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Hugs and Drugs 
 

“I have never taken any medication for any of my mental health stuff…I don’t personally 

believe in it for myself. I would rather heal it naturally and I don’t believe that for me taking 

drugs is ever gonna help me with it,” the YouTuber pronounces “drugs” as though they are 

prescribed from the devil himself. I feel myself getting angrier and angrier, as I rewind the 

video and play the segment for the fourth time. It goes for no longer than 30 seconds in an 

18-minute video, but something about it is really bothering me.  

I’ve been taking antidepressants for diagnosed General Anxiety Disorder (GAD) and 

Panic Attack Disorder for over three years now. My journey with these disorders leading up 

to taking medication for them was long and debilitating, and hearing someone disregard the 

topic so quickly filled me with frustration and disappointment.  

In 2007, it was reported that 14.4% of Australians suffered from diagnosed mental health 

disorders. The Australian Institute of Health and Welfare found that from 2016 to 2017, 

16.6% of Australians were prescribed medication for a mental health issue. These numbers 

continue to rise, and mental health is increasingly at the forefront of social discussion. Trends 

in self-care and naturopathy are rising through the influence of social media. This is a truly 

wonderful thing. The conversation is happening, and a topic that used to be taboo is now 

much easier to discuss and therefore to get help for than ever before. However, this can also 

be problematic. These young influencers have incredible followings, largely made up of 

teenagers and young adults. I myself am one of these. When the conversation turns to 

medical discussions surrounding antidepressants, issues arise. Mental health disorders are 

extremely personal things, with everyone’s experience being unique. Whilst medication may 

not be the best method for some people, for others, such as myself, they are completely 

necessary.  

 

* 

 

I made myself comfortable in the front-row theatre seat. This was the first concert of Sarah’s 

I’d seen since she’d joined the UQ Musical Society, and I was not going to miss a minute. As 

the lights dimmed and the music rose, I could feel the excitement in my chest growing. The 

opening notes of the “Cats” medley began. As I hummed along to “Memory”, I began to feel 

a strange sensation in the tips of my fingers. They had gone numb and tingly, like a case of 
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pins and needles. I pressed my hands together and shook them, trying to ease this bizarre 

sensation. As the “Cats” medley came to an end and I joined in the applause, the same 

sensation began in my toes. My heart was beating fast, but I told myself to stop being so silly. 

It was probably just from sitting down for a long time. I shuffled around in my seat and 

curled my toes, trying to encourage my blood flow. Without warning, my eyesight went 

blurry, and my whole body began to sweat. I was trying not to hyperventilate. I’m dying. 

Something has gone terribly wrong and I’m about to die. I attempted to even out my 

breathing, and my visioned cleared a little, but the sweating did not stop and I felt as though I 

would faint at any second. I glanced at the concert program and then down at my phone. Ten 

minutes until intermission. Clearly, I had some sort of strange virus, or maybe an ear 

infection. In the break I could ask Sarah’s parents to drop me home.  

This was my first experience of a panic attack. There was no clear trigger. I have never 

suffered from social anxiety, never had any problem with crowds, or attending events alone. 

It happened out of nowhere, and for six months from that occurrence not a day went by that I 

did not experience at least one panic attack. The thought never crossed my mind that I might 

need medication – I was not an anxious person, I couldn’t have a mental illness. It had to be 

something else. It was my second semester of university, and I attended one lecture in the 

entire five months. Every day I would make my way to uni, telling myself this time would be 

different, I was being stupid, it was just a lecture, I’ve done it before. And every time I would 

leave the lecture theatre within minutes, my head spinning, my body covered in sweat. I 

would call my mum in tears, telling her it’s happened again.  

“Ari, you have to keep trying. You have to find a way to cope with this, keep telling 

yourself there’s nothing wrong and you’ll be ok.”  

My experience was severe, but not unusual. Panic attack disorder affects 2.6% of 

Australians, and of those 37.7% report it interfering with their life. Due to the increased 

research and discussion surrounding mental health disorders, there are now a number of 

services available to assist those suffering in Australia. These include Headspace, SANE 

Australia, and Beyond Blue. During the six-month period that I was suffering most severely 

from panic attacks, these were vital for providing me with education about mental health. 

