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Well, to start with…
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Bipolar Is a Full Time Job

I spent some time on a forum for bipolar folks awhile ago. I took eight
hours to go through every reply to a post regarding the symptoms
involved. I wrote down every identifiable ill that was mentioned. The
general public, when asked about this seem to only be aware of the
mood swings; the ups and downs and maybe they are aware of the
panic involved.
What they are not aware of is the intensity of the ups and downs, the
mind blowing strength of the panic attacks and the host of other
symptoms that are a regular part of many bipolar sufferers’ days.
I was personally astonished to see that I had experienced almost every
single item on that list. It was such a fight and lasted so many years that
I couldn’t see the forest for the trees. You see, I got out. I got my life
back. But the fight was so huge that only when I read this list did I truly
see how many obstacles I’d overcome.

Here are a few of those

obstacles I and others have faced:
- PTSD/Post Traumatic Stress Disorder. You have withstood all the crap
you are capable of and it has now become too much. You break down.
You don't need to have been in a war like I was for this to happen. I
firmly believe I had PTSD from my childhood years before I went into
the Marines. The Marines just put a finer point on it. I went pro, if you
will.
- Panic attacks. The granddaddy of 'em all. You MAY have been pretty
damn righteously scared at times in your life. But no matter how scary
that scene may have been for you, it pales in comparison to what a
good solid panic attack has to offer. It is a mind boggling amount of fear
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that strips away all control from you. You just endure it and wait for
death. But you lose your mind as you endure it. You can't turn it off. The
fear grows rapidly and exponentially. It becomes your entire universe,
all that you know, in seconds.
I used to routinely experience panic attacks that lasted for HOURS! I
could write for days about how awful this is and what goes through your
mind as it's happening. They can be triggered by known factors or
appear randomly for no reason whatsoever. There is nothing worse.
They can drive one to suicide.
- Bullied as a kid. I lived this like so many others. I was a stick growing
up. I came out of the Marines about three times the size I was when I
went in and I was psychotic. I channeled it all into lifting weights and
anger. I could easily smash anyone who had picked on me as a youth
and that was sweet but the damage had been done.
I believe I’ve been bipolar my whole life. Other kids picked up on the
fact that something wasn’t quite right about me. I didn’t match the herd
dynamic properly. Everyone knows how vicious kids can be to one
another. They’re heartless and merciless at times. I was singled out
mentally and physically and often beat on by others as that’s how
bullies establish their domain. This is not specifically isolated to bipolar
kids, of course. But if it was part of your youth it probably has a place in
your subconscious as a bipolar adult and it’s working on you, weakening
you from within. Matter of fact, I guarantee it.
- Mental illness diagnosis as a child. This is just how it is for some kids
and they really are sick but many are diagnosed as ill when the truth is
the parents or school can't manage them as well as they’d like to.
There’s nothing actually wrong with them beyond fluctuating hormone
levels or some other easily adjusted element but they cause a
disturbance in their environment either at home or in the school. It’s a
disturbance that no one has the time, energy, manpower or will to look
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into further to see what might be causing this behavior. So they're
medicated into compliance.
If there truly was no real illness to begin with, you can bet the
medication and treatment they will endure as children will actually
install a nice, solid, ACTUAL illness as they become adults. It never
would have been there if not for the earlier misdiagnosis; a totally
avoidable horror.
I worked for a time in a children’s home. I saw this very thing take place
time and again. Warehouse them for the requisite amount of time,
dope them up and keep them still until it was time to push them back
out of the system. That was one of the saddest and most frustrating
jobs I’ve ever held.
I am eternally glad I learned what I did and got my life back. And as a
father of one boy, you can bet I already take steps to make sure this
genetically transferrable illness never gets a foothold in my son’s mind.
It can be done. It’s been proven to me by others and I’ve since proven it
on my own. I can help you with your bipolar fight as well.
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I Understand Your Bipolar Issues and I Can Help
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If You’re Bipolar or Depressed It Is Crucial That You
Read This
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Bipolar Is the Gift That Keeps On Giving
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Bipolar Steals Your Very Life from You
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Any of the above symptoms can lead to massive troubles in anyone’s
life.

But when you’re bipolar you get to enjoy many of them

simultaneously and at strengths that the sane simply can’t comprehend.
But there is a way out. These situations can be made to go away or at
least reduced down to the level of minor annoyances. I know because I
lived the above and so much more and I got well again. Find me.
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Bipolar Is a Many Headed Hydra

Bipolar is persistent in its attack on quality of life. Like the hydra, chop
off one head and two more grow back in its place. Many times the
original head returns as well. It’s like a mental weed that can’t be killed.
Or can it? For right now, see some of the following symptoms, a tiny
fraction of what I was up against for eight years and millions of others
still are.
- Passion/Rage. When we are for or against something we will support
it with every fiber of our being. We have no middle ground. He who is
not my friend is my enemy. Sex becomes an Olympic event. Arguing
becomes Shakespearian in nature. Anger turns to hatred at the drop of
a hat with violence not far behind. Violence even becomes a first
response reflex. There comes a time when no buildup of anger is
needed. You just explode simply because you disagree with what’s
happening or being said. Except for the sex part, this mindset usually
got me in a lot of trouble.
However, the insatiable need for sex did help to break down my first
marriage. In part, this was because my wife started feeling like a piece
of meat rather than a loved partner. In some cases this is fine, depends
on the couple. I’ve since experienced both situations but I eventually
understood (after I got well again) how this used up my first wife’s
patience in this area.
- Hearing voices, seeing things. Both are hallucinatory. It is common
enough amongst our tribe. I personally never had this happen without
the aid of various street drugs, but then, there ya go.
- OCD Obsessive Compulsive Disorder. You engage in repetitious
motions throughout the day. You feel compelled to do so and you will
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freak out if you don't address these compulsions. I had a version of this.
A line from a song would get in my head and I would hear just that line,
over and over and over. All…day…long. Wouldn't stop until I went to
sleep. It was maddening and it went on for about two years for me. I
also could never stop tapping my fingers or twitching my hands. Never.
Usually I was tapping in time with that ever present tune in my head.
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Bipolar Is a Bear of an Illness

