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BOOK 5: DEPRESSION

It's Not On Me, It's In Me

My name is Julian V Forbes. I am thirty-eight years old.
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People think depression looks one way. Dark bedroom. Can't get up. Giving up.

That wasn't me.

I was an empath. A giver. Someone who bled for other people without even thinking about it. I came through the care system. I knew what it meant to help. So I did. I helped everyone. Friends. Family. Strangers. People in worse situations than me.

And the whole time, I was depressed.

Nobody knew. Nobody saw it. Because I was always smiling. Always there. Always the one lifting others up.

But inside, I wasn't right. Something was off. I wasn't suicidal. I didn't want to hurt myself. I just knew — deep down — that I wasn't okay. And I couldn't tell anyone because what would I say? I've got everything I need. I help people for a living. Why would I be depressed?

That's the depression that nearly broke me. The invisible kind.

But I kept going. One step. One breath. One day.

And I came back.

This is how I did it. And how you can too.
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CHAPTER 1: THE SMILE NOBODY SAW

[image: ]


Depression isn't always loud. Sometimes it's quiet. It's the smile you wear even though you're drowning. It's showing up for everyone else when you can barely show up for yourself.

I was good at that smile.

People would come to me with their problems. I'd listen. I'd help. I'd give advice. I'd be there at three in the morning if they needed me. And they'd go away feeling better. They'd thank me. They'd tell me how much I'd helped.

And I'd feel... empty.

Not because helping didn't matter. It did. It does. But because I was pouring from an empty cup. And I didn't know how to stop.

And it wasn't just emotional. It was money too.

I earned good money. Really good money. And I spent millions. On rental properties, hotels, flats, jewelry, cars, petrol, nightclubs, cabs, festivals, holidays, drugs, alcohol, expensive meals, gambling. All of it.

Because nobody taught me money management. I came from care. From the streets. From nothing. When I had money, I didn't know what to do with it. So I spent it. On experiences. On my mates. On strangers. On trying to feel something, anything, that would fill the hole inside me.

I'd have a pound, you'd have fifty pence, I'd give you fifty pence. That was me. Always bleeding. Always giving. Never stopping.

The depression was there. But it wore a mask. My mask. The helpful one. The strong one. The one who's got it all figured out.

But I didn't have it figured out. I was hemorrhaging money and emotion and energy. And nobody could see it because I was always smiling.

Nobody looks behind that mask.

I didn't even look behind it for a long time.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

CHAPTER 2: BLEEDING FOR EVERYONE ELSE
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I'm an empath. That's real. I feel things deeply. I pick up on what people need before they even say it. And I give. Without thinking. Without boundaries.

In the care system, I learned that love meant helping. It meant being useful. It meant making yourself small so other people could be big.

So that's what I did my whole life.

I'd work. I'd earn good money. And I'd give it away. To friends who were struggling. To family who needed it. To causes I believed in. I'd sacrifice my own peace for other people's comfort.

And every time I did, something in me got quieter.

Depression feeds on that. On the slow bleed. On giving and giving until you don't know who you are anymore without giving.

I didn't realize that was happening. I thought I was just being a good person.
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CHAPTER 3: THE CARE SYSTEM SHADOW
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Abandonment at six. Abuse from eight onwards. The care system taught me early that my worth came from what I could do for others.

Love was conditional. Safety was something you earned by being useful.

So I built a life around that belief.

I was a good earner. I did good things. I helped people. And for years, that felt like enough. Like I was finally safe. Like I'd finally earned my place.

But depression was growing underneath all of that.

Because no matter how much I earned, no matter how many people I helped, there was still a kid inside me who didn't feel safe. Who didn't believe love was real. Who thought one day it would all be taken away.

And that fear, that old trauma, that was feeding the depression.
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