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Health

This is the story of a 
woman who cried. She 
cried... and cried.  She 
could not say what she 
was crying about, and the 

tears just wouldn’t stop. When she 
wasn’t crying, she felt flat. Blank. 
Like she was swathed in a huge 
weighted blanket of nothingness.  

Sometimes she felt so lonely, 
it was as if she were living in a 
solitary bubble of misery, while 
the whole world passed her by. 

Alongside her sadness and 
loneliness lay the rocks of guilt, 
shame, anger, hurt and fear. She 
constantly compared herself to 
others and found herself lacking 
every time in every aspect of her 
being. In her mind ran a harsh 
and persistent narrative of 

‘I should be more... 
I ought to be less... 
Why can’t I just...’ 
until she was utterly exhausted.  
Her family despaired. They 

couldn’t cope with her moods.  
She could see the confusion and 
irritation in their eyes. Her little 
girl missed her mum and was 
worried and wondered what 
was wrong with her and if it was 
her fault? She didn’t understand.  
They didn’t understand. 

Seeing the despair in their eyes 
made her feel more desperately 
unhappy and isolated, and she 
became someone who shouted 
and cried; who was intolerant of 
every little thing, and sometimes 
someone shut herself away for 
days, unable to face anyone. 

She didn’t recognise herself 
and neither did anyone else. She 

didn’t eat properly. Sleeping was 
a problem. Her body objected 
to such abuse and eventually 
started to shut down. She became 
physically ill.

Nobody knew what to do about 
it. Then one day she started 
talking. She talked. . . and talked. 
About everything. Everything 
she felt; all the things that had 
happened to her in her life; 
all the things which had been 
difficult for her; she even dared 
to talk about the things that 
she had never ever said aloud 
(through either shame or guilt or 
embarrassment).  

She talked about her shame and 
guilt: When she had so quickly 
dismissed her colleague unfairly; 

or shouted at her little girl; that 
time when she was naughty as a 
kid; failing exams as a teen; when 
she ignored her husband because 
she just couldn’t find the words to 
say to him. 

She talked about the stress of 
work, and of becoming a person 
she did not recognise or like. 
Sometimes she would talk about 
things she had forgotten or which 
had been buried in her memory 
so deeply that it surprised her 
when they burst out of her 
mouth. 

Things she previously thought 
petty and stupid and silly but 
which seemed now bigger... how 
at 10 years old (she was only a 
little kid) Even as a teenager, she 
was only a young child. How 
could she ever think she was 
weak or stupid or bad at such a 
delicate age?

Slowly she stopped being 
scared about 
feeling judged and 
more poured out 
as if it had built up 
over time against 
a once immovable 
dam within her, but 
a dam which had 
finally crumbled to 

the force behind it and crashed 
away. It was painful, but she felt 
a huge sense of relief afterwards.  

For the first time in her life she 
started to hear her own story, and 
she was shocked. 

She became sad and surprised 
and sometimes outraged and 
angry at what had happened to 
her. 

She felt sorry for the little girl, 
the teenager, the young woman, 
the young mum she once was, 
and who had not received the 
nurturing she deserved at these 

The woman who

cried
Counsellor Amanda Goss 
considers the long term benefits 
of therapy, and the number of 
people it can help.

‘She cried and cried but this 
time about what had happened 
to her and how hurt it had 
made her feel’
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points in her life. She stopped 
berating and punishing her 
younger self.

She stopped shutting her 
feelings away and she let 
them in and mourned them 
and welcomed them and 
acknowledged them. She wailed.  
She shouted in anger. She started 
to feel empathy for herself. She 
cried and cried but this time 
about what had happened to her 
and how hurt it had made her 
feel.  

It was as if she was crying for a 
dear, dear friend whom she loved 
unconditionally. Gradually, she 
forgave herself and was able to 
become her own very best friend.  

Then one day, strange and 
wonderful things started to 
happen.  

In an office in the city, a team 
of office workers were having a 
chat over coffee:

“I don’t know what it was that 
changed her,” said the young 
woman to the team. “I  
thought my dyslexia was a 
problem, but she listened, and 
she’s given me a chance to find 
a way around it. I’m taking my 
daughter on her first holiday 
ever.”

(This woman went on to 
become head of marketing and 
sales for a company which is 
a major player in its field. She 
champions people with dyslexia).

In another part of town, an 
elderly lady was chatting to her 
colleague at the charity shop 
where they volunteered:

“I don’t know what’s happened 
to her but it’s so lovely to see her 
happy again. I can stop worrying 
about her now and it’s such a 
relief. I am so proud of her.”

At the elderly woman’s home, 
her husband was planning a long-
awaited night out now that his life 
was back as his wife was happier 
now their daughter was better. 

Somewhere among the hills in 
the north, near a river on a windy, 
squally day, a man sat quietly 
with his fishing rod contemplating 
the changes around him at home. 

A silent tear fell onto his cheek. 

He could cry here because he was 
alone. But it was a tear of relief 
and happiness which came with 
the sense of calm and serenity he 
was, at last, able to enjoy again 
after the months of worry about 
his dear wife who had been ill, 
but was now back and better.

A year later the girl who cried 
and cried and her re-acquianted 
best friend were trekking across 
the hills of Peru, marvelling at the 
heat; their aching legs; and the 
awe-inspiring views.

“This is the best thing I have 
ever done in my life and I want to 
thank you for agreeing to do this 
with me,” she said to her friend 
with a tear in her eye. “I will 
never, ever forget it.”

They raised thousands of 
pounds, but more importantly, 
they raised awareness by trekking 
to raise money for a leading 
mental health charity. 

In an interview sometime after 
the charity event, the girl who 
cried and cried was asked what 
had driven her to take part.

‘One day, when I thought that 
I could never feel happiness 
again, someone gave me the 
space and time to talk, and they 
listened, they really listened. They 
accepted me and helped me to 
accept myself. 

“That turned my life around. I 
want everyone who suffers from 
any kind of mental health to 
learn, as I did,  how to trust and 
believe in yourself, to start talking, 
because then you can believe in  
yourself, then believe in others 
and that, everyone, could change 
the world.”

The far reaching effects of 
therapy are limitless.

DESPAIR: Many of us bury 
complicated feelings which can 
be unlocked by therapy. (Pictured 
posed by models)
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