can imagine,” I said.
Somehow, even with finally managing to ask the question that had bothered me for so long, finding his answers so ridiculous, I was thinking about how innocent things were back then and in contrast, the scandal it became.
DOWNFALLNLP Insight
Inaya has managed to reveal a lot about her past here.
With that in mind, would you be surprised that she was “triggered”?
For a moment there, almost innocently, she felt she was reconnecting with an old friend of some importance.
Naturally, her memory of traumatic events would come to the forefront.
Sadly, her innocence is what creates her downfall in terms of emotional state.
Can you identify things that you would avoid due to potential triggers?
Reflecting on who, what, or why may help with preparing and protecting yourself.


Little did I know, this reconnect and conversation was one of the biggest triggers in my adult life.
Looking back, of course, it would be; the incident and all its details came flooding back. By the next morning, I was a different person. I looked like pain itself; it was ugly.
I went into a deep depression rapidly, like never before. I spoke to my husband, and we arranged to have dinner near his hotel on Wednesday.
On Monday, I disclosed the interaction and my reaction to my younger brother. This brother was almost as upset and disturbed by this as I was. He was there; he remembers it all. What I didn’t realise at the time was how this was adding to his hate for our parents, by the hour.
I agreed with my husband and my brother, that I would call them myself in the evenings. Until then, I am switching off. I cannot even stand to hear the sound of the phone when either of my parents might be calling. That was it; offline.
Wednesday evening comes, and I meet my husband, who greets me with the warmest of hugs. It felt like I had never been hugged before. We sat down to dinner.
Throughout, I cried, explaining details he had heard over twenty years ago. I found that I was revealing more, things I had likely managed to forget about back then, since I thought I had “recovered”.
“They tried to kill me, my own family, my own father, the very man that I am supposed to look after now! I can’t get the image out of my mind: my brother’s hand bleeding as he stopped my father from digging the knife into me. The viciousness the rest of them showed doesn’t leave me. My mother stood there, allowing it all to happen. They didn’t want me around!” I said as if it was a new realisation, when it was actually a repeat shock.
“It’s okay, it is over. He shouldn’t have got in touch with you. I am not sure what the point was for him,” my husband responded, puzzled by this episode.
“He said he was so traumatised that he forgot about certain people and certain things that happened,” I add.
“He left you for dead. Yet he is talking about his trauma?” My husband said this with a growing sense of frustration and anger beginning to take hold.
“That is very true; he did leave me for dead. That call from his friend was two months later; theoretically, it would have been far too late. My body would have decomposed a fair bit by then.” I say, now holding back tears instead of all-out crying. My thoughts turn to what a horrible thing to do on my ex’s part.
“I am wondering why on earth he bothered to contact you, given what happened. Didn’t you say he asked you to never call him again?” he asks.NLP Insight
Inaya’s husband, knowingly or unknowingly, has highlighted an aspect of Inaya’s emotions which is contrary to the cause of them.
Inaya’s sadness stems from losing someone she once loved, and that it was caused by her family, whom she also loved.
Her husband has pointed out that, in fact, this person she loved, for whatever reason, did not reciprocate and is at fault for the seriousness of the situation he left behind.
The contradiction makes the difference. 
The slow and gentle introduction of this aspect takes away the pain of losing someone who didn’t care to stay in the first place.
This helps reduce the pain felt as a result of the family’s actions, whilst it will not be removed, it is made less important. 
This will allow her to view everything in a completely different light from what she currently sees.
It is, however, a momentary glimpse into what her own family represents. This may allow her to ‘feel’ the higher road she is taking in her normal activities.
That could be her win.


“Yes, so whatever I was about to face, he wasn’t going to disrupt his peaceful life with it back then,” I explain.
“It’s amazing how your family has behaved, but also him, he was weak, maybe afraid, but weak, he didn’t call the police like you asked, and then your family could have done anything!” he exclaimed.
“I didn’t think of that, it is weak, he was weak!”
“You should remember that it’s a lot to go through, and despite the challenges, you did get through it.”
“That is true.”
“Then you went on to become a superstar, competing with your brothers not only in fun stuff, but in careers!” My husband said, taking on a sudden, yet subtle, relaxing tone.
“This is eating me up. I haven’t spoken to my parents for a few days now, and it’s the first time I’ve switched my phone off for so long.”
“That is actually, impressive. I didn’t think you knew how to turn it off,” he said looking comically puzzled.
I suddenly remember, there was another interaction with this ex after the incident, some years later, when he had tracked me down. My focus switched to the concept that the ex should have been put in his place - by me.
“You have a point, though. Remember that time, some years later, once I had met you, and he got in touch back then, when I had hit the jackpot in my career and got my convertible, do you remember?” I ask.
“Yes, I remember that” he confirms.
“Days later, he was on the phone asking, “When will I see you again?”, do you remember that? as if it’s a normal question, as if we were on a fucking date,” I asked with a sudden change in my tone.
“Yes, I remember you got pissed off with that back then, I think,” he says.
“I remember telling him since my family nearly killed me for being involved with him, I would be happier remaining single forever instead, so the answer is – never,” I say with a wry of satisfaction, as if celebrating my reaction from back then.
“Yes, I remember that. It was really a dumb move. Although now, after all this time, could he have thought he could reconnect as a friend?” he asks.
“Ah but he is married, in fact he was either already married or engaged way back then, I should have brought that up with him at the time, fucking womaniser,” Completely ignoring the question I say with anger building up inside me, slowly taking the place of the pain.
“I just thought, maybe. But you are right, it seems like he had his own agenda”. He said.
“How dare he anyway, friend or something else, how dare he after what I went through. What a wanker! Here I am with scars on my wrists – that is trauma!” I said as I headed back into the darkness for a moment.NLP Insight
Inaya’s husband asks questions that allow for an ecology check. i.e. Are you sure he is not innocent in his intention to reconnect?
He also continues to remind her of what once was, so far from current reality, and where she has got to, in comparison, and as her own achievement.
This helps to reinforce the positive reality that is, regardless of past events.
Do you know anyone that needs reminding of their achievements, no matter how dire previous events have been?
Try an ecology check in a similar way; state the obvious, acknowledge it’s impact, then bring the question back to now.
For example:
“That is a very difficult experience; it seems it was worse than I had imagined. So, tell me, how did you get to this great place having gone through that?”



I look down at my scarred wrists and burst into tears again as I recall the moment in which I held the blade, and cut my fingers in order to cut my wrists. It was such a crappy blade.
My husband grabs my hands and covers my wrists as if he is healing them.
“Yet here you are, married to me, someone you chose, a fabulous career, an author, having fun and of course, gorgeous. After all that, you got here, you made it through like no other!” He says, comforting me.
I had gone from crying, to hurting, to anger and some amount of pleasure in my own responses – all within one dinner. The pain remained like a disease travelling through my body, looking for an organ to attack.
Driving home the words “honour killing” kept appearing before me, all in my mind, yet as though it were a live show of such appalling acts. Hate began forming around me like my new aura coming to life. 
For a moment, the hurt rushes back to me. “I wish they had managed it – the honour killing - the pain would not have lasted this many years, not for the dead me anyway,” I think to myself.
And so, the world is crumbling in, leaving me unable to speak to family, whom I have so many things to hold against. I feel like I am drowning in my tears. I cry myself to sleep.
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