
By Arianna Bullard 
 
 The topic of suicide is one that makes many people uncomfortable. But why is 
that? It is not normally talked about as a thing that is real and happens, it is spoken as a 
taboo, almost as if it is a rare occurrence. Most people do not want to speak about it. 
They want to sweep the topic under a rug and pretend that it does not exist. I have first 
hand experience as to how people treat suicide, due to the fact that I survived two 
attempts myself.  
 
 Suicide Prevention Week has always felt a little strange to me. Yes, it gets 
people to talk about suicide, but it feels almost forced. It always feels as though the 
principle just reads an article about the statistics of suicide and then calls it a day. The 
school will give away free tee-shirts the whole week but what is that really helping? The 
only part of Suicide Prevention Week that actually matters to me is the phrase “I Matter, 
You Matter, We Matter”. Not only is it being said every day, it is posted on walls all over 
the school. Even though I am aware that it is just an average thing for most people to 
see, it means a lot to me. I never know who is responsible for making the posters, but 
reading them makes me feel connected to someone. It makes me feel as though I am 
not alone. It is just a simple phrase that a lot of students pass off as just another part of 
the week, but to me it is a hand reaching out to hold mine.  
 
 May 31st, 2016 was my first suicide attempt. I was in a psychiatric hospital for 
nearly a month. While I was there I was quite spaced out as I’m sure you can imagine. 
However, in the midst of my zombie-like state, I heard those six words. One of the other 
patients had said it to a young crying girl in an attempt to comfort her. I asked this 
patient where he was from and he told me Edmond, Oklahoma. I wasn’t aware that the 
“I Matter, You Matter, We Matter” movement had reached other schools than just ours. 
Knowing that someone else who was going through a dark time had remembered this 
saying and even used it was very calming to me. So many people know this phrase and 
use it not only during Suicide Prevention Week. To me that means that I am not alone, 
not in the slightest.  
 
 My second suicide attempt happened to be about a week before Suicide 
Prevention Week. This time however, I attempted on the school campus. Of course 
word got around and before I knew it many of my classmates asked me about it, offered 
me “random” compliments, or, to my dismay, pitied me. I never liked the way most 
people treated me after an attempt, and the fact that it had happened right before 
Suicide Prevention Week made it even worse. It makes me really happy to be cared 
about, however I do not appreciate my peers consistently babying me because they 
think it will help. Based off of my experiences around others who have attempted, I 
believe I can speak for a good portion of us in saying that walking on eggshells around 
us generally does more annoyance than it does to help. We are not babies. We are not 
going to snap at the tiniest thing, and if we do, it’s likely that we are stressed about 
something else and what was said was the straw that broke the camel's back. 
Struggling with mental illnesses is an ongoing battle I face everyday, and I am finally 
learning how to deal with it. 



 
 To battle these little monsters of mine, I have created my own little heroes. To 
fight my anxiety, I have created an artist inside of me. She paints beautiful pictures and 
traps the monster inside of them. To take on my depression, I birthed a writer in my 
heart. She uses her pen to write stories, entrancing the monster to a sleep-like state 
with every word. To battle my PTSD, I have invited a monk to reside in my soul. She 
creates a blinding light through meditation and spirituality, stunning the monster, forcing 
it to retreat. Every hero I have created is beautiful and amazing. The monsters they 
battle are not weak foes, but they refuse to lose a single fight. These heroes are all a 
part of me, and I take good care of them to help them grow and continue to help me.  
 
My anxiety tells me I will receive only rejection letters, that no college would want me. 
My depression tells me I am not worth the effort of the professors. My PTSD tells me 
college is too dangerous and I should just stay home instead. I am going to prove all of 
them wrong, and work even harder. I have heard things like this from the three of them 
before. Telling me I would never graduate high school and that I should just drop out. 
Telling me I am too stupid for school and I would fail at any goals I set. I proved them 
wrong back then too. I am graduating high school this spring. I am in the top 25% of my 
graduating class and many plans for my future. I put so much work into getting as far as 
I have, countless hours studying, meeting with teachers before and after school, and 
even taking extra classes.  
 
Me and my little team of heroes shall continue our fight. We will continue on and strive 
to be our very best. I will see my goals accomplished, I will go to college, I will excel, I 
will be a Veterinarian.  They said it couldn’t be done. My monsters have put me down 
every step of the way. They have left me and my heroes broken and bruised. They have 
never backed down, they continue to attack, not pulling any punches. They told me so 
many negative things about myself and my life. They were wrong. One thing I share in 
common with other suicide survivors is the one simple phrase that helped me create my 
heroes, “I Matter, You Matter, We Matter.” 
 
 


