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In the vein of An Unquiet Mind comes a storm of a memoir that will take you deep inside bipolar
disorder and change everything you know.When Marya Hornbacher published her first book,
Wasted: A Memoir of Anorexia and Bulimia, she did not yet have the piece of shattering
knowledge that would finally make sense of the chaos of her life. At age twenty-four, Hornbacher
was diagnosed with Type I rapid-cycle bipolar, the most severe form of bipolar disorder.In
Madness, in her trademark wry and utterly self-revealing voice, Hornbacher tells her new story.
Through scenes of astonishing visceral and emotional power, she takes us inside her own
desperate attempts to counteract violently careening mood swings by self-starvation, substance
abuse, numbing sex, and self-mutilation. How Hornbacher fights her way up from a madness
that all but destroys her, and what it is like to live in a difficult and sometimes beautiful life and
marriage—where bipolar always beckons—is at the center of this brave and heart-stopping
memoir.Madness delivers the revelation that Hornbacher is not alone: millions of people in
America today are struggling with a variety of disorders that may disguise their bipolar disease.
And Hornbacher's fiercely self-aware portrait of her own bipolar as early as age four will
powerfully change, too, the current debate on whether bipolar in children actually exists.New
York Times“Humorous, articulate, and self-aware…A story that is almost impossible to put
down.”—“With the same intimately revelatory and shocking emotional power that marked
[Wasted], Hornbacher guides us through her labyrinth of psychological demons.”—Elle
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THIS BOOK.For my parentsPrologueThe CutNovember 5, 1994I am numb. I am in the bathroom
of my apartment in Minneapolis, twenty years old, drunk, and out of my mind. I am cutting
patterns in my arm, a leaf and a snake. There is one dangling light, a bare bulb with a filthy string
that twitches in the breeze coming through the open window. I look out on an alley and the brick
buildings next door, all covered with soot. Across the way a woman sits on her sagging flowered
couch in her slip and slippers, watching TV, laughing along with the laugh track, and I stop to sop
up the blood with a rag. The blood is making a mess on the floor (note to self: mop floor) while a
raccoon clangs the lid of a dumpster down below. Time hiccups; it is either later or sooner, I can’t
tell which. I study my handiwork. Blood runs down my arm, wrapping around my wrists and
dripping off my fingers onto the dirty white tile floor.I have been cutting for months. It stills the
racing thoughts, relieves the pressure of the madness that has been crushing my mind, vise-like,
for nearly my entire life, but even more so in the recent days. The past few years have seen me in
ever-increasing flights and falls of mood, my mind at first lit up with flashes of color, currents of
electric insight, sudden elation, and then flooded with black and bloody thoughts that throw me
face-down onto my living room floor, a swelling despair pressing outward from the center of my
chest, threatening to shatter my ribs. I have ridden these moods since I was a child, the clatter of
the roller coaster roaring in my ears while I clung to the sides of my little car. But now, at the edge
of adulthood, the madness has entered me for real. The thing I have feared and railed against all
my life—the total loss of control over my mind—has set in, and I have no way to fight it anymore.I
split my artery.Wait: first there must have been a thought, a decision to do it, a sequence of
events, a logic. What was it? I glimpse the bone, and then blood sprays all over the walls. I am
sinking; but I didn’t mean to; I was only checking; I’m crawling along the floor in jerks and lurches,
balanced on my right elbow, holding out my left arm, the cut one. I slide on my belly toward the
phone in my bedroom; time has stopped; time is racing; the cat nudges my nose and paws at
me, mewling. I knock the phone off the hook with my right hand and tip my head over to hold my
ear to it. The sound of someone’s voice—I am surprised at her urgency—Do you have a towel—



wrap it tight—hold it up—someone’s on their way—Suddenly the door breaks in and there is a
flurry of men, dark shadows, all around me. I drop the phone and give in to the tide and feel
myself begin to drown. Their mouths move underwater, their voices glubbing up, Is there a
pulse? and metal doors clang shut and I swim through space, the siren wailing farther and
farther away.I am watching neon lights flash past above my head. I am lying on my back. There is
a quick, sharp, repetitive sound somewhere: wheels clicking across a floor. I am in motion. I am
being propelled. The lights flash in my eyes like strobe. The place I am in is bright. I cannot move.
I am sinking. The bed is swallowing me. Wait, this is not a bed; there are bars. We are racing
along. There are people on either side of me, pushing the cage. They’re running. What’s the
hurry? My left arm feels funny, heavy. There is a stunning pain shooting through it, like lightning,
flashing from my hand to my shoulder. It seems to branch out from there, shooting electricity all
through my body. I try to lift my arm but it weighs a thousand pounds. I try to lift my head to look
at it, to look around, to see where I am, but I am unable to. My head, too, is heavy as lead. From
the corner of my eye, I see people watching me fly by.I am in shock. I heard them say it when
they found me. She’s in shock, one said to the other. Who are they? They broke down the door.
Well, are they going to pay for it? I am indignant. I black out.I come to. I am wearing my new
white sweater. I regret that it is stained dark red. What a waste of money. We have stopped
moving. There are people standing around, peering down at me. They look like a thicket of trees
and I am lying immobile on the forest floor. When did it happen? What did you use? they
demand, their voices very far away. I don’t remember—everyone calm down, I’ll just go home—
can I go home? I feel a little sick—I vomit into the thing they hold out for me to vomit into. I’m so
sorry, I say, it was an accident. Please, I think I’ll go home. Where are my shoes?Am I saying any
of this? No one stops. They bustle. I must be in a hospital; that is what people do in a hospital,
they bustle. For hospital people, they are being very loud. There is shouting. The bustling is
unusually hurried. What’s the rush, people? My arm is killing me, as it were, yuk yuk, though I
can’t really feel it so much, am more just aware that it is there; or perhaps I am merely aware that
it was there, and now I am aware only of the arm-shaped heaviness where it used to be. Have
they taken my arm? Well, that’s all right. Never liked it anyway, yuk yuk yuk.No one is getting my
jokes.I realize I am screaming and stop immediately, feeling embarrassed at my behavior. I have
to be careful. They will think I am crazy.I come to and black out. I come to and black out. This
lasts forever, or it takes less than a minute, a second, a millisecond; it takes so little time that it
does not happen at all; after all, how would I be conscious of losing consciousness? Is that,
really, what it means to lose your mind? Well, then, I don’t lose my mind very often after all. My
arm hurts like a motherfucker. I object. I turn my head to the person whose face is closest to me
to tell him I object, but suddenly he is all hands, and there is an enormous gaping red thing
where my arm used to be. It is bloody, it looks like a raw steak, it looks like the word flesh, the
word itself, in German fleish, and the Bastard of Hands has one hand wrapped around my
forearm, his fingers and thumbs on either side of the gaping red thing, pressing it together, and
he is sticking a needle into the inside part of the thing—Quiet down! Someone hold her down,



