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    There are numerous forms of depression. The science of the brain still has so many unknowns, yet many people can find a manageable solution within three to twelve months. Many will take longer, and some struggle to ever find a remedy. This is just my story. Everyone is different. But talking about it, confronting it, is the first step.
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    Introduction

    When you are sounded out to stand for leader of your political party, there can only be one answer.

    I had been the Federal Director and Campaign Director for the Liberal Party for seven years from 1990. I had run John Hewson’s campaign in 1993 and then John Howard’s in 1996. Business commitments meant I wasn’t free to consider preselection for a seat in the 2001 election, but happily I was elected to the federal seat of Goldstein in the 2004 election.

    Although I had ambitions for a senior role, I needed time to learn about the parliamentary process, but time is what I didn’t have. I needed to learn on the job, and fast.

    I became chairman of the government’s Workplace Relations Taskforce in 2005. The following years I was appointed Parliamentary Secretary with ministerial responsibilities for Immigration and Multicultural Affairs. I became the Minister for Vocational and Further Education in 2007, but then we lost the election. That wasn’t part of the plan, but it was the risk I took.

    I became Shadow Minister for Foreign Affairs, a wonderful portfolio, but not one I judged would be front and square in the 2010 election. In 2008 I became Shadow Minister for Infrastructure and Climate Change. These were significant positions but still down the food chain. And we were still in Opposition.

    Then Godwin Grech torpedoed Malcolm Turnbull’s leadership. The Treasury official had masqueraded as a reliable source for one or two people in the Liberal Party for two or three years, but then he forged an email that suggested Prime Minister Kevin Rudd and Treasurer Wayne Swan had acted improperly. Malcolm had seized on the apparent email to demand that the Prime Minister resign if he couldn’t immediately justify his action.

    Malcolm had desired the prime minister’s job for much of his life. He felt well equipped to do it, and perhaps saw an opportunity for a single shot at bringing down the government, which also offered a more attractive alternative than the long, arduous political critique that is the job of the Opposition.

    But Malcolm was duped and his credibility took an enormous hit. Politics is driven by symbols. For many, this became a powerful image of Malcolm’s political judgement. Many Liberals thought that he did not have the qualities to be prime minister if he was going to take those sorts of risks. As a consequence, morale within the parliamentary party was at an all-time low.

    In June 2009, the last week before we rose for the winter break, there was a lot of corridor talk and concern about Malcolm and the hit he and the party had taken. Everyone was examining tea leaves to see what the implications were: none of it looked positive. We had been browbeaten about Godwin at every opportunity in parliament that week.

    Prime Minister Kevin Rudd was popular. He had studiously avoided offending anyone, as well as throwing literally tens of billions of dollars at the government’s politically-inspired stimulus packages developed in response to the global financial crisis (GFC). The economy was showing signs of great resilience, and the feeling was that we could be in the political wilderness for a long time.

    Parliament was rising on the Thursday. Everyone was talking. Everyone was trying to take the temperature. That afternoon I was talking to Victorian MP Tony Smith in the corridor about the situation. We agreed to meet again after 5 p.m. in my office. We quickly reached the conclusion that, according to the general consensus, things were terminal for Malcolm. I hadn’t canvassed much among the Leadership group that week, but it certainly was the feeling of the majority of colleagues that if Malcolm stayed as leader, it would provide a very potent point of attack that would seriously undermine any chance of success at the next election. We were already a long way behind in the polls. We were also dealing with the highly divisive issue of the emissions trading scheme. Everyone was shell-shocked. There was likely to be an election within twelve to fifteen months. There was a lot of pessimism around and people were starting to ask: would we be more competitive with another leader?

    The next move wasn’t obvious. The best-known contenders were Tony Abbott and Joe Hockey. Joe would tell anyone who would listen that he didn’t want it at this stage, and many thought Joe wasn’t ready for higher office. Likewise, Tony himself felt he needed more time to broaden his appeal.

    Tony Smith was direct: ‘You’ll have to consider it. Would you be interested?’ There could be only one answer. I’d always felt that I could perform in leadership positions; that I had the skills, experience and character to do these jobs. Up until that point I had been a back-room player, but now I wanted to see how far I could go.

    I had run national organisations for over twenty years and as federal director I did a lot of public work, but I needed to prove my capacity to carry a large body of people with me; to articulate a vision for the country and then convince Australians of its merit.

