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C O N T E N T S F o r e w o r d
MARK WEBSTER

Initially the idea of writing about my own experiences came 

from discussion with a school friend. I started this process, but 

then having been involved with Wirral Mind for several years 

at that point I realised many others had stories to tell about 

their experiences and efforts to get better and move their lives 

forward. I had been involved with personal development and 

mental health courses at the centre and had started the task of 

moving my life forward after being very unwell at university. 

I then thought about an anthology of creative work including 

written work, art and poetry intended to help others who have 

been unwell and to inspire a sense of hope that things could get 

better and they could do things to improve their wellbeing. At 

first I didn’t have the confidence to try the project, but had a 

chance meeting with a friend at Fact cinema in Liverpool where 

I told him about my idea and he told another mutual friend and 

in November 2011 we met up in Home Cafe at Woodside to start 

the process. I’d realised that teamwork and collaboration and 

the support of others would be necessary to get this project up 

and running.

In early 2012 we produced a short letter outlining the project 

and identified mental health groups in the local area who we 

could approach with our project idea to gain some submissions 

for our project. We also identified organisations and relevant 

stakeholders who we believed could be useful for helping with 

our project. At this point in early 2012 we contacted different 

organisations and groups to arrange brief talks in the hope 

of obtaining art, poetry or written submissions for use in our 

publication. This process was, at first, a bit daunting - public 

speaking can be a challenge for anyone. 

Over the course of 2012 we did talks at a number of 

organisations to promote the project, but one of the challenges 

we faced was that whilst we did receive submissions, we didn’t 

receive as many as we had hoped for. This meant that we had 

to continue looking for submissions into 2013. Also part of 

the problem we found was not knowing about all the groups, 

stakeholders and organisations we could approach for material 

for the project. We have found this to be a learning curve, but 

also it’s been important to network with people who have then 

provided help in varying ways, including ideas of how to develop 

the project, but also which organisations exist that we weren’t 

aware of.

DOMINIC MARTIN

A further challenge we had to overcome was that the number 

of people leading the project fluctuated, due to illness and 

work. For this reason, people had to pick up the slack quickly 

and adapt to having new responsibilities. There were several 

moments when faced with leading the project alone, carrying 

on seemed like an increasingly daunting task. Money for 

the project was also extremely tight and we operated on a 

shoestring budget. In an age where austerity has cut through 

many aspects of society, we feel we did well to carry out the 

project without too many financial stumbling blocks.

The vision for the project carried us through these trying times 

when the future path looked uncertain. This commitment 

to persevere is also crucial when it comes to recovery in 

mental illness. Resilience and increased confidence were 

earned through hard work with this project and spilled 

over into our mental health too. We also gained a sense of 

purpose, benefitted from teamwork, developed organisational 

skills, improved time management, learned how to network 

efficiently, made friendships and built relationships with 

stakeholders and improved our overall mental well-being as 

a result. 

Looking over the submissions, contributors have written 

about and produced art about a wide array of issues related to 

recovery and we are sure these will go a long way to educate 

the readers as well as giving them the inside track on what it is 

like to live with a mental health problem. 

THANKS TO 

Sally Boyd, Lee Pennington, John McHugh, Keith Bibby, Alastair 

Pipkin, Clive McClaren, Bridie Keyse, Mike Cunningham, Rachel 

Byron, Sara Hatta, Trevor Bailey, Sue Johnson, Carl Petersen, 

West Kirby Rotary and all who helped with fundraising efforts.
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You must never feel ashamed of saying you are in therapy,

It’s helpful,

It’s interesting,

You can be yourself,

Even if you find it difficult to express yourself, 

You can open up and reveal your deepest darkest fears,

However strange or silly they may appear to others,

To you as a person they aren’t strange or silly,

They are frightening and troublesome, and need to be addressed,

You are respected by your therapist, who listens and tries not to judge,

And helps you to get to the bottom of what is troubling you, and helps you to move forward.

