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there but no one else can see them. The wold shrugs.
Your pupils might dilate. You may sound incoherent.
Your skin might shine with sweat. But there was no
way anyone seeing me in that villa could have known
what I was feeling, no way they could have appreciated
the strange hell I was living through, or why death
seems such a phenomenally good idea. I stayed in bed
for three days. But I didn’t sleep. My girlfriend Andrea
came in with water at regular intervals, or fruit, which
I could hardly eat. The window was open to let fresh

air in, but the room was still and hot. I can remember
It started with a thought. Something was gom
ClI}? ilunned that I was still alive. I know that sounds
wrong. That was the start. Before I realis dyrha
melo ramatic, but depression and panic only give you
it was. And then, a second or so later, t as a
melo chl‘amailc thoughts to play with. Anyway, there
strange sensation inside my head. Some biologica
Was 1o rellef I wanted to be dead. No. That’s not quite
activity in the rear of my skull, not far a Iél eck.
él 2dn°t want to be dead. 1 just didn’t want to be
The cerebellum. A pulsing or intense lic ering, as
alive. Déath was something that scared me. And death
though a butterfly was trapped inside, combme
?< Ic:,lned to people have been living. There
with a tingling sensation. I did not yet know oz’?
were in 1tely more people who had never been alive.
strange physical effects depression and anx1et(¥
an& to be one of those people. The old classic
would create. I just thought I was about todie
wish. To never have been born. To have been one of
then my heart started to go. And then [ started to
the tEr e hundred million sperm that hadn’t made it.
go. Isank, fast, falling into a new ClaustroE 1
ata gl% it was to be normal! We’re all walking on
er a year be-
ﬁjese unseen tlghtropes when really we could slip at
fore I would feel anything like even half-normal ag gaiy.
any secon come face to face with all the existen-
Up until that point I'd had no real understanding OL
tial horrors that only lie dormant in our minds.) There
awareness of depression, except that I knew my mum
as not Eg much in this room. There was a bed with
had suffered from it for a little while a er [ was born,
1hte pattézrnless duvet, and there were white walls.
and that my great-grandmother on m%g erss
ere might Shave beena picture on the wall but I don’t
had ended up committing suicide. So I suppose there
ink so I certainly can’t remember one.
had been a family history, but it hadn’ t een a history

suffocating reality. And it would way o

I'd thought about much. Anyway, I was twenty-four
years old. I was living in Spain—in one of the more
sedate and beautiful corners of the island of Ibiza.
It was September. Within a fortnight, I would have
returned to London, and reality. After six years of

student liggaand jobs, t off being an

adult omed like

#i. and raining
own on i about a mind is that

you can h ing on in

There was a book by the bed. I picked it up once and
put it back down. I couldn’t focus for as much

as a second.

There was no way | could express fully this experi-
ence in words, because it was beyond words. Literal-
ly, | couldn’t speak about it properly. Words seemed

trivial next to this pain.

I remember worrying about my younger sister,
Phoebe. She was in Australia. I worried that she, my
closest genetic match, would feel like this. I wanted
to speak to her but I knew I couldn’t. When we were
little, at home in Nottinghamshire, we had developed
a bed-time communication system of knocking on
the wall between our rooms. I now knocked on the
mattress, imagining she could hear me all the way

through the worlds.
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I didn’t have terms like ‘depression’ or ‘panic disorder’ in my head. In my laughable naivety I did not really think that what

I was experiencing was something that other people have ever felt. Because it was so alien to me I thought it had to be alien

to the species.

‘Andrea, I'm scared.’

‘It's okay. It's going to be okay. It's going to be okay.’

‘What'’s happening to me?’ m
‘I don’t know. But it's going to be okay.’

‘l don’t understand how this can be happening.’

LN/
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trapping me
was like, wh

in my head fc

yes, actually. no way you

1 this amount of pai

djump and

eyesand justdo i , if you were or

fire I coul, but the flames

are in T Ho. So jump.

w gun a thanasia.” But
that was 0 ppressed your

pain is in




I know. But you are going to .
have to. And it will be worth it. Why? Is everything

perfect in the future?

