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No thunderbolts from skies above, no treats sent from alien gods. Rest in peace, if necessary, breath the unholy. You stood up to the last apology.
 	As you entered a labyrinth of ruts. You were born to be judged and made to fight it. In truth you are strong. The attacks will be destructive, and you sense it. You roll back into solitude. By the time you are ten years of age, in hiding. The avoidance, the silences, the mutism. Fear for your life will settle in later. Observing and listening. You borrow as the hermit crab the shell of another. You are not at home in this borrowed environment. You are at risk of extinction. Under the roof of the genitors. You come to realize at that age there is more to life than what you were led to believe. And yet, need to stay undercover for years to come.
My perspective on suicide has mostly always been along the lines of “Live and let live.” Until death do you part. As a child living partly in survival, the objective was to keep alive enough parts of my identity to not let doubt enter possibilities. One could state; protect my soul.  In doing so, as suicide which was not a defined concept for the child at that time. Termination of the way of life that partly left me feeling empty was not possible. None of it could be put in words. I cannot end a concept, LIVING, I am not experiencing. Contemplating suicide might be just that, confrontation with a high level of awareness or betrayal towards oneself, that cannot be defused. I would not cross the line of annihilation through insanity or any dependence. It was not going to happen. I’ d rather write a book revealing truths!
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