I think having Asperger’s Syndrome makes me a kind and 

decent human being, and as my mum says “you wouldn’t 

be you”.  I can feel overwhelming empathy for people 

with hidden disabilities like myself, or even those with 

physical disabilities.  One of the symptoms of Asperger’s 

is that sufferers have a particular interest, and can be 

obsessive about it. But that can be a good thing because say 

for instance, somebody who might know a lot about train 

timetables or computers could really excel in a job doing 

what they love. Yes it can make me feel very vulnerable at 

times, but I agree with my mum I wouldn’t be me if I didn’t 

have it.

Being creative helps to relieve my anxieties, I would honestly 

recommend being creative to occupy and take your mind 

off distressing thoughts.  I like to write short stories, 

poems, knit, or colour in.  I find when I’m in the moment 

doing these things, I forget about my worries as I am totally 

absorbed in what I’m doing. It’s my type of relaxation, I 

highly recommend it! Another hobby I’ve discovered is card 

making, the sheer joy and satisfaction I get from making 

cards for loved ones and friends makes things worthwhile.  

When I get inspiration for a poem or a story I’m away, and 

it makes me feel great because I have inspiration to write in 

the moment and I get great results.

There is a chilli bottle inside my tummy that is unleashed when I’m feeling anxious or worried about something,

When it explodes, boy do I know I’m in trouble,

Because the pain is awful, like hot stitches working their way into my side,

I feel like I’m going to be sick, my tummy churns,

But when the chilli bottle closes, all these unpleasant reactions disappear,

 My tummy is settled again, and I feel on top of the world.
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Depression was the last thing I expected. I was a happy person wasn’t I? Happily married? Two lovely children I adored?  Yet a huge 

sadness was welling up inside me - I couldn’t get away from it!

When I finally got round to talking to someone about my feelings, it became clear- my marriage wasn’t happy after all, my partner 

didn’t love me and it was over.

I was given anti-depressants by my GP and saw a counsellor. The break-up dragged up feelings from earlier in my life. It all had to 

be faced and accepted.

Now, when I think back on that time, what helped me the 

most was time I spent with a friend. We would walk her dogs 

and talk- she would listen. I was able to explain exactly how 

I felt and what I thought were the causes of my sadness. She 

understood, I felt loved and supported by her. She spent time 

with me.

This precious resource, the time, love and support offered 

to me then was all I needed.  It is something we can offer to 

each other, something we can ask for when we need it.

Anon.

ROOM NUMBER 52

Table, chairs, bookshelves and a bed

Student cell over-looking

Finely cut green lawns

Northern redbrick university

Oh, Brave New World

Free love art poetry

An angry young man

Brain fired by word and paint

And those solemn pretty girls

A faded memory

Only the signed accolade

And a legacy of self-doubt

All that’s left

But all’s as it should be

The poet said.

ROOM 112

Autumn leaves torn from campus trees

One average day

It began

Etched into the brain’s psyche

Jonah’s whale

A black pit

Suddenly silently

Swallowed

Falling engulfed in self-doubt

Blighted star falling far

In the eyes of all

Brain on overload

Educated out of one’s true nature,

In meltdown

The further one moves from the centre

The less one knows

Overworked and in Hell.

How far I fell!

This just can’t happen - 

But it did! 

Stumbling blindly on

‘’Summer of Love’’ 68 

Stranger on a ward
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In terms of a full and lasting recovery, employment can 

greatly help in the service user’s journey to wellness. It 

doesn’t just provide an income stream, it also provides the 

opportunity to make and develop working relationships. The 

workplace can also actively engage workers in fulfilling, 

productive work.

There is also the possibility to climb the job ladder and earn 

more responsibility along the way.  It is worth noting that 

there are some barriers to progression and it’s vital for 

service users to be well supervised in their positions so that 

any problems can be dealt with in a sensitive, discreet way 

as quickly as necessary.