Bipolar is a bear of an illness. It’s assaultive. It hammers away at your
underpinnings. It wears you down even when it has you charged up. The
symptoms list is practically endless. I know because I’ve lived it. But if
it’s new to you or you are supporting a friend or family member who is
in the fight then read on to understand it a little better.
- Physical health deteriorates due to mental illness. If the head's not
working the body will follow suit. This works in both directions. Your
mind and body are intrinsically connected. Some call it “bodymind”, one
word. You can develop all sorts of problems with your body just because
the mind is sick.
During the heyday of my bipolarism I developed hypothyroidism,
swollen lower legs, I stopped exercising due to lack of desire and my
blood work went all to pieces. The bulk of these ills hit me within a span
of a few months.
It goes even deeper than that. It’s been proven that the body will store
the memory of traumatic happenings that it cannot immediately handle
as stress elsewhere. It’s a form of protection that keeps you from
becoming overwhelmed when too much goes wrong at once be it
physical trauma or mental.
If this stress is not relieved somehow, it becomes pain, sickness, fatigue,
and mental illness as it fights its way to the surface. You literally start to
deteriorate from not addressing your past. It’s how your back stays
sore, how cancer can get a foothold, how heartburn takes root,
headaches, bipolar disorder, you name it.
Granted, there are cases when you’re truly damaged in some way.
You’re probably not going to just walk away from emphysema derived
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from twenty years of two packs a day just because you found a way to
dump your stress. But many times there is nothing actually wrong with
you. It really is just unloaded stress. If you could find a way to relieve it,
many of your physical ailments would evaporate. And there is a way.
-Stuttering. What an annoying as hell little trait this is to develop! This
symptom may strike you as odd but what about bipolar is right? One
day you become aware that you’re stuttering on a regular basis. I lived
with this for about a year. I’d never stuttered in my life but in my
thirties, I suddenly couldn’t NOT stutter when I spoke. It’s a case of
your brain misfiring and the malfunction is making its way into your
speech. Like to drive me crazy all by itself!
- People don't read you right any more. You lose your connection in
one on one encounters. People misinterpret your intentions. Your
words sound right to you but your point is not coming across the way
you want it to even when you feel fine. I had years of this. It is
frustrating beyond words. You simply lose your ability to relate to
others.
Most of my life, regardless of anything, I got along fine with everyone. I
was always well liked or loved at all my jobs. People told me so. Co
workers sometimes wept when I quit! But this skill just sort of faded
away over time as my illness took charge. It leaves you feeling very
isolated and alone. It’s as if you started speaking a different language
from your fellow citizens.
Worse, it’s a generally negative response you are now getting from the
world. I found people either seemed confused by my words and actions
or they were wary of me while we were speaking face to face. It was
plain as day to me that they were uncomfortable and I was bending
over backwards in a conversation to try and relax them but no go. I was
out of the loop.

Page 26 of 61

Copyright 2008

www.ItTakesGutsToBeMe.com

Ken Jensen

This then leads to a host of new problematic situations as you start to
wrongly assume what the other guy is thinking. We all know what
happens when we assume, right? It snowballs into people just avoiding
you if they can. Wholesale ostracization. Say that three times fast.
I make light of these things because, why not? I feel enough pitying and
tear shedding has probably taken place on your part if you are the
bipolar person so lighten up a little! Spit in the illness’ face, so to speak.
A big part of you getting better is your attitude. It will more than likely
be a big fight to even regain that simple strength if you’re far enough
along but it can be done. You can, in fact, have your life back. I learned
how to retrieve mine. It’s totally do-able.
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Fighting Bipolar Makes You Eligible for a Combat
Ribbon