for chrissakes—and he stabs the inside of the thing again and again and I hear someone
screaming, possibly me. It does not hurt, per se, but it startles me, the gleaming slender needle
sinking into the raw flesh. I realize I am a steak. They are carving me up to serve me. They will
serve me on a silver-plated platter. The man’s hands are enormous, and now the hands are
sewing the cut flesh, how absurd! Can’t they just glue it together? What a fuss over nothing—
Oh, for God’s sake! I yell (perhaps, or maybe only think), now I remember, and I scream (I’m
pretty sure I really do), Can you believe I did it? What a fucking idiot! I didn’t mean to! I plead with
them to understand this, I was only cutting a little, didn’t mean to do it, sorry to make such a
mess, look at the blood! And my sweater! I black out and come to and black out again. You’re in
shock. Can you hear me? Can you hear me, Maria? She’s completely out of it, one says to the
other. They tower like giants. They can’t pronounce my name. It’s MAR-ya, I say, stressing the
first syllable. Yes, dear. It is, I say, it really is. Yes, dear, I know. I’m sure it is. Just rest. Fuming, I
rest. How can they save my life if they don’t even know how to say my name? They will save
someone else’s life instead! A woman named Maria! Why, I suddenly think, should they have to
save my life—oh, for God’s sake! I remember again. I’ve gone and actually done it! Moron! How
on earth will I explain this? The pair of hands has sewn the inside flesh together and is beginning
another row on top of it. One row won’t do? Stupid, says the Bastard of Hands. I look at him,
shaking his head, disgusted, stitching quickly. So damn stupid.I want to say again that I didn’t
mean it so he will not think I am stupid. I watch blood drip from a bag above my head into a thin
tube that leads, I think, to me. I black out. I come to. There is a giant belly in front of me. It
touches the edge of the bed. I follow the belly up the body to a very pretty face. Aha! Pregnant!
Now I understand. However, why is there a pregnant woman standing next to me? Where is the
hand man? Do you think you need to be in the psych ward? God, no! I laugh at the very idea,
wanting very badly to seem sane. I prop myself up, forgetting about the arm, and collapse back
on it, screaming in pain. Note to self: don’t use left arm. Why don’t you think you need to be in the
psych ward? she asks. I didn’t mean to! I cry. It was a total accident, I was making dinner,
accidentally the knife slipped, not to worry, I wasn’t attempting (I cannot say the word) (there is a
hollow between words, which I fill with) (nicer, safer words). I am incredibly dizzy and I wish she
would go away so I could go home—who lets a woman who’s just sliced her arm in half go
home? Can you contract for safety? the pregnant psychiatrist asks. Who knew psychiatrists got
pregnant? I can, I say, very earnest. You can agree that you will not hurt yourself again if you go
home? Absolutely, I say. After all, I joke, I can’t very well cut open the other arm—this one hurts
too much! I laugh hysterically, nearly falling off the bed. She doesn’t think this is funny. She has
no sense of humor.She lets me go home. Hospital policy is to impose the least level of restriction
possible. If they think you can keep yourself safe, if they can keep one more bed open in the
psych ward, they let you go home. And I’m very convincing. I contract for safety, swearing I won’t
cut myself up again. I call a cab and climb into it, dizzy, my arm wrapped in thick layers of
bandages. I return to a bloody mess, and as dawn fills the room, I tell myself I’ll clean it up in the
morning.I HAVE BEEN in and out of psychiatric institutions and hospitals since I was sixteen. At



first the diagnosis was an eating disorder—years spent in a nightmare cycle of starving,
bingeing, and purging, a cycle that finally got so bad it nearly killed me—but I’ve been improving
for over a year, and it’s all cleared up (brush off hands). They think I’m a little depressed—that’s
the assumption they make for anyone with an eating disorder—so they give me Prozac, new on
the market now, thought to cure all mental ills, prescribed like candy to any and all. Because I’m
not, in fact, depressed, Prozac makes me utterly manic and numb—one of the reasons I slice
my arm open in the first place is that I’m coked to the gills on something utterly wrong for what I
have.I am probably in the grip of a mixed episode. During manic episodes or mixed episodes—
which are episodes where both the despair of depression and the insane agitation and
impulsivity of mania are present at the same time, resulting in a state of rabid, uncontrollable
energy coupled with racing, horrible thoughts—people are sometimes led to kill themselves just
to still the thoughts. This energy may be absent in the deepest of depressions, whether bipolar
or pure depression; the irony is that as people appear to improve, they often have a higher risk of
suicide, because now they have the energy to carry out suicide plans. Actually, an alarming
number of bipolar suicides are unintentional. Mania triggers wildly impulsive behaviors, powerful
urges to push oneself to the utmost, to go to often dangerous extremes—like driving a hundred
miles an hour, bingeing on drugs and alcohol, jumping out of windows, cutting, and others.
These extreme behaviors lead, often enough, to accidental death.Who knows, really, what leads
to my sudden, uncontrollable desire to cut myself? I don’t know. Is the suicide attempt accidental
or deliberate? It certainly isn’t planned. Manic, made further manic by the wrong meds, I simply
do it, unaware in the instant that there will be any consequence at all. I watch my right hand put
the razor in my left arm. Death is not on my mind.No one even thinks bipolar—not me, not any of
the many doctors, therapists, psychiatrists, and counselors I’ve seen over the years—because
no one knows enough. Later, this will seem almost incredible, given what a glaring case of the
disorder I actually have and have had nearly all my life. But how could they know back then?
With so little knowledge about bipolar disorder, or really about mental illness at all, no one knows
what to look for, no one knows what they’re looking at when they’re looking at me. They, and I,
and everyone else think I’m just a disaster, a screwup, a mess. On the phone, my grandfather
demands, “So, have you got your head screwed on right yet?” Yuk yuk yuk, funny man, raging
drunk. But you can’t blame him for the question. It’s the one everyone’s been asking since I was
a kid. Surely she’ll grow out of it, they think.I grew into it. It grew into me. It and I blurred at the
edges, became one amorphous, seeping, crawling thing.PART IThe Goatman1978I will not go
to sleep. I won’t. My parents, who are always going to bed, tell me that I can stay up if I want, but
for God’s sake, don’t come out of my room. I am four years old and I like to stay up all night. I sing
my songs, very quietly. I keep watch. Nothing can get me if I am awake.I sleep during the day like
a bat with the blinds closed, and then they come home. I hear them open the door, and I fling on
the lights and gallop through the house shrieking to wake the dead all evening, all night. Let’s
have a play! I shout. Let’s have a ballet! A reading! A race! Don’t tell me what to do, get away
from me, I hate you, you’re never any fun, you never let me do anything, I want to go to the