It’s also important for service users to feel valued in what 

they do. A well-placed compliment every now and again can 

go a long way. Service users must feel a sense of belonging 

to a team, therefore if employment can be found working 

with others then all the better.

In terms of what professions most suit service users, there 

are no hard and fast rules. Once confidence has been gained, 

then really several professions should be within easy reach 

of a service user.

The freedom that comes with choosing one’s profession 

is incredibly empowering. Suddenly the world is full of 

possibilities and negativity no longer holds sway. The right 

profession can also mean a job for life and no need to juggle 

multiple career avenues at the same time. 

That dream job is now possible. As long as you take the right 

steps, then you can begin on a road of possibility.

Getting the balance right between work and play is also 

vital. Work can be incredibly fulfilling, leading to new 

relationships and with material benefits, but you also need 

to make sure to switch off from work to enjoy yourself 

socially. That means going out with friends, finding a partner 

and getting physical exercise. A healthy social life will lead to 

a more fruitful working life.

Networking can play a role in furthering one’s career. 

Knowing the right people in the right places can and 

does make all the difference. Be sure to attend any 

networking events you are offered – they are vital learning 

opportunities. You never know what is around the corner so 

always be on the look out for new discoveries.

Never be afraid to challenge yourself when it comes to 

obstacles. We all have weaknesses as well as strengths. The 

question is how can we use our strengths to counteract 

our weaknesses. Always be aware that challenges provide 

learning opportunities and the potential to enhance your 

career.

The most important thing is not to be selfish when pursuing 

your goals. By all means be ambitious but you must realise 

that you will need the help of others if you are going to get 

anywhere in life. Accept help wherever it is offered and don’t 

be afraid to ask for it either. Mentors are helpful in getting 

you to where you want to go.

Employment is not always easy and you must be prepared 

for setbacks along the way. With the right preparation, great 

things can be achieved. Always be optimistic with a can-do, 

professional and passionate approach. With a smile on your 

face, you can’t go wrong.
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Occupational Therapy offers activities which help the patient 

recover in a number of ways. It helps with memory and 

concentration, allows the patient to do things in their own time 

and gives a sense of achievement. The activities can spark off 

ideas thereby getting the brain stimulated and working again.

There are so many other benefits: interaction with other people, 

as well as with occupational therapists, an invaluable support 

network. Patients can talk through any problems. It promotes 

and encourages assertiveness, decision making, having a laugh 

which is so important. Patients can be mentally occupied in 

a relaxing environment. It helps with stamina and can bring 

a person out of their shell. The resources are useful as a tool 

to engage the patient in conversation and patients can learn 

new skills as well as regaining confidence, multi-tasking and 

learning to relax. 

Occupational therapy occupies the mind, therefore taking the 

mind off any symptoms and problems. 

WHAT I HAVE FOUND HELPFUL IN MY RECOVERY

I did the full 6 week programme of Occupational Therapy at 

Clatterbridge Hospital which was : 

Relaxation 3 times a week, healthy lifestyle, cooking, arts and 

crafts, walking and using the hospital gym twice a week. 

I found that the exercise was very good for me and helped with 

confidence and had psychological benefits as well as feeling 

better. I benefitted from 3 months at the hospital gym. 

I paced myself, was kind to myself and took the pressure off 

myself. I have found that keeping busy is best for me within my 

energy capabilities.

I have received input from the early intervention team based at 

St Catherine’s Hospital: 

Working with my care coordinator/community mental health 

nurse and benefitting from regualr home visits, even though 

sometimes this was hard work and uncomfortable I have found 

the sessions helped me in my recovery because I was willing 

to do the work. My nurse has also helped me in other ways, 

coordinating my care, making arrangements for me, advising 

me and organising sick notes for me. I cannot praise her highly 

enough. Without her input I wouldn’t be where I am today. 

I have been helped by other members of the team as well of 

course : taking part in activities run by the team such as a music 

workshop, walking group, cinema group, weekly get togethers 

for coffee and a chat (so important for socialising), arts and 

crafts.