When my bipolar disorder was active I was too busy fighting it to realize
how much I was fighting. The amounts and variations of symptoms were
endless it seemed. Out of curiosity I went to a bipolar forum and
charted all the symptoms and life problems that the members had dealt
with over time. This took me over eight hours to complete.
When I was done I was shocked to see that I had personally experienced
about 90% of the items on the list. There were over 100 specific
complaints and issues raised. I had lived almost every one of them. I
obviously knew that my life had been harsh but I’d never mapped it out
like this before. It was hideous!
What follows is a short list of just a handful of the many ills a bipolar or
even severely depressed person can be up against on any given day.
- A drain on family and friends. This plays out in two ways. Between the
depression, dissociation and similar funks, you become almost or
entirely physically incapacitated. You won’t cook for yourself, won’t do
your own laundry, won’t bathe, won’t care for your paperwork such as
bills; won’t even get out of bed. To your own self you become useless.
Others are forced to care for you as if a limb was broken or you were
laid up with pneumonia.
You can also become and probably already are a psychic leech. Between
the need for others to keep an eye on you for your own good, your
forceful center stage opinion sharing antics or your incredible
neediness, you suck your family’s emotional centers dry. Their mental
limits are tested by you and your illness in every conceivable fashion.
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I always figured if a thing was worth doing it was worth doing well, so I
handed both scenarios to my family. My two wives could not keep up
when either was still by my side. And my family only kept up by the skin
of their teeth. Only parental love and faith that I would somehow pull
out of all this kept my folks going. I am eternally grateful for their love
and support as I did in fact, eventually pull out.
-Loneliness. Here’s a biggie. Any major illness can isolate you from the
rest of humanity, but bipolar has extra dimensions to this. Many “well”
people do not believe this disease is even real. You, of course know
painfully so that it not only exists but is incredibly powerful in its ability
to make you feel pain and terror. These other folks think you should just
“snap out of it”. As if. So you’re weak and it annoys people and they
then avoid you.
The disorder is so mind numbingly bizarre in the feelings it creates
within you that many have a hard time even finding the words to
properly describe it. So they don’t. They just stay alone and eat it. The
same feelings show on your face even if no one can name them. But
they cause the sick person to give off a bad or strange vibe. People pick
up on it and again, they avoid you. Further isolation.
And finally, you are most definitely not working on any social skills as
you are too busy hanging on to the remaining threads of any sanity you
still have. This situation makes it to where you can’t even meet and talk
with other bipolar people. You now have total and utter isolation
draped over you like a coat as you sit down to a big steamy bowl of
Lonely. Even I can’t fully describe how bad this hurts and I lived it for
years.
-Scattered thinking. This one was a gem I treasured every chance I got
in the Really Bad Days. My mind became capable of developing 5, 6, or 7
random unrelated thoughts simultaneously, and then pursuing each
down its own avenue of development. I could track tangents in this
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inner conversation down about 3 or 4 levels. I could hear all 7
conversations in my mind at the same time. It was maddening beyond
comprehension.
This mental storm became the very reason I fell off the wagon more
than once after I’d attained 7 years of sobriety. No drugs given to me by
the psychiatrists would make this noise stop. But I knew if I drank hard
enough, everything would stop. This led me to 2 more arrests, a couple
of fights with civilians and one pretty decent brawl with 4 cops. I was a
madman. All from a mind that fed me inane information faster than I
could comfortably process it.
There are people out there now who are just like I was then. They need
to know there are options for healing that they have no awareness of.
People supporting the sick people need to know they too have options
for their loved ones. And the ignorant people need to know this is not a
make believe illness. I myself like to help all three groups but the
presently sick bipolar folks are who I care for the most.
I got out. So can you.
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Shut Up and Take Your Pills

I’m not against medication for bipolar disorder per se. But I’m against
ignorance. And if you think medication is your only route to relief from
bipolar then you may be ignorant of your other options. If you learn of
those options from someone with proof that they work and don’t
investigate further? Well, now you’re just being plain ignorant.
My symptoms worsened every year for almost eight years. I ate
medications like I was being paid to do so. They did not work well or at
all depending on the scenario. Desperation drove me to find other
answers outside of the accepted norm. Not only did I find them but they
also gave me my life back. I learned to address what the medication
does not.
This brings me to the issues surrounding medication that bipolar people
can come up against:
-You hate how your meds make you feel. I personally took so many
combinations and types of meds that I think I got to experience every
single side effect there is to be had. I was lethargic, numb, emotionless,
impotent, groggy, too hungry, too thirsty, tired and my body
malfunctioned physically from reactions to some of the meds. I dealt
with all of that. I met many others who said they felt the same things
over time. We all hated the side effects.
That hatred then leads you to stop taking your meds out of pain and
disgust. You don’t know whether you feel worse from the illness or the
drugs you take to fight it. But once you stop, your really bad symptoms
return with a vengeance; the symptoms that compel you to do life
altering evil things. You go from lethargic to feeling shattered, frayed.
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You act like a disaster and you feel like one. So you go back on your
meds. The whole crappy cycle repeats.
-You stop taking your meds out of a false sense of “I’m cured!” This is
the flip side to the above point. Your meds are actually doing just what
they’re intended to do and you feel fine. So fine in fact, that you trick
yourself into thinking the illness has passed. You actually believe such a
thought is valid. It’s proof in itself that you are NOT healed! Quite the
load of irony this disease.
I did it more than once. It’s as simple as it sounds. I felt fine. No need to
further medicate. No amount of talking from my family or friends could
convince me otherwise. “They just don’t get it”, I’d think.
A few hours, days, weeks later, I’d hear the air horn blowing on that log
truck of returning symptoms right before it psychically slammed back
into my mind. I would then perform just the absolute worst show of
mental breakdown that you’d ever care to see. Life would then become
ER visits and desperate calls to doctors, maybe some cops, who knows?
I used to get pretty creative in these moments.
It’s painfully common for the ill to fall for their own lies this way.
-Can’t afford meds. This I can’t even imagine. I will say that when a
Force Ten panic attack hit, it was nice to have a large jar of tranqs of
some sort on hand. To not even have that safety net, I can’t imagine the
horror. I suffered so badly WITH medication that it’s beyond me to try
to envision having no help whatsoever. But that’s the sad reality for
many bipolar people. They’re too whacked to hold a job, so no
insurance. From there many have no family or if they do, the family has
no money. They just tough it out. That, all by itself can go straight to full
blown insanity or suicide.
I never was without access to meds but I experienced something similar.
When I finally discovered what would ultimately become the first step
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in my system for getting well again, I only had enough money to cover a
few months of care. I had weaned off my meds and was feeling health
and wellness slowly returning to me like I hadn’t felt in many years. My
head was clearing; my symptoms were weakening; I was becoming
human again. Then I ran out of cash.
In desperation, I returned to taking meds as they were covered by the
Veteran’s Administration (I’m a Marine Gulf War vet) and I had to have
something in there to do battle with. All my symptoms came back or
returned to full strength. I was broke and on meds for six months and
mentally I was a wreck like nothing had changed. My family said the
transformation was a nightmare and happened almost the moment I
went back on meds.
But in month seven I became flush again and returned to the more
healthy practices and weaned off my meds. Almost immediately I began
to improve. And from that point on I just got better and better in
measurable fashion. Now let me be clear: do NOT stop taking your
meds! That is a train wreck of an idea. Unless…you have an option that
replaces them. These options exist and thousands have proven they
work. I am but one of those thousands.
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Ya Like Challenges? Be Bipolar for a Day!