A Conversation Across Time pu

No. Of course not. Life is never

perfect. And I still get depressed
Ijust can’t cope with the pain. from time to time. But I'm at a

better place. The pain is never

as bad. I've found out who I am.

I’'m happy. Right now, I am happy.

No. It is wonderful. Trust me. The storm ends. Believe me.

That is terrible.

I can’t believe you.

o > 1
Well, you aren’t going to.

/

/

/

/ - —

AN Ijust told you.:

Why?

I want to die.
' You are from the future,

- and I have no future.

-122 -121
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ense bleakness
er my soul. I

our phoning p

So I left the jg

itter. I had no

ng down, becd

an illness that was waiting in the wing
journalist trade paper the Press Gazette in Croydon.

realise it. Or didn’t care. I was just thinking of escape.
I was placggainder cammaion of an Australian
calle hi

‘Have youllhrd o : .




Had gone days without proper food. I hadn’t noticed

the hunger because of all the other crazy stuff that

ust speaking was
was happening to my body and brain. Andrea told

an intense effort.
me I needed to eat. She went to the fridge and got |

out a carton of Don Simon gazpacho (in Spain they E‘\\

sell it like fruit juice). \ How is your breathing. \
" Idon’t think Have you hyperventilated?’ //
‘Drink this, she said, unscrewing the cap and hand- added to it, though. |
ing it over. He stopped smiling.
| Are you on drugs?” ———
I took a sip. The moment I tasted it was the moment |

N

I realised how hungry I was so I swallowed some
more. I'd probably had half the carton before I had to

Weird nowhere ‘

—— Hefelt my heart.

\\\

,/ - -

/
“No. It is just my heart. I mean,
my breathing feels... weird...

but everything feels weird.’

‘It is adrenaline. That is all.

near covered it. ‘No!’
go outside and throw up again. Admlttedl% throwmg \ \

e doctor studied my hands. ‘ \
up from drinking Don Simon gazpacho mi t not \

y were shaking. \ ‘ . ,
be the surest sign of illness in the world, but Andrea \ “ Have you taken any?
wasn’t taking her chances. \\ |

N\ \\ \‘
|
\ N \ | ¢ . .
. \ | In my life, yes. But not this week.
N . u

A

‘Oh God,’ she said. And then I got pills.

¢

We’re going now.’

\\\

I added a question mark in there,

\ but I don’t really remember it as
‘Where?’ I said. a question. I don’t know what I
“ answered, but I do know that we

went to the medical centre.

“To the medical centre.

\ | I'd been drinking a lot, though.’

‘It hasn’t really stopped.

My heart is beating too
fast still. I feel weird.

‘Vale, vale, vale, he said.

|
\ . .
| “You need diazepam. Maximum. The

\

most [ am able to give for you.’ “This will fix

‘So how long did o

the panic last?’

/ |
N

For a doctor in a country where you

could get diazepam freely over the

e N
. e AN
S

you. I promise.

116

They Il make me take pills,
Isaid. ‘I can’t take pllls

‘Matt. You need pills. You
are beyond the point at which
not taking pills is an option.

We're going, okay?’

counter, like it was paracetamol or
ibuprofen, this was quite a significant

thing to say.

.

~. -

He felt it with his hand.

Two fingers pressed into my chest.

Ilay there, and imagined the tablets were working.
For a moment panic simmered down to a level of
heavy anxiety. But that feeling of momentary relax-
ation actually triggered more panic. And this was a
flood. I felt everything pull away from me, like when
Brody is sitting on the beach in Jaws and thinks he
sees the shark. I was lying there on a sofa but I felt a
literal pulling away. As if something was sliding me

towards a further distance from reality.
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Doubts are like swallows. They follow each other and
swarm together. I stared at myself in the mirror. I star-
ed at my face until it was not my face. I went back to
the table and sat down and I did not say how I was feel-
) . q squeezed my shoulder
ing to anyone. To say how I was feeling would lead

) . efore he went to bed.
to feeling more of what I was feeling. To act norma

would be to feel a bit more normal. I acted normal.

‘Oh, look at the time,” Mum said,

with dramatic urgency.

‘Thave to get up for

school tomorrow.’

(She was a head teacher

. at an infant school.)