opera! I want opera glasses! I’m going to be an explorer! I don’t care if I track mud all over the
house, let’s get another dog! I want an Irish setter, I want a camel! I want an Easter dress! I’m
going ice-skating! Right now, yes! Where are the car keys? Of course I can drive! Fine, go to
bed! See if I care!And I slam into my room, dive onto the bed, kick and scream, get bored, read a
book, shouting at the top of my lungs, “I don’t care,” says Pierre! And the lion says, “Then I will
eat you, if I may.” “I don’t care, says Pierre!” It is my favorite Maurice Sendak book. I jabber to my
imaginary friends Susie and Sackie and Savvy and Cindy, who tell me secrets and stay with me
all night while I am keeping watch, while I am guarding the castle, and there are horrible
creatures waiting to kill me so I talk to myself all night, writing a play and acting it out with a
thousand little porcelain figures that I dust every day, twice a day, I must keep things neat, in their
magic positions, or something terrible will happen. The shah of Iran, who is under my bed, will
leap out and carry me away under his arm.I have to get dressed. So what if it’s black as pitch
outside. I go to the closet, I take out a jumper and a white shirt, and from the dresser I get white
socks and white underwear and a white undershirt, and I get my favorite saddle shoes, and I suit
up completely. I must be very quiet or my parents will hear. I tie my shoes in double knots so I
won’t fall out of them. I get on my hands and knees and crawl all over the room, smoothing out
the carpet. Finally I make myself stop. I lie down in the center of the floor, facing the door in case
of emergency. I cross my ankles and fold my hands across my middle. I close my eyes. I fall
asleep, or die.“MOM,” I WHISPER loudly, pushing on her shoulder. It’s dark, I’m in my parents’
bedroom, a ghost in my white nightie. “Mom,” I say again, shaking her. I bounce up and down on
my toes and lean over her, my mouth near her ear. “Mom, I have to tell you something.”“What is
it?” she mumbles, opening one eye.“The goatman,” I whisper, agitated. “He’s in my room. He
came while I was sleeping. You have to make him leave. I can’t sleep. Will you read to me?” I hop
about, crashing into the nightstand. “Can we make a cake? I want to make a cake, I can’t go to
school tomorrow, I’m scared of Teacher Jackie, she yells at us, she doesn’t like me, Mom, the
goatman, do you have to go to work tomorrow? Will you read to me?”“Marya, it’s the middle of
the night,” she says, hoisting herself up with her elbow. Next to her, the mountain of my father
snores. “Can we read tomorrow?”“I can’t go back in there!” I shriek, running around in a tiny
circle. “The goatman will get me! We could make cookies instead! I want to buy a horse, a gray
one! And I want to go to the beach and collect seashells, can’t we go to the beach, I promise I’ll
sleep—”My mother swings her legs off the edge of the bed and holds me by the shoulders.
“Honey, can you slow down? Just slow down.”Out of breath, I stand there, my head
spinning.“What did you want to tell me?” she asks. “One thing. Tell me the most important thing
you want to tell me.”“The goatman,” I say, and burst into tears. “But Mom, I can’t—”“Shhh,” she
says, picking me up. She carries me down the hall. This is how she fixes it. She holds me very
tight and things slow down a little. But I’m too upset. I set my chin on her shoulder and sob and
babble. Everyone’s going to leave, you’ll forget to come get me, I’ll get lost, I’ll get stuck in the
grocery store and they’ll lock me in. What if there are snakes in my bedroom? Why won’t the
goatman go away? What if it isn’t perfect? What if it’s scary? What if you and Daddy die? Who



will take care of me? What if you give me away? I don’t want you to give me away, I want to be a
policeman, why do policemen wear hats—“Marya, hush. It’s all right. Everything’s going to be all
right.”I want to see Grandma, let’s go see Grandma, I want to go outside and play in the yard,
why can’t I play in the yard when it’s dark, I want to look at the moon—We pace up and down the
hall. I get more and more agitated, swinging moment by moment from terror to elation to utter
despair, until finally I wiggle my way free and start to run. I race around the house, my mother
trailing me, until I stumble on my nightgown and sprawl out on the floor, sobbing, beating my fists
on the ground. “I’m here,” she says. “Honey, I’m here.”I snuffle and drag a hiccupping breath and
heave a sigh. She is here. She is right here. She picks me up. She carries me into the bathroom
and turns on the bathtub. While it runs, I squirm on her lap, kicking my legs, shrieking, laughing,
crying, I can’t ever go back in my room, the goatman, I want to have a party, when is it
Christmas, I want to live in a tree house, what if I fall in the ocean and drown, where do I go when
I die—She pulls my nightgown over my head and sets me in the tub. I am suddenly quiet. Water
makes it better. In the water, I am safe. She kneels next to me where I sit, only my head sticking
out of the water. She tells me a story. Things are slowing down. I am contained. I bob in the
water, warm, enclosed. My limbs float. The noise and racing of my thoughts wind down until they
yawn in my head as if they are in slow motion. My head is filled with white cotton, and I hear a
low humming, and my skull is heavy. I am aware only of the water and my mother’s voice.Back in
bed, she wraps me tight in my quilt, my arms and legs and feet and hands all covered, kept in so
they won’t fly off. The goatman has gone away for the night. She sits on the edge of my bed,
smoothing my hair. I am wrapped up like a package. I am a caterpillar in my cocoon. I am an
egg.She stays with me until, near dawn, I fall asleep.What They Know1979They know I am
different. They say that I live in my head. They are just being kind. I’m crazy. The other kids say it,
twirl their fingers next to their heads, Cuckoo! Cuckoo! they say, and I laugh with them, and roll
my eyes to imitate a crazy person, and fling my arms and legs around to show them that I get the
joke, I’m in on it, I’m not really crazy at all. They do it after one of my outbursts at school or in
daycare, when I’ve been running around like a maniac, laughing like crazy, or while I get lost in
my words, my mouth running off ahead of me, spilling the wild, lit-up stories that race through my
head, or when I burst out in raging fits that end with me sobbing hysterically and beating my fists
on my head or my desk or my knees. Then I look up suddenly, and everyone’s staring. And I
brighten up, laugh my happiest laugh, to show them I was just kidding, I’m really not like that,
and everyone laughs along.I AM LYING on the bed. I am listening to my parents scream at each
other in the other room. That’s what they do. They scream or throw things or both. You son of a
bitch! [crash]. You’re trying to ruin my life! [crash, shatter, crash]. When they are not screaming,
we are all cozy and happy and laughing, the little bear family, we love each other, we have the all-
a-buddy hug. It’s hard to tell which is going to come next. Between the screaming and the
crazies, it is very loud in my head.And so I am feeling numb. It’s a curious feeling, and I get it all
the time. My attention to the world around me disappears, and something starts to hum inside
my head. Far off, voices try to bump up against me, but I repel them. My ears fill up with water



