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The Big Sad 

I don’t know if there was a definitive moment where I started being really sad. My 

memory of my early childhood is very selective: I remember the shirt I was wearing on a given 

day, but not anything else. My brain tends to separate “happy child” and “angry/sad child” 

memories into discrete categories. There is the day we ate soup after reading The Tale of 

Despereaux in my second-grade class, but there are also the days where I had to be physically 

dragged out of the car to be taken to school. There are fun days at the pool, but there is also the 

moment where I genuinely thought that I was pregnant at age 10 because I was getting rounder 

in preparation for puberty and I’d kissed a boy. There is all the excitement of going to World 

Finals for Odyssey of the Mind, but also the post-results party I was not invited to because 

finding out we hadn’t placed had absolutely wrecked me. There is all of my banter with my 

broadcasting teacher, Mr. Bird, but also the day I had to hide in the bathroom because Bird told 

me I couldn’t run a certain story and my body thought it was appropriate to completely break 

down. There are also plenty of memories of my senior year of leaving class simply because the 

urge to uppercut Grayson Wolff out of his chair was getting far too tempting. 

My family, or I should say my mother, was a big proponent of therapy, so I was started 

young. I had Debbie, who I don’t think I told anything sensitive to, but I did always end up 

crying during those appointments. In a search of my medical record, I apparently had anger 

issues and didn’t get along with my mom very often. Most of my insight on the mental state of 
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my childhood comes with the big packet of information that I procured from my insurance, 

listing every appointment, every diagnosis, every immunization. I frankly think that my own 

memory on the subject cannot be trusted.  

There was, however, a specific turning point that I do remember. It is both etched in my 

mind and my record. All of the sadness, lonliness, confusion, and Panic! At The Disco music of 

my eighth grade year finally culminating in a moment where I couldn’t keep going. 

I was in my mom’s car, crying, in the passenger seat, without shoes and fully unprepared 

to leave the driveway. This snapshot plays out in my memory like a game of clue. It was me, in 

the car, with the mental breakdown. I thought about the bottle of ibuprofen that my mom kept 

in her glovebox. I thought hard about what I’d do if the opportunity ever presented itself to give 

up, to get some rest from all of this “living” racket. But my mom is sitting in the front seat, she 

knows how I feel, and she’ll buy me lunch at Noodles and Company so I can feel like a person 

again and maybe even be better by tomorrow. 

She called the doctor, speaking calmly and typing numbers into her phone, scheduling 

me an appointment with a therapist, the first I’d had in a while. I just sat there and listened in 

that hot car, which was not even running, just incubating in the garage. It reminded my fried 

brain of a story that my friend had told me. One of her friends had discovered her mom trying to 

kill herself by running the car in the closed garage (the carbon monoxide allows you to drift into 

sleep and never wake up by depriving your body of essential oxygen). The friend joined her 

mother and hours later they were both dead. I felt sympathy for the friend in that moment. The 

opportunity to never have to deal with the grief of losing your mother, along with being free 

from all the pain the world has to offer, just sitting in that garage. I am sure, at that point, I 

would have taken the deal.  
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But, no, I couldn’t. I can’t die, I would ruin people. My afterlife would be full of images of 

watching my father drink even more whiskey than he does now, and watching him cry, which is 

my least favorite activity. I just wanted to take a month off from this whole 

get-up-do-your-day-go-to-sleep business. Live in the void for enough time to miss life’s 

mundanity, then make my reappearance. I found out later that having these thoughts still made 

me suicidal, there’s no cheating out of that marker on your record on a technicality.  

The therapist that I saw after that moment in the car was a chubby woman who 

reminded me of Garcia from Criminal Minds, typing away at her computer, I suppose digging up 

the dirt on me and my mental illness. She had such warmth in her, and the room definitely felt a 

lot cozier than the sterilized environment of the hospital around it. This woman was supposedly 

here to listen to all of the odd thoughts I’d had, that I felt I’d been too cowardly to ever 

self-harm, that I constantly had to explain to people why any emotion on a scale of 1 to 10 that's 

below a 4 or above a 7 makes me cry. I don’t remember what came of that appointment, aside 

from a note on my chart saying “Major Depressive Disorder, Single Episode”. It was years before 

I got serious about going to therapy again, but I do remember that woman and the warmness 

that she brought in the single hour I knew her.  

I haven’t had one of those moments again, really. Just the occasional thought of “what 

would happen if you swerved off of the road” while I drive on the long stretches of empty, unlit 

Colorado highway. The greatest advantage that I have achieved is the ability to separate those 

thoughts from the productive ones. I have two brains, one that is creative and smart and 

hopeful, and another that is constantly playing a skipping record of “you have a dead friend” 

“you should put things in your mouth” “fucking yell as loud as you can in this public place” 

“nobody really wants to be friends with you, they just pity you” “everyone you’ve ever loved has 
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left you” and my least favorite “how about you just not do that thing and stay in bed?” I have 

called that voice Jared, because it is a very punchable sounding name. 

A lot of moments from my childhood can be explained by the fact that I am the product 

of two people who really shouldn’t have had children, genetics-wise. I have three tiny scars from 

heart surgery and a bottle of anti-depressants to prove it. I knew I was going to get some sort of 

mental disorder from the two of them, they are both on endless meds, some prescribed, some in 

the form of video games or keeping the house clean, to steady their mental health. What we have 

settled on now is that I am bipolar, which indeed does make a lot of sense. I’m still trying to find 

a way to treat that though, evidenced by the fact that the night before this paper was due I 

watched Requiem For a Dream and Trainspotting at midnight simply because I had read that 

they would mess with your head (For the record, the fake baby in trainspotting was too 

fake-looking for me to be freaked out by it).  

Surely this will be filed under “memories of bad decisions”. 


