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For

All my family, friends, and everybody who has shown me so much love and support in every step of my journey. I wouldn’t be where I am today without you.

Neil, for stopping that day and giving me the hope I needed to carry on living. And for later meeting me again and joining this adventure we are now on together!

Mum and Dad, who together have been my rock. Thank you for never giving up on me even when I had given up on myself. Please don’t blame yourselves for a single thing that happened to me. But instead take heart that your love kept me alive through so many of my darkest hours, and beyond.

And for all of those who think they are unable to overcome their difficulties, I hope this book will instil a seed of hope in you, like the one Neil gave to me when I most needed it.


The Edge of Waterloo Bridge

Standing on the edge of Waterloo Bridge,

With a cold wind cutting my face,

I glance down to the Thames far below,

It ebbs and flows, a sea of waste.

I hold tight to an iron bar behind me,

Fix my gaze on the hands of Big Ben,

Behind me the busy morning commute,

As chimes strike a quarter to ten.

From here heaven feels so close,

My madness dosed with urge,

London sits majestic in its sphere,

As my feet inch off the verge.

Then, abruptly, a voice behind me –

‘Hi there, my name is Mike.’

I pretend not to hear but he carries on,

‘Whatever it is, it isn’t worth your life.’

Mute, I turn to meet the face

Of a man barely older than myself.

Smiling gently, he says with sincerity,

‘You will get through this mate, I can help.’

Mike’s voice is calm, mine sounds so weak,

As I speak, I begin to cry:

‘I don’t know what I’m doing any more.’

I was so certain I wanted to die.

But as we converse, me and my Mike,

This need is starting to lessen.

His words of hope give me reassurance,

Lift the fog of my depression.

Heavy rain is beginning to fall.

‘We could go for a coffee,’ he suggests, ‘talk it over?’

Mike holds out a hand,

Takes a careful step closer.

I take his hand, he grasps mine tight,

‘You’ll learn how to cope,’

He says as I climb to safety,

Around me he places his coat.

Three police from behind us charge:

‘Are You Hurt?’ ‘What’s Your Name?’

Afraid, I turn and attempt to run;

To the ground I am quickly restrained.

An ambulance arrives into which I am led,

Mike gradually fades from sight.

Dazed by the faces surrounding me,

My vision bleaches to white.

When I awake, I find myself here,

Sectioned on a psychiatric ward.

Finally, I gain a sense so long been removed;

My faith in life, thanks to Mike, is restored.

Jonny Benjamin,

Pill After Pill: Poems from a Schizophrenic Mind
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On the Bridge

Sunday 13 January 2008


I can’t stay in this place.

But I can’t stay at home. I’m just going insane.

Why can’t they just declare me insane? That’s what I am.

G-d, why on earth did you put me here? My mind won’t be still. Why give me this brain? This pained and agitated brain? I’m back at square one, in the mess I came in.

Take out these veins of mine,

And stop the blood flow to my head,

Then maybe all the voices will go to sleep,

And I will fall into my bed.

Diary entry, 13 January 2008


On a gloomy, drizzly winter morning in January 2008, I found myself standing on the edge of Waterloo Bridge, determined to end my life. I had hatched a detailed plan the night before and travelled to the busy commuter bridge at the first opportunity. It was a mind-numbingly normal hospital morning: woken up at 7 for meds. Saw psychiatrist at 7.30. Breakfast at 8. Straight afterwards, I told the nurse on duty that I, a non-smoker, needed to go outside for a cigarette. As soon as she let me out of the secure door into the grounds, I ran as fast as I could to the station and jumped on the first train up to London. And then headed to Waterloo Bridge.

Most of my memories of that day are hazy. Many have been pieced together years later. But what I remember most is the overwhelming, desperate need to find peace, and my conviction that the bridge was my only way out. Anything to stop that pain, a pain so intense and unbearable that it left no room for any thoughts beyond the need to end it. Somewhere through the thick fog of my despair, I remember thinking that I didn’t want my family to feel guilty. But equally, I didn’t want to admit to anyone how I was really feeling, or to see their faces and their reactions when I told them that I didn’t want to live any more.

Even though it was a bitterly cold day, I was wearing only a T-shirt and jeans. For some reason, I’d torn out some pages from my diary and wrapped them up in my hoodie, which I then discarded in a public bin. I’ll never know exactly what was in those pages, but I clearly didn’t want anyone to see them. I’m fairly certain I’d written about my sexuality. I was desperate to end my life with everyone believing I was heterosexual because, amongst all my other problems, I was too ashamed to reveal that I was gay.

