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Bipolar Disorder
The mania came in four-day spurts. Four days of not eating, not sleeping, barely sitting 
in one place for more than a few minutes at a time. Four days of constant shopping. . . .   
And four days of indiscriminate, nonstop talking: first to everyone I knew on the West 
Coast, then to anyone still awake on the East Coast, then to Santa Fe itself, whoever 
would listen. The truth was, I didn’t just need to talk. I was afraid to be alone. There were 
things hovering in the air around me that didn’t want to be remembered: the expression 
on my father’s face when I told him it was stage IV cancer, already metastasized; the 
bewildered look in his eyes when I couldn’t take away the pain; and the way those eyes 
kept watching me at the end, trailing my every move, fixed on me, begging for the 
comfort I wasn’t able to give. I never thought I could be haunted by anything so familiar, 
so beloved, as my father’s eyes.

Mostly, however, I talked to men. Canyon Road [in Santa Fe] has a number of extremely 
lively, extremely friendly bars and clubs, all of which were in walking distance of my 
hacienda. It wasn’t hard for a redhead with a ready smile and a feverish glow in her 
eyes to strike up a conversation and then continue that conversation well into the 
early-morning hours, his place or mine. The only word I couldn’t seem to say was “no.” 
I eased my conscience by reminding myself that manic sex isn’t really intercourse. It’s 
discourse, just another way to ease the insatiable need for contact and communication. 
In place of words, I simply spoke with my skin.

Excerpt from Manic by Terri Cheney. Copyright © 2008, 2009 by Terri Cheney.  
Reprinted by permission of HarperCollins Publishers.

I was a senior in high school when I had my first attack of manic-depressive illness; 
once the siege began, I lost my mind rather rapidly. At first, everything seemed so easy. 
I raced about like a crazed weasel, bubbling with plans and enthusiasms, immersed in 
sports, and staying up all night, night after night, out with friends, reading everything 
that wasn’t nailed down, filling manuscript books with poems and fragments of plays, 
and making expansive, completely unrealistic, plans for my future. The world was filled 
with pleasure and promise; I felt great. Not just great, I felt really great. I felt I could do 
anything, that no task was too difficult.

Every day I awoke deeply tired, a feeling as foreign to my natural self as being bored or 
indifferent to life. Those were next. Then a gray, bleak preoccupation with death, dying, 
decaying, that everything was born but to die, best to die now and save the pain while 
waiting. I dragged exhausted mind and body around a local cemetery, ruminating about 
how long each of its inhabitants had lived before the final moment. I sat on the graves 
writing long dreary, morbid poems, convinced that my brain and body were rotting, that 
everyone knew and no one would say. Laced into the exhaustion were periods of frenetic 
and horrible restlessness; no amount of running brought relief. For several weeks, I 
drank vodka in my orange juice before setting off for school in the mornings, and I 
thought obsessively about killing myself.

Excerpt from An Unquiet Mind, by Kay Redfield Jamison,  
copyright © 1995 by Kay Redfield Jamison. Used by permission of  

Alfred A. Knopf, an imprint of the Knopf Doubleday Publishing Group,  
a division of Random House LLC. All rights reserved.
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