
SPEAK
OUT

Written by 
Toni Butcher





1. EMERY

2. DEAR DISCRIMINATION

3. BODY DYSMORPHIC DISORDER

4. BLACK

5. PROMISE

CHAPTERS



As I sat in my maths class, my mind wandered as I thought about how well my day was going so far. 
I woke up in a pretty good mood today, which was quite unusual, and since then, everything has 
gone my way. Which is, again, quite unusual - I’m the unluckiest person in the world – well, I like to 
think I am. To tell you a secret - I haven’t met every single person in the world, so I wouldn’t know. I 
don’t like to think about it too much though because I’ll end up saying something out loud and then 
somebody will turn around and tell me to shut up, and that there are kids starving in Africa, or that 
there are families with no homes in other parts of the world, and then I’ll just feel bad for being so 
self-centred. 

Anyway, going back to my day. First off, I met my best friend at the café near our school and had 
the best breakfast I think I’ve ever had, which obviously put me in a great mood, and from there we 
walked to school together, and then I had a bunch of academic exams, because you know, it’s exam 
season. Honestly, I thought I’d feel like shit coming out of those exams, but I felt pretty amazing, 
because I felt like I’d done well in them all.

I was so distracted by my own thoughts that I didn’t even notice that the back that belonged to 
the person that I usually sit behind, was no longer facing me, and instead I was confronted with a 
classmate’s mouth moving as he clearly spoke to me. But again, I was distracted, so I should probably 
ask him what he just said.

“Uh, sorry, what did you say?”

EMERY
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“You sending Andre pictures?”

“Pictures?” I ask, so deeply lost at this point, I literally have no hope for myself.

“Yeah, you know what I mean… naughty pictures” he emphasises the word ‘naughty’ as he wiggles 
his eyebrows at me.

I inwardly cringe at his gross facial expressions and he notices and just laughs at me. 

It isn’t until I realise what he is talking about that my face drops and my heart literally stops beating. 

I probably sound absolutely stupid right about now, and you’re probably wondering how in the hell I 
could forget sending something like that, but honestly, it happened well over a year ago and I was in 
a relationship with the guy at the time and had been for a while, so I made a dumb mistake, I know 
I know.

The thing is, all my friends were doing it at the time too, and at least I wasn’t sending them to random 
people that I didn’t even know – it was my boyfriend, my boyfriend of six months and I didn’t think 
it was a big deal. And it wasn’t. Well, obviously not until right now in this moment.

Who even is this boy asking me about this? I don’t think I even know his name. With direct eye 
contact, I sigh loudly hoping he would get the hint to leave me alone, but much to my dismay he 

2



continues staring at me waiting for his answer. So, I give it to him.

“I apologise greatly sir, but I have no obligation to answer any of your questions, please go and 
acquire a warrant and then return to me.” I attempt a smirk, hoping that my smartass answer would 
hide the way I was feeling. He just scoffs at me.

Then his friend turns around.

Fuck.

The burning sensation in the pit of my stomach rises as his friend demands an answer out me.

Without so much as another word I lay my head down onto my arms on the desk and ignore them, 
praying that they would just give up and leave me alone.

Not that it would matter. I have absolutely no idea how they found out about this but now they’ve 
mentioned it, they’ve left their mark. 

I’m scared. Scared to even lift my head up from my desk. What if they’re still staring at me? How do 
I even answer the question? Oh my god, did Andre show them the photos? What if the whole school 
knows? Am I going to have to murder Andre? What if everyone has the photos? Shit, what if the 
teachers find out and call home? My parents wouldn’t be mad, right? 

My thoughts are clouded by hundreds of questions and I can’t even begin to think straight. How on 
Earth did I get like this? 

My breathing is ragged as I try my very best to catch my breath, and that’s it. That’s my life, as 
depressing as I sound, this is all there is.

The life of Emery Prescott.
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DEAR DISCRIMINATION
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Dear sexists,

You make me sick.

I don’t understand, who do you think you are to tell me what I can and can’t do because I don’t have a penis?

I can’t sit with my legs spread, and burping and farting is out of the question.

Whenever I speak my mind, I’m just an annoying feminist who hates men.

 

Dear bullies,

You see someone with glasses on and suddenly they’re a nerd,

And you pick away at them because they know of words you’ve never even heard,

Oh, what a shame, seems they took their education seriously.

