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TESTIMONIALS  
 

 

óThe reader can identify with the author. They can see that he knows what he is talking about, that 

he has battled. He is ñone of us.ò Thatôs why they are willing to believe that recovery is possible. 

A beautifully balanced account.ô ï Dini Glas, Amsterdam Patients / Consumers Platform. 

 

óA soundly written story, which offers recognition and may encourage readers that are depressed 

themselves to seek help. How clever to show the overcoming of fear and depression in such a 

clear-cut context. Very imaginative.ô ï Saskia den Broeder, journalist and writer.  

 

óAn excellent way to reach the target audience. Not only because of the content, but also because 

the picture format works so well. The fact is that someone who is depressed has no energy for 

reading books. Highly recommended, also for students.ô ï Ellen Visser, cognitive behavioural 

therapist and professor of clinical psychology. 

 

óWhat a wonderful, unexpected, probing, down-to-earth, encouraging book.ô ï Aly van Geleuken, 

Head Depression Centre (Mental Health Fund). 

 

 

  



 

This booklet is freely available on www.depressiefik.nl . You can check which other languages it 
is available in.  

Translators who feel involved with the subject of depression and who would be interested in 
translating are invited to contact us. 

                                                                                                                          pepys@hetnet.nl 
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FOREWORD  

Depressed! Me? has grown out of the informative talks I give on fear and depression. When I 
started doing this, I borrowed drawings from a book by Matthew Johnstone, in which depression 
is represented by a black dog. These pictures help to show how depression can disguise or even 
hide itself. 
 

My story gradually became more personal, as I began to use my own images. At that point, I got 
the idea to make a book of my own. This book. I wanted to reach out to more people who are 
prone to depresǎƛƻƴΦ ¦ƴŦƻǊǘǳƴŀǘŜƭȅΣ ȅƻǳƴƎ ǇŜƻǇƭŜ ŀǊŜ ƴƻ ŜȄŎŜǇǘƛƻƴΦ .ǳǘ L ƘƻǇŜ ǘƘŜȅ ǿƻƴΩǘ ƴŜŜŘ 
half a lifetime to recognize the symptoms, as I did. After all, there is a lot that can be done. 
  
In the following picture story the emphasis is on fear, the penalty of many depressions. I think 

fear gets the upper hand when depressive feelings are suppressed, something I did for years. My 
wife and child also feature in the book. Finally, I let you have a glimpse of how things are with us, 
five years after the first diagnosis. OƴŜ Ƴŀȅ ōŜ ǎǳǎŎŜǇǘƛōƭŜ ǘƻ ŘŜǇǊŜǎǎƛƻƴ ƻƴŜΩǎ ǿƘƻƭŜ ƭƛŦŜΣ ōǳǘ 
you can learn to cope very well. 
 

 

 

  



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

It started when I was gagging over the washbasin one morning.  

I had to go to work, but what was this?  

A sour protest from my guts.  

 

 

 

 



   



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

In the corridor of my office I was gasping for breath.  

The floor was moving.  
  



 
 

I was unable to concentrate, squeezing 

words out of  my  

head.  
 

 

 

 

  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Two close colleagues were secretly  

whispering. My guts became knotted.  

  



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

My chest felt tight. The GP had my lungs checked by a specialist. I hyperventilated 

and was referred to a physiotherapist, then to a social worker. But the problem  

was deeper seated. Was it mental?  

  



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Finally, I visited a psychologist. He was a sympathetic man with a worn -out leather 

bag from which new promises appeared every week. A diagnosis was not easy . 

  