and I focus on the humming in my head.I am inside my skull. It is a little cave, and I curl up inside
it. Below it, my body hovers, unattached. I have that feeling of falling, and I imagine my soul is
being pulled upward, and I close my eyes and let go.My feet are flying. I hate it when my feet are
flying. I sit up and grab them with both hands. It’s dark, and I stare at the little line of light that
sneaks in under the door.The light begins to move. It begins to pulse and blur. I try to make it
stop. I scowl and stare at it. My heart beats faster. I am frozen in my bed, gripping my feet. The
light has crawled across the floor. It’s headed for the bed. I want it to hold still, so I press my brain
against it, expecting it to stop, but it doesn’t. The line crosses the purple carpet. I want to scream.
I open my mouth and hear myself say something, but I don’t know what it is or who said it. The
little man in my mind said it, I decide, suddenly aware that there is a little man in my mind.The
line is crawling up the side of the bed. I tell it to go away. Holding my feet, I scootch back toward
the wall. My brain is feeling the pressure. I let go of my feet and cover my ears, pressing in to
calm my mind. The line crests the edge of the bed and starts across the flowered quilt. I throw
myself off the bed. I watch the line turn toward me, slide off the bed, follow me into the corner of
my room.I want to go under the bed but I know it will follow me. I jump up on the bed, jump down,
run into the closet and out again, the humming in my head is excruciatingly loud. The light is
going to hurt me. I can’t escape it. It catches up with me, wraps around me, grips my body. I am
paralyzed, I can’t scream. So I close my eyes and feel it come up my spine and creep into my
brain. I watch it explode like the sun.I drift off into my head. I have visions of the goatman, with
his horrible hooves. He comes to kill me every night. They say it is a nightmare. But he is real.
When he comes, I feel his fur.I don’t come out of my room for days. I tell them I’m sick, and pull
the blinds against the light. Even the glow of the moon is too piercing. The world outside presses
in at the walls, trying to reach me, trying to eat me alive. I must stay here in bed, in the hollow of
my sheets, trying to block the racing, maniac thoughts.I turn over and burrow into the bed
headfirst.I HAVE THESE crazy spells sometimes. Often. More and more. But I never tell. I laugh
and pretend I am a real girl, not a fake one, a figment of my own imagination, a mistake. I never
let on, or they will know that I am crazy for sure, and they will send me away.This being the
1970s, the idea of a child with bipolar is unheard of, and it’s still controversial today. No
psychiatrist would have diagnosed it then—they didn’t know it was possible. And so children with
bipolar were seen as wild, troubled, out of control—but not in the grips of a serious illness.My
father is having one of his rages. He screams and sobs, lurching after me, trying to grab me and
pick me up, keep me from going away with my mother, but I make myself small and hide behind
her legs. We are trying to leave for my grandmother’s house. We are taking a train. I have a small
plaid suitcase. I come around and stand suspended between my parents, looking back and forth
at each one. My mother is calm and mean. The calmer she gets, the more I know she is angry
and hates him. She hisses, Jay, for Christ’s sake, stop it. Stop it. You’re crazy, stop screaming,
calm down, we’re leaving, you can’t stop us. My father is out of control, yelling, coming at my
mother, grabbing at her clothes as she tries to move away from him. Don’t leave me, he cries out
as if he’s being tortured, choking on his words, don’t leave me, I can’t live without you, you are



the reason I even bother to stay alive, without you I’m nothing. His face is twisted and red and
wet from tears. He throws himself on the floor and curls up and cries and screams. I go over to
him and pat him on the head. He grabs me and clutches me in his arms and I get scared and try
to push away from him but I’m not strong enough. I finally get free and he stands up again, and I
stand between them, my head at hip level, trying to push them apart. He kneels and grabs my
arms, Baby, I love you, do you love me? Say you love me—and I pat his wet cheeks and say I
love him, wanting to get away from him and his rages and black sadness and his lying-on-the-
couch-crying days when I get home from preschool, and his sucking need, and I close my eyes
and scream at the top of my lungs and tell them both to stop it.My father calms down and takes
us to the train station, but halfway there he starts up again and we nearly crash the car. We leave
him standing on the platform, sobbing.“Why does he get like that?” I ask my mother. I sit in the
window seat swinging my legs, watching the trees go by, listening to the clatter of the wheels. I
look at my mother. She stares straight ahead.“I don’t know,” she says. I picture my father back at
home, walking through the empty house to the couch, lying down on his side, staring out the
window like he does some afternoons, even though I tell him over and over I love him. Over and
over, I tell him I love him and that everything will be okay. He never believes me. I can never
make him well.CRAZY IS NOTHING out of the ordinary in my family. It’s what we are, part of the
family identity, sort of a running joke—the crazy things somebody did, the great-grandfather who
took off with the circus from time to time, the uncle who painted the horse, Uncle Frank in
general, my father, me. In the 1970s, psychiatry knows very little about bipolar disorder. It wasn’t
even called that until the 1980s, and the term didn’t catch on for another several years. Most
people with bipolar were misdiagnosed with schizophrenia in the 1970s (in the 1990s, most
bipolar people were misdiagnosed with unipolar depression). We didn’t talk about “mental
illness.” The adults knew Uncle Joe had manic depression, but they didn’t mind or worry about it
—just one more funny thing about us all, a little bit of crazy, fodder for a good story.This is my
favorite one: Uncle Joe used to spend a fair amount of time in the loony bin. My family wasn’t
bothered by his regular trips to and from “the facility”—they’d shrug and say, There goes Joe,
and they’d put him in the car and take him in. One day Uncle Frank (who everybody knows is
crazy—my cousins and I hide from him under the bed at Christmas) was driving Uncle Joe to the
crazy place. When they got there, Joe asked Frank to drop him off at the door while Frank went
and parked the car. Frank didn’t think much of it, and dropped him off.Joe went inside, smiled at
the nurse, and said, “Hi. I’m Frank Hornbacher. I’m here to drop off Joe. He likes to park the car,
so I let him do that. He’ll be right in.” The nurse nodded knowingly. The real Frank walked in. The
nurse took his arm and guided him away, murmuring the way nurses always do, while Frank
hollered in protest, insisting that he was Frank, not Joe. Joe, quite pleased with himself, gave
Frank a wave and left.Depression1981Maybe it begins when I am seven. I’m in bed. It’s too
sunny outside, I can’t go out. The blinds are drawn and yet they let in a little light, and the little
light pierces my eyes. I turn my face into my pillow. It’s cool and safe in my sheets. My father
comes in.Time to get up, kiddo.(Silence.)Kiddo.(I pull the pillow over my head to block the



