My Depression.
My Story.

I can’t remember or rather pinpoint exactly when my depression started.  I think my son, my third child was about two months old when it really made impact.  But I guess it had been developing for a while before that.  I didn’t get medical help or medication until he was about four months old, and then it took a while for that to kick in.  The time in between was hell for everyone in my family.

   I spent some days when I literally cried all day.  I didn’t realise that I had so many tears, and probably worst of all, why I was even crying.

   I spent days when I hardly said a word to anyone.  Not even to my children.  Not because I didn’t want to, but I just . . . . didn’t.  It was almost as if the essence of life had been taken from me and I had become a numb blob.  I just didn’t have the energy.  Every day was the same!

   I hardly ate, or just couldn’t be bothered.  I stopped laughing or even feeling happy.  My eight year old kept saying to me “Why do you look so sad?”  Of course I had no answer.

   I found it very hard to mentally organise anything and my memory and concentration became practically non existent.  My mind was beginning to feel over loaded.  I seemed to be piling in different information, thoughts and basically shit and I couldn’t sort any of it out.  So much was going in and nothing was coming out.  I became mentally exhausted because I was constantly wading through all this stuff.

   My thoughts became very irrational.  But to me they made perfect sense.  My depression seemed to be aimed at my husband.  I began to feel totally inadequate to him in every way a wife could.  I felt I let him down and was just not good enough.  In turn this led me to believe he didn’t love me and began to believe he was looking elsewhere.  Of course this wasn’t true and he had no idea this was how I was feeling because he wasn’t doing anything different.  I became obsessionally paranoid about this and everything he did, didn’t do or said or didn’t say, I managed to twist it and turn it to fit with my crazy thoughts.  I didn’t mean to or even want to, it just happened.  When I look back on it, one way to explain it is, it was like having a little demon sitting on my shoulder.  It would whisper all these crazy thoughts into my ear, and even if I knew they weren’t true, it would convince me they were.  Somehow it would make all the pieces of the puzzle fit together so the result would be bad.

   My husband would tell you, if he was asked, the worst thing about my depression was my mood swings.  One second I’d be O.K. then the next . . well I wouldn’t.  He would only have to say one thing, sometimes only one word, and I would take it the wrong way and wham!! I would be upset for reasons he had no idea about.  He was sometimes scared to say anything in case of the result, but that wasn’t right either.  It just pissed me off more.  He just couldn’t win.  It was like walking on eggshells.

   He described me to the doctor as ‘a completely different person’.  But I didn’t think I had changed.  I didn’t think it was me at all.  I honestly thought everyone else was doing and saying things just to upset me.  I didn’t understand why everyone was against me.  I didn’t know what I was doing wrong.  My husband tells me later he thought about leaving me on a few occasions, even though he knew that I was sick.  It was that bad.
My tolerance level was nil and I became very frustrated with my two-year-old who was just full on all day.  I could barely cope with her.  And I guess, concerning my eight year old, I was in a way neglecting him.  Because of him being older I could tell him to do something in his room or go to bed just so I wouldn’t have to cope with him as well.

  I did have thoughts of suicide.  I knew that I couldn’t do that to my family and that I wouldn’t, but I did think about it a lot.  I guess it was more of a ‘I wish someone would notice me’ rather than a ‘definite end to everything’ thought.  I am just glad that I got help when I did because I don’t know what could of happened if I had gotten worse.  I just wanted someone, anyone, to notice the me that was inside.  Not just the cooking, cleaning, milk machine I had become.
   Asking for help was very difficult.  I slunk into the surgery feeling embarrassed and ashamed.  I told my husband not to tell anyone.  Even thought I knew that I had a clinical disorder and cannot be help it, I felt guilty and thought people would think of me as a bad mother and wife and someone who just ‘couldn’t cope’.  (Like we as mothers are supposed to!)

   I was prescribed Prozac and was on this for 9-10 months.  Looking back on it now I realise how sick I was.  Despite all the shit I put my husband through, I am lucky he stood by me all the way and helped me tremendously and was very supportive in the best way he would be for me at the time and the way I was.  And for the fact he didn’t leave!!

   It really helped me to talk to others with depression and similar feelings and I only wish I had had the opportunity to have done this sooner.  It made me realise that it was the illness that made me feel and react the way that I did.  I didn’t realise that depression had a number of different systems including paranoia and anxiety.  I recommend to anyone with depressed feelings or are finding things hard to deal with or ‘cope’ with to talk to someone about it.  A really good friend or partner (though they may not fully understand) or somebody in the medical profession. You may not even need medication, but talking about it may be enough to help, and it definitely can’t hurt.  But bottling it up inside hurt everyone!

   Three years later, and we have just had our fourth child with absolutely no signs of depression at all.  I have no idea what triggered it off with my third child, but am just so pleased it hasn’t come back.  My children are beautiful and I love them to bits.

