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Journal Entry – June 24, 2025
Name: Maya, Age 15    
Today was one of those days where everything felt a lot. I woke up to 137 unread messages in the group chat—mostly memes, a few TikTok’s, and some drama about who said what behind whose back. I didn’t even want to open it. Sometimes it feels like I’m expected to be online 24/7, like if I miss a beat, I’ll be left out.

School was okay. We had a talk in PSHE about mental health and social media. It’s weird hearing adults talk about it like they understand what it’s like to grow up with your whole life basically on display. I mean, I get that they’re trying, but it’s not the same. They didn’t have to worry about how many likes their post got or whether their story was cool enough to keep their streaks going.

I’ve been feeling a bit anxious lately. Everyone seems to have their thing—sports, music, coding, activism—and I’m just here trying to figure out who I even am. There’s so much pressure to be something already. Like, I’m only 15, but people keep asking what I want to do with my life. I barely know what I want for lunch.

At least I have art. Drawing helps me breathe when everything else feels too loud. I started a new sketch today—just a girl sitting under a tree, headphones on, blocking out the world. Maybe that’s how I feel sometimes. Like I need to tune everything out just to hear myself think.

Anyway, I’m trying to be kinder to myself. One of the quotes I saw on Insta said, “You’re growing through what you’re going through.” I liked that. It made me feel like maybe it’s okay not to have it all figured out yet.
Till tomorrow, Maya 
[image: A group of colorful leaves

AI-generated content may be incorrect.]

Journal Entry – June 27, 2025

Name: Maya, Age 15

I had a bit of a meltdown today. Nothing huge happened—it was just one of those days where everything piles up. I forgot my homework, got called on in class when I wasn’t ready, and then someone made a joke about my shoes being “vintage” (they’re just old). I laughed it off, but it stung more than I wanted to admit.

Sometimes I feel like I’m walking a tightrope between wanting to stand out and wanting to disappear. Social media makes it worse. Everyone’s highlight reel is so perfect—flawless skin, amazing outfits, dream vacations. I know it’s not real, but it still gets to me. I caught myself editing a selfie for 20 minutes before I gave up and deleted it. Why do I care so much?

Mum noticed I was quiet at dinner and asked if I was okay. I said I was “just tired.” That’s my go-to answer. It’s easier than explaining the thousand tiny things that feel like too much.

But there was a bright spot—Mr. James my English teacher, said he liked my short story. He said I have a “strong voice.” That meant a lot. Maybe writing is my thing? I don’t know yet, but it felt good to be seen.
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Journal Entry – July 2, 2025
Name: Maya, Age 15

We had a climate protest at school today. Some students organised a walkout, and I joined. It felt powerful to be part of something bigger than myself. We made signs and chanted outside the gates. A few teachers supported us, but others looked annoyed. Still, it felt worth it.

I’ve been thinking a lot about the future—like, what kind of world we’re going to inherit. It’s scary. But also, kind of exciting? Like maybe we can actually change things. I follow a few teen activists online, and they give me hope. They’re not waiting for permission—they’re just doing it.

After the protest, I stayed up late journaling and sketching. I drew a girl holding a globe, her hair made of clouds and oceans. I think I’ll paint it this weekend.

Journal Entry – July 6, 2025
Name: Maya, Age 15

Friendships are weird. One minute you’re laughing so hard you can’t breathe, and the next, you’re wondering if your friends even like you. Today was one of those in-between days.

I sat with Zara and Leila at lunch, like always, but something felt… off. They were whispering and giggling about something I wasn’t part of. I tried to join in, but they just said, “It’s nothing.” I know it probably was nothing, but it still made me feel invisible.

Later, I saw on Zara’s story that they went to the mall without me. No invite. No mention. Just smiling selfies and inside jokes. I don’t want to be petty, but it hurt. I keep wondering if I did something wrong or if they’re just drifting away.

I talked to Jayden about it—he’s kind of my safe person. He said sometimes people grow apart and it’s not always anyone’s fault. He also reminded me that I’m not too much or too sensitive for wanting to feel included. That meant a lot.