Bipolar disorder tests your mettle as a human being. It takes you to the
utmost limits of your psychic endurance. Oftentimes, your physical
parameters are maxed out too. If you are healthy but supporting a sick
person you’d do well to understand the depth of agony it brings into
that sufferer’s life. This is no small thing and you must respect that. You
may find yourself adopting a whole new outlook in caring for your loved
one. It’s a “know thine enemy” kind of a thing.
Here are some aspects of that enemy:
- Stress that cannot be measured. This is how my really active bipolar
years started out. I felt stressed. Nothing a toke of weed or a cigarette
couldn’t fix in the beginning. But this stress began to grow. It took less
and less to annoy me. It took less and less to irritate me. My patience
practically bled out before my eyes as I watched.
Every life issue in my world was a now major one to me. Chances were
this was not the case prior to my illness kicking in full force. The sources
were innumerable: I couldn’t keep a job; I hated any job I currently held;
too many bills not enough money; not enough freedom in my life;
everyone on the street and in their cars was a dirty word to me; cops
bothered me – just their presence.
None of my plans ever worked out; my marriage sucked; I developed
health problems that compounded my negative mental state; my meds
never helped so all the doctors sucked; my neighbors sucked; the
world’s problems felt like they were my own; my erratic behavior upset
those close to me causing me even more stress.
The stuff I’d pull when manic would leave a pile of problems in its wake
that I could not repair causing double stress – the problem was a
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nightmare and it was all my fault so now add self hatred to the list;
nobody understood me; I was arrested more than once and the legal
issues and fines crushed the heart out of me and kept me terminally
pissed off; my depression and dissociative symptoms stressed me as
well… on and on and on.
This is just some of what your bipolar friend next to you may be feeling.
It’s not always visible. We’re good at bottling it all up and cramming it
into that little black knot in our guts. And many times the sick person is
incapable of translating his or her feelings and emotions into words the
non-afflicted would comprehend.
The symptoms get so weird at times that they are new even to the
person feeling them. There is no way they’d ever get those around them
to understand. This then adds mountains of more stress to the heap
they’re already carrying. They are truly alone in this fight and they know
it. The isolation is stressful beyond belief. Their own mind is their prison.
- Sleeping disorders. These just come with the package. Panic hits in
your sleep and you awaken as if in a mortar attack during war time and
with just the same amount of fear. It happens night after night,
sometimes more than once each night. Your sleep is never deep. You
fear even going to sleep because you know the panic is waiting for you.
The massive depression that hits a bipolar person also messes up your
sleep. You sleep but your mind is not reaching that REM zone it needs to
repair itself. You sleep 10, 12, 14 hours a night or maybe multiple days
at a time only to wake up exhausted. There is no longer any true relief
to be had from a night’s sleep.
Mania alone can keep you up for days. You don’t feel any need for sleep
or not all that much compared to normal. Your mind runs like a car in
first gear with the gas pedal to the floor. You mentally eat yourself alive.
Eventually you motor down and if you’re lucky sleep will be had. Then
again, maybe you slide the other way into depression and start working
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the other side of the fence as I wrote above. At the very least, the panic
is still lurking nearby. There’s no way to tell. It just comes as it comes.
This then leads to sleep meds. Most of these are addictive and bring
their own set of new malfunctions in the making to the mix. Many times
they don’t work. I went through every OTC and prescribable drug my
doc was willing to give me in an attempt to get a good night’s sleep.
Know what happens if you eat too many (because none of them were
working as in my case)? Psychosis. You and reality part ways. You’re up
and about doing something but nobody’s manning the bridge. And
you’re probably not doing a something that would make you proud in
your more lucid state.
I experienced this more than once as I sleepwalked through portions of
my days. I was pretty damn ashamed of what my family told me I’d
done later, too. I remembered nothing.
After a few months of experimentation I never ate sleeping pills again.
But I did find a way out of all this mess. It may seem impossible to you if
your life right now matches what mine did then. But believe me. It’s
true. I know because I did it. You can too.
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How Can I Hurt Thee? Let Me Count the Ways.