On any given day, tens of thousands of people cross Waterloo Bridge, a major artery connecting London’s bustling West End with the South Bank. Even if I had known this statistic, it would have meant nothing to me on that dark, freezing January morning. As I walked to the middle of the bridge, stepped over the barrier and stood on the edge, I was oblivious to the stream of commuters walking past me. And in turn, the commuters were seemingly oblivious to the man teetering on the edge – all except for one.

‘Why are you sitting on the bridge?’ A male voice. I hadn’t seen him coming up behind me.

I told him straight away that I was going to jump. And to go away:

‘Don’t come so close.’

I said this over and over again, not really listening to what he was saying, until he asked me where I was from. It turned out that we’d grown up in the same area of northwest London, and for some reason this made me feel more comfortable talking to him. He started telling me more about himself; he said that he worked as a personal trainer in Covent Garden. He told me not to feel embarrassed about what I was going through, and this gave me permission to begin to open up. He also said he would cancel his clients for the morning and instead we could go somewhere and talk. I was so touched by this that I confided in him that I had run away from hospital that morning, after having been diagnosed with schizophrenia the month before.

When I told him how I was feeling – that until then I hadn’t realized I was ill, that I’d thought everyone heard voices in their heads, that I had come to the conclusion that I was possessed by the devil – it was the first time I’d ever opened up so frankly. Somehow I felt safe with this stranger. There was no judgement there. Just compassion.

The turning point came when he said to me, gently but directly: ‘I really believe you’re going to get better, mate.’

Having this complete stranger put some faith in me, at a point when I had absolutely none left in myself, changed my mind about what I was about to do. Someone believed in me. It restored my trust in humanity.

The last thing I remember the stranger saying was, ‘Let’s go for a coffee then’, as I asked him to help me back over the railings to the pavement. Then suddenly we were intercepted by the police who had been waiting behind me on the bridge in their car, with an ambulance behind them. As soon as I saw them coming towards me, I tried to scramble back over the railings. I didn’t want to go with them; I wanted to be with the stranger. I’d felt safe with him. He grabbed me just in time, but then the police stepped in. Ignoring my extreme distress, they handcuffed me and put me in the back of their car. Eventually I was moved into the ambulance and driven to St Thomas’ Hospital, where I was sectioned.

I was twenty. Little did I know then that this was the beginning of my road to recovery; a stony, winding one at times, but one which would take me on an extraordinary adventure, and would eventually involve a quest to discover the identity of the mysterious stranger on the bridge.
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Early Childhood


My name is Jonathan Benjamin.

I was born at Watford General Hospital on 31 January (Saturday) 1987 at 11.56 a.m., weighing 8lb 1oz.

My mother says I used to cry a lot when I was a baby. She also says she could not put me to sleep when I was young, although I can never remember that.

I live with her and my father in north London. I have a brother but he is much older and lives in Manchester where he is at university.

My primary school was an all-boys school near to my house and now I go to a school in Camden Town for Jewish pupils.

At school I always try my best although my temper is hard to control. I haven’t got too many friends, I am quite shy. I sometimes get lonely.

I am also a serious and sometimes emotional person but I usually enjoy what I do, as well as being independent and bossy. My favourite thing to do is to watch television, especially EastEnders. I’d love to be in EastEnders in the future. I think I could also be a pop star! When I’m older I’d like to be like Queen Elizabeth I. She is my favourite queen. She was powerful and determined, which is what I want to be. Her time must have been glorious. I would like to have been around in those years.

Autobiography, written as a school assignment at the age of eleven


Just before I started primary school, a well-meaning family friend brought around a video of the original BFG movie in which the ‘friendly giant’, unlike his child-eating peers, blows pleasant dreams into the bedrooms of children via a trumpet. One night he decides to carry a young girl, Sophie, back to his homeland, Giant Country, in order to save her from the cantankerous Mrs Clonkers and her orphanage.

So far, so benevolent. Roald Dahl’s Big Friendly Giant, with his enormous nose, bushy eyebrows, jutting chin and bulging eyes, continues to mesmerize and enchant children to this day, most recently in Steven Spielberg’s blockbuster film of the book. Yet to my four-year-old self, there was something so haunting and frightening about this giant that he began to invade not only my dreams, but my waking hours too. I dreaded going to sleep, convinced that I could hear his footsteps on the stairs. I would scream and pull the duvet over my head, trying to shut out the horrifying images of the giant who was surely about to steal me away from my parents’ house.

