
 

 
Afternoon everyone, today we’re having another guest speaker, in our series of presentations about 
issues, confronting adolescent mental health. Today we’re starting with a girl, who was in love with a 
boy. He was her best friend, yet he didn’t realise how she really felt. The girl had two options, either 
telling the boy how she felt, with the fear of being rejected and ruining their friendship forever; or 
sitting on the fact that she loves him and not expressing herself because she is scared. Being the 
best friend she is, she can vow to support him through the relationships he would be committed in, 
by sitting back and watching his love for another girl unveil. She might start to regret not telling him 
and hopefully he would finally see and understand that her love for him is much more than all those 
girls put together. As she only wants him, and will continue to love him, even if he causes her 
heartache and pain. Because she knows, that he is perfect for her and nobody else could be on top 
of her list. But then the unthinkable happened he got with someone else, depressed and stressed, 
and feeling all alone; she decided to tell her story, so it shall begin: 
 
I had run out of people to talk to; it was either talk to a ‘friend’ more like a stranger, someone who 
didn’t really care about me, who just wanted gossip, or I could talk to the boy himself, although I 
couldn’t be honest. I would just be caught in a delusion of lies. I couldn’t trust anyone else, because 
knowing my ‘friends’, they’d probably blab, and I wouldn’t hear the end of it from anyone. Or, I could 
do what I’ve been doing for months, something that helps me escape from reality… 
 
I first cut myself, almost a year ago, when I thought nothing mattered in my life, and I had no other 
way of expressing myself. The boy I loved hadn’t even thought of me in that way, we were just ‘best 
friends’. I was the one he’d go to about his problems; when he’d have an argument with his family, 
and needed some advice, or when he liked a girl, but didn’t know what to do about it. It tore me 
apart, every single day; it was a typical love struck girl romance dilemma. Well that’s what I would 
have called it before I actually knew what it felt to be completely in love with someone, and sit on the 
fact that, they hardly notice you. Girls take heartbreak pretty hard, I’d know. Now I understand that 
it’s not just a ‘pathetic’ or ‘silly’ problem as people who don’t understand, would say. You can’t just 
‘get over it’, and accept it. Especially when something like this hits you this hard, and you can’t talk 
to anybody – because the person you’d go to, when you’re hurting, is the same person who made 
you feel this way. Coincidentally I had read a book prior to that called ‘Scars’, where the main 
character has some personal issues, and needed an escape, so turned to self-harm to relieve 
herself, and at the time, it seemed to be an effective coping mechanism. I was terrified but also a bit 
relieved, hoping that at least something would ease my pain. I took a blade which I found in the 
medical kit, held it in my hand for a short period of time, and then put it to my wrist and dug in. I kept 
reminding myself that I’m doing this to avoid the judgment that would come if I open my mouth- it’s 
okay. The blood flowed fast, and it almost numbed my whole left side. As bad as it sounds, it felt 
amazing; it felt like something had relieved the pressure inside me. I know this is very clichéd, but it 
really did feel like a weight had been lifted off my shoulders, and as great as it felt doing it, the 
greatness soon faded, leaving me with the dilemma of how to hide the cut – “what will I do when 
someone sees my wrist”, “What do I do in summer? I can’t wear long sleeved tops and jumpers all 
the time”. I did almost everything to hide my cuts and scars, but to no avail. I wore clothes that 
covered up my arms, I wore bracelets and bangles to cover the shame, I even tried makeup in a 
failed attempt to hide them. At first, this seemed okay, but then people became suspicious, which I 
guess is understandable. My sudden mood and personality changes were worrying people. I was 
becoming totally irrational and almost as if I had no feelings whatsoever.  
 
To some, harming yourself is getting out all the pain and emotion you can't get out through 
screaming or crying. It’s an escape from reality; it helped me to hide from a world where nothing 
seemed to be right, and everything seemed to be against me. An alternative if you say. To others 
it’s ‘attention seeking’, wanting people to feel sorry for you, but really it’s a cry for help because they 
are afraid of asking for it themselves. So it really proves that you shouldn’t judge someone before 
you know them.  



When I finally found the courage to get help and stop, everything I once perceived as bad, became 
good again. My delusional ‘reality’ was in the past and almost forgotten. I became friends with 
myself again, and accepted myself for who I am. I know I’m not perfect, but hey, absolutely no one 
is; so there’s no point trying to convince yourself that you’re any less than anyone else. I was once 
again a happy, free spirited girl. Who in her spare time, hung out with friends, and spent time with 
her family again. The boy I once thought didn’t notice me, and only saw me as a friend, came out of 
his shell too. We’re now together, happy, and all it took was a little bit of communication, and an 
honest explanation of how I felt. It turns out, he was afraid of change, and didn’t want to ruin what 
we had. It goes to show what honesty, faith, and a little belief in yourself, can achieve.   
 
So, if there’s anyone in this audience, secretly suffering whilst I talk about my past experiences, 
perhaps you should reconsider what reality you’re actually living in? I suggest you get some help 
with these issues, as I did. It was the best thing I could have done and it helped me understand 
myself. So, ultimately, if any of you feel like your emotions are soon to be out of control, or spiraling 
downhill- get help. It could save you from going down an unwanted path, full of negativity and 
sadness; it could even save your life. 


