
My Autobiography 
 
Sunday, May 1st 
I thought maybe it’s not forever. Maybe I’m just going through a phase, my exams were coming 
up and my parents didn't seem too bothered so why should I be right?  
 
Wednesday, May 11th. 
I woke up with a tugging feeling in my abdomen and slight thudding sensation on my temple 
but I didn’t pay much attention to it as I had larger worries on my mind. Exam season. It came so 
fast and was sure to end soon as well but that only added to the fear of failing. Failure. A word I 
was so used to hearing and feared the most. Mum always reminded me that my best efforts is 
what matters the most but the thought of disappointing my parents only made me that bit 
more stressed. I felt the utmost pressure being the eldest; it wasn’t fair but I had a duty to 
uphold.  
 
Friday, May 20th 
My last exam was today so exam season’s officially over but I’ve been deep in thought lately. 
Your mind is a powerful whirlwind of emotions, memories, thoughts, criticisms and anxieties. 
Some more so in different sectors but mine lied clearly right in front of me without me 
knowing. Anxieties. Not just the plain old ‘oh I’ve lost my phone’ or ‘am I going to fail this 
exam?’. No. It was more than that, much more than that but during such a busy time in my life I 
found that my problem was hidden beneath the unnecessary amounts of worrying I was 
putting my mind through. I mean, I thought it was unnecessary but now that I look back on it, it 
was probably a defense mechanism to shield my brain from ever detecting a faulty in my God 
created perfect system. A minor malfunction they said. Maybe there is something loose deep in 
the system that a small jolt can’t fix.  
 
Tuesday, June 19th 
What’s the deal with parents thinking they know everything. A simple question, inquiry or 
thought can turn to a quick dismissive response in a matter of seconds just to ‘protect’ those 
around you. ”Dad, what would you say if I said that I’ve been thinking of getting a mental health 
check up lately, just a small assessment or something?” “I’d say you’re perfectly fine and don’t 
need to be checked up on. You’re strong and healthy hun there’s honestly no need in my 
opinion”. In my opinion? As though they think that they’re protecting us but really they seek to 
protect themselves. Themselves from ever doubting their childs mental stability. If you 
understood where I was coming from there wouldn’t be an issue in the first place you see?  So 
when I tell you I’m quite stressed at the moment and am struggling to stay positive, your 
opinion is what matters the most  right? Why are parents so scared to admit that there is a 
possibility their child may have a problem. Don’t get me wrong, I may sound like I’m hating on 
my parents but It’s not hate. Not at all; this is solely the frustration I feel when talking to my 
parents about this or any adult that thinks they know everything about the subject. They talk in 
such a self-righteous way when actually they are not educated in the slightest. I don’t want to 
be harsh I never did but even I know that my mind is capable of deception and the possibility 
that i may be mentally unstable is not a far fetched idea but I just don’t feel comfortable 
expressing that anymore. I’ve been made to feel that my thoughts are too extreme and my 



views make no sense compared to yours when I’m just as capable of having an opinion as you 
are. 
 
Thursday, July 14th  
Could life get any more miserable than this? I’m sorry to say but I honestly feel as though I’m 
trapped in myself. This isn’t me. Where’s the old me gone? I don’t seem to understand  how it 
has gotten this far. I wake up low and fall asleep lower. This is honestly a never ending 
downward spiral where happiness no longer seems like an option. The only place I can say I 
truly feel at peace with happiness and  myself is during my slumber. Just me and my mind. I 
know it sounds scary but only ever when I’m sleeping does my mind decide to work with me 
instead of against me. It’s crazy to think but everything seems so unrealistic and movie like. I 
would feel so complete if I could just stay asleep forever. Forever and ever and maybe then I 
can say I’ve been cured and my loose mechanism has been jolted back into place. Just like my 
parents said. 
 
 


