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 The concept of “I matter, you matter, we matter” must be considered in the  

order of which it is written. This is not because one individual matters more than  

another. This is because in order to fully appreciate the value that another human  

being has, I must first appreciate the value that I have. In other words, an insecure  

person does not appreciate their value to its full extent, nor does a depressed  

person. A suicidal person does not appreciate their value to its full extent, nor does an 

abused person. As one can imagine, there are many extents to which someone does not 

embrace self-love. Naturally, one’s self-deprecation does not start at suicide. Self-

deprecation starts at insecurity. 

 

 Perhaps the goal of this phrase is to prevent people from committing suicide by 

informing them of their worth. The issue with this is that people who are suicidal already 

believe the lie that, not only do they not have worth, but that their entire lives do not have 

worth. Reading a poster in a hallway isn’t going to change that when a bully is waiting 

for them right around the corner. In order to stop the cycle of self-deprecation, the root of 

insecurity must be pulled. When the student walks around the corner and faces that bully, 

someone has to be willing to stand up for the victim, to stand up for love, and, ultimately, 

to stand up for their life. A community of people willingly go their entire day without 

noticing a single person outside of their own circle. There is a lack of communication 

amongst peers, and so there is a lack of empathy. The hurting, the victims, the lonely, and 

the lost are all crying out to us for help. We just have to be open to listening.  

 

 I have heard someone say, “I’m going to kill myself,” numerous times walking 

down the halls of my highschool. It was almost always following a bad grade they got on 

a test or the fact that they are single. On even more occasions I have heard someone say, 

“Kill yourself!” as a comeback or joke. This highlights an issue in our society where the 

entire concept of suicide is blatantly and publicly disrespected. The argument for the 

value of life can not be taken seriously when it is surrounded by sarcastic 

encouragements for suicide. When suicide is just a another joke, the phrase “I matter, you 

matter, we matter,” becomes just another poster on a wall. 

 

 Albeit, some who make the jokes are serious. This reflects a lapse where some 

feel that the proper way to express their raw emotions is to mask them with seemingly 

meaningless jokes, all the while hoping, praying, that someone will catch on. The 

unfortunate truth is that the world isn’t listening close enough to catch the comment, let 

alone to make an effort in discerning them between sarcasm and sincerity.  

 

 But I was close enough once. In fact, I was standing right in front of someone 

who looked me in the eye as they gestured shooting themself by making a gun with their 

hand and bringing it to their head.  That person was my grandfather, the only grandparent 

I ever had. A few months later, he did exactly what he gestured. In that moment, he was 

calling out to me for help, for guidance, for love. At the time, I was too ignorant, too 

uneducated, to take him seriously. I thought he was just being my silly, old Papa. While 

he was that, he was also my broken-hearted lonesome Papa. 



 Of course, there are a rare few who never make an effort to speak out in 

expression of their suicidal thoughts. My own experience with this was three days before 

Thanksgiving in 2018. I picked up my Uncle from the airport. He had just flown in from 

Afghanistan, where he was deployed as a Major in the United States Army.  I asked him 

where he wanted me to take him and he just said home. The next day, I received a phone 

call that he attempted to commit suicide by cop at around three in the morning that day. 

That Thanksgiving, I was most thankful for the brave cop who spared my Uncle’s life. 

Now, my uncle expresses that he wanted to tell me to drive him to the hospital. Now, my 

uncle admits that he wishes he got help when he was in Afghanistan. Now, my uncle 

regrets ever attempting anything on his life at all. Now, I do everything I can to speak 

love into his life and proclaim his worth.  

 

 If suicide was treated with respect and not viewed as such a dishonorable thing, 

people would feel more welcome and accepted in expressing their struggles with it. I 

often come across the idea that suicidal people are cowards because they are “giving up.” 

The influence that this notion has is detrimental to those who need to be reached, those 

contemplating suicide, as it pushes them further away by undermining their worth and 

emotions. The concept that suicidal people are cowards directly counters the concept of 

“I matter, you matter, we matter.” 

 

 The topic of suicide must be treated with respect at all times. Unfortunately, it is 

commonly referred to in a joking matter or outright condemned, as if it were something 

btaboo. The potential of the phrase “I matter, you matter, we matter,” is dependent on the 

respect that the individuals in our community have for themselves and for each other.  In 

order for this to influence our culture, we must embrace self-love and love for others.  

Our society must learn how to pick up on the cues of those who are hurting, so that we 

may intervene in times of distress, loneliness, or victimization.  

 

 


