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DESA

The Department of Economic and Social Affairs of the United Nations
Secretariat is a vital interface between global policies in the economic, social
and environmental spheresand national action. The Department worksinthree
main interlinked areas: (i) it compiles, generates and analyses a wide range of
economic, social and environmental data and information on which Member
States of the United Nations draw to review common problems and take
stock of policy options; (ii) it facilitates the negotiations of Member States in
many intergovernmental bodies on joint courses of action to address ongoing
or emerging global challenges; and (iii) it advises interested Governments on
the ways and means of translating policy frameworks developed in United
Nations conferences and summits into programmes at the country level and,
through technical assistance, helps build national capacities.
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Disclaimer: The artwork, photos and poems contained in this booklet do not
reflect the views or opinions of the United Nations. All entries are hereby
reproduced with the written permission of the artists.
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FOREWORD

International Youth Day is commemorated annually on 12 August.
Each year, the United Nations Department of Economic and
Social Affairs (UN DESA) selects a theme for the day with input
from youth organizations and members of the UN Inter-Agency
Network in Youth development.

In 2014, International Youth Day was celebrated under the
theme Mental Health Matters. Although an estimated 1in 5 young
people experience one or more mental health conditions, many
young people are afraid to speak out and seek the support they
need, due to the stigma doing so can entail.

To commemorate International Youth Day 2014, UN DESA’s
Division for Social Policy and Development launched a two month
online campaign to help draw awareness to this important issue and
reduce stigma.

Using the hashtag #MentalHealthMatters, young people were
asked to join the campaign by submitting artwork, illustrations,
photos, poems, videos and stories. Over 1,700 young people
actively followed the online campaign, and over 200 submissions
were received.

Selected submissions have been included in the UN DESA
publication ‘Mental Health Matters: Social Inclusion of Young
People with Mental Health Conditions’. Due to the number of
submissions received, UN DESA additionally compiled selected
entries into this accompanying booklet ‘My Mental Health Matters’.

UN DESA would like to express its gratitude to all those who
submitted entries to the campaign.






Untitled # 49

| wrote o suicide note, I'd +0AK oabout how pam/u(

it was to Admire the Foce of someone whod rnever love
me bocK becouse of how AdorK | wos — how | struggled
to see the world in color.

And then Id elaborote on how lonely it got since the
world never offered itself +o be wiy companion.

W | wrote o suicide rnote, |d hope that in the time you
spent with me you developed the ability to see my entire
life, which | condensed into the two words —

“I'mi Fine!

[ would compose i+ in Aopeﬁ +hot you would understond
me paS%AumauﬁZ/.

But that's "/, becouse you anderstand me row. And
there will never be o 'when' as long as your etfort
to wnderstond pulls me thowgh the doy of seeing things
d///erem‘z/v, because eventually [ feel +he safdy ot
"rmr’mala/v.“

Celine 6&(/0



The Aondicop
I'n1 +hot /DAenammon intected by wicKedness
I'nt wicKed

[ makKe d/f/}/ without [M/()/
| maKe refuge without welcome
| maKe prisoner of odl plessure
Oh my god, I'm wicKed
/V]/v preys are pecple who deserve humane treotment
/17/ preys are pesple who deserve o /M/'(/v
/V]/v preys are pecple who deserve health
But I'nm1 wicked
And I'n1 oo mentad illness

Aliou Boubocor Liarra

The Bottle of My Lite
| bottle withingG with M)/Sd/,
| don't Aowe enemies but M/vse[/,
In the bottlefield of pessimism,
[ combot everydoy with optimism,
In the arena of tear ond Aope, |



