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What Does It Feel Like to Have Bipolar Disorder? 
From Slate.com 

This question originally appeared on Quora. 
 
Answer by Mills Baker, in fairly successful treatment for 12-plus years: 
I have bipolar disorder, as does my mother and as did her mother. I am the sort of person who "seems" bipolar to 
people—that is my energy, creativity, instability, mercuriality, and easy gregariousness confirm many of the 
popularly imagined stereotypes about bipolar people. 
 
That said, I think only in their extremes are mania and depression actually unintelligible to ordinary folks. That is: 
At their utmost intensity, they are unlike anything a normal person ever experiences (mania is, in particular, 
qualitatively different at the end than any healthy mood state), but at most times, they are not at all different from 
the maximally intense moods everyone knows—just more so, longer-lasting, and disconnected from normative 
causes. 
 
To understand what having bipolar disorder "feels like," keep in mind the following: 
 
First, bipolar is less about short-term mood instability than about long-term mood cycles, which can last months, 
years, or in rare cases even decades. (See F.M. Mondimore for more on cycles and durations.) Instability is part of 
it, but not the only part. 
 
Second, the cumulative effect of these cycles on the formation of a personality is significant. After a childhood of 
radically changing interests and attitudes on such a timeline, one develops a certain excitability, flightiness, 
distractibility, or perhaps that's just me. But this is a major part of bipolar: the personality that is shaped by a 
lifetime of intense, fluctuating moods. 
 
Third, cycles grow in intensity over time. This means that at first in mania, for example, you're simply in a great 
mood. Then you're really in an extraordinarily creative, kinetic, charming mood. Then you're the life of all parties, 
and you're feeling pretty libidinous. Then you're doing irresponsible things and fleeing a pursuing psychosis. Then 
you're in psychosis, tortured by acousticovisual hallucinations, paranoia, and your own penchant for completely 
unacceptable reactions and behavior. This progression can take days, weeks, months, or years. The same 
progression tends to hold for depression. 
 
Kay Redfield Jamison is a psychiatrist at Johns Hopkins University who suffers from, treats, and writes about 
bipolar disorder. About mania, she writes: 
 
The ideas and feelings are fast and frequent like shooting stars, and you follow them until you find better and 
brighter ones. Shyness goes, the right words and gestures are suddenly there, the power to captivate others a felt 
certainty. There are interests found in uninteresting people. Sensuality is pervasive and the desire to seduce and 
be seduced irresistible. Feelings of ease, intensity, power, well-being, financial omnipotence, and euphoria 
pervade one's marrow. But, somewhere, this changes. The fast ideas are far too fast, and there are far too many; 
overwhelming confusion replaces clarity. Memory goes. Humor and absorption on friends' faces are replaced by 
fear and concern. Everything previously moving with the grain is now against-- you are irritable, angry, frightened, 
uncontrollable, and enmeshed totally in the blackest caves of the mind. You never knew those caves were there. It 
will never end, for madness carves its own reality. 
 
Mania (and hypomania, to an obviously lesser extent) are truly hard to describe; I attempted my own description 
of a brief manic experience here. 
 
In the blackness of myself, I could see that my thoughts were not myself at all: My self is only a nothingness that 
exists in a state of pure terror and hatred, and my thoughts rotate around it as debris in a tornado. My thoughts 
were imbecilic, disgusting, vicious, superficial, detestable, but by this point I could no longer stay with them long 
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enough to hate them. They distracted me, but I couldn't attend to them. I said in my mind: Oh God, oh God, oh 
God, nothing, nothing, nothing. Oh God, nothing, nothing. Oh God, I'm nothing, it's nothing, there's nothing, God, 
God. 
 
Periodically I would see what I assume was a phosphene, and it would transform into something real. I saw a 
glowing purple shape become the sun, and the sun became the blond hair I had in childhood. And I realized that I 
had murdered that boy, had murdered my own boyhood self, had destroyed this innocent child, and I ground my 
teeth to silence myself, as I wanted to scream so loud that I would tear myself apart, would explode in a bloody 
spray. I was sick with guilt and fear. I had nothing inside myself any longer. I felt I had betrayed myself, had 
orphaned myself when I needed someone most. I heard in my mind: Why did I kill him? Oh God, he needed 
someone, he needed someone, why did I kill him? I've killed him, oh God, I've killed him. 
 