    But I had come late to the parliament, aged fifty-three, and with five portfolios in six years, climate change was the only contentious area that placed me in the public domain arguing an alternative point of view. And even in that area, the battle was only just beginning, and I was moving in the opposite direction to our leader. Carrying an argument in a hostile political environment is a critical component of the top leadership, and whether I could hold my own in that area was untested.

    Increasingly, I was engaged and acquitting myself more in the parliamentary and media debates. I was starting to believe that I could be effective in a public sense, so I wanted a leadership job. All I needed was to convince myself that I had the full armoury of necessary qualities.

    Tony Smith was the first to ask, but then others posed the same question: would I consider mounting a challenge against Malcolm? There could be only one answer. I gave it then and I repeated it on a number of occasions in the following weeks: yes, I was interested, but I’d need to think about it.

    I was very interested, but I had a problem.
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    The Problem

    It had been a family joke, since our children were young, that I was ‘not a morning person’. My wife, Maureen, would tell people that before 8.30 a.m. we didn’t discuss the state of our marriage, and the kids wouldn’t ask for money.

    I had felt as if I had to make a transition from the leftovers of sleep into daily activity since I was a teenager. I needed to be quiet for a bit, to warm up to people, to get my head around ideas. I lacked confidence and felt very reluctant to make decisions. These needs weren’t to be ignored and I had developed many strategies to manage them: long hot showers, sunshine, sneezing, the adrenaline rush of having to do a radio interview.

    Typically this black mood would lift around 8 a.m. or 8.30 a.m. each morning, so it was irritating but manageable. But once I turned fifty I was aware this morning funk had become harder to shake. Nine o’clock, ten o’clock …

    My staff, especially over the last twenty years, knew that I would be difficult to engage in the morning. They all knew not to interrupt me too early unless they really had too. Sometimes I got snappy, but most times it was just my body language saying, ‘go away’. I would walk into the office and try to say hello to everybody in an effort to force myself out of it, but then I would retreat into my office and a lot of the times I closed the door.

    I would try to schedule meetings after 9.30 a.m. Before then I would just be reading papers or briefs or doing something where I didn’t have to talk to anybody. I could read, but I could never watch morning television. When I awoke each morning, I would listen to the 6 a.m. news and then turn the radio off. It annoyed me intensely: the voices, the noise, and I didn’t want to be concerned with the trivial conversations of morning radio hosts.

    Now I was responsible for the climate change policy. It was enormously interesting but it was a huge amount of work. I had to get on top of a mountain of detail. There were lots of meetings, speeches to give and press conferences. Some days I would have five, six, seven meetings, and four of them might be before midday, and yet I would be feeling flat and not in good form. It was so annoying. I’d be working really hard to engage properly, but it became more difficult and increasingly frustrating, and I suspect it detracted from my effectiveness.

    This was the problem that stopped me jumping at the chance for the leadership. Although the little black dog that visited me every morning had been easily explained away as an aversion to mornings, after four decades I had finally admitted to myself earlier in the year that there might be more to it and consulted a GP, which turned out to be no help at all.

    I explained the history and the symptoms and asked if there was a pill that might help. He just tapped his head and said it was all in my mind. Things just got comedic. He sent me to a local psychologist, who sat me on a couch in her front parlour. I started to recite the history of my morning problem, and she was taking notes. After about ten minutes she stopped me, looked at me earnestly and said, ‘Were you loved by your parents as a child?’ I realised this was not for me. I couldn’t get out of there fast enough, so I paid the bill and disappeared. It was like a sitcom special. Because my condition hadn’t been apparent to them, it made me think, yet again, that I wasn’t suffering anything of consequence. I left feeling I was just being stupid. I returned to doing what I had done for so long: telling myself to snap out of it. That it was mind over matter. That it was weakness.

    ‘You can get on top of it.’ That was what I had been telling myself for most of my life, because every day I did get on top of it. Often I would be saying it to myself in the most high-level meetings: Pull yourself together, just concentrate, get into this meeting. If I could get some adrenaline pumping, I would start to feel better. I knew I could still carry off the meeting, but I wouldn’t be feeling confident. I would be acting, and that takes it out of you. People who have depressive conditions can become very practised at acting, but it is very frustrating. A similar meeting in the afternoon was completely different. There would be easy authority in my voice, a clarity in my thinking, a confidence. And I would enjoy myself.