There are many ways bipolar disorder presents itself and a plethora of
unwanted life situations that it causes. If you recognize some of them it
may help in discovering if you or a loved one is possibly bipolar. The
journey has to start somewhere. If I’d known way back when what I
know now, I may have avoided some pains. Then again, maybe not.
Everyone’s situation is different.
But if you know what to look for you can get a jump on fighting it before
it gets real out of hand as this illness so loves to do. Following a system
like mine and doing so before your symptoms become outrageous can
save you from a world of woes. See if any of this sounds familiar:
- Eating disorders. As your mind fails, your body follows. The severe
depression that frequently comes with bipolar makes you apathetic to
your hunger. You lose interest in eating. The manic side has you so
charged with energy you don’t even feel hungry or simply forget to eat
as you rush from project to project. In the end you suffer because
you’re undernourished. The lack of nutrients adds to the strength of
your symptoms. The hunger worsens your moods. As your body slows
down your mind starts to clog with inefficiency.
There’s a part two to this issue. Many of the medications prescribed for
bipolar cause weight gain. It’s quite common to get overweight as you
medicate your head. It’s a listed side effect on many psychotropics.
And there’s a triple threat looming on the horizon. The disease and
medication, either separately or together can both cause system
failures in other areas of your body relating to food. Your thyroid can
slow down. This causes the munchies to become enacted in full force. I
dealt with this one. I was on so many meds for my head that my body
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started to fail. I craved endless amounts of sugar, a low thyroid
symptom. I gained 75 pounds. Couldn’t cram enough pastries into my
maw. Now the thought of eating like that nauseates me.
- Love animals, hate people. This goes in a few directions but basically,
your tolerance for the rest of the human race evaporates. People annoy,
bother and hurt you in one way or another. You lose the ability to
functionally communicate or understand others. Animals are just little
affection bombs that are only capable of worshipping you and they
always love whatever you have to say! Not hard to see why so many
bipolar folks shun the rest of the world and just hang out with their dogs
or cats.
-Symptoms activated by certain foods or presence of hunger. This is
the opposite of the above eating problems. Most people get cranky
when they become hungry. That’s natural. But bipolar people can
launch straight into nuclear meltdown as they run low on fuel. The
negative sensations brought on by hunger get massively exaggerated in
us.
I was a big practitioner of this friendship builder. When I got hungry I
went straight to almost total hatred for all around me. I would barely be
civil to family members and I’d get a very scary demeanor to me as I lost
the ability to cope with the world around me. Or maybe I’d just start to
be one great big ass for no particular reason that I was aware of. I could
never spot this happening. Those close to me would pick up on it and
ask me when I ate last. If it had been 3 or more hours ago then I knew to
calm down and eat right away. Then I was harmless again. Total
personality change.
I also learned that sometimes spicy foods and definitely pizza eaten too
late in the day would send me straight into a panic attack within a half
hour of ingestion. Allergic to pizza. Can there be a worse fate?
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When you’re fighting bipolar you must track anything and everything
that enters your body. If you are new to your illness or a family member
trying to figure out what sets off your loved one, then start writing
down all that you eat or drink. If there are issues in this area, the
patterns will show themselves quite clearly. You have to be smart in
your fight. The enemy is crafty and can sneak up on you unawares. You
must outthink it and then you can crush it.
Bipolar can’t be cured but it can be managed right out of existence and
kept that way with diligence. In the case of really strong presentations it
can be reduced in strength. Both can be achieved in an all natural
fashion. It’s something to consider if your medications don’t seem to be
helping. You have other options. You just need to be shown them.
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Some More Samplings from the Bipolar Party Platter

Fighting against bipolar disorder is like playing a terminal game of
Whack-a-Mole. You smash one symptom and another takes its place
just to the side. Even that result is only if your hammer (meds) has any
effect whatsoever.

There are more ways to treat this than with

medicine but that is the traditionally accepted route to go as the fight
begins. It’s the path most choose or are even aware of.
I offer a different path and the scenery is better as you travel it. But for
now, let’s just see what some of the symptoms and life situations look
like on Planet Bipolar.
- Mood swings. Key symptom of course, from which the name is
derived. Basically, you’re up, down and all over the place emotionally.
The extreme highs of mania are offset by the crushing lows of
depression. One moment you are the undefeatable champion of your
realm. The next, you are so filled with despair that suicide is not far
from happening. It begins to sound like just the ticket for what ails you.
The mania can return almost instantly. Back and forth, back and forth
you go.
It’s anybody’s guess as to when you wake up each day whether you’ll be
on the mountain or down in the valley. It hardly matters. It will probably
change throughout the day too. This illness goes through cycles that
hold to no one rule. You can be stuck on one side for a great length of
time. You may evenly experience both through cycles measured in
years, months, days, hours or minutes.
It’s a nightmare the unafflicted can never truly understand. You literally
lose your identity or drastically change it at a frequent rate. You are a
different person at different times. You lose track of who you even are.
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Worse, whoever you think you are it usually doesn’t feel like a good
person. You begin to not know yourself. Friends and family begin to not
recognize you either. You are no longer who you were before this
disease kicked in full force and nobody really cares for the new guy/girl
you have become.
Through the course of my illness my cycles morphed many times. The
doctors have a classification and title for each variation of how fast you
bounce back and forth or if you get stuck on one side for any length of
time. To me it didn’t matter. The type of pills I got didn’t even matter as
over time, I was prescribed dozens and dozens of any pill that might
apply. Didn’t really seem to matter what type of bipolar I was. We just
kept trying new pills as we steadily verified, the doctor and I, that
nothing seemed to be working.
- Failed relationships. This applies to any and all in your life. When
you’re deep in the bipolar game very few companions can hang on for
long. This is a very, very hard illness to deal with as a witnessing partner.
The emotional popcorn machine that is the friend or loved one you
once knew is too complex and too far gone for you to do anything with.
This applies to the boss, your significant other, close friends, coworkers,
everybody. Nobody knows what to do for you and neither can they
tolerate you after awhile. My attitude and quirks got me fired a few
times. I lost friends who no longer knew what to make of me or I
bothered them too much to keep the friendship healthy. I flat out
scared many coworkers as my moods tended to lean more towards
violent behavior. And my two marriages evaporated in front of the blast
furnace of bipolar.
I needed those jobs. I cared for and depended on those friends. And I
lamented the losing of both my wives like I’d lost limbs. The pain of
divorce proved for me to be a type of despair I doubt I’ll ever do justice
with words. But looking back, I totally understand why each relationship
Page 41 of 61