incessant light.)Kiddo, are you getting up?No.Why not?I’m skipping today.What’s the matter with
today?I sigh. I despair of ever getting up again. I cannot move. I will not move. Everything is
horrible. I want to go to sleep forever.I can’t go to school, I say.Why not?I bang my head on the
mattress and let out a shriek. I sigh and flop onto my back and shade my eyes.There’s an art
project. I burst into tears.Oh, my father says, unsurprised. Is it complicated?It’s very complicated,
I wail. I can’t do it. I don’t want to do it. So I’m sick. I wipe my nose and let the tears fall into my
ears.Okay, my father says.I’m staying home.Okay.Okay. Okay. Now I will be okay. No crowded
classroom, no scissors, no paste, no other kids, no cafeteria lunch, no recess, no wide sky and
too much sun.The world outside swells and presses in at the walls, trying to reach me, trying to
eat me alive. I must stay here in the pocket of my sheets, with my blanket and my book. I will not
face the world, with its lights and noise, its confusion, the way I lose myself in its crowds. The
way I disappear. I am the invisible girl. I am make-believe. I am not really there.I don’t come out of
my room for days. Days bleed into weeks. I lie in bed in the dark.Prayer1983On my knees.
Praying. Pleading. The basement floor is cold beneath my knees. I come here to hide, to hide my
prayers. My mother would mock me. God is merely a weakness for people who need to believe.
She wouldn’t understand that I am chosen to speak for all the sorrows of the world.I’m not crazy.
God has called me and I have no choice but to answer, or I will be sent to hell. It all depends on
me. And so I pray myself to sleep, and pray the second I wake, and pray all day, terrified that God
will catch me slacking off and punish me severely.My knees grow sore and my heart beats a
million miles an hour. I panic. I practically pant. My mind spins with the things I am forgetting to
pray for, things I have done, there is a light flashing in my brain, like the headlight of a train in the
dark, the dark is my mind, which teems with sins, which torment me with their noise. I can hear
the sins whisper; are they inside my head or outside my ears? Are they in the basement?
Coming from the water heater, the washing machine? God answers at last. You may get up, I
hear him say. His voice reverberates against the concrete walls.Halfway up the stairs, I hear God
call me to prayer again. I kneel and pray. He calls me in the kitchen. Calls me in my bedroom.
Calls me at school. I raise my hand, hurry into the restroom, kneel on the floor of the stall, the
restroom empty and echoing with my rapid breath, echoing with the shrieking, pounding in my
head. I pray in class. I pray in the car, after dinner, all night long—hours after silence has settled
around the house, my mouth moves with manic prayers.God watches me, sees my every
mistake, every sin. God’s voice booms in my head, now praising me, his chosen one, now
spitting at me, sending the snake into my mind. It curls itself around itself, its body pressed
against the walls of my skull. I lie in bed, rocking, my head in my hands, the snake flicking its
tongue at the backs of my eyeballs. It sinks its teeth into the gray, wet brain. I press my open
mouth to the mattress and scream.Food1984God has left. My mind is spinning. I’m out of
control, unable to contain myself. I am propelled forward, toward something drastic. I’m going to
hurl myself into anything that will stop the thoughts. Suddenly I find a focus. It’s incredibly
intense. I must, I must fill myself to bursting, then rid myself of that fullness. Food. It’s all about
food.My body disgusts me. I stand naked in my bedroom in front of the mirror. I pinch the flesh,



the needy, hungry, horrible flesh, the softness that buries the perfect clean bones. I pinch hard;
red welts appear on my skin. The body revolts me, its tricks, its betrayals, its lies. I starve and
starve, and then it happens—the black hole in my chest yawns open, and suddenly I’m in the
kitchen, standing at the counter, stuffing food into my mouth, anything I can find, anything that
will fill me up. Food covers my face, my cheeks bulge with it, but I still can’t stop, my hands move
back and forth from food to mouth. I hate myself for it. I want to be thin, I want to be bones, I want
to eliminate hunger, softness, need.Every day I come home from fourth grade and try to avoid
the kitchen. I sit in my bedroom, clutching the seat of my chair. The empty house echoes its
silence around me. I sit, gritting my teeth, and then the hum of compulsion drives me into the
kitchen. I eat. Leftovers, frozen dinners, whatever I can stuff in my mouth.I lean over the toilet
with my fingers down my throat. I throw up, body heaving, until I’m spitting up blood. I straighten
up. I am empty. Clean. I run my hands over the flat of my stomach, play the xylophone of my ribs.
Satisfied, absolved, I open the door, walk calmly down the hall to the kitchen, and do it again.It’s
my secret and my savior. It’s reliable. It saves me from the unpredictable mind, where the
thoughts are a cesspool, swirling, eddying with rip tide. When I starve, the sinking, pressing
black sadness lifts off me, and I feel weightless, empty, light. No racing thoughts, no need to
move, move, move, no reason to hide in the dark. When I throw up, I purge all the fears, the
paranoia, the thoughts. The eating disorder gives me comfort. I couldn’t let it go if I tried.It is what
I need so badly, a homemade replacement for what a psychiatrist would prescribe for me if he
knew: a mood stabilizer. My eating disorder is the first thing I’ve found that works. It becomes
indispensable as soon as it begins. I am calm in starvation, all my apprehensions focused. No
need to control my mind—I control my body, so my moods level out. I live in single-minded
pursuit of something very specific: thinness, death. I act with intention, discipline. I am free.My
parents wonder where all the food is going. I say I’m a growing girl.The Booze under the
Stove1985Nothing is going fast enough. At school, the teachers are talking as if their mouths are
full of molasses. Their limbs move in slow motion. Pointing to call on someone, the teacher lifts
her arm as if it is filled with wet sand. I swear to God I think I am going insane, it is so slow, while
my thoughts whistle past like the wind, so fast I can barely keep up. I turn my mind inward to
watch them. They move in electric currents, crackling, spitting, sending out red sparks.The other
students are slow, stupid, asleep. In the hallways, they move like a herd of slugs, wet and
shapeless, inching toward the door. I explode out of school, dancing as fast as I can across the
playground, whipping in circles around the tetherball pole, dashing off across the yard, trying to
shake off this incredible energy, this amazing energy. I’m ten years old and I might as well be on
speed.My parents are on their way out the door. Eat dinner! they call, but I am too fast for them,
their voices recede in the distance as I race through the house, bouncing off the walls. I’ve been
pleading with them to let me stay home by myself, and so they do, heading off to their meetings
or dinners or places unknown. Maybe not a great idea to let a ten-year-old stay home alone, but
I’ve twisted their arms, and they’re immersed in work and in their own nightmare marriage,
avoiding each other, avoiding the fights, thinking up reasons to be gone. They work