I was seized with a desire to gain physical access to and destroy my brain, an urge I felt in childhood when I had 
severe headaches. I grasped my hair and attempted to pull it out; I wanted to rip my scalp over and reach into my 
skull and destroy my mind, scramble and tear apart this malevolent and pathetic apparatus with my fingers, rip out 
the guts of my who nightmare self. I couldn't get my hair out, hated myself for it, lost the thread of this thought, 
and resumed my silent shrieking and sobbing. 
 
About depression, Jamison writes in Night Falls Fast: 
 
In its severe forms, depression paralyzes all of the otherwise vital forces that make us human, leaving instead a 
bleak, despairing, desperate, and deadened state… Life is bloodless, pulseless, and yet present enough to allow a 
suffocating horror and pain. All bearings are lost; all things are dark and drained of feeling. The slippage into futility 
is first gradual, then utter. Thought, which is as pervasively affected by depression as mood, is morbid, confused, 
and stuporous. It is also vacillating, ruminative, indecisive, and self-castigating. The body is bone-weary; there is no 
will; nothing is that is not an effort, and nothing at all seems worth it. Sleep is fragmented, elusive, or all-
consuming. Like an unstable gas, an irritable exhaustion seeps into every crevice of thought and action. 
 
Jamison is well-known, too, for her research on the link between bipolar disorder and creativity, which leads me to 
my conclusion: 
 
To know what it "feels like" is to know the qualia, the phenomenological experiences a bipolar person encounters 
that an unaffected person does not. I don't think there are many of these. Going berserk, being creative, having an 
awful temper, not being able to trust my own emotional reactions: These have a certain weight when I list them 
out, discuss them as individual tragedies. They can even sound unique. 
 
But everyone loses it. Everyone has his moments of charisma, creativity, success, strength, achievement, and 
everyone struggles with himself. You may not hallucinate, but I bet you can understand what it's like for your mind 
to misbehave, react insanely. If you haven't yet lost control of yourself in life, wait. 
 
We bipolar people have a tendency to comfort ourselves by saying that our more intense experience of typical 
phenomena constitutes an election: We are elite, more alive, deeper! Jamison's own excellent research on bipolar 
artists has amplified this: The popular Western conflation of insanity, artistic talent, and melodrama permits a kind 
of sentimental self-regard: Yes, I'm crazy, but I'm also probably in some difficult-to-establish way deeply brilliant! 
Perhaps this is true for some, but it seems mostly to me to be a consolatory story, the sort of inversion that 
Nietzsche describes as resentiment: To say this illness is really a kind of health, a kind of deeper seeing, is a lie. I 
like my life a lot, but I am uncomfortable with this persistent meme, largely because I'm sometimes confused into 
believing it myself. Indeed, one of bipolar disorder's chief symptoms is often that a patient confuses herself with 
an artist. (Or more generally: an exception. Mondimore notes that throughout history, "grandiosity" has changed 
in its expressions. An important symptom of bipolar, grandiosity was once expressed by women saying they were 
pregnant with kings or the messiah, men believing they were kings or the messiah; presently, our insanity is less 
monarchical and religious; we all instead believe we special exceptions of one sort or another). 
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I've been in treatment now for 12 years, on the same cocktail of medications for years and years. For me, the most 
enduring way that bipolar "feels" different is in how I cannot trust my reactions. When someone says something to 
you and you recognize it as an insult, as abuse, your reactive anger is appropriate and you can commit to it, or you 
can make some determination based on your values, your reason, and choose a different course of action. I can't 
even trust that the person insulted me. I can't trust my emotional perceptions or reactions. 
 
That's the strangest thing about how it feels, after the dust of the actual disorder settles, more than a decade in: 
the open insanity has abated and visits only briefly, the idea that I'm a secret artist is absurd, and what's left is a 
more or less normal life in which I have to emphasize "mental hygiene" (prioritizing regular sleep, for example) and 
in which I always feel doubt about what I think and feel, as we all probably should anyway. 
 
(As Anne Zieger helpfully noted, this answer is not fully comprehensive: Phenomena such as rapid-cycling, which 
I've experienced only from SSRIs, aren't discussed, and the variations of bipolar disorder aren't either. How it 
"feels" to be bipolar naturally varies widely from person to person, just as how it feels to be sane must, so I should 
emphasize that this answer is how it feels for me alone. Most bipolar people will have significant variations in their 
experiences.) 
 

 

 
 

What is it like when one of your parents gets Alzheimer's? 
Jean Marion, Daughter of dementia... 

