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My growing up years as childhood was living as spontaneous. They were impulsive, lacking farsightedness and were in the moment with humor and joviality and throughout it envied contemplation. I got this way of living from my father. It was perfect recipe for street smartness. My mother was compassionate, sensitive and empathetic person. My elder brother is charming and sensible. My mother passed away and it left my dad distraught with grief and my brother become aloof and distant and I transformed to more outgoing person dreading and not touching (not aware of) the pain inside. The dysfunctional family carried on.
Everything stirred and changed for me because of a break up I experienced when I was 21. It was first and was very strong. I was stubborn and I was highly ashamed of being rejected. I could not disclose it to anyone. Actually, I stopped communicating with my friends. I stopped connection of any kind. I was shattered inside. And I had no courage to look inside and yet I tried to live hiding it all again. It was getting heavier. And my stubborn choices to escape them more and not to look at pain.
So after my graduation I came to point that I stopped meeting people, I stayed away from any organization or groups. I wished to be alone. I was influenced by reading Ayn Rand, the idea of individualism. I was living more in my head. Experientially I struggled with emotions. I did not make healthy relationships. I had no direction to my career. The day to day emotions of life became so challenging. My brother and father were witness to it but the dysfunctionality in the family was to the point that they were struggling with their own life and had no perspective on me, other than labeling me as abnormal or failure. My brother was sensible and he got married and shifted away from this madness. My dad afraid of humiliation and burden of looser child actually pushed me harder and we grew distant each day.
During this time I fell in love with my first cousin. She shared to me that she was sexually abused when she was child. She lost her father who actually committed suicide. She had her demons like me. And I could not tell her much in words but in silence we understood and we came closer. This connection gave me life. Though it was highly difficult to continue with taboo relationship, and also we lived in different state, and so it ended very soon. We both were shattered. She was more in senses and could see danger of it by bigger social reality. The connection gave me some solace that after two years of graduation, I enrolled in college studying what I always wanted: social science, desiring to come back to society. Desiring to learn and grow and live a healthy life. But by now I was conditioned as aloof, emotionally difficult and could not make any social relationships. I was awkward. Academically I did well that kept me going but socially people begin to haunt me. I became highly delusional. I believed everyone in my class was trying to hurt me or want me to exit the course. I felt they were trying to humiliate me and destroy me. This phenomenon I called “killing me psychologically”. Any interaction gave me such pain psychologically. One person I begin to open up was a teacher Deepti Sachdeva. She listened to my ideas about what I am struggling with. I could open about my difficulties but I am not sure I was emotionally open or aware enough to tell things. Most of things were hidden to me because they were too painful.
Then I could not step out of home. I dropped out from college. I was very scared of people. I had no mental energy left to read and write. I was dying. It was breakdown. My dad, in consult with neighbor, took me to psychiatrist. I told him that since we all human beings are connected spiritually, we sometimes can know and hear each other in mind. He diagnosed me with depression first and schizophrenia later. He said only authentic experience of this diagnosis is that I have high level of dopamine. That’s it. This diagnosis actually gave me rest for months which was hardly possible otherwise. I had to keep moving and dad always pushed me otherwise. So I was very disconnected with world. Then I started working on myself step by step with sleeping routine. I begin writing a story about a character Neo, me, who is actually a traveler. He travelled in different worlds. Day world, Afternoon world. Night world. That’s how I learned to survive during the day and night. I felt day is more of action or body world. The afternoon is more of intellect world. I tried to listen to myself during this time more. And then if I had successful day and afternoon tour, then evening and night world is supposed to be emotional or heart oriented where I have luxury to feel. In the morning day world, I am bounded by action, and to greater reality. I begin to have healthy and satisfying day. Still I had no social life.
Only social life I had was on depression chatroom. I was very active and it helped me immensely. From one to one conversation then later in groups in main chat where I talked to more than one person at a time. That was my stage to comeback to so called normal life. There was this chatroom, 7 cups that I joined as member and now for past 2 years I have joined there as listener called “blissfulwriter” and have received 41 positive reviews and have helped 566 people and had around 1500 chats.
Eventually I joined my college back. I was on medicines. There I enrolled myself for psychotherapy at University clinic. It was my decision and I never regret. Because all I needed was a human connection. Someone who could listen to me endlessly and I could just share anything (Pankaj suneja (2015)). The therapy went on for years to come and I grew. I worked on my social relationships. I worked on myself.
Then my education helped me understand my experience better as I researched on psychosis. I did try to leave medication and actually I begin to withdraw from people and I hallucinated about a woman that I have written in a novella. Then I had to go back on medicines to resume my studies and life. It took me awhile to gain health but then it begins to be predictable game.
Eventually my master’s thesis was on schizophrenia and it was awarded David Feinsilver award for original thinking and scholarship research in New York. I became influencer, as year later my psychotherapist and my thesis supervisor actually went to US to present their own paper in similar societies.
I struggled mostly with the fact whether I am schizophrenic or schizophrenia is aspect of my identity? Laing (1960) said you don’t have schizophrenia. You are schizophrenic, like you are Hindu or Muslim. I actually in classroom introduced myself as schizophrenic. “I’m schizophrenic”. The idea that begins to grow in me during psychotherapy is that I am more than schizophrenia. I am still grasping this idea. I am not comfortable telling a person at workplace that I had psychotic episodes and usually I have voices talking to me during evening. Because I believe people are not sensitive enough and work environments are not aware and empathetic enough. This is where I am motivated to work in future. To work with community and organizations to accommodate people who have experiences of mental disability. From our very beginning to end, we live in organizations. Our society needs to learn and change. For that we need to begin with organizations.
Also I am deeply thankful to the profession of psychotherapy. The psychotherapy that creates the space for blurring the boundary between contemporary society and the imagined society that we desire to live in. And in the process of blurring and free expression, we become certain of our belongingness in this existing and highly evolving world. I request professionals to connect with their patients. Because this person to person connection(Carl Rogers, 1961) is the only way that could lead to change and growth in therapy or psychiatric or clinic setting.
Now for past 4 months, I have begun Tibetan herbal medicines. The medicines are based on Buddha principles of healing and it believes (Peter Fenton, Page 19) that by engaging with suffering and unpleasant thoughts that we learn to take the best advantage of life we have. This is long term plan to withdraw from psychiatric medicines eventually in couple of years without affecting my health, life and commitments.
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