    So I knew I was experiencing this phenomenon that I had to deal with each morning. And I knew, as I grew older, it was dragging on later into the day. I had talked about it with Maureen, and I think subconsciously I knew I had a problem. It is very hard to admit that you’ve got depression. I was very conscious of the stigma attached to it. The combination of my background and being in public life meant I thought people would associate depression with weakness of character and so discount me from positions of great responsibility.

    So there I was. I don’t think I thought it through quite so consciously at the time, but I was very convinced that the ‘depression label’ could work strongly against me.

    I spent five or six weeks agonising over this dilemma. In early July 2009 I flew to Washington and Beijing for a fortnight to get some idea of what the United States and China would do on climate change in the run-up to the Copenhagen global conference.

    I had something like forty-four meetings during the two-week period, but I was by myself a lot outside the meetings. I had plenty of time to think, and I didn’t feel well on many of those days. I was dealing with jet lag on top of it all, but on many days it wasn’t until midmorning before I was snapping out of my morning funk. To help my mood I did my usual 1500-metre swim on most days, and I would go for a walk in the sunshine.

    I had started swimming each day when I discovered I had high cholesterol aged forty-seven, and I felt that the exercise helped my moods. My older brother Christopher was staying with us in Sydney for a week when I was starting my swimming regime. Christopher has exercised seriously all his life, and he is full of beans in the morning. He’d come to wake me up at 6 a.m. to help get me into the routine. He told me later that the look on my face was like thunder and he thought I was going to thump him. We walked down to the Olympic Pool, next to the Sydney Harbour Bridge, with me mooching beside him—Christopher talking and me grunting. Likewise, I had also chanced upon the impact sunshine and sneezing has on the release of endorphins.

    During my thirties and early forties we lived twenty minutes out of Canberra, at Wamboin. Canberra has more sunshine hours than the Gold Coast, even in winter. So on the drive in to work I would stop the car two or three times because I am one of those people who sneezes when looking at the sun. The subsequent endorphin rush would make me feel better, or at the very least the sunlight would help my mood.

    In America I was swimming and walking if it was sunny, but I was not feeling good. It was not conducive to thinking about taking on more responsibility. Yet while I was in the United States and China, Malcolm Turnbull was at home announcing unilateral decisions about how we would ultimately support government legislation on an emissions trading scheme at the end of the year. It beggared belief and added to my sense that something needed to be done, or we would tear ourselves apart as a party.

    I was disappointed because I had no plan to deal with my problem. I found in life that I could deal with lots of things—family crises, financial problems or whatever—as long as I had a strategy to extract myself or my family from the circumstance. But in this instance I was increasingly feeling that the morning problems were inhibiting me from doing properly what I already had on my plate, let alone higher responsibility. And I didn’t have any game plan for trying to deal with it. There were lots of things I could do outside politics, but I had returned because I thought it was the profession to which I was best suited. I wanted to make the best contribution I could, and I thought I would have even more capability if I didn’t have this black dog visiting me every morning.

    When Tony Smith and others asked me directly about the leadership, I was interested but I couldn’t shy away from ‘the morning issue’. Trying to deal with it had become more invasive and more difficult. The trip to America and China only compounded my concerns as to whether I could try to challenge for the leadership, much less do the leader’s job with whatever my condition was.

    I came back and the chatter and speculation was still on. There were telephone conversations taking place. Another three or four people, including Peter Costello, rang asking if I would be interested in running if it turned out that Malcolm’s leadership was terminal.

    I would always say, ‘Yes, I am interested and I’ll give it some serious thought’. I believed I had a bit of breathing space because it usually takes time for that sort of assessment of a leader’s position to properly emerge.

    Later in the same month Peter Costello rang me again and said, ‘Every way I look at this it’s bad news for the party and bad news for Malcolm. I think it might be time for you to step up to the plate. So are you interested?’

    I said, ‘Yes I am, but I’ll think about it’.

    I was keen, very keen. It was an opportunity you may only get once and I thought I had the capacity in every other sense to make a fair fist of it. But I was worried that the morning problem was incompatible with the demands of leadership.