Mentod illness, sometinmes Aord +o +ame
s whot mory of us have, its given name
[ 0dways thought | was oo hopeless couse
Until miy Friends took my heart and gove me the gouze
When | told +hen, they were so Kind
[ needed help, but %Ag/v didn't miind
Now when I'm stuck in an episode
/ 90 oK to them, liKe to me +A£/'ue show »
ﬁe/v’re not - cure, rnor will /—Ae/v ever be
Gut %Ae)/ love me no modter what, you see
Reol friends won't belittle or moke fun of you
So #hnd Friends thot oxe really true
Even with mentod illness, | am still odive ond strong
2 you think you're hopeless: remember, you're wrony!
You are so beoutiful, on +Ae in ond outside
You howe mental illness, it's nothing to Aide

Together, wnited, we must spread the truth +hot's been
clouded

We must smosh the stigma in which weve been
shrouded!
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A Beautiful Mind
| think o thousond ditfterent +hings
OF walKing #hshes and Aying chimps
Eut what | connot get my head ooonnd
Are the stroange creotures colled human beings

We are special for we hove minds
Gut ore we Aumon £ we are not Kind”
Deep down we odl ore so alike
So wheres the need to block and wnliKe?

Little portions of happiness thot we shore
The unhoppy times in which we core
Are the true meosures of life's worth
Are lifes worm sunshine and cool o4r

The mind is o M/vsf'e//'aus place

One moment lonely and cold the next Flled with
gentle solace

In times good ond bad whot odways work's
Is a loving smile ond 0 worm embroce

5/0/27, mod codl me
whot you will

Froud ond strong and
adive | shall feel
Heoring whot is

wnheonrd and seeing the
wnseen

A beoautitul world
/ /'M&j/'l?é

Monos Fando




Adoesn't

Lon't be

Change
L et not our bod become worse,
Thee be O badmorn's curse.

You ore the moaker of
your own will,

And it your time to Kill,
The roots of /'ﬂ/'io(/%)/

ond M)/‘/‘A/ﬂj with 5(9115 ot pr’ 0/7/'/7ZMH>/.

Your octions can be sotiric,

But your achievements
are ‘absolutely /ﬁ/v/fA/c.

Yout#, your yesn fo do 9ood,

Will make you do those you aidn't
+hink you could.

You oxe not the aril/v one to 50y
/ con,

But the better one to | will.

Foem

Mentod issues,
Affect our Hissues

SpeM your mind, free your mind

locKed jn o grind
Be who you oare

Mentod illness is not oo crime
Our lives i+ doesn't define
So(pﬁm’v" me, | support you

Together we will win the bottle
Mentod Aeoadth s our design

Troce- Ann Gooden




Sove me Please

My Friends, the sun is shining.
Eut | only see the dorKness.

My #riends, the time is going by.

But wiy life is still eM/?'/y.

M/V Friends, it's too Aord +o tell you

When | can't even hnd bock wiy bredking—soul
Depression. Frastration. Suttering. They're crows.
/llu/ays % head. H/vpna/'/zed wiy soul.

5/ the foolish lough, suicide. It's hurt, iy #riends.
When will | see the beauty of Auroros

To open ap wiy blind eyes.

When will | feel +he Foseidon's Fresh—water?

To clean up my vein.

When will | touch +he Aol/v—la/id?

To explore this beoutitul planet.

Where is wiy arngel? Where s the right ploce to moke
wiy dreams come truel

My Friends, toKe me awoy.

TaKe me, I'm oo youry to stond odone.

Sowe me, for long lve suttered.

Betore miy blood dork as mud

Moke me smile, 'cos
)/ou’fe an 049el.

You, /vou‘(( show me the
Aarora. Flease, please,
please!

Did you heor mel lve
screamed, 0/7[)/ to call
you. Fleose.

Sowe me while I'ni still
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Fly, We

Our souls are pare

Be stronger
So we can Ay together!
s you 50y you can't,
s you cry ‘cos it's Aord
I you're silent but your soul is screaming
So take my hond, please!
Fly with me
Come neor miy wings
You'll be sate
You'll see el/ef)/v%/nj
You'll Feel t+he soft wind
So Free your soul
From pointul depression
Stay here ond take my hond
Smile, smile as Venus in our miorning

Lough, (0uw9gh as the warmness of the sun touches our
sKin

Ml be with you, 05 O0dwiys
F Ly, 4)/ ond Keep your wings stronger
Couse were the dragon.
We stond together, os r’M/Z/v.

