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I vividly remember the hard ground of the Target handbag aisle. As my friend sat in front 

of me, pouring out all the reasons to end the precious life God gave her, I tried to listen to her 

words rather than my own irate thoughts. But then, it was my turn to speak. My assertions of her 

potential in this life fell upon deaf ears. My claims of a better life in years to come were denied. 

Swearing in my head, I scoured for a phrase, a line, something, anything, but my anger got the 

best of me. “Don’t you see how much pain you would cause me if you committed suicide? I 

would feel worse than you feel right now, is that your goal?” I lashed. The tears streamed down 

her cheeks as she shook her head in denial to my questions.  Ironically, my tactless statements 

about how her selfish actions would affect my life had the greatest impact. After a few more 

sensitive moments, I stood up and reached my hand out for hers, but she fumbled in her pocket 

for a second. Nothing in this life prepares you to be handed a bag full of pills with which your 

close friend was planning to ingest later that night.  

Growing up in the Owasso community, I’ve grown accustomed to the “I Matter, You 

Matter, We Matter” slogan. In our school system, we dedicate a full month to suicide prevention 

and promote self-love, kindness, and camaraderie with this simple phrase. However, our schools 

have still been faced with successful suicide attempts and devastated families. It’s hard to reach 

everyone. Suicide is a real issue, and efforts to prevent it must be meaningful. After having the 

discussion with my friend on the floor of Target, the “I Matter, You Matter, We Matter” slogan 

consequently holds greater value than before. If it wasn’t for my opposition, she wouldn’t be 

here. I matter. If it wasn’t for her worth, she wouldn’t be here. She matters. If it wasn’t for the 

realization that we were stronger together than alone, she wouldn’t be here. We matter.  

Despite my difficult days, weeks, and months, I have never faced depression. I have lived 

a relatively happy, unaffected 18 years of life. Nevertheless, I have crossed paths with 

acquaintances and friends and family who struggle with finding their worth and places in this 

world. Target may have been the most impactful and vivid example, but it is not the only 

location where serious, weighty conversations have taken place. The battle against depression 



and suicide attempts is laborious. It’s wearisome. It’s meticulous. It takes more than one person. 

It requires a community of supportive individuals who look after one another, make an effort to 

invest in one another, and talk through their struggles with one another. I cannot fight this battle 

alone. Neither can you or anyone else. It takes a we to be victorious. Because as much as I matter 

and you matter, humans are social creatures who need to feel loved and supported and accepted. 

In other words, We Matter. 

From our first breath of life to our last, we connect with those around us. We form 

attachments and grow relationships. In difficult moments, we rely on these connections and lean 

on them for support. But when life becomes busy or relationships fade and it seems as if there is 

no one to lean on, our already difficult moments can seem amplified. For some, the grass is 

greener on the other side of the situation. Everything will eventually work itself out. For others, 

the only solution appears to be ending their life. In a society of rising suicide rates, prevention 

and campaigns such as “I Matter, You Matter, We Matter” promoted by the Magalassi 

Foundation, can have monumental impact on the lives of potential victims. While every 

individual matters, the phrase would not be complete without its last two words. We Matter. We 

are stronger together than we are alone. If it takes a village to raise a child, it similarly takes one 

to save a life. To this day, when I drive by or walk into Target, I am reminded of the handbag 

aisle and hard ground where I sat. I am reminded of the tears shed and the distressing comments 

that were spoken. I am reminded of the bag of pills that I later smashed and threw away. But 

most of all, I am reminded of the precious life that was not taken away from me that night. 