Copyright 2008

www.ItTakesGutsToBeMe.com

Ken Jensen

broke. I blame no one. Not even myself. That is important. Don’t blame
yourself for these things should they happen if you’re bipolar. You are
no longer the right you.
- Hate “The Normals”. It becomes too painful to be you and despair is
so ever present that you begin to hate the normal people. They
seemingly have no troubles and are capable of enjoying the simple
things in life that are no longer accessible to you. Each next step, next
thought, next decision no matter how small, next breath sometimes, is
agony for you or too difficult to comprehend how to even begin to make
happen. You want desperately to be able to go about your day with the
ease and delight all around you seem capable of.
You remember how you once were able and it feels like a dream or a
memory of a movie you watched someone else perform in. You mourn
the loss of simply being happy and calm. This then fine tunes your
perception of all the things you no longer have. Everywhere you look
you see people laughing with friends; sharing tender moments with a
significant other; shopping stress free; being ok in a crowd or a theater;
any and all of the human interactions.
These things are as off limits to you as if you were in a prison looking
through a fence. You can’t do it. You have been cut free from society
and life and you can’t see how to change that. This hurts beyond belief.
I was or felt everything you’ve read above. No longer. Life is good to
great most days. Even when it’s bad I roll with it much better than
before. I just had to figure some things out. Come find me and I’ll share
those things with you.
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Like My Coat? 100 % Bipolar – Keeps the Joy Out!

There are layers upon layers upon layers to the thick mat of distress that
makes up bipolar disorder. It’s no one thing. It is a cornucopia of ills all
heaped together and all interacting synergistically to bring about the
ruination of a life. The better you understand what you’re up against
either as a sufferer or someone trying to help a sufferer, the better the
chance you’ll have to manage or even defeat it.
Let’s take a peek at a couple of these symptoms.
- Multiple mental illness diagnosis. You have a clear set of distinctly
individual disorders. I wonder about this one. I really do. From both
what I’ve seen and what I’ve lived, I believe that the bulk of this
scenario is just shades of the same color. There is one root cause or one
root set of causes that if addressed, would stop all your symptoms cold.
People get labeled with OCD, ADD, sleep disorders, BD, depression,
ADHD, psychotic; all at the same time! This is common and the
symptoms are most definitely present and measurable. But what is also
common is that many times, there is indeed a lowest common
denominator. If you could find what that was you would not need
endless piles of pills for each separate illness.
All those pills taken together then produce a whole new set of problems
that only exist because of the pills themselves. In your fight to calm or
enliven your mind, you get rewarded with a clinically produced illness
thrown into the mix. Cripes, they’ll even give you pills to offset that,
too!
In a grossly generalized sense, this is all in your head. What I mean is
there is an answer that once applied to one problem can very well wipe
out, or at the very least minimize, all the other problems too.
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I started out with classic bipolar then experienced almost every variety
of it that they have cared to give a name to across an eight year span. In
between, I gained sleeping disorders, sexual shutdown and OCD. I got
pills for all of that. During this time, I was so miserable I wanted those
pills. I wanted them very much! Problem was, no matter how many or
what kinds of medications I took, I never got better. I never got relief.
Sometimes I would, sure, but it never lasted long. And overall, I was just
becoming worse. This situation is what caused me to strike out on my
own and learn truths never revealed to me in a doctor’s office.
I found that there most certainly are some root causes to a lot of this
mental mess. As I addressed them, my symptoms lost strength and
almost entirely vanished in a relatively short amount of time.
- No longer naturally happy. This has two sources. Depression is a huge
part of bipolar. Depression is nothing but a lack of joy at its most basic.
Happiness is now a distant memory whose face you no longer
recognize.
Now add to that the “weirdness” that hits many of us with bipolar. It’s
not so much a depression as it is a malfunction. You’re just off in some
way or many ways. A big chunk of this is from being dissociative. You’re
not in synch with the rest of life. On top of it, your perception of reality
is skewed similar to a bad acid trip. Think about how it feels if you
consume too much Nyquil or Vicks. You’re out of the loop in every way.
You feel it and others can see it on your face although they can’t relate.
You’re running on a different frequency and to others it doesn’t look
like a happy place to be.
It’s almost like you’re wrapped in cellophane but can still breathe. You
can’t feel what others feel while experiencing the same set of input. It
wears you down physically and mentally. It makes you very unhappy. It
is a Purgatory.
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My mom used to be able to see it instantly in my eyes. It’s a close cousin
to the “thousand yard stare” that combat veterans have. She’d ask me
rhetorically, “Bad day?” She already knew the answer. She knew to not
even attempt to talk to me. I wouldn’t respond. I couldn’t. I didn’t know
what I was feeling other than the fact that it was bad and that I couldn’t
control it.
It’s subtle and low key. You’re not exactly sure what’s real. For that
matter, you can’t clearly define what the term “real” even means to
you. It doesn’t hurt viciously but it is there, whittling away at your
mind. The closest thing I could ever think to call it was “uncomfortably
inert”.
On those days, I’d usually sit on the porch chain-smoking Marlboros as I
sat and saw nothing. My mind was working frantically but I was not part
of that. I was not part of anything. I just was. It felt terrible.
I remember those days and I give thanks frequently that they are now
just memories. They’re no longer an active part of my day and haven’t
been for a couple of years now as of this writing. If you’re in this fight
right now then have hope. There is help to be had. Find me.
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Bipolar is Not a Stand Alone Problem in Its Own Right
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Driving a Vehicle as a Bipolar Person is Quite the
Adventure!

