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In modern society and the workplace, conversations that
highlight the importance of mental health are essential. In
this article, senior associate at the ﬁrm, Andrew Wells, shares
his own personal experiences with mental health.
I wish I’d known that depression is an illness of perspective. That it could make me feel like I
was a useless failure and that everything was hopeless. That I would stop enjoying the things
I’d always loved. That I would feel so numb and detached from everything around me that
sometimes it would feel like watching my own life go by from the other side of a glass wall.
That it could leave me wondering who I was on some days. That it could make me believe
that things would never get better.
I wish I’d known that depression is an illness with physical symptoms. The loss of appetite.
The exhaustion. The insomnia. The insomnia-induced exhaustion. The exhaustion-induced
insomnia. The inability to move quickly or, some days, much at all. The physical challenge of
just getting up the stairs to bed some nights. The physical challenge of just getting out of bed
some mornings.
I wish I’d known that depression is an illness with emotional symptoms. That it could make
me feel overwhelmed, sometimes by the smallest things that previously I’d never even have
thought twice about. That it could leave me feeling lonely in a crowded room. That it could
make me cry when I got home, day after day some weeks. That it could simultaneously leave
me feeling terrible but also make me mask my symptoms in company. That it could make me
feel frustrated, irritable and short-tempered when I didn’t want to.
I wish I’d known that anxiety could hit me with no notice. The feeling of not belonging. The
feeling of needing to escape from any social situation. The fear of missing out when I didn’t
go to social events. The feeling that nobody would ever involve me in anything again. The
thudding heart. The hot ﬂushed feeling. The tingling sensation in my legs. The pain in my
arms. The faint feeling. The fear of the faint feeling. The spooling, spiraling thoughts worrying
about anything and everything for hours on end (and often at 3.20am).

I wish I’d known that depression and anxiety are really common. That while everybody’s
experience of these illnesses is diﬀerent, there are also well-established ways to treat them.
That there is lots of information out there on where and how you can get support. That there
are great organisations like Mind, the Blurt Foundation and the Samaritans (to name just a
few) with really helpful websites. That there are books like ‘Reasons to Stay Alive’ by Matt
Haig and ‘I Had a Black Dog’ by Matthew Johnstone that could help me to realise that I wasn’t
the only one struggling with these illnesses. That J K Rowling’s writing about the dementors in
the Harry Potter books would describe depression better than I ever could when I was
struggled to explain it to other people.
I wish I’d known that getting help isn’t a sign of weakness. That the scary step of arranging to
see a psychologist for talking therapy would turn out to be one of the best things I did. That
going onto antidepressants didn’t mean I was a failure. That there were other things I could
do that (sometimes) helped things seem a little bit better: mindfulness, fresh air, exercise,
gardening, music, colouring, surrounding my desk in ever more pot plants.
I wish I’d known that asking for help from work didn’t mean they would think I was a write-oﬀ.
That they would be understanding and supportive. That reducing my working hours for a
while to give me a bit of extra breathing space and ‘me time’ didn’t mean that I wouldn’t be
capable of going back to full-time work ever again. That it’s not the end of the world if you
get so overwhelmed you cry in your boss’s oﬃce. That being ill didn’t mean that I would have
to stop being a lawyer. That once I opened up about anxiety and depression, I’d ﬁnd out that
there were many other people in the same boat that I’d never have guessed were struggling
I wish I’d known that gradually, with therapy, medication, time and a lot of support from
family, friends, and colleagues, I would start to feel better. That progress would sometimes
feel exhausting and impossible, but that it was real and it was worth it. That things would be
up and down for a long while, but that the ups would start to outnumber the downs. That I
would learn to manage the downs and that the downward spirals would get shorter and
easier to spot coming. That I would be able to sleep through the night again. That my
friendships would survive. That I would start to enjoy things again.
I wish I’d known that you probably can’t ‘ﬁx’ someone who is unwell and you probably
shouldn’t try – just being there for them and with them might be what they really need. That
asking someone ‘how are you?’ and really listening to the answer might be the most
important thing we can do for someone who is struggling. That when we ask ‘how are you?’
we are really saying ‘I care about you’ and ‘I am still your friend’ and ‘I don’t think you are a
freak’.

This article which was originally written for the organisation myplus and was republished in
The Lawyer in January 2019.
A global commitment to mental health and wellbeing in the workplace is an important part of
the ﬁrm's Diversity and Inclusion programme. To read more please click here.
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