
It was like a horror movie and I was the star. I woke up in a hospital and had been 
unconscious for 2 days. I had been dressed in a hospital gown and my hair was matted 
to my head. All that was missing is the apocalypse happening outside my window. I 
looked around to find I had a bag of fluids running through a tube into my veins. I had 
never been so grateful to be unsuccessful. I had failed at taking my own life. 
 
I was drunk. I remember going to the bar and ordering what may have been my fourth bloody 
Mary. And as I make my way back to my table, I remember seeing the imaginary dotted line 
from our waitresses' ass to my then-husband's eyes. I lost it. I chugged that cold glass of tomato 
juice and vodka and left. I made it home by sheer luck and muscle memory. When my husband 
finally made it home after me, the rage was blinding. I couldn't tell you for all the money in the 
world what we said- but it was all true and had been waiting for years to surface. 
The last thought I had in my head before ingesting my three months’ supply of Klonopin was 
"This will show him. He never thinks I am serious. I bet he will take me seriously now." 
Remembering this in the hospital made me nauseated. I didn't even try to kill myself for myself. 
Everything I ever did was for someone else. I cut my hair because he liked it that way. I lost 
weight because he wouldn't notice me. I gained weight because he never noticed me. I drank 
because then he would drink and maybe notice me. I tried to kill myself because he didn't take 
me seriously. 
Before I leaned into the darkness accumulating in my eyes, I reached for the phone, dialed my 
mother and told her that I had just made a dreadful mistake and that I was sorry. The next time I 
opened my eyes, I was alone and afraid. Doesn't look any different than when I closed them two 
days ago. Alone and afraid were commons threads in my every day. 
I was afraid of what I would feel when I was sober. I was afraid of running out of alcohol or 
weed. I was afraid of what it would take for my husband to see me. I was alone even in bed with 
him. I was alone in a room full of people. I was alone and no one saw me. 
I didn't get to go home. I was made to stay in the all-inclusive behavioral health and substance 
abuse facility for two weeks. I couldn’t put my hair up in a ponytail because we weren't allowed 
elastic bands. I couldn't cut any of my food because we weren't allowed anything but spoons. I 
couldn't shave my legs or shower alone. We were on the edge of the fence between existing and 
surviving. and we weren't allowed to decide which one we prefer. 
In the weeks that followed, I had to feel everything. I was left to feel all the selfish decisions I 
had made. I had to feel the detoxification in all its glory. I was forced to open my eyes and 
acknowledge the black and smoldering waste that was the last ten years of my life. I was witness 
to all the destruction my denial and self-medication had created. 
In addition to feeling for the first time in ten years, I was also witness to the thorough dissection 
of my failed attempt. Why did I choose to do that? What are some other ways you could've 
handled it? How will you avoid doing this again? It was basically the same questions worded 
differently for two weeks. However, through those recorded questions, I came to realize that 



while I was the one that made the decision to swallow the pills, I had been in a traumatic and 
debilitating relationship. I had been broken and left alone to heal myself. 
I found solace in my parents’ home. They were both worried and afraid of me. They dispensed 
my medication to me. It would be another 10 months until they allowed me to take medication 
alone. It was there that I began to truly open up to my mother. In the past she had been very 
matter-of-fact when it came to my expressed anxiety. "There's no use in worrying about it." she 
would say. Apparently she knew about some other obvious second option that I should have 
chosen instead of the one that landed me in whatever predicament I was in when I came to my 
mother for advice. But now, seeing her child choosing to accept a death wish rather than her 
advice, she was soft and understanding. She heard me and my worries and when she didn't have 
a solution, she offered her shoulder. I wasn't looking for answers, I just needed the comfort in 
knowing I wasn't alone of afraid anymore. 
Through the help and patience of my parents and close friends, I came through to the other side. I 
didn't ever go back to that house or that relationship. I began counseling to try and lead a more 
normal and well-adjusted life. I was given new, non-habit forming medications. I was able to 
answer simple questions like "what do you like to do for fun?". I was able to show my two sons 
what it looks like to be your own person and that its okay to start over. I finally found a man who 
loves me and my mess. I now get to be the example of someone who failed and succeeded. 
 
 