I was invited to take part in Cognitive Behavioural Therapy 

training on a one to one basis with a clinical helper who 

was very kind and sympathetic and gave me ideas and 

encouragement. It included training on managing anxiety. The 

course was very intensive but of benefit to me. The CBT training 

has been run on a pilot scheme and so far there has been very 

good feedback.

I have taken part in various training courses, relaxation sessions 

and art groups at Wirral Mind. All sessions are free, so they are 

accessible for everyone. 

I have found Voluntary Work very useful as a stepping stone for 

returning to work. This was advocated by my nurse. 

Challenging myself in different situations.

Making sure I sleep well. Part of my illness was brought on by 

sleep deprivation so getting a good sleep pattern established 

was crucial and I received some great advice from the Home 

Treatment Team when I returned home from hospital. They 

suggested not watching television after a certain time because 

it might be too stimulating for me. This worked for me. I was 

given particular medication to take and even though I didn’t 

want to take it at first I realised that it is needed. I am making 

very good progress and will be returning to work soon.
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service cutting patients off from the 

community. I speak of my firm 

belief in tackling problems at 

their source and respecting 

the dignity of the individual. 

There’s a thin veil between 

madness and genius. If only 

I’d known what I know now 

then, but I was naive in the 

ways of the world. 

The days and nights seemed 

to lengthen with no hope of 

escape. A ‘prisoner of war’ camp 

minus the barbed wire housing 

the off-beat, down at heel, and 

cranky a living mausoleum of broken 

lives. The long corridor was rumoured 

to be a mile from end to end, the longest in 

existence. Contorted figures, heads bent, hands 

in pockets, stalked the white tiled solitary tunnel for 

hours, an abject embodiment of Monty Python’s ‘’Ministry of 

Funny walks.’’ Beneath lay an ancient dungeon where unruly 

inmates were once chained to the wall, the shackles still just 

visible. Those allowed outside idled by, beneath giant beech 

and sycamore trees which seemed to conspire with the gross 

Victorian sandstone edifice itself. Across ploughed acres lay 

the hospital farm where squealing pigs were slaughtered for 

tomorrow’s breakfast. Not that the inmates got much. All this 

encircled by the High Wall, a crude reminder of a bygone age 

imprisoning those beyond the pale.

I first met Arthur when I was working as an intern. I dreaded 

his grizzled features appearing round the door. He’d plant 

his arms on the counter and rest his crewcut head on his 

hands until he drifted off along the avenue after ‘dips’ to roll 

his own. No male patient worth his salt would be without his 

cigarette roller. Next, he would stand in the newsagents for 

an hour reading the news upside down. Jimmy was quick 

to follow. An awkward stick insect, partly deaf and going 

blind, he was a strong candidate for most wretched creature 

on the planet. He took abuse from almost everyone. He was 

the yardstick by which we could all measure our humanity. 

Society had turned its 

back on Jimmy. In the 

canteen I ran into Janet her 

tired sad eyes and sensuous 

downturned mouth told 

its own story. She was 

on the hunt for a male. 

One day she brought me 

a gorgeous bouquet of 

orange flowers, but she 

was too far the wrong 

side of the tracks and was 

discharged soon after. I 

graduated with an Honours 

Degree in human nature 

during my time behind the High 

Walls. 

Back on the ward I asked to see the 

duty psychiatrist to try to get out of a rut. 

