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Introduction

Sometimes, I feel anxious. 

Sometimes, I feel a little all over the place. 

Sometimes, I feel depressed. 

Tell me how you feel.

Conclusion
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This work discusses self-harm and suicidal ideation. See the back matter for 
resources if you feel that you need help. 

Sometimes I feel a lot, all at once, overwhelming and intense. I'll never know 

if it's the same way other people feel. My feelings are familiar to me. I can 

analyze why I feel them, and where they come from, the why and when. I 

can argue with myself if they're worth feeling or not. 

But that doesn't matter - I still feel them all the same. Right now all that 

matters is: How do you feel? In what ways do you feel it? What is your story? 

I have a few stories of my own and from others, and each of these stories 

follows a similar structure. If you'd like, you can also use this structure to make 

your own story - about as many feelings as you'd like. 

Introduction



Sometimes I feel...

An emotion or set of feelings that have been central to you in your life.

I remember...

What were your earliest memories of this feeling? 
How did it manifest in your life? 

I thought...

What did you think this emotion looked like before you identified with it? 
What stopped you from identifying with it, or might have stopped you from 
validating your own feelings? 

But looking back...

What is apparent to you now? 
How has this behavior affected you? What costs in your life? 

Turning point

What is a recent event that brought this feeling into awareness? 
How might it inspire you to change? 

I've learned...

What thoughts and behavior help you thrive (or function) now?
What are the ways you’ve persevered, despite all the costs you’re aware of? 
Be kind to yourself. 



Sometimes I feel
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I remember, 
as a young kid, I was always very shy. But even around my parents as well, 

I was afraid to turn on my own TV, or ask for toys I wanted, or tell them 

what I was really thinking about.

In preschool, I still remember the image of the most beautiful sparkly little 

pony. But I couldn't have it. I couldn't ask for it. I sat in another room when 

everyone had snack time. Filled with fear, when nobody was looking, 

 I reached for it.
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It didn't end there. I was scared of telling my friends what books I was 

reading, about the games I liked to play, or about the shows I watched on 

my laptop. Just talking about interests was hard enough; talking about my 

feelings, especially about other people, was unthinkable. 

I felt that I needed to create, and control, a curated identity for other people. 

If people knew I liked something that had its own associations, they'd think of 

me that way, and I couldn't control that. 
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I felt like my true self was a secret. I felt safe this way, but I was often 

jealous of how openly other people could talk about every detail of their 

lives. I wanted that, too.

Would it ever be possible for me to be truly known? Because opening up 

was difficult: terrifying, destructive, messy.
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It was easier for me to alleviate this fear of going out, the difficulties of 

talking to new people, dissolve that knot in my stomach... by just staying in 

and clinging to the few people I was already comfortable with. By the end 

of my second year of college, I realized I barely had any new friends . I was 
letting things happen to me, waiting for things to happen to me. 

I thought I managed things well. My constant state of fear helped me a lot in 

my classes. I couldn't rest knowing I had work to do, and made extensive day-

by-day lists to block out my time to get assignments done weeks in advance. 

I was still able to find friends, and I was able to share things with them. I 

was able to work through a lot of this. I did really well. But why did it seem 

like so much more work to me to do what came naturally to others? 

But when I got sick on vacation across the country, and I had to figure out how 

to contact a doctor, all I could do was hide in a corner and rock back and forth. 

And I thought, "am I doing this because I really feel this? Or for attention, so 

I can say that I have anxiety?"

Once I started to live on my own in college, it was really hard to eat on some 

days. Nervousness before every class caused a knot in my stomach that 

made it hard to put food in my mouth. 

Why could other people claim these things as an anixety disorder? What made 
my feelings different? I realized that my feelings weren't much different, and 

that feeling anxious can look different for everyone. 
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I had crushes before. But this was 

I ignored my feelings, tried to justify and explain 

them to myself. The feelings ate me up as I affirmed 

to myself that nobody could ever know. To me, it was 

out of the question to ever talk to the person of interest.
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I made the choice to text him. 

Then planned a whole "meet up" with him. 

I drove two hours to visit him, just because I 

But then I was sitting outside at night with a group of friends, and everyone 

was leaving, except for someone I really, really liked.