    More than most others, I was well aware of what the leadership responsibilities would involve. In addition to being Campaign Director for the party in the 1993 and 1996 elections, I had also been Chief of Staff to Andrew Peacock in the 1990 election. Leadership of any political party is a 24/7 responsibility. Most days you need to be on your game from 5.30 a.m. until late into the night. The mornings are critical. I knew that if I gave the nod then many things would spin out of my control: you can be carried along by the support and the actions of others. You need to run with it, with no time for second thoughts. The last thing I wanted to do was begin something that I couldn’t finish. Gnawing away in the back of my mind was the unspoken fear that I might let myself and others down if the black dog got in the way. It was time to seek professional assessment.
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    A Plan’s the Thing

    During the parliamentary winter break the phone calls continued. I was working in my electorate office, doing the usual round of meetings, and colleagues were still ringing to see if I had made up my mind.

    Peter Costello even hinted that if I did contest and was successful, he might stay until the election to help me. It was a very generous offer and would have been influential in my decision if I had been well. I thanked him and said that if it was the end for Malcolm, then I was interested, and given what he had said, I would be thinking about it and taking his advice further.

    As we were approaching the return to parliament in the second week of August, I knew crunch time was coming. Nothing had happened over recent weeks to allay my fears. If anything, my concerns were being compounded.  

    I confronted these worries during an interstate trip on 3 and 4 August. I was spending two days in rural Australia, something I would always look forward to, yet I really struggled through both days, only coming good in the evenings. I was visiting the South-West of Western Australia. My colleague in the seat of Forrest, Nola Marino, had organised a series of meetings with farming and mining interests. The round trip involved eight hours of flying time and four hours in a car. Time to think.

    Did I really have a depressive condition? It was a hard reality to contemplate. On those flights I faced the fact that I had a problem. I decided that I was going to do something serious about it, and that I would do whatever it took to fix it, whatever the consequences.

    I realised that if Malcolm fell over, there was no way I could seek to challenge him or compete against others if I was dealing with some sort of depression. It was the first time I accepted that there was a barrier to me going any further in my political career.

    On my return home I discussed it with Maureen. I don’t know if we had ever used the ‘D’ word. We had only talked about the creeping nature of my morning mood during my fifties. But I was blunt this time. I said, ‘I’ve got a problem and I need to see a professional, a proper professional’. I had decided I would ring Jeff Kennett, the former Liberal premier who now headed beyondblue, an organisation providing information about depression. I still probably didn’t say ‘depression’, I simply talked about ‘my condition’.

    Maureen was fine of course. She was probably relieved. We had been talking about the leadership issue and had both been worried about whether I could handle the job, because of my mornings.

    I thought about what my father had said when I told my parents thirty-five years earlier that I was going to marry Maureen. He said, ‘I don’t know where you are heading son, but you are heading somewhere, and you have chosen someone very well equipped to go with you’.

    The next day I spoke to my Victorian colleague, Tony Smith, who I had known for twenty years and with whom I had a frank and trusting relationship. I told him I was very keen to take up the challenge but that I had a problem that I needed to deal with first. I gave Tony a description of my condition and the conclusions that I’d reached. I told him that I was going to ring Jeff Kennett to seek his advice and a possible referral to somebody who could give me an opinion on what was going on, whether it was fixable and what I could do about it. Tony was understanding and supportive. He had high-flying friends who had dealt with depressive conditions successfully. On the Saturday morning I rang Jeff. He was driving out of Cradle Mountain with his wife Felicity on their way to a Hawthorn match in Launceston. The phone reception was poor. He said he would contact me when he got to the football oval. True to his word, at 1.30 p.m. Jeff rang and I gave him a rundown of my condition and symptoms, and explained why I was concerned about it at this stage with the question of the leadership on the table. Jeff understood the circumstances. I told him as much as I could about the politics and the pressure on me and that I needed to resolve it one way or another. I trusted him.

    He said that he was no expert, but he would do what he could to find someone who could help me. He also said, ‘Thank God you’ve confronted it’. He was reassuring, saying that half the battle is acknowledging the problem.

    He rang again on early Monday morning, saying he had an eight o’clock appointment for me on Wednesday with Professor John Tiller, the distinguished psychiatrist at Melbourne University and the Albert Road Clinic in Melbourne. I was so grateful. I felt that someone was taking what I had told them seriously and doing something about it. I had made a start and, more importantly, I had a plan.

    Professor Tiller said, ‘Sit down and tell me about it’. He started taking notes. He was at his desk and I was in an armchair. These might be small things, but I felt better already because I wasn’t on the stereotypical couch. I started talking, but he stopped me after about ten minutes and I thought, Oh God, here we go again, was I loved by my mother? But miraculously he said, ‘Andrew, from what you’ve told me so far I just want to say to you this is fixable. You’ve got a chemical problem and this is fixable. Now go on’.

