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  WHAT PEOPLE ARE SAYING ABOUT




  MADE IT THRU THE RAIN




  The author displays an incredibly deep understanding of the personal and devastating journey of depression. It offers empathy as well as direction to those people struggling with those demons as well as some useful strategies and inspirational quotes. Above all it has the ability to hope to those who feel hopeless from someone who truly does know how it feels.




  Maggie Davies, Lead Therapist in Aneurin Bevan Health Board




  I couldn’t stop reading the book: the text bowls along and retains interest. I particularly enjoyed the use of poems and how the book has been structured. I recognized what you the author was saying and thought the condition was presented fairly, positively and with care.




  Sarah Russell, Writing Editing Consultancy




  (www.sarahrussellwriting.co.uk)




  Made It


  Thru The Rain





  The author courageously demonstrates


  how an ordinary life can become


  extraordinary and how experience


  can indeed be the greatest gift




  Depression isn’t a sign of weakness…it’s a sign


  you’ve been strong for too long …
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  ‘Made it Thru the Rain’ is dedicated to my precious


  Mum and Dad


  Who truly are my best friends


  Thank you for your endless support, love and light




  Foreword




  I feel privileged to have been asked by Beverley to write the foreword to her book. I am very proud to have Beverley as one of the Sue Stone Foundation accredited coaches. Beverley has been on an incredible transformational journey, suffering depression and suicidal thoughts to living the wonderfully positive and fulfilled life she does now. She thrives at what she does because she has learnt the best way, I believe, through personal experience. Beverley truly walks her talk.




  In Made It Thru The Rain she recounts her years of depression and explains what she went through and her darkest innermost thoughts and fears. This is the dark illness of depression that so many people suffer from. I found myself becoming excited reading about the things she did towards beating her depression, her challenges and successes and her passion now to help others. The last chapters are devoted to simple yet hugely effective tips and techniques to help beat depression and other mental health issues. This book is a wonderful read for people who are suffering with depression, their family members and friends, or just simply for a greater understanding of this subject.




  Sue Stone
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  Preface




  How do you recognise you are depressed? Since suffering from anxiety and depression in 2009 - my annus horribilis - I realise back then I didn’t know the answer. However today I am a little more awake to it.




  We all have bad days and for eighteen months prior to being diagnosed I had many of them. And that’s exactly what I put them down to - bad days.




  When the hours of crying became more frequent than the hours of not, you’d think I would’ve noticed. When the usual everyday tasks became too much, you’d think I would’ve noticed. When I started to suffer paranoia and panic attacks, you’d think I would’ve noticed. When I started to comfort eat, you’d think I would’ve noticed. When I became insecure and my confidence dropped, you’d think I would’ve noticed. And when I visited my doctor more in three months than I had in the previous three years, you’d think I would’ve noticed.




  But no; and from a number of people I spoke to at the time, my behaviour had become the norm so they didn’t recognise the signs either.




  My usual positive self had been taken over and replaced by a negative, critical self. My self-confidence plummeted as my work and relationships suffered.




  At the time none of this was recognisable to me. I felt I’d changed but if anybody commented on it I would deny it and refuse to discuss it. I felt like I was being personally attacked and I would spend my time alone sobbing and wondering why people no longer understood me. What was wrong with everybody?




  As things got worse I would say to those nearest to me, ‘I’m sure I’m ill. What’s wrong with me?’ It was always explained as, ‘You’re tired.’ ‘You do too much.’ ‘You worry about nothing.’ ‘It will all be better soon.’




  If only.




  It didn’t get better - it got oh so much worse!




  For those out there reading this who suffer depression, or for those living with a depressed person, I’m sure this will resonate - it may even make sense. At the time it didn’t make sense to me or those closest to me.




  It does now.




  This is the story of my journey. You will read about my deepest fears, feelings and pain but through it all I ‘Made it Thru the Rain’.




  Beverley Jones




  Duvet Days




  Get out from under the duvet!




  I CAN’T!




  Yes I could yesterday and




  Yes maybe tomorrow I will




  But today I CAN’T




  Please don’t ask me why




  I have no answers




  Just leave me be.




  




  Chapter 1




  How did I get here? Life, that’s how. My journey has brought me to the duvet and its snug, warm hold that today surrounds me. My duvet days are just the best.




  It’s while I’m here that I feel safe. Safe away from the world, away from the noise that constantly, continually fills and echoes inside my head. It’s like I’m living with a volcano sat inside me, just waiting to erupt.




  I try to battle my thoughts. I don’t want to think because it causes chaos: irrational thoughts that appear real, dark thoughts that appear to envelop my senses. I can’t see, I can’t hear, I can’t taste and I can’t feel. The only sense that is prevalent is smell. And why? Because I smell fear.




  I’m so afraid I’m shouting, but there’s no one around to hear. When I’m in company no one can hear my cries because silent cries can’t be heard. It’s a nightmare and I’m living it.




  I’ve cried so much today my eyes hurt; surely there can’t be any more tears? The only way to stop them is to sleep. Today I know it’s bad because I woke myself up crying.




  Doing daily chores has become impossible - everyone gets in my way and on my nerves. Just go away world, I can’t be bothered with you.




  It was following another duvet day that I took myself to the doctors. I’ll always be grateful for the medical help I received from that day on.




  I didn’t talk at the doctors. I cried… and I cried… and just for good measure I cried some more. This brought on a panic attack and out came my inhaler.




  The doctor’s view: ‘You have two weeks left before you are hospitalized. You need to take time off work to rest and recuperate. This has to happen as of today. If you don’t… Well, the choice is yours.’
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