
I am thankful for many things. Some things I am thankful for are things no
14-almost-15-year-old should be thanking someone for solely because they are still
seeing the world through young eyes. Nonetheless, I am growing up in the society
of not being good enough for anyone. I am growing up in the society of sticks and
stones don’t hurt my bones, it’s the words that do. I am growing up in a society
where getting told to kill yourself is normal. Because of this society, I am thankful
for things I should not be thankful for. In my mom’s words; If you tell people
what’s wrong, they will either brush you off or get you the help you need and for
those people, you need to be thankful.

I am thankful for the therapists I’ve had over the past 3 years. The people
that have listened to my problems and helped as if they could feel exactly what I
was feeling. I am thankful for the therapists that aren’t certified but they still do a
damn good job helping my messy mind, my friends. I am thankful for them being
there through thick and thin. Through hospital visits and intake appointments,
through the lunchtimes where I didn’t want to eat and the sleepless nights they
spent talking me out of jumping or slicing. I am thankful for them, always and
forever.

I am thankful for the endless amounts of doctors and nurses that have been by
my side for as long as I can remember. When I first was diagnosed with my
depression, Dr. Wania was there at my side telling me what will happen and
reassuring me I will be okay. When I had my first appointment with the doctors at
Golisano Children's Hospital, they were at my side when I had a panic attack
because they required me to just have the gown on and I am not even comfortable
in my own body. They have never left my side and promised they never will until
the day I don’t need them anymore. For them I am more than thankful.

Two of my teachers got a place here. Two of my teachers will always have a
place in my heart, tucked in the corner of it sitting in white lace. My freshman year
english teacher, Ms. Penna and my 8th grade english teacher Mrs. Muldoon. When
I wrote about my thoughts and my messy mind for a whole essay and compared
my story to Hannah Baker’s from 13 reasons why, they responded so tenderly and
kindly. I still have their responses to this day. They will forever have a place in my



heart and I will always remember the two teachers that told me they would miss
someone they never met if my attempts had worked.

For my mom and dad and sisters and brothers and everyone else. I am more
than thankful. I cannot explain how much they mean to me. Claire has been by my
side since I was 7 and now I am a sophomore and she is a senior. She will never
leave me and we will always be there for each other like sisters. For my actual
sisters who cry every time I come back from a doctor appointment fearing that I
will leave them again. For my brother who doesn’t know what to do so he’ll talk
about Minecraft in his sad voice. I love you guys.

I wish that everything I was thankful for did not surround me struggling to stay
alive, but here we are. It is what it is, you know? I would not be here without them
and they would not be here without me. Life is messy and confusing and
wonderful, you just need to be thankful and let it take its course. When it is all
finished, you will discover that nothing was ever random.


