Ted Talk – Value your family: life moves on, but they don’t
Talking as ME
Before I get into the emotional, and rather important, “stuff”, I would like to thank my mother. My mother, the woman who was there for me every time I had a breakdown, outburst, or setback. The woman who taught me to pick up the pieces, sew them together, and continue on.
Throughout my early teenage life, I spent of my time either crying in my room or sitting on the rock-hard chairs at a therapists office. You know when you have so much bottled up inside that you don’t even know what to do with yourself… yet never let anyone see the pain? I know that feeling. I’ve lived that feeling. Even though I had all the people I needed around me, I never let them in on what I was feeling. I never thought that they’d understand. I thought they would call me weak. 
After about a year of beating around the bush with my therapist, I finally shared all of what I was feeling. I remember thinking to myself that she was going to frown and tell me that there are other people dealing with so much worse and that my problems were insignificant. But, instead, she smiled at me and asked if there was anything else I needed to “let out”. No, there’s no pity in this story. Because pity wouldn’t’ve  helped me to advance and become the better person I am now. Pity would have made me soft, sad, stuck in my own self-wallowing.
In the end, I was diagnosed with severe depression and anxiety, along with somniphobia, which is the fear of falling asleep. Of course there was a lot that led to becoming like this, such as bullying, family issues and being exposed to things I certainly didn’t need to be at thirteen.
When my mother suggested therapy, I just assumed I could walk in broken and come out fine in one session… Four years later, thousands of dollars gone and I’m still not “fixed”. What they don’t tell you about therapy is that the talking isn’t what helps you heal, it’s what you do about what they say.
I have to admit, for a year or two I ignored my therapist and continued doing what I was used to: bottling it up and hoping it would go away. I didn’t use any of the coping strategies or calming techniques. I didn’t talk to my family or friends about what I was feeling. I became frustrated and hard to be around. I would yell at anyone and anything that even remotely annoyed me. I threw things, screamed during all hours of the night and refused to go to school. I know right, I’m totally outing myself as a psycho right now! But talking about these things, whether you like it or not, is part of a healing process. Now, I’m not saying I was in the right. No! Not at all. But, I was dealing with an inner battle. Because every time I would scream, every time I would tell my family I hated them, every time I hauled myself in my room for days at a time, my mind was ablaze. I told myself that I was a terrible person, someone who didn’t deserve to breathe. This was the start of my downward spiral. After the two and a half years of amazing progress, I blew it all in the span of a few nights.
So, back to therapy I trotted, helpless and alone. I will tell you right now, that was the longest hour I have every experienced in my life. After I verbally vomited all my troubles, she said: “I hope you’re grateful for all your mother has done.” Up until then, I had not thought about what others around me had done to help. My sister and brother had tried to relate to and help me throughout all those years. My father had spent night after night calming me down. My mother, my gorgeous, sweet mother, stayed up with me until all hours of the night, waiting for me to sleep. She held me whilst I sobbed about all the small issues in my life. She watched as I slowly destroyed myself and was always there to kiss me on the head and push me along.
And after all of this, I’m still here. I’m still standing and fighting and learning and growing and becoming a better person every single day. I didn’t let all the bad thoughts and negative comments get to my head; I embraced them. I became what I wanted to be and what others thought I couldn’t. 
You can work through it. Whatever it is you’re going through, you can survive. You will survive. Because the world doesn’t end, it just feels like it does. We have friends to lean on. We have therapists and helplines to show us the right way. We have our mothers, fathers, sisters and brothers to always be there when we need them the most. Appreciate these people! You are not the only one going through tough times. My mother struggles unlike anything I have ever known, but she’s always still there for me. My father battles his past demons every day, but he’s still always there for me. My brother has severe anxiety, but he’s still there for me. My sister has a bad school life and even worse friend life, but she’s still there for me. We, as daughters, sons, fathers and mothers, need to realise the importance of valuing and cherishing the connections that we have with our family members, acknowledging their impact on our personal wellbeing, helping us to have positive relationships with others and a more fulfilling life.
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