Instead of the drugs, I wanted to try my hand at 

meditation to confront the darkness within. She was a 

tall, elderly, bespectacled lady with swept back grey hair 

and a worm expression as if tired by the hopelessness of 

helping lost causes. She sat back chewing her pencil before 

frowningly submitting to my request, but only for a short 

period of time. If I could just get my act back together and 

make something of my life ! ‘’The further one moves from the 

centre the less one knows’’ I’d read, and I had been far out

 Yet from that depressing collection of broken lives one can 

find some solace. Any negative experience conceals a deep 

lesson within it which one may not see at the time. I would 

sit or stroll alone each day beneath the ancient venerable 

trees far from the madding crowds where my faith seemed 

so fragile. It was to be the beginning of a long painful journey 

to find one’s true self and bring peace to a disjointed mind 

through self-acceptance. The Asylum is now a distant 

memory long since bulldozed to the ground together with 

its awful stigma. I was one of the lucky ones. I got out and 

graduated with Honours two years later. But I’ve been out of 

step all my days, the heavy price paid in a soulless society for 

the stigma attached to mental illness.

I cast my mind back to my time on Eccles Ward at the far end 

of the neighbouring Victorian monolith known locally as ‘’The 

Twin Towers.’’ It was here I was incarcerated, hardly more 

than a youth, on the upper floor at its extremity. The ward 

was large, long, and high, artificially lit all night and all day 

despite the ample windows. A permanent haze of cigarette 

smoke hung wraithe-like in the air, a yellow mist exuding 

from the ancient maroon and amber walls, worn leather 

armchairs and faded carpets, an unassuming anchorage for 

the down-at-heal 

flotsam and jetsam of 

humanity who clung 

on to life there. A few 

shelves of discarded 

books, a record player, 

and the inevitable TV 

comprised the only 

barrier against loneliness 

and insanity. This is where 

I spent long days and nights 

with my fellow inmates. It 

was here I clung on to the 

edge of my chair not knowing 

if it were ‘’Leeds’’ or ‘’Lights 

Out’’ awaiting my parents’ 

ritual evening visit from beyond 

the High Wall. For 3 months this 

was my home. On Sundays I would 

walk through the Lodge gates to the 

newsagents spending the rest of the day 

obsessively reading The Sunday Times cover to 

cover. Occasionally I legged it on dark winter nights to the 

Nutgrove Chippy with several orders from my fellow inmates 

- a special treat. A drowning man clutches at such straws ! It 

was here I met Sam Layman, a ship’s purser who had sailed 

the world’s oceans only to end up a wreck stranded above 

high tide on the hospital ward. 

A small, neat man of 60, thinning hair and grey beard, his 

weather-beaten face and faded navy blue jacket told of long, 

solitary vigils amid endlessly crashing seas. He seemed to 

sink into his armchair as he lit yet another cigarette with 

nicotine stained hands before breaking the silence. ‘’I’ve 

seen it all and it’s taken its toll. Too many women, too much 

booze, my wife suing for divorce.’  This self-educated man 

gave me much to ponder as we sat talking well into the night. 

‘’I tried to kill myself’,’ he confessed remorsefully, ‘’because 

of too much living.’’ Each one told much 

the same story. Such was 

mental health behind the 

High Walls in the late 20th 

Century. 

An ancient broad oak table 

divided the ward in two, one 

with ringed seats and a TV, 

the other a space for quiet 

reflection. Patients sank 

deeply into leather armchairs 

and into themselves, lost souls 

absorbed in their own thoughts 

becoming one with their 

misfortune. A young man with 

long blonde hair stood at the table 

occasionally stepping back from his 

work totally absorbed in a painting. 

This figure’s initiative set off a train of 

thought. I wished I, too, had followed his 

example and not let depression get the better 

of me. I relive life on the wards in my imagination 

hoping a choice made now can project itself into the past, and 

not only atone for, but remake my earlier self forever. 

I see myself entering the Staff Room where Mr Brownlow 

resides all day reading a newspaper behind a wooden counter 

which lifts up for access or egress from the main corridor. I 

argue the pro’s and con’s about the futility of a psychiatric 

Re-arranging the dis-aligned
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Recovery from a period of mental illness is a remarkable feat. To 

have pulled yourself through the seven circles of hell smacks of 

courage, persistence, self-control and resilience.  The transition 

into optimism and positivity is edifying, but in truth to remain 

mentally healthy on a long-term basis is a daily undertaking.