111.6k Views · Featured in Slate 
Most Viewed Writer in Dementia 

 
I knew right away that something was different.  My 74 year old mother and I had been very close all my life.  (She 
lived with my family.)  When her personality started to change I couldn't understand why.  She loved crafts, 
gardening, singing, piano, anything creative, but all of a sudden she wasn't interested in her hobbies.  She just 
wanted to sit in her chair and watch TV.  We started to argue.  It reminded me of when I was a teenager 25 years 
earlier, how we would squabble over stupid things.  Then she would get angry at the littlest thing and slam her 
bedroom door in my face.   
 
Nothing made sense, why was she changing?  Was she mad at me?  Was she depressed?  Should I take her to a 
doctor?   
 
One day she would be grumpy and then the next she would seem fine and we would go shopping for new flower 
bushes, have a great lunch out and come home laughing.  Cook a ham, play some scrabble, help the kids with 
homework, she was an integral part of the family.  I kept thinking... oh good, it's all over now.   
 
But then a week later her alternate personality would come back.  Irritable, argumentative, slamming her hand on 
the table, frustrated, insisting that she was right even though everyone in the family knew she was wrong. 
 
Another day would pass and she would have no memory of having been angry or why.  It was very frustrating.  She 
would return to her normal self and expect others to treat her normal.  But we were still angry from the fights the 
day before and didn't want to just forget and have everything be as if it never happened, again and again.  We 
were walking on eggshells trying not to provoke her, yet once it happened and the 'real her' was revealed once 
again, all bets were off.  The screaming was cathartic after awhile.  The past and everything I had ever done wrong 
was a good source of ammunition for her. 
 
Then the real memory problems started.  She would forget that you can't put a metal spoon in the 
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microwave.  When I brought it up she would insist that she hadn't done it.  Another fight would ensue.  We would 
be driving home and she wouldn't know what street we were on.  She would stay up all night long and sleep all day 
and didn't know if it was day or night when she woke up. 
 
She would lock herself in her room and watch infomercials.  Before I knew it packages were arriving in the mail - 
hundreds of dollars were being spent on work at home schemes and worthless coins.  I didn't know what to 
do.  She insisted that she was going to do these home jobs, but I noticed that all of a sudden she was making 
mistakes in her checkbook and having trouble reading.  Even if she could do these work at home jobs, they were a 
scam but she didn't see it, accused me of trying to circumvent her freedom. 
 
We went to see her doctor.  I told him of the changes that had been taking place.  I mentioned Alzheimer's   (I 
never should have mentioned that word.) He laughed at me, made me feel like a fool.  He asked her who the 
president was, what the date was, a couple of other innocuous questions and then told her 3 words that he 
wanted her to remember.  A couple of minutes later he asked her the 3 words.  She could only remember 1 of 
them.  He patted her on the shoulder like a puppy, said everything was alright, told me that she was fine and sent 
us on our merry way.  She was vindicated.  See!  I told you there is nothing wrong with me!   
 
If I knew then what I know now I would have sued the jerk.  Wish I had taken her to a neuro specialist and not a 
general practitioner.  Live and learn... 
 
Things continued to worsen but the pace was so slow so minute in time that it was hard to tell on a monthly 
basis.  It was only by looking back a year or so that I could see all of the changes in her that had been made.  She 
was starting to have trouble walking, afraid that she was going to fall.  Next was the incontinence, but she refused 
to wear a diaper, so for months I had loads and loads of pee soaked laundry to do on a daily basis.  I had to cover 
all of the couches and chairs in crib liners.  I was embarrassed to have company over to the house.  Sometimes the 
smell was just horrible. 
 
She would ask the same questions over and over.  What time is it?  What day is it?  Where is the baby?  How many 
cats do we have?  What time is it?  How long have we lived here?  Where is my food... I haven't eaten in 2 days!? 
 
I started a diary of inappropriate and mean things that she said.  I would show it to her a day later but she would 
deny having said them.  All I wanted was for her to acknowledge that she was becoming intolerable and 
understand where we were coming from.  To hear a little old lady swear like a Navy sailor was scary.  How could 
she not remember??    
 
I realized that taking videos would become important.  I am so glad I have them now although they are hard to 
watch.  When I would play back the audio tape of her angry voice she would be shocked and apologetic.  We 
would talk about it.  Didn't matter though...  It would only last a half hour before she forgot again.  I realized that it 
was ME that wanted her acknowledgement, that it was pointless to her.  Once I realized that, I quit trying to get 
her to admit that she was different now. 
 