    I talked for the next forty minutes, with him prompting and questioning me. He wanted the chronology of the condition and a bit of history about family members. It was as I imagined it should be, almost a businesslike discussion. He was interested in the facts.

    He diagnosed diurnal variation, a condition that involves a daily variation of mood. In my case it meant that for the first two or three hours of each morning my mood was substantially different—almost the opposite of what it was for the remainder of the day.

    Since my teenage years, I had found myself going to sleep taking on the world, being very positive about the issues that I was dealing with, identifying solutions to problems and planning how I might go about the next day’s activities. I have never had a problem sleeping, no matter what political crisis was going on. When I woke six or seven hours later, I would instantly experience the same positive frame of mind that I had when I went to sleep, but it would only last a split second. It would then feel as though I was descending in an elevator, going down through different moods until I found myself in a highly negative state of mind, not wanting to turn on the radio, not wanting to get out of bed, not wanting to make decisions. Worst of all was knowing that this would be my lot for the next two to three hours.

    Professor Tiller said the problem was fixable—that it was a chemical imbalance, a late release of serotonin—but he also told me that finding the solution might involve a lot of trial and error. He said having the condition for such a long time can lead to other psychological conditions, which might be best dealt with by a psychologist in due course. He also told me some people find that they can deal with such issues themselves once they have dealt with the underlying depressive illness. He was very open with me. It was a methodical and effective way of working through the issue.

    He emphasised that psychiatry was not an exact science and that it could take a while to find the best chemical balance for me. He warned me that there could be significant and difficult short-term side effects to the treatments and that I couldn’t expect any beneficial effect for four or five weeks at the earliest, or much longer perhaps. The side effects of the chemical cocktail would become apparent over that period of time.

    Professor Tiller started me on Lexapro tablets that morning. He had clearly outlined the possible side effects for me, and there were many. There seemed to be about two-dozen possible reactions, from diarrhoea and putting on weight to skin conditions. One prominent side effect of Lexapro was that it could initially make you more depressed than the underlying condition. The label warned that someone around you should be alert to possible suicidal tendencies. But that was one of about twenty-four possible side effects; surely they were just covering themselves. Right?

    Not only was I finally going to beat my morning funk (it even had a name!), but the timing suited the political demands on me. Four or five weeks to sort out the side effects meant that I could express interest in the leadership position, if it came to that, and be ready and well for the challenge, or the job.

    I left the room ecstatic. It dawned on me as I travelled out to the airport to return to parliament that, for the first time in forty-three years, I might find myself free of this morning condition, and that I might be better than I’d ever been. It was an exhilarating moment. Above all, I had heard loud and clear, ‘This is treatable’.

    I flew back to Canberra that day. My phone rang while I was waiting in the lounge for my flight to be announced. It was Peter Costello asking for my decision. I had not intended to tell too many people that I was under treatment, hoping to stay under the radar while I was finding a solution, coming out the other end to engage fully if Malcolm’s leadership became untenable. Nevertheless, Peter was a special case. Despite being on the backbench, he was still, in practice, the most senior member of the Liberal parliamentary party, at least in Victoria, and he had intimated he would stay and assist me until the election if I was prepared to seek the leadership. I trusted him.

    I told him about my circumstance and the outcome of the consultation, and that, without telling the world, I would find a solution over the coming weeks, experimenting with different medications, with the aim of being completely well within a few weeks. Peter was a bit taken aback, but sympathetic and encouraging. He was forensically enquiring into the nature of the condition and the name, and what it meant. I was so optimistic he said, ‘OK, we’ll just sit tight and see what happens’, and he wished me good luck.

    Of course, Professor Tiller’s cautions went straight over my head. I was fixed on the fixable. Even speaking to Peter I was on a bit of a high, thinking I was on the road to recovery. I really thought I would pop a few pills and then have the medication sorted in a few weeks. It gave me time to re-engage with the leadership issues. I wouldn’t need to tell many people and so would avoid the stigma attached to depression.

    I only realise now how false these expectations were. I confronted my misplaced optimism at the first Shadow Cabinet meeting back in parliament. Shadow Cabinet meetings start with the Leader making political comments, followed by responses around the table. Godwin Grech was the backdrop to this meeting, as were Malcolm’s subsequent climate change pronouncements. There was nothing challenging for me on the agenda and it was all a bit acrimonious.