Mozidotun Voftuk Aok

apoon uojoher



WITHOVT COLOUR

| see t+he rainbow, but oAl
dor K

| see the Hower, but all droop

| see the 5Ky, but odwoys
aloud/

| see the garden, but oll bad

Momt, doA...

con you explogn w Aot
Awppmed?

Where is the color gone?
Where is the beauty?

Where s the hoppiness’

[ lost adl jn a- second

[ con't see anything

Moni, doA...

Can you explain whot hoppened?
[ an lost in my coge

[ onr weak in my own K itehen

! om Fodlen in niy castle

Mom, doA..

Howe you ever listened to me?
Howe you ever heard me cry?
Howe you ever heard me scream?

Moni, dad, you never.
On()/ becouse..

You screom louder miom
You FoLK stronger Aod
You oftack eoch other
No spoace for me

Mom, dod, plesse stop..
Let me be the princess in our Kirngdom

a49041

Eviza. Nurfodillo
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7o Me

7o Hope,

Sometimes | feel tropped.

| hod no Foquth in society.

| hod no reason to continue.

Gut you made the ghost disoppeos.

To the Ghost
The one +hot still Adunts me
At njght when | fry to sleep

And my heort squeezes
all +he ir out of we

Until you turned into iy Aope.

7o iy Friend,

| thowght we were close enough.

Gut | was never told +he whole story
Until t+he Aoy ot terwards
When you become my Yhost

To the strasnger,

For some reason you todKed to me.

[ spent o month isoloted in misery

The Kind of misery +hot hates compary
And loves 'whot ifs ond lonely bitterness
H wos ofter we #rst falKed to each other
When you becone wiy Friend

7o Depression,

You. o0dmiost Add mie beat.

Almiost

[ found pecple who love and core for me,
And you became a- strarger.

Amatowverna [ee



I AM A 8oy
[ amr o soldier
| #ight and #ight | will
Till the lost drop ot niy blood
Till +he (ost unbroKen t+hread of wiy will
/ anm a Man
| take pride in what | do
WitA d/jnﬁy [ wolK through
And with honor | stand
[ om strong
Strong as a monntain, wimoved
| 9et wet in the showers of sorrow
In the drizzles of Joy, equally
[ om oadso a boy
Lond/ o5 a- single drop of tear
Scored as oo meeK (Omb
Ready for slowghter
[ am adso a lover
5&(5/%»79(&0( in o time wosp
BroKen as o brittle glass

F orgotten as an old book




My Erother - Doing the Best We Can
(dedicated to my brother)

He does things without focusing
Trying Aord to work out
Accepting who ke is
LitHe Fime and Freedom
70 enjoy lite
Indoors ond Qutdoors
Fe eeling onxious about
Entering o rew environment
Loing the Best We can
We show interest in his lite
Make him Feel loved,
Trusted, Sote,

Under stood and |/odued
life becomes more hopetul
Resilience to cope develops
Loing the best we con
WitA our worm, open
Unigue, Kind
Loving relationship
He is free +o
Share Ais thoughts and
Fe eelings
We (ove you

Ber /VZ Lodin



Is it my foult?

/ fry to dress M/sd/ up
proper(/v,
But the world colls me
reforded.

When | eot, oo drool of salivo
comes out,

ﬂe/ tell wme | am 5i55y.

WA)/, did | choose to be [Ke
this?

/17)/ educotion s Z/M/'f‘ed,

/V]/v heOlth, results in inhumon
treatment by the world.

As of sociod status, | om lonely.
Is it my Foult?