“Yes.

//

/
/

‘It’s good to have you here.’

N

‘It’s okay, I said. “We’ll be fine.

‘There’s a bed and there’s a mat-
tress on the floor in his room, but
you are welcome to have our bed

if you like for tonight,” said Dad.

“Yes, you go up, Mary,
Andrea said. “We can sort

out the beds and stuff’

/

/

/

“You go to bed, I'said.

‘It’s good to be here.’

/
/

/

I didn’t want to cry.

/

/

Because

a) I didn’t want him to see me cry,

and

b) ifl cried I would feel worse.

So, I didn’t cry.

I went to bed.

AN

And the next day I woke up, and it was there. The de-
pression and anxiety, both together. People describe
depression as a weight, and it can be. It can be a real
physical weight, as well as a metaphorical, emotion-
al one. But I don’t think weight is the best way to
describe what I felt.

As1lay there, on the mattress on the floor—I had
insisted Andrea sleep on the bed, not out of straight-
forward chivalry but because that is what I would
have done if T was normal—I felt like I was trapped in
a cyclone. Outwardly, to others, I would over the next
few months look a bit slower than normal, a bit more
lethargic, but the experience going on in my mind

was always relentlessly and oppressively fast.
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Hey, sad-sack! Yes, you! What are you doing? Why
are you trying to get out of bed? Stay in bed. Why

are you trying to apply for a job? Who do you think
you are? Mark Zuckerberg? You are going to go mad.
Like Van Gogh. You might cut off your ear. Why are
you crying? Because you need to put the washing
on? Hey. Remember your dog, Murdoch? He’s dead.
Like your grandparents. Everyone you have ever met
will be dead this time next century. Yep. Everyone
you know is just a collection of slowly deteriorating
cells. Look at the people walking outside. Look at
them. There. Outside the window. Why can’t you

be like them? There’s a cushion. Let’s just stay here
and look at it and contemplate the infinite sadness of

cushions.

PS. I've just seen tomorrow.

It’s even worse.



When you are very depressed or anxious—unable

to leave the house, or the sofa, or to think of any-
thing but the depression—it can be unbearably hard.
Bad days come in degrees. They are not all equally
bad. And the really bad ones, though horrible to live
through, are useful for later. You store them up. A
bank of bad days. The day you had to run out of the
supermarket. The day you were so depressed your

tongue wouldn’t move. The day you made your

parents cr y.

=/~ N\
- SAD
By AN{(=

The day you nearly threw yourself off a cliff. So if
you are having another bad day you can say, well, this
feels bad, but there have been worse. And even when
you can think of no worse day—when the one you
are living is the very worst there has ever been—you
at least know the bank exists and that you have made

a deposit.




‘Okay. Yes. Yes. Maybe your para-
chute has failed. Buz chin up.’

‘Come on, I know you’ve got

tuberculosis, but it could be

worse. At least no one’s died.’ S

“Yes, I know, colon cancer is hard, but O

you want to try living with someone |

who has got it? Sheesh. Nightmare.’ | l O

S@Ki sl

‘Ah, meningitis. Come

on, mind over matter.’

‘Oh, Alzheimer’s you say? Oh, tell
me about it, I get that all the time.’

‘Why do you think you got

cancer of the stomach?’

“Yes, yes, your leg is on fire, but
talking about it all the time
isn’t going to help things, is it2’




T amn bere to listen.



A SENSE OF BEING CUT FROM REALITY.

SEPARATION 4 13

HYPOCHONDRIA.
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THE OCCASIONAL INABILITY TO SPEAK.

for a while. A
Econd. At the ti
hought I was the o
world to have ever ha
lia age), though of cou
Ping through an equivalen
one time. I'd often involunt
d as a kind of vast and dark

s out of a steampunk graphic noll,

and pedals and levers and hydrau

Pt 5
emitting sparks and steam and noise. Adding anxiety
to depression is a bit like adding cocaine to alcohol. It
presses fast-forward on the whole experience. If you
have depression on its own your mind sinks into a
swamp and loses momentum, but with anxiety in the
cocktail, the swamp is still a swamp but the swamp
now has whirlpools in it. The monsters that are there,
in the muddy water, continually move like modified
alligators at their highest speed. You are continually

on guard. You are on guard to the point of collapse

single moment, ¥4ile desperately t

float, to breathe 5! air that the peof
k all around you % breathing as ead
k. You don’t have % cond. You don|
pking second out\gle of the fear.

