Life Abounds, Life Awaits
 
It is happening now in mass numbers across the world. People are committing suicide. The sorrow that they bring with their core essence to the rest of the universe when they enter the ethereal shows how badly these people hurt. It is in this sorrowful experience that the pain in the heart and essence becomes part of the universe. The pain goes through the universe and permeates history. It is spread like a cloth across the tabletop of history. It covers the person’s lineage. It is hereditary.
 
We are not alone in our self-created world or in the universe. We may feel lonely or be living alone on earth, and so we assume that this is how it is in the universe for us. It is not so. You are connected to a host of others through your ancestors and society. You are alone only in the sense you are a unique self.
 
We are connected to a spectrum of ancestors and descendants. Parents and grandparents are some of the ancestors we care about. They bring with them issues of depression.
 
Their issues of not being loved, of anxiety and pain, can bring despair into our lives to make us feel unloved or abused. We absorb their issues and challenge those beliefs that do not suit us. Or, we declare ourselves to be free of these issues. Our descendants - our children and their children - absorb what we retain of depression. It is their lineage, their inheritance.
 
My family’s ancestry originates from Hungary, a country whose people have collectively experienced despair and overcome it through hope. In my lineage there were several relatives who attempted suicide. Some did not succeed. One aunt drank bleach after her husband died. Another aunt tried to drown herself in a river. Two others tried drowning in a well. Some did succeed in killing themselves. A great grandfather slit his throat after arguing with his wife about the death of their daughter. A great grandmother overdosed on pills after an argument with her children. An aunt jumped down a well and drowned because she was despondent about her life and a lack of people loving her. A cousin hanged himself when he felt he had lost everything he loved.
 
Perhaps I am genetically predisposed to depression, and my relatives’ issues were absorbed into my subconscious memory as I heard why and how they died. Their choices saddened me. In my childhood, I never imagined nor contemplated attempting suicide. I never knew I would face the grief or pain that my relatives encountered. In each instance, I had compassion for them and thought of how lonely and isolated they must have felt to go so far as to kill themselves. Now that I was in a similar situation, what should my choice be? The subconscious brings forth these memories, and I contemplate whether their choice of suicide is the way out of my pain.
 
No one is immune to pain, fear, loneliness, or grief. No human has ever experienced complete joy throughout his or her whole life, not even the Messianic figure. This is a truth, a reality of the universe. It is through creation that the soul is able to experience the pains and pleasures of being human. Born in corporeal form entitles the soul to all the experiences of earth. At the same time, the self is linked to the rest of humanity and the universe. Emotional bonds secure the self to a community of others who have experienced similar circumstances. So the soul is not left alone to decipher what can be done in such circumstances.
 
Pain abounds in the universe. It is generic. It is real. The pain you suffer is a style formatted by your soul to fit your personality. Pain must be experienced and languished over, so that the particular pain will no longer be a validation of your existence. It is an opportunity for your soul to completely remove that pain from future life circumstances. Killing yourself does not remove the pain from your soul. It only moves the pain to one side to be experienced in a later lifetime.
 
Karmic lifetimes, which are previous life experiences, also play a role in suicide. The ethereal is where past, present, and future realities for the soul meet. Those experiences are discussed and dissected. A new resolve is put out by the soul to change the outcome of despair in the upcoming lifetime. Thus the soul is able to reduce agonies experienced by poor choices in prior lifetimes.
 
It is with all this information that we now contemplate our depression. We have seen or know ancestors who have attempted, successfully or otherwise, to commit suicide. They have gone awry in depression. They lost family, friends, and hope. We can identify with those people. We hope that we can overcome what they could not. In our despair we set ourselves to rise up above those who previously failed in our eyes. Yet we are at the same level of despair as they were. We had no consciousness of their grief or pain when we were normal or alive. Now that we are “dead” or “abnormal,” we recognize this pain. We see despair and pain in ourselves as our own. We make it our own. We take pain, which is generic and exists in the universe, and mould it to fit our experiences.
 
I mould pain to fit my perception of how it could change my world if it were to be present. I will lose friends and family if they are important. I will lose money if money is important. I will lose weight and beauty if appearance is important. I choose what is important to me, and then I ask to have it removed. That is the experience I want in depression. It is the style of pain and the effect I desire for myself. My soul wanted to experience as much pain as possible, so my despair included issues of abandonment, anxiety, low self-esteem, and grief. I added in a conglomeration of physical ailments so my health would suffer. I would allow other people to hurt me emotionally so that my soul could better understand that type of pain. In the ethereal world I decided I would be born into a lineage that experienced depression and suicide. All this I did because in past lifetimes, my soul was not able to cope well with these issues. Now again I am unable to cope. This time my soul is determined that I survive depression so that I will never experience these things in future lifetimes.
 
If I bundle pain together, then indeed I will become one great mass of darkness. I will be like a black hole, or a tunnel of darkness that no one can see through. People look at me, and their light energy, the joy of their own bodies, disappears into me. It is swallowed up and not reflected back.
 
Society will look at me and not see any positive reflection. I felt like a great mass of darkness. My father’s attitude towards me, and his choice of a prolonged legal battle, gave me no time to heal myself. He was influenced by his friends, who gave him bad advice. I was constantly going to my lawyer about matters that I was amendable to and which easily could have been resolved. I was forced to use up all my savings to talk to my father through lawyers, even though I was willing to meet and discuss in person. In the end, the house was sold and the amount of money received by him was the amount originally offered in the buyout. Father told everyone that he wanted me to become penniless, alone, and sad.
 
I developed a condition known as complicated grief, in addition to major depressive disorder. Complicated grief involves a person being preoccupied with the loss of an important person, feelings of anxiety and depression, and problems at home, work, and socially. I would visit Mother’s grave several times a week to mourn. I had difficulty concentrating at work and was extremely tired. I needed money, but I couldn’t work. I had decisions to make about where to live, but it felt like the world had no place in it for me to be happy again.
 
I needed someone to talk to, but it was easier to sit and cry rather than talk. I never knew how much energy it took to speak until I was depressed. It takes energy to muster thoughts into something comprehensible and cohesive to say to someone. Sometimes I wished that people could read my thoughts so I would not need to explain this or that. So I withdrew into myself.
 
When this happens, it is a change from before, when there was a need to speak to someone. Now the only person who understands me is me, so I speak only to myself. This is when despair becomes most dangerous. The thoughts that contemplate death or destruction of the self are not voiced.They are silently listened to, accepted, and used to form ideas on how to kill the self. This is the time where I will say to you that I am fine, that I am doing okay, that I will see you next week, but I am really thinking that next week I will be dead.
 
Choosing to go to the point of suicide may not be a unique occurrence in your lineage. Other ancestors or current family members may have gone that far in depression. If so, there remains a marker, a signpost for you to be aware: what you may choose to do will not succeed in bringing the joy you seek. These people will advise you not to kill yourself, and insist that life does go past that horrible point of pain you think you can no longer endure. What you learn from those who commit suicide is that it is a lonely choice inspired by a poor thought process, and one that does not see hope.
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