[ ery doy and nppht,

Waiting for the rains of love, care and sense of
belonging to pour down and wosh aw Ay tA/S sorrow,

Now it is Ajigh time you heor From wiy inner feelings,

The disgroce thot you put on me,
the pain you couse me

M)/ (Omentotion Aos found iHself out ond dore rot
think HhoF it /s M)/ [M(?L

| howe love and core

[ am copoble ot developmental work to my world
Effective decisions con be made out of me

[ am oo haman being liKe aryone else

ﬂe/v 50 the sK Yy s the limit and | believe,

| con be whotever | want to be.

Rudo Ethel Choto.



MIND

WA/v relote (oughter with the sK $2
s just the mind in the gutter,
Even when | speak out,
Mentodity ond Krowledge are in
the bottefeld,

[ once asked t+he mill K nmon,
Must +he mountain be peqged
to the cloud,

M/A)/ sun must you come

From +he west

Fossion to be inadvertently
Jeopordize realism
The strugyle of lite equals
Alice in Wonderlond
Am | mad? Why should | care,
Funny! We odl Aove our wmoment of
/nsa/n/ly.

Hajoro Hussoini /l(/a;



Who | AM
[ anr not oo detinition of

Your criticism ond judgmental
stores

A fear of being seen by others
Because it's too humiliating
[ am not your detnition of
57‘&(,0/0(, dumb, retorded, Freak

Becouse thot's not true, | am
a

Ferson who Aos lived with
Memories, experiences, just lite
And just lite connot be bound
by

Your cost of negotive commients.
But this can chorye

¥ you let loose the string of
depreciating

Comments, and open your eyes.

| am o person of

Mewories, experiences, ond
Tust lite con be living with

Truth thot we are

Intelligent people who just need to be

Understood.

See me, and see me a5 who | am

L ook ot me.

Lon't debne me.

5%4%0/1/5 Shen
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Health ond Happiness

Heolth the (Orgesse given by God

Impearied by Aa70pmess with
Adimension brood

Sound niind spores the miysteries A

JY
/Md moKes 0. marn sober Arnd coy

n (ﬂ/p of the life of /nsp/r ation
Lole the senses with anity ond
destinotion

Heonrd a- whisper soy,

O Ll 22

A whole tronguil lite con
9o For lor9

Burning of oil passes the njght so
as iF in the morning there s nowhere to 9o

Hitehes a lot but controcts the heort
Heolth beset MdM&AoZ)/ and retreat got

Even not aril/v the world whole
Ul heodth mokes morbid even t+he soul

/Déﬂd/'ﬁj solitude wind is matHed with /‘Aoujﬁ'f‘ﬁ
This is how the lite situdtion /5 #r Mj/&*

Mon's mind donces about through the forcies
Means his head s not on the ease

HeoltA s Ffound in AMP)/ p(a,aes
Not in +he riches who Ore in roces

Our love Ffor Aeodth will be true
When love becomes our heodtA too

Eventuadly, health is so sweet and fine

Kaisor Abmad
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Don't Stoin Our Souls
When | opened miy eyes for the first time
The world greeted with wowmth
Smiling as he so4d,
Welcome, oo new hope, live here in peace'
[ browght oo white sheet loy in miy soul
Fure ond socred
[ never Knew whot the painting ort would be drown
Impotiently, | wish for step-free, ran and ploy with rno
limits
ToUK, s5in9 ond (augh
Then, time brings me to grow into O child
Gut, then odl mode me shocKed
WAhat /s +his? What is M)/ sin?
They hate, blome and hurt
Feoar and distress wos pervading my soul
| Feel adone
Where should | fnd the losing lovel

The white sheet Aos dr opped with a '/‘//7)/‘?0/'/7'/‘ ot
blocK stoqn

O soul who still Aas love

Lo you Aowe the heort to stO41in9 the new pare souls
with Aurt ond Aotred”

ﬂe/ Just need your loving touch

lrna. FMAurrub&ywA
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Black Psyche

Gloss bottles breoKin
Clothes stripped noked,
Loddy never home

MOMM/V odl adore

Now | got do +his on my own
LorK njghts and street
lights

MoKe oo dull boys eyes light

WitA Aalﬂes to 4l moma. and
Ais pocKets with cash

Now 7 yeors in he reaches
Aigh school ot lost

Froblewr child by doy

Street %Auj by H@A‘f

The motto of Ais Austle is simple

Act out in school ond Keep his rep +ight

Foor boy, his obliviousness is Fed

By the things that were said

And articles that he read

His Aomies pamp his heod, a- Aot air bodloon 7‘200//7'/@
A cold grove beneath

No mentor, no Ffother only Ais momo-

He odopts the hustlers as his brothers

S0 what becomes of A child with A mindset so dork,
A Future in the bolance’

A product of o blocKk psyche.