Driving a vehicle as a bipolar person is quite the adventure! There are so
many ways in which to malfunction during driving as to be considered
ludicrous.
For comparative purposes, let’s begin with Joe Normal – healthy citizen.
There’s not really much to say. Like any other repetitive skill Joe just
drives where he wants, hardly applying any conscious thought to it at
all. Outside of maybe some road rage, searching for a parking spot or an
address, there is not a whole lot that Joe is actively considering as he
drives.
Now let’s look at how a bipolar person might be viewing his or her
driving experience. As always, I’ll use myself and my past as examples.
Panic. That can hit at any time but there can be clear triggers and there
are many. Crossing a bridge with all that air and long drop underneath
sometimes presented a problem for me. This was not so most of my life,
only when I became solidly bipolar. It took great courage on my part to
make it across without completely freaking out. I’ve known some
people who couldn’t do it. They’d pull over before the bridge and just
stew in their fear, unable to go forward. I liked to employ the mad dash
approach and luckily, I always made it across.
The wide open road can do the same. There’s just too damn much
ROOM man! Too much to ponder. No sense of security. I sometimes
would feel as if my essence of self just wanted to escape in all directions
meaning I could not contain my personage. The pending escape would
be the deflation of self. I would no longer exist. I wouldn’t consciously
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be thinking this. It was just a feeling that only later could I put into
words.
Depth perception becomes spotty. The road seems to be coming at you
too fast and too close. I would dwell on the fact that only inches
separated me from the asphalt that would rip me apart if something
were to happen to the car. Or I would be about to hit someone who
somehow was suddenly right in front of me.
Also, the angles of the road would feel wrong. I couldn’t effectively
foresee where the road was headed. This would become horrifying.
Every turn in the road became an instantaneous life or death decision
making event.
The pitch of the pavement would seem off balance and unable to keep
momentum from shooting me straight into the median. I would feel
very unsafe at these times, not sure what was holding me to the road.
Claustrophobia. My little bubble of personal space, to include the car
itself, suddenly would feel incredibly tiny, hampering my ability to drive
or even breathe. The walls were closing in. Somehow, the road and
surrounding landscape would take on the feel of a confined space. Or
just the traffic around me would do it. Very freaking bizarre sensation to
deal with!
Overwhelming responsibility. The fact that I was controlling a thousand
plus pounds of speeding metal with any number of factors affecting the
thing staying where I wanted it, would become too much to
contemplate. Or the intricacies of the hand/foot/eye coordination
would no longer flow. I would dissect each area as I was using it and
would lose the concert effect necessary to drive without thinking.
Road rage. OK. Many people can experience this but when I was sick,
my violence level and accessibility to rage were huge and instantaneous.
Whenever someone slighted me in traffic, I would pray that they would
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want to pull over to argue about who was right or wrong. Then I would
begin planning just how I was going to beat them down on the side of
the road, how I was going to hurt them, how good it would feel to hear
their bones break as I pounded. I’d see the whole thing in my head
before anything had even happened.
Matter of fact, now that I understand that this very thing happens to
people, I don’t think I’d care to ever pull over and argue if I was the
offending party. I don’t feel rage like that anymore but thinking
practically, I was always a hands-on person. Too many others carry
guns. No one’s bulletproof.
Cops. I mean no offense to any law officers out there but the sighting of
a cop in my rear view would set my heart to hammering as if I’d done
something wrong. This was probably based in a life packed with actual
wrongdoings but when I was bipolar it was amplified.
And if I actually got pulled over for some infraction, the stress and anger
that would descend was immense. I couldn’t stop it. My eyes felt like
they were going to pop out of my head from all the rage pushing from
the inside. I hated authority and felt I should be allowed to fight about
it, man to man. I never mishandled the few times I actually was pulled
over but in retrospect, I don’t know how.
Loss of impulse control. I would consider what would happen if I veered
into an oncoming vehicle or just took a sharp turn into a structure. This
is not the same as suicidal thoughts. The purpose was not to die and
end all the pain, more one of scientific curiosity. “I wonder what that
would feel or look like?” I would simply consider some psychotic move
like that and then have to forcefully tear my thoughts away from it and
refocus on correct thinking. Crazy, huh?
Confusion and total overwhelm just getting into the car. The
anticipation of any of the above items was too much. I wouldn’t even
get in. I’d have to walk around a while or smoke a cigarette before being
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able to do it. When my illness was in full swing, I didn’t even drive for
about a year. Too hard to even consider.
So if you’re not bipolar, be careful out there because these are some of
the things the guy next to you on the road may be dealing with. If you
are bipolar this can all be a thing of your past, same as me.
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Bipolar and Negative Self Talk

Negative self talk. Very destructive habit this. I was great at it myself. I
spent years repeatedly confirming to myself how completely screwed
my life was. And it was but I was making sure it stayed that way with all
that negative reinforcement.

See, the subconscious is a tool. It takes what you tell it, verbatim, and
works hard to bring you that very thing. If you think that people are
generally good, you will find that strangers and friends do nice things for
you on a consistent basis. If you think everyone's out to get you, you will
find that you are frequently being taken advantage of and let down by
others.