    Malcolm was chairing the meeting. I still hadn’t come out of my morning malaise. I was negative, lacked confidence and didn’t want to engage. I was sitting back in my seat, and Malcolm was just a couple of seats away from me. Whatever was being discussed, I didn’t want to join in. People around the table were debating the issue and I just sat there feeling indecisive. My body language was submissive. All I could think was that there was absolutely no way I could be chairing this meeting. But half an hour later, sitting in the same meeting, which was by then even more testy, I was sitting there thinking, God I wish I was chairing this meeting.

    The change was all in my head. All of a sudden I had clarity. Instead of thinking negative thoughts and that everything was too hard, all of a sudden a problem was an opportunity to do something. I was trying to catch the chairman’s attention and was also busy writing notes to marshal my thoughts. I was listening earnestly to what people were saying to see whether I agreed or disagreed, and getting ready to respond. There was no lack of confidence anywhere within me. I argued my case. Robustly. Maybe even bullishly. I was enjoying myself. Leading the party? Why not?

    But as I left the meeting room just after 11 a.m. there was just enough time to reflect on the previous hour. I had told myself all my adult life that I was not a morning person, but the starkness of that particular morning gave me an inescapable jolt. This couldn’t be normal. It was a very strong affirmation of Professor Tiller’s warning.

    I had put up with fighting the morning problem for four decades, so how bad could any side effects be? Really bad, as it turns out. That first month on the tablets were the worst four weeks of my life.
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    Going Public

    During that first month when I was trialling the drugs, we had two sitting weeks. I was travelling a lot because it was two or three months from when the emissions trading scheme legislation was going to be presented to the House of Representatives again. We had voted against it the first time on my advice, and there was a lot of posturing about what would happen the next time.

    As I was responsible for it, I had lots of meetings, press conferences, speeches, boardroom gatherings with CEOs and lunches where I was answering questions and explaining our position and concerns. At the same time I was discovering that the medication I was taking made me feel depressed 24/7.

    I tried all the tricks I knew to make myself feel better. I arrived early at meetings so I could go for a walk in the sun. I told myself I was just unfortunate: I’ve got side effect number thirteen out of twenty-four, and it happens to be severe depression. I knew I had to put up with it for three or four weeks before my body adjusted.

    I had never experienced anything like it. It was a lot worse than the underlying condition. It was a real hollowing out of yourself, not wanting to think about anything. At least in the past I knew I would slowly come out of it as the day progressed, but now I wasn’t functioning well at any time of the day. I didn’t want to make decisions, although I could force myself to, and I often spent hours looking at the wall in my office.

    Vanessa Konig, my personal assistant, knew all the details and the impact the medication was having on me. Each morning she would ask how I was. ‘I’m bad’, was all I could say, and then I would just sit in my office with my door shut.

    I had so much work to do, but I just couldn’t bring myself to read. I avoided media, finding excuses, but there were many prior commitments I couldn’t get out of. One of them was a speaking engagement at Birregurra, down in the Western District of Victoria, addressing about 250 farmers. For the complete trip I sat in the front of the car, with one of my staff members in the back, listening to classical music with my eyes closed. That always helped calm me.

    The day had started with a press conference, followed by an Australian Industry Group lunch with fifteen CEOs. I had sat in the sun on a park bench for half an hour before the lunch meeting to try to give myself a lift. When I was meeting all the CEOs, I was feeling bad, lacking confidence. The adrenaline kicks in when I have to speak publicly, and it went very well, but afterwards I told my staff I had some things to do at home. Really, I just needed to sit in a chair. Later, they picked me up for Birregurra.

    When we got there, everyone wanted to meet me because I used to run the National Farmers’ Federation and it was a great social event. The local Country Women’s Association had prepared the meal, and it was a typical rural bush evening, which I always enjoy. I was trying so hard to engage with everyone, but it was tough. Thankfully I was very much on top of the topic of the evening, climate change, and once I got to my feet the adrenaline surged. There was an hour of questions and then everyone wanted to talk to me individually afterwards. I finally got back in the car at about 11.30 p.m. I was exhausted and it was a two-hour drive back to Melbourne. It was a pretty typical day, but with the depression everything was such an effort. I didn’t want to talk on the way back, and I couldn’t sleep, so again I just sat listening to classical music.

    It was four weeks like that, just trying to keep lifting one foot after the other. It made me wonder about people who have chronic depression. What a curse.
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