At 16 I pitched up at my GP practice to complain I wasn't sleeping, I guess I was expecting to be given some sleeping tablets and sent on my way but what I got was a prescription for anti-depressants and Benzodiazepines and an urgent referral to see an adolescent psychiatrist.  I was also told I had to come back at the end of the day because my GP was “worried”.

I've often looked back on that day and wondered if it was my first experience of inappropriate treatment, I didn't think I felt that bad when I walked in (don't get me wrong, neither did I feel great) and did my GP overreact and start off a chain of behavior in me that made me, for a long time, making services give me what I felt I needed by behaving in such a way that they had no choice.

When I got to see the psychiatrist we had a chat and I was quickly labeled difficult, it is my opinion that these “difficult” traits I had were actually my borderline personality traits but it would be several years before anyone put this name to what I was dealing with on a daily basis.

Things stayed fairly stuck for a number of years, I tried lots of different medications, psychological treatments and various professionals got involved in trying to help me get better and if I'm honest for many years they did help me to not to get any worse but nothing managed to help me make any progress in life.  I was in and out of acute wards and survived from one psychiatrist's appointment to the next.

For all these years I wanted to live so much but I wasn't able to, the things I experienced from day to day were too disabling, I was so stuck where I was I couldn't see any way out of that beyond death, which I tried for lots and lots of times, but I really yearned for life, but a good life full of happiness, contentment and purpose.

Eventually I got what I wanted, it came after nearly 2 years of intensive psychotherapy at the therapeutic community in Aberdeen, I could keep singing the praises of that place for a very long time but I am not under the illusion that it is the only place for people to turn their life around, I am also not even pretending that it will help everyone who goes there but I am so glad I kept going long enough to find the treatment option for me that has meant I have found the life at the other side that was waiting to be found.
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