compulsively, and when they’re not working they see friends, putting on the face of the happy
couple. Everything’s fine. We’re the perfect little family. People tell us that all the time.And I am
home alone with a raw steak on the counter, hopping up and down, my mind jetting about. Time
for homework! I reach into my bag and throw my books and papers up in the air, ha ha! Watch
this, ladies and gentlemen, the amazing Marya! Look at her go! Can you believe the incredible
speed? My homework covers the kitchen floor, and I crawl around picking it up, talking to myself:
Hip-hop, my friends, never liked rabbits, must get a tiger, it will sleep in my bed, take it for walks, I
need new shoes, fabulous shoes, I will show all of them, hark the herald angels sing! Christmas
is smashing! Love it, people, just love it—I hop up, slap my hand to my chest, salute the
refrigerator, click my heels, make a sharp turn, and walk stiffly over to the kitchen table, where I
whip through the papers, laying them out perfectly in a complex system, the most efficient
system, each corner of each page touching the corner, exactly, of the next. Having arranged the
papers, I gallop up and down the hallway, slide into the kitchen as if I’m sliding into third, yank
open the refrigerator, pull out some mushrooms, chop them up, my knife a blur, toss them into
the frying pan, sauté them—but they need a little something. A little zing. I pull open the
cupboard beneath the sink, pull out the brandy, splash it in the pan. But now that I think of it,
what are all those bottles?I turn off the burner, bouncing up and down, and open the cupboard
again.Booze.I pull out a jug of Gallo, stagger underneath its weight. A little wine with dinner, the
very thing, don’t you think? I pour it into a giant plastic Minnesota Twins cup and collapse with
my mushrooms and tankard of wine at the dining room table.I get absolutely shitfaced. I am
shitfaced and hyper and ten years old. I am having the time of my life.I lope up and down the
hallway, singing Simon and Garfunkel songs, juggling oranges. I do my homework in a flurry of
brilliance, total efficiency, the electric grid of my mind snapping and flashing with light. I am in the
zone, the perfect balance between manic and drunk, I am mellow, I’m cool, cool as cats. I’ve
found the answer, the thing that takes the edge off, smoothes out the madness, sends me
sailing, lifts me up and lets me fly.It’s alchemy, the booze and my brain, another homemade
mood stabilizer, and it stabilizes me in a heavenly mood. I am in love with the world, gregarious,
full of joy and generosity toward my fellow man. My thoughts fly, but not up and down—they soar
forward in a thrilling flight of ideas, heightened sensations, a creative rush, each thought
tumbling into the next. It’s even more perfect than eating and throwing up.My future with alcohol
is long and disastrous. But at first, it works wonders for me. No longer low, not yet too high. Just
on a roll, energetic, inspired. I truly believe the booze is helping. I’ll believe this, despite all
evidence, for years.Eventually I stagger into bed and, for once, fall asleep.Meltdown1988My
moods start to swing up and down almost minute to minute. I take uppers to get even higher and
downers to bring myself down. Cocaine, white crosses, Valium, Percocet—I get them from the
boys who skulk around the suburban malls hunting jailbait. I’m an easy target, in the market for
their drugs and willing to do what they want to get them for free. The boys themselves are a high.
They have something I want. They are to be used and discarded. The trick is to catch them and
make them want the girl I am pretending to be. Then twist them up with wanting me, watch them



squirm like worms on a hook, and throw them away.I find myself on piles of pillows in their
basements, pressed down under their bodies, their lurching breath in my ear. They are heavy,
damp, hurried, young, still mostly dressed. I don’t know how I’ve wound up here, and I want it to
end, and I repeat to the rhythm of their bodies, You’re a slut, you’re a whore, and I want a bath,
want to scrub them off, why does this keep happening? Why don’t I ever say no? There’s a rush
when they want me, and they always do, they’re boys, that’s what they want, and once they’ve
got me half lying on the couch, each basement, each boy, each time, my brain shuts off, the rush
is over, I’m numb, I want to go home. The impulsive tumble into the corner, the racing pressure in
my head always ends like this: I hate them, and I hate myself, and I swear I won’t do it again. But
I do. And I do. And I do.And then I am home in my bedroom, blue-flowered wallpaper and stuffed
animals on the bed, stashing my baggies of powders and pills. If I hit the perfect balance of
drugs, I can trigger the energy that keeps me up all night writing and lets me stay marginally
afloat in junior high, accentuating the persona I’ve created as a wild child, a melodramatic rebel
—black eyeliner and dyed black hair, torn clothes, a clown and a delinquent, sulking, talking
back. In class, I fool everyone into thinking I’m real.But then I come home after school to the
empty, hollow house, wrap into a ball in the corner of the couch, a horrible, clutching, sinking
feeling in my chest. Nothing matters, and nothing will ever be all right again. I go into rages at the
slightest thing, pitching things around the house, running away in the middle of the night, my feet
crunching across the frozen lake. I cling to the cold chainlink fence of the bridge across the
freeway and watch the late-night cars flash by, my breath billowing out into the dark in white
gusts.DAY YAWNS OPEN like a cavern in my chest. I lie in the dimness of my room, the blinds
shut tight and blankets draped over them. I weigh a million pounds. I can feel my body, its heavy
bones, its excess flesh, pressing into the mattress. I’m certain that it sags beneath me, nearly
touching the floor. My father bangs on the door again. Breakfast! he calls.I crawl out of bed and
slide out the drawer from the bed stand, turn it over, and untape the baggie of cocaine
underneath. Kneeling, I tap lines out onto the stand, lean over, and snort them up with the piece
of straw I keep in the bag. I sit back on my knees and close my eyes. There it is: the feeling of
glass shards in the brain. I picture the drug shattering, slicing the gray matter into neat chunks.
My heart leaps to life as if I’ve been shocked. I open my eyes, lick my fingers and the straw, and
put the baggie away, replacing the drawer. I lift off, the roller coaster swinging up, clattering on its
tracks, me flying upside down.Humming, I take a shower and dance into my clothes—a
ridiculously short skirt with a hole that exposes even more thigh, black tights, a ripped-up shirt. I
pack up my book bag, pull out another baggie, pills this time, from the far corner of the desk
drawer. I select a few and put them in my pockets, then spring into the day, a gorgeous day, a
good day to be alive. Good morning! I call, sitting down at the table, bouncing my knee at the
speed of light.You’re in a good mood this morning.I am! I am indeed. I watch my father scramble
eggs, and then panic: what am I thinking? I can’t eat that. I leap to my feet. Gotta go! Can’t stay
to eat! I punch my father on the arm as I run out the door.But you need to eat! he calls after me.
Get back here! You can’t leave dressed like that!Bye, I call, setting off down the street, my book



