
Into the Mind of a Suicide 

I was trouble since infancy. I was one of those babies that cry all the time and sleep was a luxury for my 

parents.  When I was a kid, I was described as very shy and introverted. I had a lot of phobias, I was 

afraid of spiders, bugs, rodents, darkness and ironically, death. My mental health got worse by the time I 

was a teenager. I was very sensitive and neurotic. It would take me forever to get over a negative 

encounter whereas someone else in the same shoes might not care at all. For countless nights, I would 

stay awake for the entire night for no major reason. I always had this enormous amount of mental 

energy that kept me thinking all the time. The pace of my thoughts was always very fast. Being an 

extremely negative person, I always thought of people and things in their worst. When I turned 18, I 

started to date someone for the first time in my life. At the time, it was very special; I was happy, excited 

and extremely obsessed. When the relationship ended after just 4 weeks, the clinical symptoms of 

depression began to unfold and my journey officially started.  

The very first symptom was insomnia. No matter what I did, how I tried, I could not fall asleep. Part of 

my brain was really tired and exhausted and I was yearning all the time, but the rest of my brain was 

wild awake. The pace of my thoughts was firing like a machine gun, I could not stop thinking. Even taking 

5 sleeping pills before bedtime, I couldn’t even get a nap. There were a lot of physical symptoms, I felt 

like my heart was beating fast, I had this huge headache 24/7, and a strong phobic feeling over nothing.   

Two weeks without any sleep, I started to have suicidal desires. At first, it was only on and off, I wanted 

to die but I wasn’t thinking about how to actually commit suicide. Four weeks of not getting any sleep, 

the nature changed. Every car that drove towards me, I had this strong impulse of jumping in front of it. 

Every time using the subway or walking across the highway bridge, I would fantasize about jumping off. 

People described it as a “suicidal ideologies, or suicidal thoughts”, but that was not an accurate 

description of its nature. It was more like a need to die, a biological need.  It was even more powerful 

than the needs for food and water. During my latter days, I could not even feel if I was hungry or thirsty. 

I could not even feel if I wanted to go to the bathroom. It was a completely debilitation of my brain.  

The only thing I was interested in doing was Google searching for different ways that people had 

committed suicide or reading stories about how people got killed. I was hoping to receive some kind of 

“inspirations” from reading their stories, because ironically I was afraid of all the pain and suffering 

before death. Finally, there was one day, I found a bottle of sleeping pills in my mom’s drawer, it was 

used to treat my insomnia and there were 60 pills inside. I consumed the entire bottle before bed time 

and lost consciousness after 10 minutes. The next morning, I actually woke up. I was really dizzy. I lost all 

the strength in my body. My brain was numb by that much dosage. I got sent to Centenary hospital. It 

turned out that the medication was very mild. It did not do any lasting damage to my body and my 

brain. I simply stayed in the hospital for three days before being discharged back to the community. I 

was prescribed with anti-depressants, but after taking it for a week, it appeared to be ineffective. I was 

still unable to sleep and my symptoms got even worse. So I stopped taking them, which turned out to be 

a huge mistake, because for any types of psychotropic medications, it would take at least 3 weeks to kick 

in.  



At the time, I was in grade 12, I had to write my final high school exams in order to graduate. I had no 

mental capacity to do any reading and studying, thus I knew I would not be able to go to university. That 

was just another layer of big stress. Many people in my school heard about what happened to me. Prior 

to my depression, I was a very negative and judgemental person. I really despised people who resorted 

to suicide. Ironically, that was the exact reaction I received from people in my life. No one understood 

why I would kill myself for someone whom I dated for only 4 weeks. My parents tried everything to help 

me or talk me out of my depression. But when I saw that they were down on their knees begging me not 

to hurt myself, I told them that I hated them because they brought me into this world and I was not 

supposed to be born in the first place. At that time, I felt like I had lost the ability to love and 

sympathize. I was devoid of any types of human emotions. I was a psychopath. I even thought about 

killing my parents because they were protective, they were watching my every move. Now that I hear 

stories of mentally ill people committing horrible crimes, I can relate to their mentality.  