Dear racists,

Why trust the white man in the fancy suit but not the black man in the cheap hoodie?

Is it because he looks clean and rich?
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Or is it because the other looks dirty and broke?

 

Dear hypocrites,

Learn to mind your own business,

And I’m almost certain that that doesn’t include how that teenage mum and her child are living. 

Dear bigots,

I don’t hate you,

I promise I don’t,

I just hate how you treat certain people badly because they live differently from you,

Because they see differently than you, and they think differently than you.

I do hope one day people will realise that we can live in a world without you.

My only prayer is that people will learn to think before they say,

And just perhaps one day, they’ll see the error in your ways.



BODY DYSMORPHIC 
DISORDER
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It’s common for many people look in the mirror and see imperfections, but for some people out there, 
those feelings never go away. Self-hatred and the anxiety of appearance is a daily experience for them. 
Many fail to recognise that they are dealing with a mental health disorder, but when it’s time to ask for 
help, they’re told what they’re dealing with. Body Dysmorphic Disorder (BDD).

Body Dysmorphic Disorder (BDD), also known as body dysmorphia, is the topic of today’s educated 
on. BDD is a mental health condition where a person will spend a lot of time worrying about the 
flaws in their appearance. The catch is – these flaws are often unnoticeable to other people. Although 
people of any age are able to have BDD, it is most prominent in teenagers and young adults – of 
both genders. Symptoms of BDD are things such as: worrying about a specific area of your body, 
in particular your face, spending a lot of time comparing your own looks with the looks of others, 
looking at yourself in mirrors a lot, or even avoiding mirrors altogether, going to an extreme extent to 
conceal flaws. Perhaps the most worrying symptom of body dysmorphia is the fact that some people 
suffering with the condition pick at their skin in order to make it “smooth”.

Having BDD does not make a person vain or self-obsessed, in fact it can mean the opposite. Chai 
Wang, 25 from Beijing, said “I severely suffered with body dysmorphia when I was a teenager. To 
the point where it was affecting my health. People didn’t seem to realise that I wasn’t just some self-
absorbed kid, and that my condition was extremely upsetting and had a huge impact on my life, and 
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on the person I am today.” 

There isn’t any scientific evidence as to exactly what causes BDD, but many professionals seem to 
believe that there are a few possible causes of the disorder. Genetics – you could be more likely to 
develop BDD if you have a relative with BDD, Obsessive Compulsive Disorder (OCD), or depression. 
A chemical imbalance in the brain is another suspect of a cause. A traumatic past experience being 
another option – you may be prone to developing BDD if you were teased, bullied or abused as 
a child. On the other hand, some people that develop BDD, also suffer with other mental health 
conditions, the most common ones being OCD, generalised anxiety disorder or an eating disorder.

There isn’t any scientific evidence as to exactly what causes BDD, but many professionals seem to 
believe that there are a few possible causes of the disorder. Genetics – you could be more likely to 
develop BDD if you have a relative with BDD, Obsessive Compulsive Disorder (OCD), or depression. 
A chemical imbalance in the brain is another suspect of a cause. A traumatic past experience being 
another option – you may be prone to developing BDD if you were teased, bullied or abused as 
a child. On the other hand, some people that develop BDD, also suffer with other mental health 
conditions, the most common ones being OCD, generalised anxiety disorder or an eating disorder.

There are some people who would prefer to contact of join support groups to get advice and support 
on how to cope with BDD. The best way to find out about local support groups would be either asking 
your doctor or looking on the website for the BDD Foundation where they have a directory of local 



and online BDD support groups. Another thing that people with BDD can do to help themselves 
with dealing with their condition is practising mindfulness exercises to help them if they’re feeling 
anxious and it can help to give them more of a level head.

Some people like to write teenagers off when they try to make someone understand that they’re 
suffering with something, that’s why we keep things to ourselves – people don’t listen to us, nobody 
wants to hear it. Thank you for even reading this far, I’ve been Lei Chen, and you’ve just been educated 
on body dysmorphic disorder.