bag banging against my leg. The trees are in bloom. The sun is pulsing. I can feel it touching my
skin. My skin is alive, crawling. Suddenly I stop. My skin is on fire. I drop my book bag, start
rubbing my skin. Get it off! I am dancing around in the middle of the road. There are bugs on my
arms, crawling up my neck, crawling on my face and into my hair, Get them off me! Where the
hell are they coming from? I fall onto the grass at the side of the road, rolling, trying to get them
off. My hair tangles and dirt grinds into my clothes. Finally the bugs are gone. I stand up, smooth
my hair, and, much better now, skip down the road to school. It’s so annoying when that
happens. But I’m not about to give up the cocaine.No one knows about the powders, the pills,
the water bottle filled with vodka that I keep in my bag. My friends are good girls. I am a tramp. I
don’t know why they bother with me. I slouch in my seat in the back of the room, my arms folded,
hiding behind my hair. The teachers are idiots. I hate their clothes, their thick, whining Minnesota
accents, the small-town smell that clings to them: dust and tuna casserole. This whole town is a
bunch of suburban clones, blond, blue-eyed, dressed in tidy matching clothes. Everyone looks
the same. Everyone will wind up married, living in a mini-mansion with a sprawling, manicured
lawn. There’ll be cute little identical children, and the men will golf and drink and slap each other
on the back, old chum, and the women will lunch at the country club and listen to lectures about
the deserving poor, the homeless children downtown. They’ll shake their heads with concern
and volunteer for the PTA and at the Lutheran church, collect bad art and vote Republican, and
hate people like me.I have to get out of this town.After lunch, I lean over the toilet in the
bathroom stall and throw up. I wipe my mouth, scrub my hands, sniffing them to make sure they
don’t smell, wash them again, wipe them dry, look in the mirror, reapply my lipstick, study my
face. I brighten my eyes, paste on a smile, and go back out, where the kids teem down the
hall.These are supposed to be the best years of my life.I fail home economics. I refuse to sew
the stuffed flamingo. I question the necessity of learning to make a Jell-O parfait. I blow up an
oven—I forget to put the nutmeg in a baked pancake, and when it’s already in the oven, I toss in
a handful as an afterthought, setting the entire thing on fire.I persecute the art teacher. I sit in
detention until dark, day after day. When I’m not in detention, I’m running around the newspaper
room, putting together what I’m sure is an incendiary tract that’s designed to infuriate everyone
who reads it. I am ducking under my desk every half-hour, sucking up the vodka in the water
bottle. I am in the library, snorting cocaine off Dante, back in the stacks.I gallop down the hall at
school in a state of absolute glee, dodging in and out between the other kids, shouting, “Hi!” to
the people I know as I pass. They laugh. I am hilarious! “You’re crazy!” they call. I am crazy! I’m
marvelous! I’m fantastic! The day is fantastic, the world!“Slow down!” a teacher shouts after me.
“No running in the halls!”I turn and gallop back to him. “Not running!” I shout joyfully. “Galloping,
as you can plainly see!” I gallop off.At the end of the hall, I crash into the wall and bounce back
into the circle of my friends who are clustered around my locker. “Isn’t it wonderful?” I cry, flinging
my arms wide, picking them up in the air.“Now what?” Sarah laughs.“Everything! Absolutely
everything! You, today, all of it, wonderful! Amazing! Isn’t it grand to be alive?”“Weren’t you, like,
all freaky and twitchy this morning?” asks Sandra. I pound down the stairs, my legs are faster



than speed itself! Tremendous! Spectacular speed, splendid speed, splendiferous speed! I
reach the bottom of the stairs and go skidding across the hall. My friends are laughing. I make
them happy. I make them forget their horrible homes. I love them, I love them hugely, they are
absolutely essential, I would absolutely die without them.“No!” I shout, “I wasn’t freaky! Well, if I
was, I’m certainly not anymore, obviously!” I skip backward ahead of them as we go to lunch. I
grab an ice cream sandwich and a greasy mini-pizza. I will be throwing these things up after
lunch, obviously, wonderful! I laugh with delight, pleased with myself. “Aha!” I shout, and the
people in the line ahead of me crane their necks to look. “Hello, all of you!” I shout, waving, “it’s a
beautiful day!” Someone mutters, “She’s crazy,” and I don’t even care, everyone’s entitled to his
opinion! That’s the way of the world! We are a world of many opinions, many beliefs! To each his
own!My friends and I move in an amoeba-like cluster over to an open table near the windows
and sit down. We munch away on our lunches, chatting, and I chatter like a ventriloquist’s
dummy, and all of us laugh, and then I start crying, but right myself quickly. “Enough of that!” I
say, wiping my nose, making a grand gesture, “all’s well!” And everyone is relieved, and I have a
brilliant idea! I pick up my personal pizza and whip it across the room like a Frisbee! And it lands
perfectly in front of Leah Pederson, whom I hate! “Yes!” I shout, triumphant, and the entire
lunchroom is laughing, and it’s time to go back to class. I gather my books and my friends and
walk calmly down the hall and fling myself into my chair with an enormous sigh.This time I will be
good, I promise myself. This time I won’t make a scene. My heart pounds and I feel another
round of hysterical laughter welling up in my chest. I press my face between my hands. I will hold
it in. I won’t get detention. I won’t get kicked out of class. I won’t punch Jeff Carver. I won’t turn
over any desks, or throw any chairs. I sit up in my chair, open my notebook, click my pen. I stare
straight ahead at the teacher who is shuffling papers and handing them out. I will be good. I will, I
will, I will.I SIT IN THE OFFICE of my mother’s shrink. The air circulates slowly in the room. I turn
in circles in my swivel chair. To my right, through the window, two floors down, is the parking lot
and the sunny, empty afternoon. A small man with square black glasses and gray hair sits kicked
back in his leather office chair, watching me.“What would you like to talk about today?” he asks.I
keep turning in circles. I shrug. “What do you want me to say?”“What would you like to say?”I
look out the window, count the red cars in the parking lot, then the blue. “I don’t have anything to
say.”We sit in silence. The minutes tick by.“What are you thinking right now?” he asks.“Nothing
particular.” I turn to face him. He scribbles something on his yellow notepad.“What are you
writing?” I ask.He gazes at me. “What do you think I’m writing?” he asks.“I haven’t the faintest
idea,” I say.He scribbles some more.“Are you supposed to be helping me?” I ask.“Do you think
you need help?”I turn to face the window again. “I don’t know.” From the corner of my eye, I see
him write something down.“You seem very upset,” he says thoughtfully.Startled, I look at him. “I’m
not.”He tilts his head to the side. “You’re very angry, aren’t you?” he says.I laugh. “You’re very
perceptive, aren’t you?” I say. He writes it down.Seven red cars, six blue. The day is still. The
branches of the trees don’t move. We sit in silence. I turn circles in my chair.HE’S A FREUDIAN
therapist. When he speaks, he asks me about my mother, about my dreams. I wait for him to tell



