

For those who wronged me and those who seek answers.
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The Playlist

(songs you can listen to when you need to calm down)


	Futile Devices by Sufjan Stevens
	Mystery of Love by Sufjan Stevens
	Blood Orange – Champagne Coast
	Bob Dylan – Knockin’ On Heaven’s Door
	Nervous - The Neighbourhood
	Arcada Fire with Owen Pallet – Dimensions
	Vangelis –La petite fille de la mer


(songs to vibe to)


	Susanne Vega - Tom’s Diner
	Empire of the Sun – We Are The People
	Tame Impala – Let It Happen
	VideoClub – Mai
	Michael Jackson - Dirty Diana
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Idon't know what's worse: the existence of my father or my mother, who will never acknowledge her own mistakes. What I know for sure is that both failed. Like, they wouldn’t be enough of a burden in my brain; there are also my older sisters. Of all sisters, I am the outsider who chose distance. At thirteen, my mother threw me out and threatened me every day from that day on that once I turn eighteen, she will throw me out. At seventeen, I left her house and chose to contact her only for legal contracts that required her signature. The hardest decision of my life was choosing between myself and my family. I chose myself. I don’t regret it.

Furthermore, I am scared, though, to fail.

Furthermore, I have either a job or connections. What I have is only myself. Sometimes I wish I had the choice as an unborn child to be born or not. My mother told me that of all of my siblings, I am the only unplanned child. If I had the choice, then I would have told her to abort me. Men and Women nowadays are discussing allowing an abortion or not. Like it wouldn’t be about having control over the bodies of Women. Most do not care about the child but have controlled women for centuries. The number of interviews I have seen about men talking about allowing abortion or not makes me sick.

Sometimes I wish there were harsh karma. But I know why bad people mostly stay at the top. It’s because they believe in themselves and think that no one can stand in their way. After all, your thoughts create your reality. That’s why I wish for people with pure hearts to get that mindset. I planned to publish my first book at fourteen, but lost motivation. After that, I planned my second book and lost motivation again. My biggest dream was to publish one book before I turned eighteen; now it’s too late. I regret it so much. Every day feels like a burden because I couldn’t keep my word. I hope that at least this book will get published and that people will learn from my mistakes. It’s kind of ironic that I pour my heart out on these pages while I speak to no one about my true emotions except to my therapist. I think it started at eleven the first time I tried to unalive myself. I was beaten up badly every day by both of my parents for absurd reasons.

My biggest dream at that time was to get adopted by a healthy family that loves me and sees my pain.

The first time I told my mother that I took pills to unalive myself, she laughed and grabbed me by my arm and searched for the pills and said which one it was so I would take them again. Meanwhile, my father had suspicions as we were in the hospital, but I lied my way out of it. He was my comfort person, the only one in my family who listened to me, even if he had beaten me up. He was always on my side, even if he wasn’t mentally well. Once, while I was crying and asking him why he hits me, he said that his father also beat him, and through that, he learned his mistakes. I told him that, only because he grew up like that, he shouldn't continue it. After that, he was quiet and unsure. I remember that we all eight people sat on the dining table. I was used to my sisters' bullying. So, one of my sisters gave me a provocative look, and my father saw it. He grabbed her and hit her in the stomach.

She was lying on the floor. Before my father could throw a second punch, I used all of my strength and grabbed her from behind to pull her away from him. Yet till this day, I get compared to him by my mother and my sisters. There was a situation.

Someone used my father's hairbrush, and my father flipped out. Not to mention, I was eight there. I heard yelling and screams, and rushed to it and saw my father about to beat one of my sisters. I used all of my strengths and tried to pull him back. Then he lost interest and just walked straight to my other sisters. My sisters ran upstairs. I ran behind him to push him back before he could reach my other sisters. As he couldn’t reach them, he turned to me and slapped me twice. Then my mother came and pushed me away and screamed at me that it was all my fault. Yet I was the one who protected my sisters. It makes me boil over if I think about the situation over and over again. Not only did I protect my sisters, but also her. Once, I had a bad feeling, headed into the kitchen, and saw my mother pressed against the counter by my father. Right next to my mother was a knife. My father reached for it, then my mother pointed at me and said, " Don’t do that, she’s here. My suicide attempts grew as my mother threw my father out. I was twelve years old.