Think of your self-esteem as a wall. In the midst of crisis, this 

wall is trampled to the ground. The few bricks that remain are 

what you have to rely upon to pull you through. To stand back in 

these periods and survey the wall, at times it may seem like an 

impossible feat to construct a towering wall that represents an 

infallible sense of self-esteem.

But once you are recovering, the wall may have a little more 

solidity to it. It is then your job, with the help from friends and 

family, to every day add a brick to the wall. The trick here is to 

think creatively – try something different as often as possible. 

As recovery was only possible due to a deep-seated persistent 

dedication, every day you must be proactive. The moment you 

drop your guard is the moment you start to slip.

One of the things that has really helped my most recent recovery 

from illness has been rather simple in essence. For years, I have 

conferred victimhood upon myself and spent hours and hours 

thinking ‘why me?’. I’ve never really come close to an answer, and 

a lot of guilt has accompanied these thoughts. I have thought that 

my struggle with mental illness was entirely of my own making. 

Whilst it may be true that a significant proportion of the guilt 

may lie with myself and my negative thought patterns, there 

are other causational factors. There is a history of mental 

illness with my family, and in a recent conversation with a 

family member regarding this history, I came to the sudden 

realisation that some of my guilt was unfounded. There was a 

degree of inevitability to my illness. Someone in the family was 

highly likely to become unwell, and unfortunately that was me 

(although of course, I would not wish it on any of my other family 

members).

This sudden realisation that I wasn’t totally responsible has 

realigned my perspective on my illness. My illness is not a 

punitive consequence of the way I think. The bricks do not always 

fall down because of my negligence. Sometimes, I might get ill 

despite trying my hardest to stay well. But that doesn’t mean I 

shouldn’t try to keep mentally well.

The unburdening has bought with it a sense of empowerment 

that so often comes with a good recovery from illness. I am 

looking everywhere for sources of inspiration for positive mental 

health, and believe me there is a lot out there, especially online. 

I have also introduced a daily routine of reading over a list of 

affirmations, and these have helped greatly. Affirmations are 

positive statements designed to life the spirit of the reader. They 

also help you to identify where you might have gone wrong in the 

day, or if you do them earlier in the day, they prepare you well to 

have a cheerful day.

I hope that in the future, I will be able to stand back and admire 

the wall that I have built. The encouraging thing is that each 

day, I am getting a sense of achievement in my efforts to stay on 

track. I would encourage everyone out there ill, recovering or 

otherwise that the road is long and arduous, but the more you do 

to lighten the load, the more you will get out of the journey.

Becoming well by building 
a wall of self-esteem

I’ve often wondered what it must be like for a deep sea diver 

to cope with the bends. The pain and discomfort must be 

excruciating. As far as my pain and suffering is concerned it is 

hard to describe.

When I was little I was just a normal little boy. At school I was 

above average intelligence but nothing special. I was in the 

football team and captained the chess team. When I was seven 

I was placed in a class of eight-nine year olds. I was in a year 

ahead of myself until the age of ten-eleven. I am not sure why 

that happened but I enjoyed it. At primary school I had fun. 

In my early years I had crushes on girls. When I was seven a 

friend and I made sneezing powder from charcoal and pencil 

sharpenings. We should have been studying. When I was seven 

I became a free reader which meant I could read whatever 

I wanted to. A friend and I collected page 3s from The Sun 

newspaper. At Christmas we made paper chains.

In my final year at Primary School we began a business selling 

stamps to budding collectors. This worked fine until the 

headmaster intervened. Twice when I was ten we had to march 

down to the hall for our 11+. I found the papers difficult but I 

passed. At football practice the teacher who took us used to line 

us up on the goal line and kick footballs at us. I didn’t 

like that much. 

In my early teens I became very anxious. I 

used to hate science, especially chemistry. 