I refused to sleep in my own bed and insisted on getting into my mum and dad’s instead, and even when I finally returned to my own bedroom, the lights had to be kept on all night. Although I didn’t make the connection until much later, the Big ‘Friendly’ Giant did an awful lot more than just haunt my nightmares, as the adults assumed. Every time I left my room to crawl into my parents’ bed, when I turned around, I actually saw hooded figures, waiting to snatch me.

Knowing what I know now, these weren’t just night terrors but my first hallucinations. But how could I have known that at the age of five?

After months of refusing to sleep in my own bed, my mum decided to seek professional help for me. I started to see a child psychologist, but no real progress was made. Yes, I behaved marginally better, but only because I was afraid of the psychologist, whom I remember as an elderly lady with salt-and-pepper hair. I guess I didn’t have the right words to explain my fears and feelings to her. The truth was that I felt unsafe in the world and would act out in fear. My behaviour became erratic, and occasionally even violent and destructive. Although I was hard working and academic at school and my reports were always very good, outside the classroom it was a different story.

One of my earliest memories is of me breaking all of my mum’s new jewellery just before my brother’s Bar Mitzvah. Another time, I purposefully slammed my dad’s hand in a door. On a different occasion, I secretly fed an imaginary Pooh Bear honey in our kitchen, covering the entire room in a sticky mess. One particular incident, which to this day makes me blush with embarrassment and guilt, took place during a visit to my best friend Jamie’s house. Jamie’s parents had just redecorated his entire room – a big deal to a six year old. A brand-new carpet, freshly painted walls, the lot. There was even a sink with a cabinet underneath which contained, amongst other things, toothpaste and bleach. These proved all too tempting: I managed to destroy the entire room with them. Later I blamed ‘Bunji’, a purple gremlin I had found in a cereal packet, a destructive and naughty boy who I was convinced was solely responsible for the damage. To this day, I still feel pangs of shame remembering this, especially as Jamie refused to ‘dob me in it’ and took the blame for it all himself.

I’ve often asked myself whether I acted out when I wasn’t the centre of attention. I was certainly a bundle of contradictions as a child: even though frequently flamboyant and dramatic (I loved wearing my aunt’s earrings and showing them off to great effect), I would often burst into tears at the slightest things. As early as I can remember, my flamboyance alternated with episodes when I felt painfully shy. At the age of three, I wet myself in the Jewish nursery because I was too shy to raise my hand, and although my parents were very sociable and outgoing, I would hide behind my mum when meeting strangers.

Another significant early memory is of the time I was five and I got into trouble with the Sunday School teacher at our local synagogue for drawing a picture of God in class, complete with a sky-blue cloak, wizard’s hat, and mask. Any depictions of God are seen as idolatry in the Jewish faith, and therefore forbidden. One of my classmates loudly asked, ‘Is Jonny going to hell?’ Just then, the bell rang and we all packed our bags to leave. Afterwards, I headed home, crying into my sleeve. As soon as I got in, I ran to my room, knelt down and prayed for forgiveness.

As well as being shy and sensitive, I continued to burst into tears for many years over things which no doubt my peers would have found entirely insignificant. My school was very sports-oriented, and whereas my dad and older brother were big football fans, I struggled to muster any enthusiasm for sports and spent a lot of time alone in the library. In short, I didn’t fit in.

However, I did discover an outlet for my artistic personality when, at the age of six, my mum sent me to a local drama school. Finally I was able to express myself. And I flourished. My interests were still a bit different from those of my peers: whilst they were keen to play cowboys and Indians, I wanted to play kiss chase, and I always insisted on being the mummy when acting out ‘mummies and daddies’. Around the same time, I also became obsessed with Queen Elizabeth I and the family trees of the Tudors, so much so that I began to draw up elaborate family trees, not just for the Tudors, but also for inanimate objects such as my toys.

I can’t remember if I ever made up a family tree for Bunji, but if I did I’m sure it would have been chock-a-block with vandals.
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Early Signs


from I Am But a Shadow

There’s no sound but the humming

Of the voices in my head. I wish I was dead.