They taught me that I wasn’t crazy, there was a name for what was happening to me, and 

other people go through it too. I tried a bunch of online services to attempt to help me, as I 

found it too difficult to go anywhere in person. Online counselling, researching anxiety and 

panic attacks, breathing techniques, meditation apps, soothing music, I tried it all. Eventually 

I forced myself to see an in-person counsellor. I was lucky enough that my university offers 
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ten free counselling session each year. These were great in teaching me about my illness and 

some natural ways of attempting to deal with it, but the panic attacks continued without 

mercy. Something more had to be done. 

 

* 

 

 

The lights felt too bright in the doctors’ office. I tried to do the breathing exercises that my 

counsellor had taught me, but it never seemed to make much of a difference. I was at the 

point that just sitting in a doctor’s office with my mum brought on a panic attack. I could 

barely leave the house. Thank goodness it was the university holidays, and mum had dragged 

me to our local doctor.  

“I don’t know what else to do. It’s gotten to the point that it’s affecting her everyday life, 

she’s not attending classes,” I wanted to speak for myself, to tell mum I could do it, but I was 

too busy trying not to pass out.  

“Since you’ve been trying counselling, I can refer you to a psychologist, and prescribe 

some medication that deals with severe anxiety and panic attacks.” Dr Graham had been our 

family doctor for a good ten years, and he was almost like a member of the family now. 

“I really don’t want to have to go down the medication route for her,” mum said. “I know 

some people need it, but I just feel like they’re given out to everyone these days, and I worry 

about the side effects.” 

“I understand your concern,” Dr Mushan glanced at me, “but I believe that due to the 

severity of the illness at the point, it’s necessary. If Ariane was suffering from diabetes, you 

would give her insulin, right? Try to look at this in the same way.” 

“I’d like to try it,” I finally manage to pipe up, fighting back tears. “I can’t do this 

anymore, I really can’t.”  

I could feel mum’s eyes piercing into my side, filled with heartfelt concern. She nodded. 

That night, I took my first antidepressant. The next day I could barely get out of bed. I 

cried at everything. I had never felt such an intense sadness, and I wondered if this was 

depression. I felt as though everything was shrouded in darkness, and every step was a 

struggle. A few days later, the darkness lifted. I could breathe again. The constant feeling of 

dread in my chest was gone. The moment that I really knew something had shifted was when 

I took a shower that night. I had always loved showers; they were my safe place where I 

could wash away the stress of the day. But for the last six months, even showers had been 
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filled with anxiety and fear. I hated putting my face under the water because it would result in 

a jolt of dizziness and hyperventilation. But this night was different. I found myself singing in 

the shower, subconsciously. When I realised what was happening, I quickly jumped out, got 

dressed, and ran to mum.  

“It’s worked,” I gasped. “I feel like me again.”  

Not all mental health sufferers are as lucky as I was in finding a medication that works for 

them on the first attempt. Many have to go through multiple different methods, and 

maintaining your mental health is ongoing. Alongside taking medication, I engage in many 

self-care methods. I meditate, do yoga, journal, and use aromatherapy. Three years after 

beginning medication, I no longer suffer from panic attacks or GAD. However, some days I 

will find myself overcome with a sudden feeling of anxiety, for no particular reason. Other 

days I will be sad for no reason. This happens to all of us, and is why it is so important that 

the positive mental health dialogue continues and develops.  

 

* 

 

I replayed the YouTube clip for the fifth time, and began crafting the message. I could keep 

watching this video, silently fuming, or I could try to do something about it, and educate 

someone who themselves has the power to educate so many. I glance at the YouTuber’s 

subscriber count. Over 500,000. 

Hey girl! You are such an inspiration and positive role model. I just have a quick note 

about your latest video. When you discuss how you don’t take medication for your mental 

health issues, I’m sure that you did not intend for it to come across as anti-medication. 

However, to an impressionable young audience it may seem that way. As someone who tried 

to heal their mental health issues naturally for a long time but eventually had to turn to 

medication, I think it’s important to mention that there is nothing wrong with this. It does not 

make me weak. Just something to keep in mind if you discuss this topic in future videos. 

Sending much love and joy, Ari.  

I take a deep breath. SEND.  

	


