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I’m super excited to be included in this issue of Roots and Wings! Sharing our 
stories, my story, is the best way to make conversations about mental health as 
commonplace and “normal” as talking about having had an eye exam and getting 
new glasses or chatting about what we’re having for dinner. Making it an 
everyday topic removes the stigma and makes it less scary. We will all deal with a 
mental health challenge at some point in our lives. All of us. 
 
So what should I write about in my case? Hmmmm let me think. I need a cup of 
tea to mull that over.  I have English Breakfast or Earl Grey or Apple Spice. Ooooh, 
I’ll have an Apple Spice. Where’s my mug? Let me just wash it real quick. May as 
well do the other bits and pieces on the kitchen counter while I’m here. Ok. Now 
where’s my laptop? Or should I do it on the PC so the screen is bigger? Hmmmm I 
want to diffuse some oils to get the mood right. Which ones? Wild Orange and 
Cassia and Patchouli are nice for Fall. Well here’s 2 of them in the kitchen. 
Where’s the other one? Ah, here in the bathroom cupboard! What’s that behind 
there? Ooooh, I forgot I had that face mask. Maybe I’ll do that while I have my 
tea. Face washed, mask on I go back to the kitchen. Oh, the floor is dirty. Sweep 
the floor. My tea is cold. I put the kettle back on. I forgot to put the diffuser on. 
What time is my physio appointment today? Oh crap it’s in a half hour. I’ll start 
writing later….. 
 
This is me, a lot of the time. I call it my pinball brain. It feels like one idea is 
launched like the pinball full force into the game and then it goes all over the 
place lighting lights, bumping bumpers, spinning bonuses, and making noises. The 
pinball (thought) gradually returns to the bottom of the table and either gets a 
slap back with the flipper for a solid rebound around the table as the game goes 
on and on, or it just slips away in between the flippers and the turn is over. Start 
again with another ball (thought). 
 
I always had trouble concentrating at school. I remember daydreaming a lot; 
being called to answer the teacher’s question and having no idea what the 



question was or the topic for that matter. My focus in school was either tack 
sharp, or nowhere to be found (it still is) and my overall grades reflected that.   
My teens saw a family trauma impact us severely as individuals and a family and it 
was never spoken about. My parents were only children raised by working class 
parents in war torn England, so of course, you didn’t talk about feelings or 
emotions. Stiff upper lip, pull yourself up by the bootstraps, get on with it.  It was 
how my parents were raised and it was how they raised my brother and me. They 
were amazingly supportive when my brother lost a high school friend in a car 
crash and they helped me make tough decisions about work; they loved us, of 
that we had no doubt, but our family trauma was never, ever addressed.  
 
After graduating from college, I went to work for Club Med and travelled the 
globe for 4 years. I was in these glorious locations, Tahiti, Greece, Turks and 
Caicos. There are lots of photos showing a tanned, smiling me, and many 
anecdotes and stories from colleagues who remember me as being a fun, upbeat, 
bouncy person and yet my letters home were filled with sadness and loneliness. 
Across these sun-kissed destinations I always carried my own dark clouds.  
 
Fast forward a few years to my moving to Toronto from Montreal and dealing 
with the stress of an unknown city, a new job, trying to make friends, getting 
involved in an abusive relationship and gaining a lot of weight as food became my 
coping mechanism. The weight gain led to even more emotional abuse and then 
to physical abuse.  
 
I started seeing a psychiatrist (thank God for OHIP) and a bariatric counsellor who 
worked together to support me and help me cope. I was diagnosed with Clinical 
Depression and ADHD. I was able to get away from my abuser thanks to them. 
They held a safe space for me and had me call the police and he was arrested. I 
remember having to tell my employer for fear that he would show up at work. I 
was mortified (pardon the sort of pun with a word that begins with the French 
word for death). I told no one other than the doctors, my Manager and the police. 
Stiff upper lip, pull yourself up by the bootstraps, get on with it.   
 
With my diagnoses came treatment plans: a lot of talk therapy with my 2 doctors 
and medication. I loved the talk therapy part, digging down into the muck and 



pulling that all up and out, learning about how my behaviors correlated with my 
brain being wired differently. Now that is a VERY empowering thing to be told.  
 
Processing this discovery though, was a difficult journey. The medication part was 
not so fun. Ritalin for the ADHD (a diagnosis which I resisted ferociously) made me 
want to literally rip off my flesh and jump out of my skin, while Zoloft & Prozac, 
made me feel like a zombie; a winning combination for a Halloween competition, 
but not an effective one for everyday life. Thankfully, Effexor was finally the one 
medication that helped me to cope and to function better and make some of the 
clouds dissipate. And the ADHD fell by the wayside. 
 
My Mum and Dad isolated themselves with no friends or family nearby. When my 
Dad passed away, my Mum was left very much alone; alone coping with her grief 
and the family trauma that had bubbled to the surface. She had developed some 
unhealthy coping mechanisms. I shared my diagnoses with her in the hopes that 
she would at least consider speaking to someone, a professional, to help her 
process everything. Her reply “What rubbish” and poured herself another gin and 
tonic. I never discussed my mental health with her after that as she didn’t believe 
any of it. Stiff upper lip, pull yourself up by the bootstraps, get on with it.   
 
There are many more years to share to bring you up to date (did I mention a ‘blink 
and you miss it marriage’, my heart attack or menopause?) but that may be 
enough for today.  I have had to cope in different ways and have learned by trial 
and error, and I now see my conditions as fellow travelers on my bus journey of 
life.  (The secret is don’t let ADHD navigate, and don’t let Depression drive!) 
My default is still “stiff upper lip, etc.” but I also love, and I mean LOVE science 
and read everything I can about neuroscience, how our brains work, why we 
choose the words we do, or take the actions that we take. 
 
October is ADHD Awareness month.  Before the ‘Covid times’ I had never head on 
(sorry, I do puns without even thinking ) dealt with my ADHD.  This year has given 
me reason to pause, reflect, and analyze in a way I have not done in my entire life.  
I am inspired and honoured to know brave, honest women who crack themselves 
wide open and share their most elemental of life experiences.  One them said the 
other day “I love my ADHD.” Say what?    



 
I am impatient, I cut people off before they have finished what they are saying , I 
have piles of stuff everywhere, crowds and noisy environments make me 
agitated, I get distracted at the drop of a ….squirrel!....How can you love that? 
Well people who live with ADHD tend to be creative, funny, good 
conversationalists, make far-reaching analogies that no one else understands ( my 
husband Andy just belly laughed out loud at that and said my photo should be 
placed beside that one!). They are resilient, empathetic, compassionate and 
persistent. I think my friend may be on to something about loving this ADHD 
thing!  
 
If you have made it this far….you have seen my pinball brain in action. I couldn’t 
possibly cover everything in this one article. I live with depression, anxiety, ADHD 
and probably PTSD but never delved into that. Labels are useful to help put 
something in context or perspective, but they shouldn’t be used to put someone 
into a category which then defines them or which we use to define and limit 
ourselves. 
 
Mental health is complicated, it varies from person to person, it morphs and 
changes over time and depending on the circumstances. I look forward to further 
exploring my brain and neurosystem for information that helps me understand 
myself more, and hope you’ll come along for the ride and perhaps understand 
something of yourself, or anyone around you who has their own twisty, windy 
path to navigate. Who’s up for a game of pinball? 
 
 