The morning of June 20th, 2003, I got up and headed straight to the balcony. The door handle was 

wrapped by layers of wires, my parents had already done everything they could to prevent things from 

happening. I tricked my dad by telling him that I wanted to get some fresh air outside. Later on he said 

that for some reason, his mind was a blur at that moment and he had no idea why he would believe me 

whole-heartedly. So he went to the storage room to take out a pair of pliers and he started to cut the 

wires loose. After the door was open, I saw a chair and I hopped onto a chair and crossed over to the 

other side of the fence without any hesitation. He was able to catch a small part of my pants, but he 

wasn’t strong enough to pull me up. Because of that he broke a knuckle in his hand and he had bruises 

all over his chest after banging so hard against the balcony fence. Thankfully, he changed my position in 

the air, so instead of landing on my head or my neck, I landed on my back and broke my spinal cord at 

the T12, L1 and L2 level. I was conscious and I remember the exact second when all the sensations and 

movement were gone from my waist below. I knew I was paralyzed for good but I was surprised that I 

was nowhere near death after falling from the 8th floor! It was a pure miracle that I didn’t sustain a brain 

injury or any internal traumas. On my way to the hospital, the ambulance did not even sound its siren.  

Three days later, I was seen by my psychiatrist for the first time. He began to put me on a whole bunch 

of medications. The amazing thing was, I started to feel sleepy and drowsy after 2 weeks being on these 

medications. I was able to fall asleep on the third week. As the pattern of my sleep was gradually 

restored, my symptoms of depression were dramatically improved and by the time I was discharged 

from the rehab hospital, I realized that my depression was treatable. If I had been medicated in time, I 

would never have jumped. I asked myself, how would I be able to live with this regret for the rest of my 

life? 

By the time I was out of rehab, I was already 60 lbs heavier. My mom took me to a barber and got me a 

really short haircut, I could barely recognize myself in the mirror. Prior to being in a wheelchair, when I 

saw someone with a disability, I just thought their legs don’t work. But in reality, there are so many 

other medical complications. A spinal cord injury would also affect a person’s bladder and bowel 

function, there is also the risk of osteoporosis, blood clots, pressure sore, and what bothered me the 

most was nerve pain. I had to take strong pain killers at night to fall asleep.  



As expected, for the following four years of my life, I was living in hell. I had no self-esteem and no hope 

for the future. I was filled with regrets, resentment and hate. I eventually went back to school, but it was 

really hard being one of the few people with a physical disability. On top of that, I had to face people 

from my high school, who knew about my past. I was jealous of my classmates who had friends, who 

were invited to parties.  I was just a lonely loser. This time, I had a legit reason to be depressed.  

In 2006, I was once again admitted into a psychiatric facility. And I was then formally diagnosed with 

bipolar disorder. I later on learned that,  for people with bipolar disorder, we are born up to 20 percent 

more neurons in our brain compared to an average person, and those neural activities are particularly 

excitable, which explains why I was always overflowing with mental energy even when I was a child.  In 

2007, my psychiatrist switched me to a new medication for my condition. The medication was called 

Epival, it was actually a predominant treatment for Epilepsy.  

After a month being on Epival, I woke up one day and felt like a completely different person.  I was just 

happier. At first I was confused and I didn’t know why. As I continued to take that medication, my 

mental health was getting better and better, and for the first time in 22 years, I realized what it was like 

to be a “normal” human being. The way I experienced my inner state, the experience of being a human, 

was completely different compared to ever before! That was the major turning point in my life and no 

matter how tough life gets, I have not had another psychological breakdown since. More amazingly, my 

personality changed. I am now a very outgoing and positive person, the quality of my sleep is superb, I 

don’t have phobias anymore, and my creativities, artistic and musical abilities have also been enhanced. 

I am able to reach my potential as a human being because of the right medication.  

In 2011, I graduated from UTSC with a specialist degree in Psychology. I then started to work at a rehab 

hospital for people with spinal cord injuries till this day. I volunteer at the Party Program where I share 

my story to high school students twice a week. I also give free mental health and disability awareness 

trainings at various organizations. My life now is beautiful. I am so grateful that I am not meant to die on 

that day and I was given this second chance. I praise God each day for His intervention and ultimate 

salvation.  

My mental illness was very severe, even among the mentally ill. I have heard others sharing their story 

about struggling with depression, but I feel like I went an extra step beyond what they did. I shouldn’t be 

alive right now. For people whose condition was equally bad as mine, they were probably dead due to 

suicide or severely injured that they could not make a comeback. Therefore, I feel tremendously 

obligated to share my story and my insights. It will be my mission for the rest of my life.  

 

There is so much more to story, to download my memoir visit: www.xianancy.blogspot.ca 

 

 

http://www.xianancy.blogspot.ca/