And I made the choice to 
stay there with him, 
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It feels useless when people give you advice that sounds impossible: All of 
those thoughts aren't true, they're just anxiety! Just don't be anxious! It's not 
rational! I knew my thoughts weren't rational, and were just anxious. 

But then, some people I've only met a few times did recognize me. My 

friends and I made a point to invite other people we thought were cool to 

our gatherings, and made sure they felt welcome if we knew they might be 

anxious. They made a point to invite me. 

And realizations just sudddenly happened: They saw me the same way I saw 

others. The way I saw people who I thought were interesting... they saw me as 

interesting too. 

It takes more work for me to do a lot of things, but I have noticed, over time, 

it has started to take less work. As I meet people older than me, I learn that 

a lot more people than you think are also secretly anxious and just faking it. 

Looking back, really, I realized I was just surviving the best I could.

The biggest thing that helped me was 
simply getting everything everyone 
else told me through my head. 

Do you really want 
to see me? 

Yes I do. I’m really 
looking forward to it. 

Me too.
Thank you.
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Sometimes I feel
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I remember, 
As a teenager, for weeks to months at a time I had endless energy. On top of 

a normal school day, my schedule was packed, and I'd stay up playing video 

games until late at night. 

If I didn't feel like playing games, I'd pace. I paced all the time, while 

thinking, but sometimes I would pace around my pool for hours at a time if 

I had nothing else to do.

I thought that this was just the normal high schooler's sleep deprived life. 

When everyone was in a constant competition to get less sleep, everyone has 

so much to do, and so much stress. I was on the same grind as my friends, 

who were up all night doing their AP-honors classes. 

Except I wasn't stressed. I was getting by just fine in my classes, doing 

whatever I wanted, whenever. Stress wasn't affecting my sleep schedule.
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And then, suddenly, I'd lose that energy. It felt reasonable - after having all 

that energy, I'd gotten burnt out and the tiredness caught up to me. I would 

be less funny in class, have trouble getting up, and have less interest in going 

out. I got a little sad for a few months at a time. 

I considered that I might be depressed. But I couldn't be depressed; the 

sadness ended. The energy would always suddenly came back to me. 

Things just got rough for me for a while,
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I could wake up feeling confident, 

like a god; 

then something would remind me 

of her, and by the same afternoon I 

fell back down again. I felt lost, my 

whole world upturned, nothing but 

sadness and pain. 

A lot better. I felt like a god. I knew 

that I could have anyone else I wanted. 

I went to parties, got blackout, and 

brought people home. 

I could taste the magic in the air and the 

world as I breathed in. Even stepping on 

the ground felt like I was floating above it. 
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Then after a few hours, I was confident again... and reflecting on the day, 

was confident that I was depressed. (Confident that I could always feel like I 
did when I was manic).

So finally, I reached out to a psychiatrist about depression - through my general 

practioner, to get a quicker appointment through the university system.

They got me a depression diagnosis, and antidepressants. And to my surprise, 

they made me feel better - a lot better.
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The story isn't over, and I'm not sure it ever will be for me. 

I'm doing a lot better now as I'm more aware of what's good for me. 

Awareness was a necessary step in my journey, yet only still the first step. 

It's a difficult balance of feeling out of control because of this disorder, and 

still recognizing that there are things I can work on and take responsibility 

for.  It's a lot of work, and I hope I can make it easier for myself over time. 

Putting words to this didn't help at first because I didn't have an image of 

what this meant for me. But over time, it helped me understand what I was 

feeling and what I could do about it. 

Formal treatment, therapy and medication did help me, though it takes a 

lot of work. 

Bipolar takes a long time to figure out the perfect recipe that works for an 

individual. Here's my low amount of medication changes:

30mg Mirtazapine

750mg Depakote

750mg Depakote + 15mg Mirtazapine

750mg Depakote + 30mg Mirtazapine

1250mg Depakote + 30mg Mirtazapine

600mg Lithium + 30mg Mirtazapine

600mg Lithium + 15mg Seroquel

900mg Lithium

900mg Lithium + .5mg Risperidone

900mg Lithium + .25mg Risperidone



34 35

Sometimes I feel
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I remember,
           feeling like I was waiting for something. I didn't 

know what I was waiting for, but I knew I didn't have it.
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I never had anything to be sad about, I told myself. I had a good family, not 

much hardship, friends, and did well in school. 