Jonny Benjamin, Pill After Pill


At the age of nine, my world fell apart when my paternal grandmother Estelle passed away. This was my first experience of grief, and it was particularly hard because I had been very close to her. She and my grandfather had got divorced in the mid-1950s, something which was almost unheard of in the Jewish community at that time, and my dad, who was nearly a teenager by then, stayed with his father, who eventually remarried. Estelle, who was stunningly beautiful, almost like a 1920s film star, remained on her own for the rest of her life. My brother Elliot and I spent much of our time with either her or my grandfather’s second wife.

Estelle would often come and stay at our house and babysit, and every January she took me to see Disney’s World on Ice, a much-cherished ritual. With hindsight, I realize that as a divorcée she would have been almost an outcast in the Jewish community, but she was funny, warm and kind; very much like my dad. She also smoked like a chimney, which not only explained her gravelly voice but sadly hastened her death. When she was found dead in her flat as the result of a blood clot, it was so sudden that none of us was prepared for it, least of all me.

It was January, and we had been due to go to the ice-skating show as usual. Instead, in accordance with Jewish tradition, my parents found themselves organizing a swift funeral and sitting shivah in our home – mourning my beloved grandmother while receiving visitors. I didn’t understand why all these people were coming round, and why I had to stay in my room during evening prayers, which were reserved for the adults. It was the first time I’d had to deal with death, and I was in shock.

However, I struggled with my emotions in secret. Then, a few months after her death, I began to hear what I thought was the voice of an angel. It was male, and friendly, and initially it was purely observational and quite mundane, pointing out, for instance, that it was ‘cold today’. With hindsight, I believe that this particular delusion had a lot to do with my grandmother’s death. But it was also probably because I had become obsessed with the Bible: somebody had given me an illustrated children’s Bible and, already fascinated by religion, I used to look at it all the time, mesmerized. I became convinced that I must be a very good boy indeed if I was able to hear the voice of an angel.

However, during my last year at primary school, I started to feel increasingly anxious around people and began to bunk off. Then the voice became more troubling. It would tell me off, in an authoritative tone: ‘You’re in trouble now’, and give a running commentary on everything I did. Sounding a lot like Richard Burton, it became the demanding voice of my conscience. At the time, I thought everyone had this voice in their head. I did once talk to my friend about it, but he just laughed and immediately told his brother, who in turn told my mother. When she picked me up from their house, I was so embarrassed that I refused to come downstairs. And I still secretly believed that everyone else was just bluffing and they were really hearing voices too.

Entering the Jewish Free School in Camden was also a huge shock to the system. Before, there had been about thirty pupils in my year, and now there were 250. Although very academic – drama and English were my favourite subjects – I was overwhelmed by the enormity of the school and felt incredibly small compared to the sixth-formers.

I felt so confused about so much ‘stuff’. I had so many questions, but no answers. I hated everything about growing up: puberty (did I smell bad? I put on deodorant and chewed a lot of gum, but the thought was driving me nuts), school, love, friends, fights; you name it, I hated it. I felt that my communication skills were poor, especially with adults, and to make matters worse, I kept getting embarrassed and blushing. And I always seemed to be sweating, too. I felt constantly in a bad mood, craving attention. What was wrong with me? I was confused, pissed off about life. Me, my appearance, my voice, the way I did things; always worrying, trying to imagine a mirror in front of me.

On 22 October 2001, aged 14, I wrote:


I can’t take any more of school. Too much pressure. I just want to change. Become an actor. Remind me never to complain when I am. School is too hard – I’m going to fail GCSE maths. Hate myself, attitude, looks – especially my spots. Basically got teenage probs.


Two months later, if anything, my turmoil was even worse. And the first signs of my self-destructive urges were starting to emerge:


I felt bad tonight. I hit myself, sprayed gasses on my skin to give me rashes, shaved my skin till my spots bled. I felt insane. Nothing is going right. I’ve got so much coursework to do and I’m going to fail my GCSEs if I don’t improve. Now to calm down. Radio 4’s Poetry Please. It helps.


A while earlier, I had been to see The Truman Show with my best friend. The story of Truman Burbank, the unwitting star of his own reality show, whose every move was picked up by thousands of cameras, had a huge impact on me. I still remember vividly coming out of the cinema and walking to the bus stop with my friend, both of us deep in thought. On the bus home, my friend joked that I could be in my own version of The Truman Show: ‘There could be cameras on us right now, and the film could have been put on as a bluff.’

