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Acceptance, Family, and Friends = Recovery
by Deb Johnson

My diagnosis of bipolar disorder II came after six long months of physical pain, 

an exhaustive mania, and a sudden crushing depression.  I was lucky enough 

to have a friend who was around me frequently enough to suggest that I see a psy-

chiatrist.  She had bipolar disorder and recognized the symptoms.  My diagnosis 

was not a surprise, and — though it may sound trite — it was a relief to have an ill-

ness instead of just “crazy Debbie behavior.”

Though I accepted my illness easily, I can’t say my recovery was smooth sailing.  

Medications introduced into my system took weeks to begin to take effect, and my 

depression deepened as I waited.  The first six months of treatment were complicated 

by a diagnosis of diabetes, a miscarriage, and a burst gall bladder — all testing my 

ability to stay the course of therapy, psychiatry, and medications.

My husband was my saving grace.  His unwavering love and understanding had 

him curled up in dark corners with me as I contemplated suicide.  He waited with me 

silently until I was ready to move again.  My friends asked questions and educated 

themselves to help understand what I was going through, and they provided tough 

love when they noticed changes before I did.

Yet for all the love and assistance I have readily available, I have not been able to 

escape relapse completely.  Learning to understand my triggers and creating an ac-

tion plan to avoid them has been immensely helpful.  I’ve found mini-episodes to be 

situational and typically beyond my control.  Thus, I have an action plan in place that 

includes outside support.

And then there is relapse.  I had no action plan for complete relapse as it has only 

happened once in the 12 years since this wild dance began.  In March of 2009, a work-

related issue sent me into the dark places that no one likes to talk about.  It lasted for 

almost a year.  Like any episode, a relapse brings about new information, new avenues 

of help, and new perspectives.  Medication, doctors, and the love of family and friends 

helped me rise out of the darkness once again.  I am stronger now — comfortably 

dancing between the broken places in my world of acceptance and recovery.


