
I Couldn’t Even Decide on a Title  
 

With having anxiety being in a new place is overwhelming. College was no different and 

at this point in the semester I felt that I was coming to a breaking point. I was a few months into 

my first semester at college and I was planning a trip to go home to Buffalo. I had to decide 

between going home on a Wednesday to attend a family event at the cost of missing class or 

staying in Albany until Friday, going to class, but at the cost of missing the event. I wanted to go 

home badly as I knew I needed to spend a few days home as my anxiety was getting worse and I 

wanted the comfort of some familiar faces. Unable to decide what to do I called my mom asking 

her what she thought I should do. Without hesitation and a tinge of annoyance she said, “You 

should stay until Friday so you don’t miss material and fall behind, but this is a decision that you 

need to make for yourself.” This last part of her response translated in my mind as a lie.  

She doesn’t want me home. If I go home my mom will be mad, and If I do bad in classes 

she will be mad, and then I will disappoint her.   

The words of the voice began to swirl in my mind and a cloud of anxiety began to 

form…a storm was brewing. Distressed by her response I told my mom that I loved her and 

ended the call. The voice in my head began to tell me that she was right.  

If I missed class, then I would miss out on information, and then this would be the 

information that I was to be tested on, and then I would do bad on my tests, and then I would not 

get the GPA I wanted, and I would be mad at myself for going home that weekend.  

This catastrophizing tornado of thoughts swirled in my mind every day until the day I had 

to decide. I wanted to call my mom and cry and tell her I was too anxious to make this decision 

and that she had to make it for me, but I didn’t want to anger her anymore. Then came that 

stormy Wednesday night. Two hours before the train I wanted to take home was leaving, I found 



myself sitting in my bed paralyzed with the anxiety of making a decision while staring at the 

Amtrak site on my computer screen. I sat while the tornado swirled in my mind, 

 If I missed class, then I would miss out on information, and then this would be the 

information that I was to be tested on, and then I would do bad on my tests, and then I would not 

get the GPA I wanted, and I would be mad at myself for going home that weekend.  

But all I really wanted to do was go home. My roommate, and best friend since high 

school, sat across from me watching Netflix while watching me wrestle my mind in her 

peripheral vision. She knew I was struggling to decide, but my face must have reflected distress. 

At this point in time I had been sitting absolutely paralyzed staring at my computer screen as the 

voice repeated itself, and an hour had gone by. I had an hour until the train came and therefore a 

half an hour until I had to take the bus from school. My roommate closed her laptop and seeing 

the tear drops welling up in my eyes she said, “I know you want to go home and you have to do 

what makes YOU happy once in a while”. I knew she was right, but the thoughts in my mind 

caused me to begin cry and shake. I wanted to go home, but I was afraid. I was afraid of if the 

voice in my mind was true. I was afraid that,  

If I go home my mom will be mad, and If I do bad in classes she will be mad, and then I 

will disappoint her.  

Why couldn’t the voice stop so that I could make a decision? I had to decide right now. I 

began to get angry at myself, angry at that damn voice for not allowing me to function as an 

adult and make a choice for myself. The storm grew stronger in my mind and translated itself 

physically into tears, shaking, and panic. At that point my roommate said “That’s it! I’m making 

this choice for you start packing your bags you’re going home now” as she took my laptop out of 

my hands to book the ticket. I packed my few things in panic and tears barely able to stay 



focused. I was a mess and embarrassment flowed over my body as my suitemates watched me 

shake and cry while I ran through the suite throwing anything in sight that belonged to me in my 

bag. I yelled goodbye and ran to the bus stop with wet tears stinging my face in the cold. When I 

got to the stop I realized I forgot to pack the shoes my mom wanted me to bring home and the 

tornado picked up momentum again.  

I forgot the shoes she wanted, now she will be mad at me, now she will be even more 

made that I came home, now she will have to buy new shoes which will anger her more. Again, I 

forgot the shoes she wanted, now she will be mad at me, now she will be even more made that I 

came home, now she will have to buy new shoes which will anger her more.  

Did I make a mistake? Did I make the wrong choice, even though I didn’t even decide for 

myself? Do I go back to my dorm and wait like my mom wanted? I called my roommate, “I… I 

forgot the shoes my mom wanted me to bring home. She will be mad. What do I do? Should I 

come back?”. Suddenly I heard the rumble of the bus from my other ear and looked over to see it 

turning around the circle coming in my direction. In my other ear through the phone I listened 

my roommate’s voice” The choice is made, now you just need to through with it”. Again, letting 

her decide for me I stepped onto the bus. “Ok” I thought “it’s done I’m going home this is what I 

wanted right?”. Then the voice began again. Another storm of anxiety came with the tornado of 

thoughts and I was embarrassingly crying and shaking on a public bus as strangers stared at me. I 

thought to myself that these people are probably thinking “What is wrong with this girl?” or “She 

looks like she’s going crazy”. Which was exactly how I felt. But why was I going crazy? What 

was wrong with me? Why am I this way and why can’t I function like a normal human being? 