&y Earl L. Gront, Il



/”IemLale Unehained
! am mentadly disconnected
Unoble to strive
Unoble to push through the smog of lite
Into the Fresh aur of liberation
| ont miotionless

Unoble +o pour ny fears in your lap and let wy poin
desffa)/ the room

s0 we con +ake the necessary time to hx it
[ am Me//ﬂu[)/ wiisled
"sucK it Mﬁ", ‘fake it (iKe oo mon"

The Kind of wmon who beots his wite, +o him feel (iKe
A giont becouse he failed his fother?

Or that moan +hAot leowes Ais /M/'(/v becouse he con't
SMPPOF/' them M//?LA the lint /71 his paakevL?

| ant mijsunderstood

Told to be unbreakoble 7"Aong you Hhrow rocKs ot +he
windows +o wiy heort+

Instead there is surprise on your foce becouse | howe
broK en.




Why it doesn't motter
You howe made o- litfle pouse,

A pouse because you howe been running

all rjght lony,
Under +he stars,
The nioor,

And hearing the cricKets songs.

You teel the cold air in your red cheeKs,
And your tired body moKing o hamongous

etfort
To Keep you standing

As some of the SA)/ roys of the golden

sur

Begin to appear
Between the dork clouds.
Your fFeet hurt,

And i+ feels os if you couldsit
stand conscious

Even A minute more.

But it doesn't modtter to you
Becouse deep inside
You Know +hot you ore alive.

Thodt,

Even if you fell into the ground
MM)/ %/'Més,

iF you jumped into the mud,
or it you broKe your (e,

you Know +Hhot you Aowe ledrrned
a bit more

You. odso Kriow

That is very possible

Thot they will all happen ago4n,
Gut next time

You. will understond +he
unevenness of the poth

And you will Know how to reoct

The tired pwﬁ‘s ot your baa()/
Howe become witresses
Thot you Aowe lived.

That you Aowe felt reol

emiotions,

Loesn't motter it Jood or bod,
But you howe felt,

And thot mokes you sure thot
Qs worse a5 the poth con 9o,

every 5fép you take Hlls you
with life

and Aope +Hhot you can
feel tired once 0404n.

Vadentina Tostodo
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WHO IS THIS?

Who is +his?

When | rise he is o904nst me
Fulling down my hope liKe o- tree
breaking down every side of |

/’7/ plons are broKen off, the desire of
iy heort

Walling up my woys so ot | con't poss
He niode njght into Aoy
The ljght | sow is near to the darKress

And dorKened my ljght so thot | con't
see

He sees all wy wlys Qnd numbers every
s%—ep

Hbm%/nj me (iKe o bird

Removing the lodder when | wont to
elimb

When | waited for (jght, dorKness come

When Yood comes, evil Follows
Who is +his?

You've fo
survive in
hell of prison,
break the
impulse of
idlesness,
and hold on
to humanity.

to an imprisonment...