oeration. You crd

a moment, 3

being terrified it the mo
Bt a

Mtside of

s that you hiilk isn’t the
Siny mething&S0 can thi
If you ha¥

me’, and there will be a kind of separation between

\“‘50- say ‘my back is killing

the pain and the self. The pain is something other. It
attacks and annoys and even eats away at the self but
it is still not the self. But with depression and anxiety
the pain isn’t something you think about because it
is thought. You are not your back but you are your
thoughts. If your back hurts it might hurt more by

sitting down.




It can affect people who seem,

from the outside, to have no

reason to be@@erab/e.

L 4S

Why depression is
hard to understand

or still. (The poet Melissa Broder once tweeted: ‘what

idiot called it “depression” and not “there are bat

living in

| see a sh

It doesn’t always have
an obvious cause.
People with good haf
People who have / ble pores.

D,
F Sl

can be depressive and be
appy, just as you can be sober
d alcoholic.
married people. @
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there looking tired and happy and worrie(%%lggil: once. ;I a1d ysy Sunes sjqe a3 punoxe Sun

IS SEM .
We hugged. We drove back. I was better. I vas bettdr, [923 SwI dpe 3] "PO0] 1IOJWOD A[ed

“adso 1o .

I had left my demons behind in the Mediterrarie PR AU a1d ysy & seam 31 [UI |

and now I was fine. I was still on sleeping pillsand

diazepam but I didn’t need them. I just ngg{c'lie;l %gmoegv{n o d-Passa.ldap £0 C2p12 J0u
I just needed Mum and Dad. Yes. I was lgg%c}ré}\gzg 0 8n£ u}: :j{l Qp‘m Azexd jou pue Aexjo
still a little bit edgy, but I was better. I'was Eﬁéfﬁ aqonq 3sn(Inq ‘yonw Aes 3, uprp | pue
‘We were so worried,” Mum said, and eighty-seven B3 913 pUnOIE [ESUI € PEL oM JoqUIauz
other variations of that theme. Mum turr}éalgfguﬁg sea Sutsstw sea ey [[v “uaddey pnos
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weight of being loved. The weight of being a disap-
pointment. The weight of being a hope that hadn’t
happened the way it should have.

But. | was better.

A little bit frayed. But that was understandable. T
was better, essentially. I could still be the hope. 1
might end up living until T am ninety-seven. I could
be a lawyer or a brain surgeon or mountaineer or

a theatre director yet. It was early days. Early days.
Early days. It was night outside the window. Newark

24. Newark was where [ had grown up and where I

was going back to. A market town of 40,000 people.

It was a place T had only ever wanted to escape, but 1
now I was going back. But that was fine. I thought of




No one did. From the outside a person sees your

e physical form, sees that you are a
/

unified mass of atoms and cells.

To pull myself together.

He was r1ght of course, and I
' I d Santed i

much else, but he had no idea as

to how hard that sounded. )
“You can do this. Come on.

You can pull yourself together,

My dad wasn’t a tough dad. He was a

gentle, caring, intelligent dad, but he
I was in my parents’ bedroom. On my owir. /?In de
still didn’t have the magical ability to
was downstairs, I think. Anyway, she wasn’t with L e, )
see inside my head. .
I was standing by the window with my head against ‘Come on,’ he said, softly.

the glass. It was one of those times when the depres-
sion was there on its own, uncoloured by anxiety. It
was October. The saddest of months. My parents’
street was a popular route into town, so there were ‘T'm sorry, 1 think I said.

