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3. Risk assessment following self-harm (filmed interview for 
online resource centre) 
 
Candidate’s instructions 
 
Amit Patel is a 22y old engineering student. He was admitted to A&E following an overdose, 
earlier this evening. Amit is medically fit to be discharged home. You are a final year medical 
student working in casualty. The casualty doctor has asked that you assess Amit’s suicide 
risk. 
 
Examiner’s questions 
 
1. What level is the risk for this patient? 
2. Can he go home? 
 
Patient’s instructions 
 
Key characteristics 
• I’m a bit touchy, irritable and sullen—but not aggressive—I just want to go home, and am 
irritated that I’ve got to go through my story again. This is now the fourth time I’ve explained 
myself. 
• I sit with my hands in my pockets, legs sprawled out in front of me 
• I make reasonable eye contact, and become more friendly as the interview progresses 
• When talking about Anshul and how everything is better (towards the end) I’m clearly 
cheerful and positive 
 
I’ve been going out with Anshul for nearly a year. I’ve never felt like this about anyone—I 
wanted to spend the rest of my life with her; I thought she wanted the same. I treated her like 
a queen—spent all my money making her happy, taking her out, buying her stuff—nothing 
was too good for her. If I could afford it, it was hers. She said she loved me and she hinted at 
marriage a few times.  
 
A few weeks ago I thought it was time to pop the question. I bought an engagement ring and 
asked her parents’ permission and we planned a huge surprise. We invited all our family and 
friends… Last night I took her out for dinner and walked her home to her house where we 
surprised her and I asked her to marry me. She didn’t say no in front of everyone—but just 
looked horrified. She took me outside the room and told me she just didn’t know what to say. I 
felt like someone had kicked me in the stomach. I just couldn’t speak to her. By the time we 
came back in, everyone had guessed she’d said no and I felt so humiliated. Our families 
started kicking off and shouting at each other and I just walked out and didn’t look back. 
Some of my mates followed after me—trying to tell me she wasn’t worth it and I’d be better off 
with someone else. They had no idea what I was going through, so I just kept going. 
 
I picked up a bottle of vodka (half a litre) at the off licence and drank it as I walked. I’m not 
usually a drinker, but I was so angry I just didn’t care. By the time I’d drunk half of it, I was 
fairly plastered. These thoughts just kept going round in my head: ‘What’s the point? I’ll never 
live this down, I’ll never find anyone like her again! I’ll teach her a lesson…’ I stopped in at the 
petrol station and bought some paracetamol. I swallowed them on the way home—all 16. I 
wanted to die and I was sure it would kill me. I called Anshul when I got home, but her phone 
was engaged. I left a message telling her I’d taken tablets and she would never see me again, 
and I hoped she’d be sorry for what she’d made me do. I finished the vodka and watched 
some TV. I kind of thought I’d die, but I didn’t care. I fell asleep and woke up to find Anshul 
crying and there were police and ambulance men, and her parents. I had sick down my shirt 
and I felt really dizzy. They got me to come to hospital—I wasn’t going to fight it. When the 
doctors told me I might get liver damage if I didn’t have the drip, I just took it—I’d sobered up 
by then and I didn’t want to die. 
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Anshul was really sorry—crying and hugging me. She kept saying, ‘Where’s the ring? I want 
you’, and told me she’d marry me. It made me feel a bit better. Doesn’t mean that I’m not still 
mad that she shamed me in front of everyone, but I just wish she’d not made such a drama 
out of the whole thing—we’re meant to be together and she could have just said ‘yes’ the first 
time round. I’m still gutted she embarrassed me—but it’ll blow over when everyone sees that 
she’s said yes now and wants me. We’ll make this work. Nothing like this will EVER happen 
again—I just know it won’t. We’ll get engaged and in a year or so we’ll get married and settle 
down. It’ll all be good. 
 
Anyway, it was all so stupid. I wrecked a good shirt and made a fool of myself. I just want to 
go home with Anshul—but the doctors won’t let me go until they’ve made me see a shrink. I’m 
not crazy, you know? I just want to go home. 
 
Other history 
• I’ve never done anything like this before—and never thought of killing myself until I got 
drunk this evening. I’ve never seen a psychiatrist before and never had depression or 
anything. 
• I don’t usually drink (maybe two or three pints on a weekend with my friends) and I don’t 
take drugs (I tried weed a few times but it just made me feel sick).  
• No-one in my family has ever had ‘mental problems’. 
• I’m physically fit—can’t remember when I last had to see a doctor. 
• I’m in my final year of engineering. It’s all going well and I’m not worried about passing or 
exams or anything. I’m looking forward to starting work next year. 
• I live with two flatmates. We don’t talk about stuff, but we chill out together, watch movies… 
It’s all good. I enjoy life, have good energy (play football and basketball). I’m usually a positive 
guy, making sure everyone else is alright. 
 
Questions (if asked) 
Can I go home? 
 
Worries (if asked) 
I’m mostly worried about how my parents are going to be about all this.  
 
 