Years continued to pass and she slowly changed from the mother I knew to someone I didn't know and didn't want 
to know.  She stopped taking showers and cleaning her dentures.  She refused to cut her hair.  She insisted that 
she had never seen the clothing that she wore each day.  She argued incessantly with my children, especially the 
youngest who didn't know that a 6 year old and a 77 year old shouldn't be battling over how to play card 
games.  She demanded candy and cookies and would refuse to eat anything else.  The warm loving mother and 
grandmother turned into an evil witch.  The kids grew to hate her and refused to help her or be friendly to her 
when her mood would swing back the other way and I could see the confused hurt on her face when they would 
rebuff her attempts to be friendly. 
 
I didn't know what to do.  I read as many books as I could about dementia, but they were all about who the people 
use to be instead of the changes they were going through.  Why was it such a mystery?  It was like if you weren't a 
member of the club you had no idea what it was like.  If you didn't work on an Alzheimer's ward at the old folks 
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home, you were clueless. I read about President Reagan cleaning his pool.  He would do it every day.  What about 
the rest of the stuff?  Don't they think it would have helped to have society know the real story? 
 
I joined a support group and tried to help the other members learn how to deal with their family members.  One 
man was frustrated because his wife wanted to purchase 12 cans of corn at the grocery store.  He tried and tried 
to convince her that they had some at home and she would become hostile.  I told him, buy the corn.  Later in the 
week when she forgets about it, take it back for a refund.  The point is to stop the fighting and agree with the 
patient, whatever they believe, just agree, agree.  No point in arguing.  The patient is on another plane.  Living in 
an alternate universe.  Never to return.  The easiest way to cope is to think of them as a child.  A child regressing 
backwards.  A child that can't remember what a beautiful person they used to be. 
 
I thought about medication but reading about the side effects, the vomiting, the liver problems I had doubts. (It 
was stupid of me to worry about the physical side effects when the dementia was a death sentence to begin with 
but I didn't know.)  When I read up on it and learned that the meds didn't actually slow the progression of the 
disease, I decided to forego the pills.  Looking back, I probably should have tried them, just perhaps to have her be 
like her old self for a longer period of time. 
 
It went in stages.  There was the season when she wanted to watch The Pianist every single day.  It was always as if 
she had never seen it before.  Then she wanted to write her life story.  Except what she wrote was wrong.  She 
thought she was born where her mother was born.  She forgot marriages, children and jobs.   
 
There was the 3 months in the hospital getting over pneumonia.  I would visit her and she would ignore me, 
preferring to watch the TV.  Then the next day she would ask why I hadn't come to visit her in a week.  It was 
heartbreaking.  Once she was back home it was as if it had never happened.  She didn't even realize that she was 
now in a different bedroom, closer to the bathroom and kitchen. 
 
There were small moments of kindness.  We would take her to her favorite restaurant for her birthday.  I gave her 
a gorgeous music box that she loved.  We all hugged and smiled and took pictures and she went on and on about 
how wonderful the food was and how much she loved us etc.  I would be on cloud nine.   
 
A couple of days later, back at home there was yet another argument.  She picked up the music box that she didn't 
recognize and threw it at the television.  Beyond the destruction and mess my heart was bleeding.  I brought up 
her birthday dinner to try and remind her about giving her the box and break through the haze of hostility.  She 
yelled that she hadn't been allowed out of the house for something good to eat for months!  The knife goes 
deeper.  I picked up the music box and placed it on the piano.  I can't listen to the tinkling song: "My Favorite 
Things" from our favorite musical that we used to sing together. 
 
There came a point when I really started to wonder if the new her was the real her that had been hiding deep 
inside all these years.  What if that wonderful person, so good at hugging and taking care of boo boos and listening 
to my woes was all fake?  What if this creature was really the mother I never knew?  All of my school friends used 
to say she was the coolest mother on the block.  I have so many memories of talking and sharing, painting walls, 
building 3D puzzles.  I started to get hurt so many times each day that to protect myself I told myself she was 
dead.  She was dead to me.  Finally I mourned and realized that my mother was gone and I never even got to say 
goodbye. 
 