I had over twenty suicide attempts. Yet I always survived. So, in the weeks after their breakup, they came back together because he put pressure on her.

He called her family members and some of her friends. But, surprisingly, after some time, she divorced him again. This time, she was serious about it. My sisters and I were asked if we wanted to live with our father or mother. Of course, all my sisters chose her because they had a bond with her, but me? I was a father’s child. Yet I picked her because I didn’t want to be the only one to pick him.

Now, if I think back, I am grateful that I chose her. I am aware that I wasn’t the only victim, but I was never treated as a victim, but as a copy of him. I always want to tear up if my mother and my sisters compare me to him. He raped and abused my mother. He sexually harassed my sisters and me, but mostly them. He abused my sisters and me. He manipulated me to get back to my mother. So, do I really look at him? That man is a devil to my mother and sisters. To me? I don’t know it. I never protected his actions, nor will I ever. On one hand, he disgusts me, but on the other, I see him as the only family member who listened to me and was a comfort to me. It’s been five years since the last time I saw his face. I stalk his social media. I remember him stalking my sisters and me after the divorce. He was mostly waiting outside our school. Once, when he saw one of my sisters who spoke against him in court, he spat at her. He was trying to impress me with expensive gifts, yet I was not interested. He was never held accountable for his actions in court.

He’s a free man. Now I stalk his social media regularly. I know it’s not the same, yet I have some of his character traits. Maybe they were right. Do I look like him? I hope not. But what if my sisters don’t say that only to provoke me, but because they see him in me? Back then, at thirteen, I had crashouts as they constantly compared me to him, but now? I see through their words. They haven’t healed yet and take out their pain on me. I don’t blame them. I blame them for not understanding my pain. I know we always have been different, but still. Since childhood, my pain has been overlooked.

I am still an outsider and always will be. I am now okay with it. I am the daughter who never belonged there. Either way, at thirteen, I called for help against the abuse. My mother stopped hitting me.

Every time I saw her raising her hand at me, I dared her to hit me, that I would tell it to the Youth Welfare Office. I was the first to speak out about the abuse. Through me, my sisters got the help they needed. Yet they never acknowledged it, and to this day they don’t. They never acknowledged my help or my pain. I was sent to a psychiatric clinic. They diagnosed me with post- traumatic stress disorder. I was there only for one week. It was good at the beginning. I felt free, separated from my family.

Later on, I was sent there again. This time against my will. It was isolating. In that time, I was attached to my phone and had a phone addiction. I spent fifteen hours per day on the phone. The phone was my drug to escape reality. In the psychiatric clinic I was in, they had phone times. It was as if someone had forbidden you from talking to people. I barely talked in real life. My phone was the portal of communication. Then, as one of my suicide attempts brought me into the hospital, my mother gave me the blame for it. Before she called the ambulance, she told me that I destroyed her life and that I am a burden to her. I was fourteen. After the hospital, I was forced into another psychiatric clinic.

They made me sign a contract that I would stay on my own free will; otherwise, I would have to stay longer there. So, I signed the contract that I stay on my free will. Do I blame them? A little bit. It was horrible there. It made me feel even worse. I was feeling isolated. They thought they were helping with it, but no, it made me even worse. So I switched the game and lied to them, staring into their eyes. My only goal was to leave that place. I succeeded. I remember a friend back then. He was on the same mental level as me. The nightmare started. He said that we don’t belong in this reality.

He talked about a witch series that we are actually from. So, from that moment on, we both saw people in real life that weren’t there. To start communication with that witch reality, he said we had to let one of the people in our body talk through us. I was so attached to one of the characters that I fell in love with them. I fell in love with someone who didn’t exist. My first love. I know this sounds ridiculous. Yet it felt like I finally had people who cared for me. My friend and I were planning to leave this reality and join that witch reality. We both waited for two of the characters to bring us back to that witch reality. Guess what? No one came. That was the moment when we both realised it was all imagination. Yet we both held onto it. From that moment, I started to see more things that weren’t there and thought it was a gift from the universe. My old psychiatrist made a diagnosis to be sure. Thank goodness it came out that I don’t have schizophrenia. The only good thing back then. I started to smoke for a few months to ease the mental pain. At that time, I was texting with an old classmate to meet up for drugs. He brought a friend with him. The three of us were sitting, and he gave me grass to smoke. It was my first time. I coughed hardly
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