Debited Account Let’s Talk
Let’s Talk

She called at twelve thirty, right on the dot.
Man, all alone but still put on the spot.
| scurried to an empty meeting room,

Praying she’d find a way out of my gloom.

She was from the “Let’s Talk” therapy team,
Nicer than psychological, | deem.
Not so sure how this was gonna go down,

Alas my first reaction was to frown.

On the call I was verbally assessed;
Her way to work out if | was depressed.
At first, | was wary and tentative,

But the caller was very attentive.

Right, in order to see what she could find,
She asked questions to judge my state of mind.
In a format and planned delivery,

To drag out anything she could from me.



Debited Account Let’s Talk

She asked if I had thoughts of suicide,
The notion of which, I pushed to one side.
No esteem, I’'m so low and unfulfilled,

My aspirations the only things Killed.

Made to realise that | could feel lower,
This gift of life | was not a blower.
So, | agreed to take some counselling,

Put an end to secrets and not telling.

| need to talk to someone, get this out,
A release of pressure; let out a shout.
| wanna be the best that | can be,

Maybe this is the right platform for me.

The End