After several years we finally got into a routine.  She was finally OK with wearing diapers, although sometimes she 
would only change it once a day or take it off and not put on a new one.  When I tried to change it for her a fight 
would start.  She would swear that she had just changed it or that it was dry etc...  It got to the point where I was 
afraid to ask her.  I really didn't need the stress even though the family was begging me to get rid of the stench. 
 
Then there were the fights over medication.  Every night I would tell her it was time for her pills but she would 
insist that she had already taken them.  I would show her that they were still in the days of the week box, but she 
didn't know what day it was.  She would accuse me of trying to poison her.  We stamped the calendar with a happy 



6 
 

face for taking them and an unhappy face for refusing them.  Several weeks would pass and she would swear that 
she had taken them on all of the days with the unhappy faces.  Eventually I just gave up.  I was the caretaker, but 
she refused to let me take care of her. 
 
It went on for 11 years, a very slow progression.  My bitter feelings are mostly gone now.  Near the last year she 
would sit on the couch and say to my son, "I didn't know you could play the piano so good, when did you learn 
that?"  Every day he would smile because she had asked him the same exact question the day before.   
 
Her short term memory was completely gone.  She would ask for dinner and then be completely surprised when I 
handed her food 5 minutes later.  "How did you know I was hungry?"  She would watch a movie and say "I used to 
live there!" even though it was 60 years ago.  Watching her listen to music from the 40's and 50's was strange, she 
knew every single word and laughed so brightly as she sang along. 
 
When she had her CT the doctor said that her brain had shrunk quite a bit.  He said as portions go dormant she will 
regress and then other portions of the brain will pick up the slack and she will come back until those connections 
stop too.  I tried to take advantage every time she seemed to have made some new connections.  It was nice to 
hear her ask "Why can't I remember?" when years earlier she wouldn't admit that for anything.   
 
Sometimes she thought I was her mother which made her cry since she lost her mother at age 16.  I would hug her 
and tell her how proud I was of her, what a good girl she was.  She could no longer remember the names of my 
children or husband.  It became 'the tall one' the 'brown haired one' and 'the baby' who of course was now 
13.  Family members from far away stopped calling.   
 
When she seemed a bit more like her normal self, friendly, complimentary, there had been so much sludge under 
the bridge the past decade that family members had a hard time even smiling at her or answering about how their 
day was.  I tried to tell the family, she has changed again, this is a new person again, please hug her, hold her hand, 
smile at her jokes.  But they were leery.  They knew it is only a stage, and it is better for one's heart to keep it 
locked. 
 
I dreaded the end for years. There came a time when she could no longer walk without slumping like a rag 
doll.  She had trouble chewing her food.  Swallowing pills was out of the question.  She could no longer make it to 
the bathroom or the kitchen.  She would call on me constantly for water or a TV channel change. 
 
Then the confusion seemed twice as bad. She refused to believe she lived here.  She kept asking for her young 
daughter, not realizing that the person she was asking for was me.  She constantly accused me of lying to 
her.  When she went a day without speaking it was such a relief.  
 
My family didn't understand why I couldn't wait for it to just end.  Please make it end. 
 
Before and after: 
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She was so loving so giving, I would have done anything for her.  Even take care of her until her last day. 
=============== 
 
Update: 
 
Thank you so much Alecia Li Morgan for publishing this story on Slate and Huffington Post, I hope it helps many 
people who are starting the journey. 
 
I was reading the comments one day and was shocked to see one there by my son who is off at grad school.  It was 
a wonderful surprise. 
 
His words:  This is one of Jean Marion's sons. When she mentions the descriptions for my family that my Grammy 
gives them "The tall one" is my father, "the brown haired one" is my older brother, and the "baby" is my younger 
brother. I have since moved out of that household back in May 2011, and what my friends from my childhood 
(early-late teens) remember of my Grammy is all of the bad. The times she would argue with us from our room, 
and the moment she got up to come into our room, we just had to shut and lock the door. 5 minutes later she 
would be back in her room, not even remembering that she was upset with us.   
  
I have always felt guilty for treating her the way she treated us. The harsh things my brothers and I have done to 
her because of the hostility she would show us each day, was completely unnecessary. When I visit home and I'm 
told to not try to help her, just let my mother take care of it, I feel even worse, I want to try to help my Grammy, 
the woman who cared for me while my parents were busy or away, the incredibly loving person who would play 
card games with us and Scrabble, and even our old 'Wheel-of-Fortune' handheld video game.   
  