I wish friendships came with a manual. Like, how do you know when to hold on and when to let go? How do you stop overthinking every little thing?

Anyway, I’m trying not to spiral. I’ll give it a few days and see how things go. Maybe I’ll talk to them. Or maybe I’ll just focus on the people who make me feel seen.


Journal Entry – July 10, 2025
Name: Maya, Age 15

I finally talked to Zara and Leila today. My heart was pounding the whole time, but I knew I couldn’t keep pretending everything was fine. We were sitting in the park after school, and I just said it—“Hey, I felt kind of left out when you guys went to the mall without me.”

There was this awkward pause, and then Zara said, “Oh no, Maya, it wasn’t on purpose. It was super last-minute. I should’ve messaged you—I’m really sorry.” Leila nodded and said she thought I was busy that day. I don’t know if that’s totally true, but I appreciated that they didn’t get defensive.

We ended up talking for a while—about how we’ve all been feeling a bit off lately, like we’re drifting. I told them I miss how things used to be, when we’d hang out without worrying about who posted what or who was in which group chat. They agreed.
[image: ]

It wasn’t some magical fix, but it felt real. Honest. I think that’s what I needed more than anything.

We made plans to go to the art museum this weekend—just the three of us. No phones, no stories. Just us.

I’m learning that friendships aren’t always smooth. They take work, and sometimes hard conversations. But they’re worth it—at least the ones that make you feel like you matter.

Journal Entry – July 14, 2025
Name: Maya, Age 15

Home has been… complicated lately.

Mum’s been working late a lot, and when she’s home, she’s either exhausted or on her laptop. I get it—she’s doing her best—but sometimes I just want her to see me. Not just ask if I’ve done my homework or eaten but really ask how I’m doing. I miss our movie nights and random kitchen dance parties. It’s like we’re living in the same house but on different planets.

Dad’s been calling more often. He lives in another city now with his new family. I don’t talk about it much, but it still stings. He always says he misses me but then forgets my art show or sends a birthday card two weeks late. I know he loves me in his own way, but it’s hard not to feel like an afterthought.
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My little brother, Theo, is the only one who doesn’t expect me to have it all together. He’s 8 and still thinks I’m the coolest person ever. We built a blanket fort yesterday and pretended it was a spaceship. For a while, I forgot about everything else.

Sometimes I feel like I’m the glue holding everything together smiling when I don’t feel like it, helping Theo with his homework, pretending I’m not bothered when I really am. But I’m learning that it’s okay to feel things. To not be okay all the time.

I wrote a poem about it. Maybe I’ll share it with Mum. Maybe it’ll help her understand.

Journal Entry – July 18, 2025
Name: Maya, Age 15

Exams are creeping up, and I can feel the pressure building like a storm cloud over my head. Every teacher keeps reminding us how “important this year is” and how “our future depends on it.” No pressure, right?

I’ve got revision timetables, flashcards, and sticky notes all over my room, but sometimes I just stare at them and feel completely frozen. It’s like my brain is full, but nothing’s actually sticking. I know I’m not lazy—I want to do well—but it’s hard to stay motivated when it feels like you’re constantly being measured.

Some of my friends seem to thrive under pressure. Zara’s already picked her A-levels and has a five-year plan. Meanwhile, I’m still figuring out what I’m even good at. I like writing and art, but those aren’t exactly the “safe” choices, according to Mum. She keeps suggesting science or business. I know she means well, but it makes me feel like what I love isn’t enough.
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We had careers talk today, and the speaker said something that stuck with me: “Success isn’t a straight line—it’s a journey of figuring out what matters to you.” I wrote it down in my planner. I’ll put it on my wall.

I just wish school felt more like a place to grow and less like a race I’m already behind in.


Group Discussion Points
· From the journal entries what is your understanding of Maya’s childhood and adolescence?
· What are your thoughts on Mya’s adolescent wellbeing and resilience?
· How are these important times of her life being experienced? 
· What is it about contemporary society that impacts these experiences?

Prepare a 15-minute presentation on your discussions and include your consideration of Youth Work practice/approaches for Mya? 
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