Yearly exams were a nightmare. I played cricket 

for the school, but I would pray that matches would 

be cancelled so I could go home. I enjoyed History and 

Latin. For my O levels I started revising at Christmas of 

my final year. I made reams of notes. By exam time I 

was physically and mentally shattered. I almost had 

a breakdown. I got through the exams, just. I felt ill 

all summer. 

I got headaches and stomach ache at exam time. I obtained a 

place at Oxford University to study History. I enjoyed it but soon 

became ill. I started feeling sick before tutorials. During my 

second year I started getting headaches and suicidal thoughts. 

These expressed themselves as pictures of slashed wrists. 

Mentally I came to a complete halt.

After my second year at University I left. The suicidal thoughts 

and headaches were unbearable. I began seeing a Psychiatrist. 

This may sound strange but I was too ill to be in hospital. My 

time was filled with discussion groups, psychiatric appointments 

and yoga. I was supported during this period by my family and 

my girlfriend. After a year I was marginally better. I returned to 

Oxford but failed to finish. Since this period I have spent some 

months as a psychiatric in patient and I have to take medication. 

In recent years I have made great progress. I worked for some 

time in Westminster Abbey in London. I have also worked in the 

bookshop at Liverpool Cathedral. I have a counselling certificate 

and an NVQ in History. I go to a drop-in every week. I live in a 

self-contained flat in a residential home. I still have to see the 

psychiatrist once a year. Life is not perfect, but it is better than 

it was. I have a lot to be thankful for. Every day of my life is 

different.

A Day in My Life
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certainly has helped me to develop further ideas about what will 

help keep me well.

I’ve done many courses at Wirral MIND from 2008 onwards 

and have found them to be very inspirational. The variety of 

courses has been great and has ranged from medication to NLP 

to confidence to meditation. The main focus through many of 

the courses has been developing wellness tools and the chance 

to learn with other people is great. I personally believe that 

bringing people together to learn about mental health is really 

good as people support each other and can gain insights from 

each other as well as 

the tutor. You end the 

day richer in terms of 

experience and knowledge 

than you did at the start 

and most importantly with 

tools that you can take 

away and use to develop 

yourself which I think 

is vital.   

I think that the message 

of hope in mental health 

is really important. 

Getting better is definitely 

possible. In terms of my 

own journey I believe 

I have made progress 

over time and in general 

my mental health is 

better than it was. I’ve tried to do things to gain a greater 

understanding of mental health by reading and attending 

courses and have also attended support groups over the last 

few years. At present I would say I feel optimistic. There may 

be setbacks in the future, I don’t know, but I’ve done things to 

gain a greater insight into mental health and what can keep 

me well or make me unwell and have a greater awareness of 

when I am becoming unwell and what measures I can take to 

improve things. That’s important I think. Recovering from a 

mental health problem not an overnight process in my view, but 

it definitely is possible and YOU can recover and go on to lead a 

meaningful life

Rock bottom happened in 2004 during my first year at 

Manchester University when I was admitted to Clatterbridge 

Hospital suffering with what I later realised was psychosis. It was 

a horrible experience, one which I wouldn’t wish on anyone - it 

was all very confusing and frightening. A year and a half later 

whilst on my year abroad in France I was taken ill again and had 

to come home and saw the psychiatrist again. Both episodes of 

illness were difficult, I’d even say traumatic. I struggled on and 

finished university in 2007. 

Back then things felt negative and, with hindsight, I believe I was 

suffering with low self-esteem and self-confidence and I had a 

negative self-image. I think I was ill due to teenage bullying - put 

downs and criticisms that I took on board and believed. I think if 

you get told enough negatives you can believe them.

After I left university in 2007 I became involved with Wirral MIND 

and discovered some very useful tools that I believe are worth 

sharing : 

Firstly there are 5 Recovery Principles : 

Hopefulness – there are many ways to improve our quality of 

life, improve our self-esteem and just get on with our lives, even 

if we continue to have distressing experiences.

Personal Responsibility – each of us is an expert by our own 

experience and can take greater control of our journey from 

now on.

