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WHEN I FIRST CAME TO BORDERLINE
I HARDLY TALKED, AND COULDN’T LOOK THEM
IN THE EYE. I SUFFERED FROM PARANOID
SCHIZOPHRENIA, AND HAD SEVERE MENTAL
HEALTH PROBLEMS MADE WORSE BY AN
ALCOHOL PROBLEM.

I SLEPT ON THE STREETS BECAUSE
I COULDN’T MANAGE AT DAY CENTRES
AND HOSTELS – I FELT THREATENED,
SOMETIMES WITH GOOD CAUSE. I OFTEN
HARMED MYSELF WHEN I WAS DEPRESSED.
I LOST MY FAMILY WHEN I WAS YOUNG;

MY PARENTS WERE BOTH ALCOHOLICS.



I WOULD MAKE CONTACT, THEN DISAPPEAR.
IT MADE IT HARD TO HELP ME, BUT
SHORT-TERM THEY DECIDED THEY’D TRY
JUST TO BE THERE AND NOT MAKE TOO MANY
DEMANDS ON ME. 

AFTER ABOUT A YEAR, I STARTED ASKING
FOR THEIR HELP WITH BASIC THINGS:
ORDERING MY BIRTH CERTIFICATE, MINDING
MY PASSPORT. THEY LISTENED TO MY STORY
AND QUIETLY, DILIGENTLY, LOOKED INTO
WAYS THEY COULD HELP WHEN I WAS READY.