a few people walking along the pavement. Some of /
these people I knew or recognised from my child-

hood, which had only officially ended six years before.
The tears burnt to nothing before they began. But now,
Though maybe it hadn’t ended at all. When you are
they came. And not normal tears either. Not the kind
at the lowest ebb, you imagine— wrongly atno
atst rt ehmd the eyes. No. These came from the
one else in the world has felt so bad. I praye
g %emed to come from my gut, my stom-
those people. Any of them. The elghty year o
ach was trembling so much. The dam had burst. And
eight-year-olds, the women, the men, even their dogs.
hee they caje they couldn’t stop, even when my dad
I craved to exist in their minds. I coul not cope wit
alked mltc? the bedroom. He looked at me and he
the relentless self-torment any more t an, I could cope
3 ‘i) un erstand even though it was all too familiar.
with my hand on a hot stove when I coul see buckets
mum had suffered from post-natal depression.
of ice all around me. Just the sheer exhaustlon of never

being able to find mental comfort. Of every positive
e came over to me, and saw my face, and the tears
thought reaching a cul-de-sac before it starts. I cried.
were contagious. His eyes went pink and watery. I
had never been one of those males who w re scared ,
n, é fe emember the last time I'd seen him cry. He
of tears. I'd been a Cure fan, for God’s sa e een
sai nothmg at first but hugged me, and I felt loved,
emo before it was a term. Yet welrdly, epressmn
dr1 rled to gather as much of that love as I could.
didn’t make me cry that often, con51der1ng ow 1 ba f1t
e edall
was. I thinded : atI'was eef

language and1

Mattie. You're going to have to.

Yet inside you feel like a
Big Bang has happened.

Tl try, Dad, I'll try”

~
N

- You feel lost, disintegrated,
e spread across the universe

amid infinite dark space.

They were the words he wanted

to hear so I gave him them.

N T——

N
N\

And I returned to staring out at
those ghosts of my childhood.




dip, I sat on a bench in Park Square in Leeds. It was

the sedate part of the city centre. Victorian town-
houses now turned into legal offices. I stared at a
cherry tree and felt flat. Depression, without anxiety.
Just a total, desperate flatness. I could hardly move.
’t tell her how
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signs are very hard w

ard for people with no

Depression

arashoraco

most frequently

But in any case, these are s

invisible. Even though it is a serious illness it is igns that some igue—if

surprisingly hard for many sufferers to recognise it someone is tired all the time, for no real reason. Low
at first. Not because it doesn’t fee self-esteem—a hard one for others to spot, especially
in those people who aren’t that comfortable talking

about their feelings. And low self-esteem isn’t exactly

conducive with getting out there in the world. ‘Psy-

because I am ss’. It might be hard to see i chomotor retardation’—in certain cases of depression,

symptom of .Or even ifit is seen as that slow movements and slow speech may happen. Loss

possible that worth, combined with fatig of appetite (though massive increase in appetite can

might mean ittle will or ability to vocalis sometimes be a symptom too). Irritability (though,

to be fair, that can be a sign of anything). Frequent
crying episodes. Anhedonia—I first knew of this
word as Woody Allen’s original title for the film Annie
Hall. It means, as I've said, the inability to experience
pleasure in anything. Even the pleasurable things, like
sunsets and nice food, and watching dubious Chevy
Chase comedies from the eighties. That sort of stuff.
Sudden introversion—if someone seems quieter, or
normal, it could mean they are

here were times when I

couldn’t speak. It felt lik uldn’t move my tongue,

and talking seemed so utt

pointless. Just as the

things other people talked about seemed to belong to




The demon sat next to me in the back of the car. He
was real and false all at once. Not a hallucination exac-
tly, and not transparent like a theme park ghost, but
there and not there. There when | closed my eyes.
There even when | opened them again, a kind of flick-
ering mind-print transferred over reality, but some-

thing imagined rather than seen.

He was short. About three foot. Impish and grey, like
a gargoyle on a cathedral, and he was looking up at
me, smiling. And then he got up on the seat and start-
ed licking my face. He had a long, dry tongue. And

he kept on. Lick, lick, lick. He didn’t really scare me.
I mean, fear was there, obviously. I was living continu-
ally inside fear. But the demon didn’t send me deeper
into terror. If anything, he was a comfort. The licks
were caring licks, as if T was one big wound and he

was trying to make me better.