His innocent remark would have a long-lasting effect on me. As soon as I got home, I started looking for cameras. Could I really be on The Truman Show? The fantasy quickly became my daily reality as I went about identifying where the cameras were hidden: in the mirror, the clock and the light in my room. Every time we went on a family holiday, I was convinced we were on a television set and that the hotel staff and everyone else we encountered were actors. In my mind, there were cameras everywhere.

Rather than being terrified, to a large extent I liked it all. Truman was popular, well respected, and had a good family and friends around him. If I were like him, surely the same applied to me?

Aware of some of this, my friend used to play up to my fantasy. For instance, every time we drank a Coke, he would angle it towards ‘the camera’, as if it was part of the ‘product placement’, just like in the film. Although I pretended to laugh this off, I took it very seriously. No doubt this was fuelled by the interest in acting which had started when my mother enrolled me in acting classes at the age of six: I loved performance, and now I was performing around the clock (even if that performance was mainly in my head). I even came up with a monthly magazine about my show, with a picture of myself on the front cover. Everyday coincidences, such as bumping into someone I had thought of earlier that day, took on new meaning and became living proof that I was starring in my own show, and that this chance meeting had been set up by the producers.

‘The Truman Show Delusion’, or ‘Truman Syndrome’, was first identified by doctors and brothers Joel and Ian Gold. Joel, who is on the psychiatric faculty at New York’s Bellevue Hospital and serves as Clinical Associate Professor of Psychiatry at New York University’s School of Medicine, came across several patients displaying similar symptoms. These patients all believed themselves to be characters in their own reality TV show after the movie came out in 1998, thus giving rise to the disorder’s name. Other psychiatrists maintain that the idea that more people are becoming delusional due to reality TV or ‘The Truman Show phenomenon’ is tenuous, and that it is more than likely that these patients would have developed psychoses with or without these influences.

Whatever the case may be, or whatever label one might choose, my own personal ‘Truman Show Delusion’ continued until I was twenty, and whilst I kept it a secret, I was happy enough in my own fantasy world and didn’t want it to stop.
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Shame


from Reflection

Looked into the mirror,

What did I see?

I looked into the mirror,

But I couldn’t see me.

Jonny Benjamin,

song written at the age of sixteen


In my mid-teens, while still believing I was starring in my very own version of The Truman Show, I developed quite severe acne. Although I kept going to my GP and trying various creams and ointments, nothing seemed to help. On the contrary, the condition got progressively worse. I remember a fellow pupil passing me in the hall one day and commenting, ‘Oh my God, you could do dot-to-dot on your face.’ Needless to say, his words stung, and as a last resort I agreed to take the drug Roaccutane. This was a well-known acne treatment that unfortunately has been linked to depression and even suicides. Desperate for my skin to clear up, and with no reason to think that they might affect me, I didn’t care about possible side effects.

Finally my skin was clear, but instead of feeling better I found myself struggling with low moods. I felt deflated and unhappy without understanding why. At this point I didn’t have a concept of what depression was – we had certainly never discussed it at school. When I started to sleep and eat more and more, everyone just put it down to me ‘being a teenager’. I also became extremely tearful again: the smallest thing could set me off. Sometimes there wasn’t even a ‘thing’.

The fact that I hit puberty quite early compared to my classmates didn’t help – in fact, I found it really embarrassing. The night before PE, I used to cut the hair on my legs with scissors, wrapping the hairs into pieces of paper which I would secretly throw into a public bin the following day. I was desperate not to be different from the other boys in my year, none of whom had started to get hairy legs yet. I felt so self-conscious in the changing rooms. Cutting the hair on my legs each week made me feel better, although it took ages to do at night. Unfortunately, I didn’t realize that cutting only made the hair grow back more noticeably.

It’s worth noting that I have very hairy legs, something I actually like now. But back then I was embarrassed. What was happening to me? To add to the pressure, I was taking my GCSEs around that time and my grades were expected to be high. But it never would have occurred to me to tell anyone that I was finding things hard. I opted to suffer in silence instead.

It was around this time that the voice in my head changed again, from giving a commentary to one of a more threatening character. Now it was challenging me to do things in threes, such as, ‘Pick up the mug three times. If you don’t do it, your dad will be hit by a car and killed.’ This wasn’t just a thought popping into my head. It was an actual auditory hallucination, which sounded no different from a real person talking to me. I came to name this voice ‘Shush Shush’, as this is what I said back to it when it became too loud.

