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silent not knowing what to say. Then the words rolled right off my tongue… ‘Mat if you are there, I 
want you to know that I’m not mad, I forgive you. I’m sorry that you felt alone, I wish I could have 
helped you see the light in life. I will miss you every day of my life. I promise to keep you alive in my 
heart and share your story with others in hopes to save them from the darkness.’ 
 
It has been six years since I had to say goodbye to my brother. Six years that my family has 
dedicated to raising awareness of youth depression and suicide. We share Mat’s story with you in 
hopes that it will touch your hearts and you will be inspired to support our youth. Together we can 
eliminate the stigma that surrounds mental illness. 
 
I share my story today to touch those of you faced with the darkness of depression. I ask you to 
please reach out for help, you are never alone. I encourage you to always hold onto the light in life. 
It may be small and dull at times but never let it go out… the best is yet to come. 
 
 
Amanda Gilbert 
~Mathew Gilbert’s Loving Sister~ 


