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(small doodle turned comic)
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Dear lost girl,

I’ve written to my past selves before, but it’s never been you. Truthfully, I can’t 
see you clearly in my mind’s eye. I don’t think I know you that well. And, maybe, 
I still struggle with facing you.

So forgive me if this is horribly messy.

Before anything else, all those days you found yourself crying and lost because 
you felt like your life was a burden. All those days you said to yourself; 
‘everyone would be happier if I didn’t exist’. All those times you looked into the 
mirror, seeing someone you hate, scratching at your arms and lost in all the upset 
and frustration of being unable to end it but wanting it all to end.

I’m so sorry. And, you’re so brave for holding on.



Everyone’s been ignoring your feelings, your distress, your boundaries. So much so, 
you don’t know how to trust yourself, how to sit with it, how to voice it and it must 
be so hard snubbing your feelings over and over. Those you trust most, the people 
who call themselves your ‘friends’ at school, the teachers you should be able to 
trust. And most of all, that friend of yours you feel so much for. All of them 
ignoring your no; telling you you’re in denial, ‘playing hard to get’, hurting people, 
traumatised; not trusting you when you speak.

I know you feel like something’s wrong with you

 Your dissociation is coming and going, your anxiety is taking hold, and all those 
harsh whispers from within.

‘Ah, I must not love enough. He deserves better. They all deserve better. I’m a 
burden. My existence is hurtful.’

But, I need you to know:



You do not need to feel the way they do to be normal. Your heart, my love, is so 
warm. Perhaps, warmer than any of the Neha’s that came and went. Warmer than 
mine. You give me hope every time I feel like a liar, like the fog will never clear.

You’re the reason I teared up hearing the words;

‘Like an echo in the forest
The day will come back around

As if nothing happened.’

You have so, so much love in you. It just so happens that you’re on the asexual and 
aromantic spectrum, living in an amatonormative world, stuck in a collectivist 
culture obsessed with marriage. You are not broken; you love enough; you are 
whole as you are, with or without romantic love.

And your ‘no’ matters. Say it with your chin up.



I want to tell you we’re in a better place now, that you’ll make it out. But, we 
haven’t quite gotten there yet. It gets much worse, before you become me. I don’t 
even know how to tell you it gets better, because we’re really lost, still. But 
maybe you’ll feel safe to know we’re more aware where we stand. We grew more 
than you could’ve thought. We have people who validate and understand us. He is 
officially gone and we’re safer now. Sometimes, we can be okay not being okay. I 
know what love looks like now, largely because of the people I’ve met in Lahore. 

Speaking of which, you’ve given about 8 presentations. You, the kid who couldn’t 
speak at all. It’s still the most uncomfortable thing, your anxiety isn’t all gone but 
we can manage.

It’s safer here. It’s warmer here. The people around you trust you and respect 
you, your teachers are amazing, your abusers are gone (because you managed to 
tell them no; because you recognised you deserve better). And, we’ve been going to 
therapy!



I’m sorry you had to go through so much. I wish you knew better at times, and 
didn’t hurt us. But you don’t deserve to feel all the pain and fear you feel.

Thinking about it now, the me I am right now is far more capable of getting past 
this. Even if right now, we’re stuck in a loop. I’ll get us out of here. I’ll try to, 
anyway.

Thank you, for not giving up on us. For holding on. For letting us meet the people 
we’ve met.

I’m sorry about how all over the place this is. You’ve worked hard, love.

You’re going to keep having to work hard, but we’ll find a way through eventually. 
It’s not your fault for not knowing what you didn’t know back then.

Love you a little bit,

Neha x.
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