(Written by Lei Chen)
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8

I am black. But I’m not just black. Why should the colour of my skin define me? (Pauses to think) 
That’s just how it is. My name isn’t black, but that’s what people call me. (Stands and moves to look 
in the cell mirror) I was taught to be me, and you were taught to disregard that. In primary school 
– getting strange looks from the other kids because I didn’t look like them. (Chuckles to herself) In 
secondary school – getting laughed at by the other kids because they thought it was funny to call me 
nigga. (Slow breath) At least they never used the hard ‘r’… I guess. (Heavy breath) That never stopped 
the Police. Why do we spend our lives focusing on what we hate, and judging people for the way they 
look or where they’re from? Of course racism exists; it always has, but it doesn’t have to, why can’t I 
be alive and be a human before a colour? (Looks herself in the eyes) I went to college, I got a Master’s 
Degree, I was successful yet somehow I still ended up in here… for something I didn’t do. And for 
what reason? (Turns away from the mirror) Because of my skin. And now even when I get out of this 
shithole I’ll be jobless. Why did my colour become my identity? Why do we not focus on what our 
hearts believe, or what knowledge our brains have acquired over our years of existence? (Looks at 
photos of her younger sister on the wall above the bed) I don’t want you to have a life like this. You 
deserve a world where you have the same opportunities as all the white kids in your class, and all the 
Europeans too. (Walks and sits back down on her bed) I deserve a chance… to live… to experience… 
to connect and to love. That’s all I want to do. I want to experience all the finer things in life, and 
enjoy them… I want to live my best life. (Goes back to the mirror) But now this conviction is on my 
record forever, being a lawyer out the window, and now when we eventually die and go up above and 
suddenly we regret not knowing the feeling of adrenaline, because all this time we’ve been living in a 
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society full of hatred and bigotry and racism and sexism, all the other ism’s that are out there in the 
world. (Pauses to think) Why can’t we focus on the good qualities, the talent and the beautiful race 
that we’re all a part of? I suppose nobody likes change.



PROMISE
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You told me it was okay. You said it was normal. You promised me that you would never hurt me back then. Why 

did you break that promise all these years later dad? I wish I was still there to ask you.

You told me that it was okay. Yet when I wanted to tell mum about all the fun we were having you covered my 

mouth and told me to shut up. How did she not notice that dad?

You told me I was your princess. That nobody else could have me. That I was all yours. Is that why you did what 

you did dad? Is that why you made me do those strange things in bed with you? Why did it hurt so much? You 

promised you wouldn’t hurt me. Why did you smell horrible when you were with me all those years ago dad?

You told me that you were sorry the next day. Why did you apologise? Was it wrong? Does mum know you did 

that with me? You didn’t do it again for a really long time.

I’m almost an adult now. Yet for some reason I still don’t understand why you did what you did when I was little. 

And why don’t you do it anymore? Did you stop loving me dad?

I know I’m older now, but I’m still confused. You came home really late tonight. You were wobbly. You couldn’t 

stand or walk straight. It was weird dad. You’ve never done that before have you?

I hid on the stairs. You started shouting at mum. Then you hit her. Hard. Why did you do that dad? It sounded 

familiar. Is this what you would do when I was little and “asleep” in my room? Is that why I could always hear 

shouting from downstairs? Are you hurting mum? Please don’t do that.
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I asked you why you hurt mum today. You told me you didn’t. You said she enjoyed it. That mum and dad were 

playing like me and daddy used to play when I was little.

When you came home tonight you were drunk again. You yelled for me to come to you. So, I did. Then you tried 

to do it again. You tried to make me do those strange things with you again. But mum had upset me earlier, and 

I was in a bad mood. So, I tried to push you away. You didn’t like that. I’m sorry.

You hit me. You’ve never done that before dad. It really hurt. I asked you to stop, but you didn’t listen. You hit 

me. Again, and again. You didn’t stop. Your fist kept hitting me in the face. Why dad? Why would you do this? 

You stopped. All I could hear was your heavy breathing. I was scared, but I knew I was safe as long as I was with 

you. You would never hurt me. You promised. But I guess I was wrong. You started moving again.

You stood up and started kicking me. Kick after kick after kick. Until I couldn’t feel a thing – until I couldn’t 

move.

You went away for a few minutes. I couldn’t move. I tried, even though I know I shouldn’t have. When you came 

back you looked evil. I was so scared of you dad. You looked so scary. I don’t understand what happened to you. 

Why would you do this? Why did you hurt me with that sharp knife? 

You promised. You promised you wouldn’t hurt me.
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