Your mind will bring you whatever it is you talk to it about. It doesn't
know any better. It doesn't know what your intent is, what you really
mean. It only processes data at its face value and then does all it can to
find that very thing in your day.
You will either think the world is the way it is, even when all around you
don't see it as you do, or you will bring the things into your life to
literally make it the way you think it is.
You can think your way out of a bad life. Or you can think your way into
one.
That's why negative self talk is so destructive. And I was a master of it.
I'd complain out loud and to myself all day long about what sucked in
my life. But the night, when I was trying to fall asleep, is when the tidal
wave of disastrous thoughts would hit me. Without any activity to
occupy or deflect my thoughts, I was free to wallow like a sow in the
filth of my failed goals and disappointments.
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I couldn't stop myself nor did I know for a long time that I should be
trying to stop myself. I had forgotten something I once knew. In my
search for life improvement I frequently came across the fact that we
should not do such things to ourselves. But the bipolar really made any
attempt at fixing this problem futile. It was out of my hands even
though I knew I had to quit it. You are not in control of your mind when
bipolar is in charge. You just aren't.
I gradually developed a system which enabled me to slowly take charge
of my own thoughts. I had to focus on stopping bad thoughts as soon as
I realized they were about to take place. I was unable in the beginning
to replace them with good. I just constantly warred with the bad; just
told myself to go somewhere else mentally.
I knew I had to begin replacing the bad with good. But that proved to be
slippery. Your subconscious cannot be fooled, even as you trick yourself
consciously. What I mean is this: You must think positive thoughts as
soon as you detect useless bad thoughts beginning. But - you must
believe what you are telling yourself. Without belief your subconscious
keeps right on bringing the bad into your life. It simply doesn't know any
better.
This is why I have always had a problem with affirmations. I believe they
are good but too many people say them without conviction. They want
to mean what they say but underneath they have already given up,
even as the words fall from their lips. This nullifies the affirmation.
It's hard to gain that belief. I know. So the first thing you need to do is
remove all negative words from your self talk. You can't say what you
don't want. The subconscious only hears the words. If you say you don't
want to be broke, you most definitely will stay broke. That was one of
my most common self talk topics.
I would instead tell myself, "I'm doing the best I can and it's ridiculous to
think otherwise." Or, "This is out of my hands right now so it's best that
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I focus on getting well." Or as my life really did begin to slowly improve,
"It's all coming together and I am patient enough for it to work."
Verb tense is important. You have to phrase everything in the present
tense as if it is taking place the way you want right now.
It's a little weird to talk to yourself in such a way but give it a try. It was
a big step in getting my life back. I still have to do this from time to time
but I don't fall into the trap anywhere near as much as I used to. But I
stay on guard. I'm better, hugely so, but I still strive to continually
upgrade my position in life.
So watch what you're telling yourself in your most vulnerable moments.
If you tell a kid all his life that he is no good, chances are he will become
a criminal. Your subconscious is your kid. Build your kid's personality the
way a proper parent would.
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Bipolar Amplifies the Pain of Dreams Unfulfilled

One of the causes of bipolar disorder is the unmet desires within one’s
heart. This may sound a bit too New Age for some but it is a very real
issue with powerful consequences if not addressed.
Bipolar is not something that goes away with a pill. And if it does,
although I am happy you have found relief, you are only forestalling the
reemergence of the disease at a later date. Even if you find
contentment within your medicated lifestyle, you are still missing the
bigger point.
The point is: your mind snapped because it was struggling, in vain, to
get you to live at your best; to perform at your optimum level; to utilize
the very best parts of you in a way that would bring enrichment to your
life in amounts you’d hardly believe possible.
Your heart and your subconscious brain know what you are capable of.
The part of your mind that you control and are aware of, does not know
these things. Since it is the part that speaks to you the clearest and the
loudest, you mistakenly follow it down the wrong path in life. You follow
a path that you assume is correct based on various beliefs you hold and
mindless habit-formed reflex actions.
You believe you’re doing your best.
If you are bipolar, there is a strong chance that the wiser part of you is
trying desperately to alert the rest of you to a better way. The real you
is not happy with how life is or is not going. This subliminal part knows
where you should be headed if only it could get the cognizant part to
listen.
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The longer you deny this quiet part of you the more substantial your
bipolar becomes. Many people can live a less than fulfilling life and
never really suffer greatly for it. They adapt or learn to accept their fate
as they see it and no great harm comes of it. They are sleepwalking and
don’t know it. Their tolerance for such things is high. They’re basically
ok. They will never become sick from leading a subpar life; never acting
on their inner greatness.
Bipolar disorder is one way you can tell that you are not one of those
people. You demand more from life whether you are conscious of it or
not. And your mind is breaking down from being ignored and from the
strain of both trying to wake up the rest of you and attempting to settle
for an unsatisfactory life situation.
This, of course, is not the basis of all bipolar and probably is not the
biggest reason why you are even sick. Most of you. But some of us are
not so lucky. We can do better and some part of us knows it. As we skirt
this issue out of complacency, fear of leaving our comfort zones, or
trying to do better but doing the wrong things, we get sick.
This is one reason why no medication, regardless of type or amount,
could help me. I was actually aware that I wanted more out of life and I
was not getting any closer to it. I spent years avoiding this inner noise by
staying drunk or high. I’m talking decades. This abuse eventually pushed
my illness to the surface and I was forced to behave. I rapidly became so
sick I needed meds to be able to function at all in society.
I then began trying so hard to go where I wanted but I was choosing the
wrong programs, the wrong friends, the wrong partners, the wrong
vehicles, the wrong jobs. Everything just seemed to be wrong. I was
working furiously to succeed but it only seemed to speed up my failures.
So I just kept getting sicker.
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Maybe this is you? Again, there is much more to treating this disease
than blithely following your heart down the Yellow Brick Road but all
the same, get to trottin’. Ignore your heart’s desires, ignore your best
qualities be it out of stubbornness or ignorance, and the result will be
the same. You will drive yourself crazy.
And if you rely solely on medication as an answer, you are denying
yourself the life you should really have; the life you deserve; the life that
will allow you to be a help to all around you. Meds make it ok to settle
for “less than”. They’re tragic.
When I finally found what the number one best thing to pursue was for
me, my health improved even faster. I had already learned some key
steps to shut down my symptoms and I was healing. Now, as I
continually get more proficient in this new realm of experience and
meet fantastic people I never would have associated with in the past,
my wellness gets cemented further.
I not only feel better but I feel better than I ever have. I foresee a future
bigger than I ever could have imagined. I have both hope and a plan to
make me feel that hope will be justified.
Your ultimate, overriding goal will be different than mine but you can
have the same results I am obtaining. I can show you how.
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Even in the Worst of Tragedies Lies the Seed for
Opportunity
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Now then!
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