Learning – gaining knowledge about our distress, our conditions 

and ways in which we can cope, thrive and grow is vital.

Self-advocacy – getting the confidence and learning the skills of 

how to tell others what we want is important.

Support – we all need the support of others to get better and we 

all have ideas, wisdom and support to offer to others ourselves. 

Supporting one another is a key foundation for Recovery.

Over the years since university I’ve tried to follow these 

principles in my own efforts to get better. Personally I would call 

it a journey of discovery which is very much still on-going. 

Something I’ve found very useful and has given me much greater 

confidence in getting better and managing my mental health is 

WRAP (Wellness Recovery Action Plan.)

Developed by Mary Ellen Copeland, more information can be 

found at: http://www.mentalhealthrecovery.com/

I first became aware of this self-management tool in 2007 and 

have been part of both a WRAP support group at Wirral MIND 

and also have done a 2 day training course. It’s really made 

me think about wellness and how to stay well. It can be very 

much on-going as you think of more wellness tools and develop 

your folder over the course of time.  Speaking to other people 

Recovery story
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WIRRAL MIND  

www.wirralmind.org.uk/

0151 512 2200                                                

NHS PUBLIC HEALTH

www.wirralct.nhs.uk

0151 630 8383

AIW HEALTH

www.aiw.org.uk/

0151 650 1530

IMAGINE MENTAL HEALTH

www.imaginementalhealth.org.uk/

0151 709 2366

WIRRAL OCD GROUP

Duncan Parkes  07821610441

parkesduncan@hotmail.com

Lynne Houghton  0151 342 7679

lynnehoughton@yahoo.co.uk

www.ocdaction.org.uk

WIRRAL PATHFINDERS

www.wirralpathfinders.org.uk

0151 334 2111

WIRRAL BI-POLAR GROUP

www.bipolaruk.org.uk

c/o The Quays

0151 649 0138

SEFTON WRAP RECOVERY GROUP

www.seftonrecoverygroup.org.uk/

THE OPEN DOOR CENTRE

www.theopendoorcentre.org/

0151 639 4545

FAMILY TREE

www.familytreewirral.co.uk

0151 488 8159

www.mind.org.uk

www.time-to-change.org.uk

www.mentalhealthrecovery.com

www.depressionalliance.org

www.samaritans.org

www.mentalhealth.org.uk

www.rethink.org.uk

www.richmondfellowship.org.uk

www.recoverywirral.com

www.youngminds.org.uk

www.actionforhappiness.org

www.wirralwell.org 

www.ocdaction.org.uk/

www.bipolaruk.org.uk/

Useful  
websites

Local organisations
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Alternatives Beyond Psychiatry: Edited by Peter Lehmann

An Unquiet Mind: Kay Redfield Jamison (Bi-polar)

Anatomy of an Epidemic: Robert Whitaker

Bipolar the Ultimate Guide: Sarah Owen, Amanda Saunders

Boosting Self-Esteem for Dummies: Rhena Branch, Rob 

Wilson

Brain Lock: Jeffrey M. Schwartz (OCD)

Coming Off Antidepressants: Joseph Glenmullen

Doctoring the Mind: Richard Bentall

Mad in America: Robert Whitaker

Madness Explained: Richard Bentall

Managing your Mind : The Mental Fitness Guide: Gillian 

Butler, Tony Hope

Self-Confidence : The Remarkable Truth of why a small 

change can make a big difference: Paul McGee

The Man Who Couldn’t Stop: David Adam (OCD)

The Power of Now: Eckhart Tolle

The Successful Self: Dorothy Rowe

What is Madness?: Darian Leader

When You’re Falling, Dive: Lessons in the art of living by Mark 

Matousel

You Can Heal Your Life: Louise Hay

I’m Ok, You’re Ok: Thomas A. Harris

The Wisdom of No Escape and The Path of Loving Kindness: 

Pema Chodron

Mind Over Mood: Dennis Greenberger and Christine A 

Padesky

Books list