me what’s wrong with me, why I snap into sudden, violent rages, and shut myself in my room
with the dresser backed up against the door for days, and disappear in the middle of the night,
and stay in constant trouble at school. Why is it that my moods are all over the goddamn map?
How come I’m terrified all the time? He sits silently, watching me, saying nothing, fixing nothing. I
give up.He isn’t looking for eating disorders or drinking or drug use. He isn’t looking for mental
illness. In truth, he isn’t looking for much at all. One day he slaps his notebook shut. What’s
wrong with me? I ask. Am I crazy? I don’t ask that. I think I know.His wise and considered
opinion is that I’m a very angry little girl.WORD GETS OUT at school that I’m seeing a
psychiatrist. My friends avoid the subject. But other kids whisper about it when I come into the
room, kids I don’t like and who don’t like me, the rich kids and the snobs. One of them, egged on
by the others—Go on, ask her—comes up to me: Is it true you’re, like, crazy?No, I say, looking
down at my desk.Then why are you seeing, like, a psychiatrist? Isn’t that for crazy people? Isn’t
it? Come on, admit it!I don’t answer. I scribble so hard in my notebook that my ballpoint tears the
page. They laugh. I’m a freak, and everyone knows it, including me.
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Sabina, “A must read for anyone affected directly or indirectly by Bipolar Disorder. This books
came to me as a saviour in moments when I was desperately searching for answers.Long before
my husband's diagnosis I knew something was wrong. As wrong as it was, I pretty much
diagnosed him myself before he made his way to a doctor.We struggled a lot through the period
of his illness, when it was not supervised by someone who knew more about it than us, and
before the right medication and the right dosage of it was prescribed.He refused to talk to me
about it, and I did not understand what he was going through.There is plenty of books about
bipolar disorder which cover the illness from the official medical point of view (causes,
symptoms, treatments). I had read plenty of them and I just felt like I was reading the same
information over and over again, but I was not getting the answers to my questions.This book
gave me what I was looking for. It helped me understand what my husband was feeling and why
he acted the way he acted. It helped me see that the crazy and hurtful things were not him, but
the illness. It helped me position myself differently and respond differently to his unreasonable
acts. Last but not least, it helped me communicate with him better and ask the right questions.I
really think that this book contributed a great deal to my now peaceful household and to my
husband opening up to me about his struggles with the illness. I am not sure whether we would
be where we are today if I did not read it.”

CaliforniaSam, “Beyond talented writer - best book ever written on bipolar disorder!. I am in love
with Mayra Hornbacher. I read her book Wasted in college and was blown away. And she does it
again in Madness. She is seriously a genius. Mental illness is so difficult to write about and there
are so few books that come even close to capturing it - this book is the best that I've read on
Bipolar. Further, Hornbacher wrote it while at the same time going through it. I am so impressed
by her; I don't know how she did it. I got my masters in writing and I would be beyond thrilled if I
could be half as good a writer as she is. This is an amazing book - I would recommend it to
anyone who is bipolar, who knows someone bipolar, or who just wants to read an incredible
memoir. And I would recommend reading Wasted as well - and read it first. Seriously, I would
give this 6 stars if I could!”

Adam, “Great read, great help. If you, or someone you know, have Bipolar disorder, I suggest
picking this up. For someone, like myself, who has this illness, it's comforting to know you are not
alone. It also can be a terrific guide on what to watch for and what to avoid. Her story also gives
me hope. Hope that some day I can have more control over my illness, instead of the other way
around. The story she tells about her life and thought process could really help a someone
understand more of what a loved one may be going through. On a side note: to those who live
with, or take care of, someone with Bipolar disorder, if they are seeking help from a psychologist/
psychiatrist (and they should be), try to be with your loved one at their appointments as much as



possible. My wife has learned so much from my doctors. I hope this helps.”

Autolytica, “It is amazing Marya managed to produce the great writing that she ....
Unputdownable. As I read this I thought of my friend, who is both anorexic and bipolar, and it
really helped me understand some of her stranger excesses, anxieties and moods, so I am
grateful for that. I cannot give this 5 starts as it is hard not to sometimes feel that the graphic
details (self harm and descriptions of being very thin) are described with some pride (I know, I've
been there and felt a little guilty pride in doing the same when retelling my extreme behaviours).
Mind you, it is almost impossible to write about these things without coming across that way, its
the nature of the beast. It is amazing Marya managed to produce the great writing that she has
though, despite all this, and so vividly.”

Ladyg, “Interesting read for anyone touched by mental health problems. A candid account of one
girls mental health struggles. I like her writing style. Having read her previous book Wasted I
wanted to follow it up with this. I’d suggest reading Wasted first to give yourself a background
history of her life and her multiple problems . Reading the first book will give yourself a more
holistic view of Marya and a better understanding of her battle with her mind. Very powerful and
stark account well worth reading.”

Pomodoro (Ireland), “Brilliantly Written. This book pulls no punches in giving you a "ringside
seat" into this devastating illness. The most serious form is when psychotic episodes appear. I
give this book a 5 star rating for its honesty and descriptive excellence. It is a very challenging
and at times frightening book to read but as Marya Hornbacher says herself it is what it is. I
salute her immense bravery. An essential read for patients, their families and also the general
population. Education is the only way forward to improve treatment and respect for those
suffering from this illness and to rid us of the scourge of stigma and discrimination.”

stuart, “beautiful. read her first book wasted years ago and loved it , this was equally brilliant ,
she has such a poetic way of writing”

sarah joy Hedges, “Very true to word, totally relate. A must read for anyone suffering”

The book by Marya Hornbacher has a rating of  5 out of 4.6. 728 people have provided feedback.
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