That year on Yom Kippur, the Day of Repentance, when – according to Jewish tradition – we spend all day in synagogue and fast, the rabbi mentioned in his sermon that it was a sin to be attracted to someone of the same sex. As I sat in synagogue, already tortured by the belief that the voice in my head had become the devil and was bullying me, I felt waves of guilt and shame wash over me. I didn’t want anyone to know that I was attracted to boys. Heavily influenced by my faith, desperate to be a good Jew and also highly suggestible, I felt as though I had sinned.

I had for some time been struggling to accept my sexuality. The first time I suspected that I was gay was when I was in a fish-and-chip restaurant for a family birthday and I found myself physically attracted to the waiter who was serving us. This feeling was immediately followed by shame, as religious guilt took over. Please, this cannot be happening. And, You need to get rid of this, this needs to be buried.

Despite my burgeoning (and buried) feelings for men, I was still attracted to females and liked the idea of being in a relationship, albeit in a platonic way. I had girlfriends, but things never progressed beyond kissing. One girlfriend said to me, ‘You’re very flamboyant, aren’t you?’ Not long before that, I remember dancing to ‘Crocodile Rock’ by Elton John at a cousin’s wedding. Everyone was watching me in the middle of the dance floor, camp as can be, and I thought, Oh no, I need to straighten up.

Being told at synagogue that homosexuality was a sin was very hard for me. We are of the ‘Reform’ sect of the faith so, whilst not observant, religion was, and still is, something of strong importance for us. I went to a Jewish nursery school at our synagogue, across the road from our house, before going to Sunday School each week. This is where we learned the Hebrew language and did Jewish studies. Growing up, I also attended synagogue every Sabbath morning, something that is required of you in the run-up to your Bar Mitzvah, and I attended a Jewish secondary school. All in all, it’s safe to say religion was a huge element of my youth.

Faith has also always been something that has connected me to my family – not just my parents, but my extended family: celebrating the Sabbath every Friday night with a family dinner, and all the many festivals throughout the Jewish calendar, tied me strongly to them. And although religion was never forced on me – it was my choice to follow it growing up – faith has always meant a lot to my parents, especially my dad, who lost members of his family in the Holocaust. I think my parents have a deep sense of loyalty to Judaism because of this, and as a child and teenager I tried to follow all the rules closely and prayed every night. Homosexuality just wasn’t an ‘option’.

Nevertheless, at fourteen, I had my first wet dream, about a guy called Joe touching me. When I woke up, at first I thought I’d wet the bed. Shocked, I wrote in my diary that it was ‘bad’: I never want another one ever again.

Surely I was a bad person, and that was why God was punishing me with the voice.


from The Devil’s in me to Dwell

I speak in words unheard of by the ear,

And even to my own the sound is veered

To the corner where he sits; the master in my mind;

The man who controls every edge of me, serving his time.

Master in my mind said he was an angel at first,

But later he confessed he was sent as a curse.

An offspring of Satan, a prologue to hell;

Life or death, the devil’s in me to dwell.

Jonny Benjamin, Pill After Pill


To add to my confusion, that year, on the last day of term, we watched One Flew Over the Cuckoo’s Nest. This was arguably the extent
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KENSINGTON PALACE

1 first met Jonny, along with Neil  the ‘Stranger on the Bridge' - in 2016
when we sat overlooking the River Thames at Waterloo. We talked about the
desperate day that brought them both together, and Jonny's brave journey since
then to raise awareness of what it is like to live with mental illness.

As an award-winning campaigner, Jonny is passionate about tackling the
stigma surrounding mental health and supporting people to have the
conversation about how they are feeling, without fear or prejudice. Mental
health s not a dirty word - we all have mental health like we do physical health,
good or ill. But I have seen time and again how not seeking help when it all
seems t00 much can impact the rest of our lives. As you will read in this book,
at times for Jonny it has been hard but thanks to a strong support network and
his personal determination to get through, he provides an extraordinary example
tousall

On the several occasions we have met throughout The Royal
Foundation's Heads Together campaign I have been struck not only by Jonny's
honesty and openness but his ability to show that a mental health diagnosis
should not put limitations upon anyone. With Neil, I watched him run the
London Marathon past that very same bridge where their journey began, and I
know there is so much more on this journey to come.
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