I came on here to try to explain some things from the point of view of a growing teenager during the time of her 
falling out of grace and now a young adult looking back from a distance. I love my mom immensely, and I love my 
Grammy despite all that has happened between us in the past. 
 
============ 
 
Updated to say, Bye Mama.  11/14/29 - 11/10/14 
 
 

 

 
 

What Depression Is Really Like 
“The gray drizzle of horror induced by depression takes on the quality of physical pain.” 

By Maria Popova from Brainpickings.org 
 

In a piercing letter to his brother, Vincent van Gogh captured the mental anguish of depression in a devastatingly 
perfect visceral metaphor: “One feels as if one were lying bound hand and foot at the bottom of a deep dark well, 
utterly helpless.” Anyone who has suffered from this debilitating disease knows that the water in that well is 
qualitatively, biochemically different from the water in the puddle of mere sadness. And yet, even as scientists are 
exploring the evolutionary origins of depression and the role REM sleep may play in it, understanding and 
articulating the experience of the disease remains a point of continual frustration for those afflicted and a point of 
continual perplexity for those fortunate never to have plummeted to the bottom of the well. 

No one has captured this perennial plague of the human spirit with greater vividness and acuity than William 
Styron (June 11, 1925–November 1, 2006) in Darkness Visible (public library) — his trenchant 1990 memoir of 
depression.  

https://www.brainpickings.org/2014/06/05/van-gogh-and-mental-illness/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2014/03/24/the-depths-rottenberg-depression/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2012/08/13/the-twenty-four-hour-mind-rosalind-cartwright/
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/0679736395/braipick-20
http://www.worldcat.org/title/darkness-visible-a-memoir-of-madness/oclc/21442999&referer=brief_results
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Styron, who first descended into clinical depression at the age of sixty and describes himself as “one who has 
suffered from the malady in extremis yet returned to tell the tale,” considers the cultural baggage of this “veritable 
howling tempest in the brain,” propelled by “the intermingled factors of abnormal chemistry, behavior and 
genetics”: 

When I was first aware that I had been laid low by the disease, I felt a need, among other things, to register a 
strong protest against the word “depression.” Depression, most people know, used to be termed “melancholia,” a 
word which appears in English as early as the year 1303 and crops up more than once in Chaucer, who in his usage 
seemed to be aware of its pathological nuances. “Melancholia” would still appear to be a far more apt and 
evocative word for the blacker forms of the disorder, but it was usurped by a noun with a bland tonality and 
lacking any magisterial presence, used indifferently to describe an economic decline or a rut in the ground, a true 
wimp of a word for such a major illness. It may be that the scientist generally held responsible for its currency in 
modern times, a Johns Hopkins Medical School faculty member justly venerated — the Swiss-born psychiatrist 
Adolf Meyer — had a tin ear for the finer rhythms of English and therefore was unaware of the semantic damage 
he had inflicted by offering “depression” as a descriptive noun for such a dreadful and raging disease. Nonetheless, 
for over seventy-five years the word has slithered innocuously through the language like a slug, leaving little trace 
of its intrinsic malevolence and preventing, by its very insipidity, a general awareness of the horrible intensity of 
the disease when out of control. 

One of the most striking paradoxes of the disease is that despite its devastating prevalence — depression is the 
most common form of disability in the world today — its symptoms are so imperceptible from the outside that it is 
extremely difficult to tell who is suffering and who is not. And yet what goes on inside is acute and unmistakable. 
Styron captures it with penetrating precision: 

The gray drizzle of horror induced by depression takes on the quality of physical pain. But it is not an immediately 
identifiable pain, like that of a broken limb. It may be more accurate to say that despair, owing to some evil trick 
played upon the sick brain by the inhabiting psyche, comes to resemble the diabolical discomfort of being 
imprisoned in a fiercely overheated room. And because no breeze stirs this caldron, because there is no escape 
from this smothering confinement, it is entirely natural that the victim begins to think ceaselessly of oblivion. 

From visual educators at TED Ed — who have previously explored the history of melancholy — comes this 
animated primer on what depression really is and how to best be there for those afflicted: 

For an elevating counterpoint, see Tchaikovsky — a lifelong sufferer of the disease — on depression and finding 
beauty amid the wreckage of the soul. 

 

http://ed.ted.com/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2014/11/28/against-happiness-melancholy-wilson/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2015/11/19/tchaikovsky-letters-depession/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2015/11/19/tchaikovsky-letters-depession/