The car was heading to the Nottingham Theatre Royal. |
nxiety and depression, that most common mental
We were off to see Swan Lake. It was the production, ] )
hﬁalth coclii(a,ll, fuse together in weird ways. I would
where all the swans were male. My mother was talking. .
. often close my €yes and see strange things, but now I
Andrea was in the front passenger seat 1?t¢n1ng with ]
. . . feellike somﬁeumes those things were only there be-
polite patience to my mother. I can’t remember what

cause ope. of the things I was scared of was going mad.

she was saying but I can remember she was talking, . . ”
L o And if you are mad, then seeing things that aren’t
because I kept on thinking ‘This is weird. Mum is talk-
_ _ there is probably a symptom. If you are scared when
ing about Matthew Bourne and her friends who have .
] ] ) there is nothing to be scared of, eventually your brain
seen this production and there is a happy demon on the .
o o as t% give you things. And so that classic expres-
back seat licking my face’ The licking got a bit more, . i ,
. . . ﬂ&n—‘t e oply thing to fear is fear itself”—becomes
annoying. I tried to switch the demon off, or the idea, )
a kind of meaningless taunt. Because fear is enough.
of the demon, but of course that made it worse. ]
It is a monster, in fact. And, of course—‘Monsters

e real,” Stephen King said. ‘And ghosts are real too.
Lick, lick, lick, lick. 1 couldn’t really feel tehga tqng%e & ] & L
y live inside us, and sometimes, they win.

on my skin, but the idea of the demon’][icle(mg my face
was real enough for my brain to tingle, as if T was being
] It was é;rt%

e went into the theatre.

B-cd up. The dark, the

2o my hand, it was all

i be too.
The house was silent so we tried to

 love you, she whispered.

1 love you, 1 whispered back.

We kissed.
aswe

g around us,
in my mind,

s watching us, gatherin

mon:
1feltde ther. And slowly,

Kkissed and held each o

ile.
the demons retreated fora whil
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1 suppose the first [t
little bit alien, a bi

It wasn’t th ime I had sle ; €

previous year I had gone into my sister’s bedroom

and taken books off her shelves, thinking I was in a
eepwalking had never gone public.

d a new o.Ifelt

could have been worse. I had lov-

iends and a siste
ble-booking, so eight of us bo
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said: “That it will never come again is what makes life
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Resources

United Kingdom

National Emergency Number. Call 999 or 112
National Health First Response Service. Call 111
Samaritans UK: registered charity aimed at provid-
ing emotional support to anyone in distress or at risk
of suicide. Call 116123

Campaign Against Living Miserably (CALM):
registered charity aimed at bringing the suicide rate
down among men aged 15—35. Call 0800-§8-58-58 for
nationwide service (every day from §PM to midnight)
or 0808-802-§8-¢8 for London service (every day
from §pM to midnight)

Shout: UK’s first free 24/7 text service for anyone in
crisis anytime, anywhere. It is a place to go for those
struggling to cope and in need of immediate help.
Text: 85258

United States

National Emergency Number. Call 911

The National Suicide Prevention Lifeline: 24-hour,
toll-free, confidential suicide prevention hotline
available to anyone in suicidal crisis or emotional
distress. Call 1-800-273-8255 or 1-888-628-9454 for
Spanish service or 1-800-799-4889 for deaf & hard
of hearing options

The Veterans Crisis Line: 24-hour, toll-free hotline
that provides phone, webchat, and text options
available to military veterans and their families. It
provides options for deaf and hard of hearing indi-
viduals. Call 1-800-273-8255 and press 1

The Crisis Text Line: the only 24/7, nationwide
crisis-intervention text-message hotline. Text HOME
to 741-741

Samaritans USA: registered charity aimed at provid-
ing emotional support to anyone in distress or at risk
of suicide. Call 1-800-273-8255

The Trevor Project: nationwide organization that
provides a 24-hour phone hotline, as well as limit-
ed-hour webchat and text options, for lesbian, gay,
bisexual, transgender and questioning youth. Call
1-866-488-7386 or text TREVOR t0 1-202-304-1200
(Monday-Friday from 3PM to 10PM ET)

The Trans Lifeline: nonprofit organization that is
created by and for the transgender community, pro-
viding crisis intervention hotlines, staffed by trans-
gender individuals, available in the United States and
Canada. Call 1-877-330-6366