Eventually I got on the train that night, but my brain felt completely and utterly ransacked by the 

storm. As I look back on this, I wonder why I was so convinced by the voice in my head that day 



when I now know the voice could be proven wrong. I went home that weekend and missed class, 

but I caught up on the material and ended up getting an A on my tests and finished the semester 

with a 4.0 GPA.  

This whirlwind of deciding probably seems unreasonable to most or perhaps a rarity but 

for me this is my life. Every single day and every single situation where I have to decide the 

cloud of anxiety follows. The anxiety paralyzes me to the point that I can’t make a decision and 

perhaps this is because I never had to decide. Being the oldest child and having fairly controlling 

parents decisions were always made for me. Additionally, I wasn’t raised to be an independent 

child either. I wasn’t allowed to ride my bike to go play with my friends. I wasn’t allowed to go 

play outside with my friends unless there was adult supervision. As I got a bit older I wasn’t 

allowed to have a phone or have social media unlike other kids my age. The answer was always 

no. As school got more intense my mom wouldn’t allow me to do anything before doing my 

homework. Every day I would sit at the thick, worn, wooden brown table and pick at the loose 

woodchips while staring aimlessly at my homework. Sometimes I would watch in jealously as 

my younger sister would sit next to me playing with playdough with no other thought in her 

mind other than what creation she was about to make next. Each day when my work was done I 

would yell from the table “Mommmmm I’m doneee” so she could check my homework which 

was another requirement she had before I was considered finished in her eyes. Her checking my 

work always made me uneasy as we often argued about if my answers were right or wrong. If I 

had to write an essay she would read it and make edit upon edit or just tear the sheet of paper up 

if she found it to be exceptionally bad. This often angered me to tears and made me feel like I 

was just stupid. I never understood why I couldn’t let my teachers just check my homework like 

everyone else did, but when I asked my mom why this was, she said “You don’t want to have 



bad grades and if you just let me check your work then you probably won’t”. Obviously, this 

couldn’t be prevented when it came to tests and when I did bad on a test I ended up being 

grounded. In fear of being grounded I ended up internalizing to an extreme extent that I couldn’t 

get bad grades and I had a terrible fear of doing bad or being bad at anything. Growing older to 

avoid punishment I just asked permission for anything and everything and my parents made my 

decisions for me. Growing up without the freedom to make my own decisions began to take its’ 

toll around the seventh grade when I was diagnosed with the eating disorder, anorexia nervosa. 

Despite hitting puberty at the early age of eleven and being bigger than most girls my age at the 

time, I couldn’t pinpoint any specific reason that caused me to control my eating it just kind of 

happened. It began with me controlling my diet and trying to eat healthier which then escalated 

to eating less and less until I was an 83 pound 5’2” seventh grade girl. I had no energy to 

function, my hair was falling out of my head, and I looked sickly, yet nothing could get me to eat 

more than the voice in my head allowed. 

 If I ate more food I would gain weight, and if I gained weight I would get fat, and if I got 

fat I wouldn’t be attractive, and no one would ever like me. If I eat a piece of cake I will 

automatically gain weight, and then tomorrow I will have to eat even less to compensate, and 

then tomorrow I will be even hungrier.  

I don’t know why or how it got to that point but what I ate was something I could decide, 

or at least I thought I was the one deciding. When my parents made the decision to take me to the 

hospital for treatment and I began the steps for recovery my psychologists explained to me that 

because I had no control over any other decisions in my life I compensated by being obsessive 

over something I could decide for myself and this was the food I ate each day. They explained to 

my parents that my illness was partially a result of having all control taken away from me as I 



grew up. Sitting in the barren, blue hospital room with the faint beeping of my heart monitor 

competing for attention with the doctor’s voice I saw my parent’s cry for this first time. For the 

first time I saw defeat in my Dad’s face as he looked at me half dead lying in front of his eyes. 

His thick, calloused hands wrapped around my thin, cold fingers as he cried and repeatedly told 

me he was sorry. He was sorry for what had happened to me, but sorry for not understanding 

what had happened to his daughter. At the time I felt that my parents should have been sorry for 

causing this to happen to me, but I now realize that this wasn’t their intent. Maybe they weren’t 

perfect, but no one is. Their goal was to raise a responsible, mature daughter and in many ways 

they did just that. I now realize that the maturity they instilled in me allowed me to have the 

strength to recover. Soon the recovery process began and was a long process of weekly 

appointments to the doctors, the psychologists, and medications. Eventually things got better 

though, my body became healthier, and the anxiety subsided a bit.  