Unemployment is similar

MY MENTAL HEALTH MATTERS



I am a girl
And I'm afrosid
7o stand odore
In t+he darKness

To wolK thArough the
street

At njoht
ﬂe/v are not whot +Agy
seemt to be in day(gA%

They turn to werewolves
The Men

They Oxe omnipresent
Ccon't erose them

But should hide M/vself
7o protect M/vsdf

To sowve me

[ howe a- question

7o adl of you

Whot did you earn’
Whot did you goin?
2

Tearing her aport
Watching her scream
Killing her to death
You

Just tramped the
Aregmns

OF not one
But mary
She was the light For

some

The world for some
She was o Friend
A sister

A dowghter

And et morty more

21

She

Roles to play

She left +Hhe
world

iu

What to bring

You may wish 1o prepar
are some suggestons:

You Aowe ro

reason

7o excuse

No reason

7o ask for
50;’ f/v

For all you've
Aone

Canrnot be
washed O 0y

The poqn will 2
Follow her

Not now, Not
then

But forever
She s stogned

JSoufd on the TR
fod meets the

p1hp Pick that | think of as 1

/, af [2012] and b-fi e
Bk ag. in 2006. And 1 roc
|

Chimp W-\gnd this was 6 yeardago and
rertz/which [ was friends with wftil these
ry\simitar to the rock I found 6Jvears ago.
e & body-of-water smaller thaf a river.

WAt Aid you
7“/)/ to do

Show your strength?
Your Fower?

Your actions are ermujA
7o describe You

ﬂe)/ may sentence you
to deoth

They may give you lite
imprisonment

But is that MOMjA?
For whot you've done?

When she begged you to
leowe her

Did you Jus% foke o
minute

To +hink about the
br M'/‘MH}/

ot yoar
action”

(continues on fo([ou/mj p@&)

- Ily, but not as it was hen 1
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She b(gﬂed you
She craved for nothing
But her life

You gowe it, with all the
shattered pieces

WA)/ couldn't you Jast Kill
her?

Thot wouldve helped her
Now she hos +o F@A/‘

£ 9t to Live

Al eyes around her
Shell be Followed

E./e//v now  ond t+hen,
She is lost

She s abondoned

She is

Not arymore whot she
was wntil A0+ njght

And you
Spend your life with eoase jn the ol

Gut Bewore

You're ot sowed

There's o Judge

Who toKes up odl the coses
Hell never #o.il +o heor
Her cries,

Our cries

You will foce the Extremes
OF Torturivg, Horossment
Not now, Not +hen

But forever Ffromt Now on...

MY MENTAL HEALTH MATTERS



neareeration

Mind incarcerotion tropped
ond lost in my Mind!
ﬂe/v see me but /‘Ae/v don't
ﬂe/v Know me but %Ae/v
don't

Hell!l | don't even Krnow
M)/Sdf[

The noise | heor but they
don't

The shadow | see but they
don't

Freedom %Ae)/ howe but |
don't

ﬂe/v call it, a- weapon,
power, o j/’/‘/‘ but it s wiy
pr’ 15041

ﬂe/ Yell unt adjvell!l But |
moKe sounds rio mar CO#
moKe sense of

Who omr 17777

/Vi/v nome, | don't remember
But you pre/er to codl me
/1 ps/cho

Insane

O ond weirdld

Hohaka it's crozy ! Know
But | understond, You don't
anderstand mie,

In foct.

You don't 1‘;’/ to

You Qure emborrassed

You ore oshoned
p/'Sﬂzlﬂpax'/Z/‘ed

But | ant miore disoppointed
at her

SA/ she is

Cruel she is

SAM/ she is

She hides From everyone
but me

TodKs to rno one but me

! wont Aer to stay

| want her to (0ugh

[ wont them to see her
But liKe me, t+here is ro
escape for her

She is tropped

ﬁa/pped in wy mind

/‘7/ prison!

Teremioe Mzwok he Molos
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The Pork Hamanitarion

lve seen the dorK, lve seen the ljght, They call me one
of o Kind,

I'mi mode of blood and I'wi mode of bones,

ﬂe/v say I'm hamosn with hope, lve been bod,

lve been good,

They s0y I'm O doaK humonitorion with barning ropes,
Id tell them o lie but they won't give o dime,

Id tell you why = becouse I'm only Aumonitarion!

You see | won't lie because I'm only HUM ANITARLAN!

KAM/J“a/ Toriy

Brooklynn K. Hinds
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