I was sad because I was overthinking, I was lonely, maybe it was hormones, 

the experience of growing up. I just didn't like my friends, didn't like living 

at home, that was why, I wasn't depressed. There were people out there who 

were way worse off than me. I had never self-harmed, honestly, because I 

was afraid to.  

I mean, I was able to get myself out of bed in the morning. Life was always 

too quick, and pulled me through the day.  I was able to cope with this sadness. 

Yet as soon as I wasn't busy, I wondered if everything else had just been a 

distraction from feeling sad. It was easy for me to mask and forget whatever I 

felt when I was around people. As soon as I was on my own, it often felt like 

it was hard to be present in the moment. 
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All of these things loomed over me, but all that felt possible to do was to 

lie down. "Coping with it" turned from going along with the daily routine, to 

barely getting through the day.

I knew tackling my responsibilities, just getting started on one thing would 

be the best for my mental health. But overwhelmed by constant stress, 

the easiest way to get through the day was to give myself a break from 

worrying and just 

I felt like I was just getting through things. I realized a lot of work I was 

making was just to get it done. The most important things I had done were 

projects important to me; but it was getting hard to keep caring about things. 

But over time, caring about things started to not even matter any more. 

Living on my own in college suddenly made things a lot more difficult. 

Feeding myself was unexpectedly difficult. Finding jobs soon, and the 

growing threat of having to financially support myself seemed impossible 

on top of a workload I was already overwhelmed by. 
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Fail everything, 

drop out of school, 

lose my entire future, 

and consequently identity; 

basically, 

The walls were closing in, and I was so overwhelmed, that 

it felt like there were only two paths before me: 

Get up, get my class projects done, and maybe make it 

through this semester of college, 
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And, while it was harder for me in 

some ways, I realized that no matter 

what, it wasn't the end of things.

Then, the unthinkable happened: 
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But I will still be getting through it. 

And enjoying the fact that I'll be alive 

to experience anything I encounter 

on the way. 

It surprised me how many friends I knew had also taken breaks from 

school, or failed out. And also, how many people were still willing to help, 

or just still be around. 

Dropping out of school provided surprising opportunities, even just little 

things like getting to know the area I lived in outside of the collge, having an 

extra year to spend with friends, and saving up some money at a part time 

job. It felt freeing knowing I could do things at whatever pace worked for 

me. It really is like everyone tells you, you don't need any certain conditions 

for happiness. You really don't need to be getting anywhere at any particular 

time at all. Just getting through it in whatever way works for you.

Even knowing all this, I am still depressed. It's still difficult to motivate myself 

on a lot of days, I still cry at parties, the smallest things can ruin my day, and 

I don't know if I'm going to need even more breaks from school in the future. 



Sometimes I feel...

Tips:

Collage old photos from a memory, a journal entry, 
or old drawings. 

Take photos of yourself acting something out. 
Collage them or trace on top of them. 

Use the questions however works best for you!



I remember... 



But looking back...I thought... 
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Emergency help

Call 911 or go directly to an emergency room if you or someone you know 

is in immediate danger.

National suicide and & crisis lifeline: 988

Rosecrance 24/7 Crisis Line: 217-359-4141

Resources for students

UIUC's counseling center  217-333-3704

You can schedule counseling appointments during weekday business hours, 

either online or by phone call. They take emergency calls and walk-ins, or 

an appointment can be scheduled within a few days. They offer limited time 

services, but can help you find a longer-term community therapist. 

Mckinley Mental Health 217-333-2700

You can schedule same-day emergency appointments from 8am-4pm if you 

feel you are a danger to yourself or others. Otherwise, an appointment can 

usually be scheduled within a few weeks. Appointments can be made over 

phone only.

Psychiatrists at Mckinley can provide a diagnosis, prescribe medication, and 

help with coping skills over time. Mckinley also offers limited counseling. 

More resources for students and community can be found at:
psychology.illinois.edu/mental-health-resources

Read this story on Issuu

In the future, this project hopes to expand to include a website for sharing 

your own stories and reading others' stories. Right now, you can follow 

project updates on instagram!

You can find Celia Cousineau on social media as @PineyBlues or see more 
design and illustration work at CeliaCousineau.com.

Read and download the full 

story from itch.io 

(and make a donation, if you'd like!) 
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