I was now in high school and still was unable to make choices for myself. My mom 

would make the important choices for me and my friends made the daily little ones. If I was 

asked where I wanted to go eat I would have a place in mind but making a decision would come 

with the tornado.  

If I choose to go to this place and the food is bad or something goes wrong then my 

friends won’t like it, and then my friends will be disappointed in me, and then they would not 

want to go out with me again. 

 Similar thoughts also came if someone asked me where I wanted to go to hangout.  

If I choose to go to this place and my friends don’t have fun then my friends won’t like it, 

and then my friends will be disappointed in me, and then they won’t ask me to hangout anymore.  



To avoid the anxiety around decisions I moved through life letting others make all my 

decisions for me. If someone asked me what I wanted I would just say that I didn’t care and that 

they could choose even if I did have a preference. I didn’t mind though because it allowed me to 

escape the cloud of anxiety that came with decision making. High school didn’t come with many 

decisions that were important to make and when they had to be made I was never the one to 

make them, or at least until senior year when I had to pick a college. Similarly to all my 

decisions, this one was mostly made by my parents and they wanted me to go to Albany, it was 

the cheapest option, and I had no reason to be opposed to going to the school. I never realized 

that this was the last big decision that my parents could make for me and that in college I had no 

one to make decisions for me except myself which I realized quite quickly.  

 I was now away at college, away from my parents and had full ability to make choices 

on my own. Yet, I still found myself asking for my mom’s decisions. I texted her to make 

decisions about which classes to take and extra curriculars to do. With adjusting to my new 

environment and having to make choices on my own I began to feel lost. I didn’t have friends to 

make choices for me and I began to feel overwhelmed by the pressure of doing well in college. 

At this time in my life where I had complete decision-making control I was afraid of making the 

wrong choices for myself. My fear of choices sparked back up in the form of my eating disorder 

again while in college. The dining hall’s array of food options felt overwhelming. Since I could 

never decide what to eat I let the calories on the signs next to the foods choose for me. The voice 

in my head started to haunt me again and the thoughts of gaining weight and the “freshman 15” 

began. I would let the voice in my head choose the food option with the least calories. As this 

voice grew louder so did the storm without me even noticing. The panic attacks were worsening, 

my mind felt preoccupied, and I began to feel worse physically. I started to do work due weeks 



in advance, simply so I could not think about food, or so I would not worry about the work in the 

future. I was struggling to make friends and when I would talk to people the voice would follow. 

I wasn’t even able to live in the moment without being anxious about all the other things I had to 

do. I didn’t feel like myself and tornado swirled in my mind day after day.  

If you eat too many calories you will be fat, or If you don’t study these notes twice a day 

for at least four days before the exam you will do bad on the exam, and then you will not get an 

A in the class, and then you will get a bad GPA.  

It came to a point where I decided that I knew I needed to get help again. I went to my 

first counseling session in four years with tears in my eyes and hands shaking. I was 

overwhelmed by the storm in my mind. After explaining everything to the therapist hoping to get 

a solution to my problems she asked me why I struggled to make decisions. How could she ask 

me that? My face grew warm, my hands sweaty, and my eyes began to burn. I wanted to 

disappear. I thought she was supposed to give me the answers not ask me the question I have 

been asking myself for years. I didn’t know why I couldn’t decide to eat the food I liked, or to 

make the decision of how much food to eat, or what classes to take, or what extracurriculars to 

join, or what college I wanted to go to, or where to go hangout, or where I wanted to go eat. She 

explained to me that due to me never making my own decisions growing up I had rarely 

experienced having to deal with the outcomes of my own decisions despite them being good or 

bad which led to my anxiety.  I knew all of this but why couldn’t I tell the stupid voice in my 

head to shut up? Why could I not make decision or not fear its’ outcome? I still don’t have the 

answer to my problems and perhaps I never will. As I am now continuing my counseling, I 

realize now that even if I can’t make the voice disappear I can fight my way through the storms 

of anxiety to see the rainbow at the end of each day.  



So here I am back at another semester still wondering why I can’t make decisions at the 

age of eighteen and in college. But there’s another thought on my mind as I am sitting here 

writing this paper. As I still can’t make decisions I am thinking about the fact that once again in 

about two weeks I have to make the decision of going home for an event at the cost of missing 

classes…actually I will probably just let my roommate decide for me.  

 

 


