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This Master’s thesis consists of two parts: the artistical part in the form of a short animation film 
(included on the DVD) and the theory part that reflects the film, explaining the process and the decisions 
made for the production.

The purpose of this thesis was to explore my own experiences of depression and use those experiences 
to create a contemplative animation film. For this, I used the texts I wrote during my depression as well 
as recollect the memories I have from those times. From all this I looked for an idea that would explain 
at least in part how I experienced the years I was suffering from the depression.
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I survived depression.

Can you ever say that? Truly? There are days when I feel that 
it just creeped away, just behind the line of my vision. And it 
waits. Some day, when I’m tired and my guards are down, it’ll 
start whispering again. Telling me that I’m no good. Not worth 
anything. Oh, I know those whispers. They were with me for 
years, sometimes as loud as an air-raid alarm, going on and on 
in my head, until I was so sick of it all that I just wanted it to 
end, one way or another.

And it did. But not before I was willing to stop being my own 
victim. Not before I had the courage to face those whispers and 
say that they were wrong. Just. Plain. Wrong.

At that time I had already accepted them as a part of myself, 
and I let them repeat their message over and over again, 
suffering from it on the go. That’s why it was so demanding to 
turn myself against it. It was like turning against myself. Like I 
would be detesting that last part of my being where there was 

Preface
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still a small bit of something left I could value. Even if exactly 
that part was telling me all the time how useless I was. But 
at least it was the part of me that had the most power, and 
it felt good to let it be in charge.  So, telling it to leave meant 
that I was driving away the only part of myself that I felt was 
still keeping my head somehow above the water. Without it I 
wouldn’t have a chance, but death seemed preferable to the 
days I was living.

I was right. And wrong. Right in the idea that by scramming 
the negativity aimed towards myself I could give room for the 
more comforting thoughts and my inner world started to move 
towards gentler slopes instead of the steep mountains. Wrong 
in the idea that I would have to die to reach tranquility.

The whispers are still there, sometimes, and I cannot swear 
that I can keep them at bay for the rest of my life. But getting 
off  the hook once does give me confi dence to do it again, if 
needed. And sometimes I just smile, thinking about how far 
I’ve come from those times when I was sure that day was my 
last, and when I wanted it to be that way.

So, maybe I can say that I survived?



11

There is an infinite number of artworks, books, films, songs 
and, all in all, stories, about depression. I haven’t seen them 
all. What I know is from my own experience. Experiences 
can be exchanged but they can never be compared. The real 
meaning of an experience can only be judged by the person 
himself. Things that don’t mean much for someone might be 
the end of the world for someone else.

I’m plunging deep into my own past. Reading some of the 
old texts I wrote, trying to figure out what was the agony that 
launched the need for those words to appear. If I think that 
it’s all in the past, why do I still have the need to poke that old 
wound? Is it to make it clearer for myself what was it all about?

Inspiration
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I’ve never really been a diary writer. I used to start many 
and finish none. But I do have snippets and poems here and 
there, many of them written afterwards when I was already 
recovering. They are an interesting read, reminding me from 
the times I wrote them – and from before. Somehow I almost 
feel like a voyeur when browsing through the lines. I know this 
person, but I’m not her anymore. It feels like peeking into the 
life of someone else, seeing her pain, feeling empathy, but also 
some kind of perverted amusement. Looking at her wriggling 
like a worm on a hook makes me smirk. If I only would have 
known then what I know now… But everyone has a 20/20 
hindsight. And maybe I am allowed to be entertained. After 
all, I know now how the story continued.

Trying to recall how it was, I realise what a vicious circle I 
lived in. All my strength went to worrying about the past I 
couldn’t change and being afraid of the future I thought I would 
not have. They both appeared so monumental that the present 
moment lost its meaning and mutilated the perspective of 
things. I had the feeling of being a total failure. For society, for 
my family. It never crossed my mind to think I’d be a failure for 
myself. I never thought I could be anything else. Being more 
than a loser felt impossible.

Smiling hurts. I sit on the bed and stare. The wall, the 
past or myself? I don’t know.

The shame was always there. I had been given so much and 
still I’d become such a useless being. I felt that people had 
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expectations of me, expectations I thought I couldn’t fulfil. 
That shame created the parallel shadow world where I lived for 
years. Of course it was all my imagination. No one was asking 
anything from me, and even if they did I wouldn’t have had 
any obligation to satisfy their needs. But when you live in a 
world where your worth is measured by the recognition from 
the other people – well, it’s hard to be happy, isn’t it?

I would just want to forget it all, concentrate on this 
moment. On myself. Every single promise, contract, 
mention feels too much. I never have time to think what 
I truly want myself. The fear for what lies ahead and 
the impressions of other people’s demands give rise to 
this constant thunderstorm raging in my head. My own 
voice gets buried under its fury.

One of my psychotherapists once said that all fear is fear of 
death. I’ve often thought about that when I’ve been at my wit’s 
end. Am I truly afraid of dying? I think it’s more like what they 
say about sea sickness: the first stage is when you feel so sick 
that you’re afraid you’ll die. The last stage is when you’re afraid 
that you are not going to.

The death was always there. As a thought, as a possibility. As 
a dream. Or a wish. In the worst times it was a promise. I got 
through, when I promised myself that I’ll try just one more 
day. Tomorrow I am allowed to put an end to this all. It was 
the only mercy I showed myself. But in the end that tomorrow 
never came.
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Don’t wait for the life to come knocking on your door. Do 
something every day to attract it to you.

Every story has a beginning, a middle and an end. And if not, 
it’s just a snapshot in time. I’ve once written in some old note 
that if I’m ever going to tell my story it should be the one about 
surviving.

After all, it was never Hell. It was an Odyssey.
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Creating a story is not a straighforward process. What to say, 
what to leave out? Where to start, where to finish? What is the 
message I want to share? How, why and what for?

I start by evoking the feelings and thoughts I had. Reading 
the texts I wrote. Trying to figure out what was the hardest 
part and how could I visualise it. Thinking at the same time 
what is the story going to be like. And the main character. 
What are the key points that are going to happen. Where is it 
all going to take place.

Many decisions that I ponder for months, until I have to force 
myself to make up my mind. Unlike during the depression, the 
time is moving forward now.

Process
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There are so many ways to start. I watch a couple of movies 
that depict depression, like Sylvia (Sylvia, 2003) or Helen 
(Helen, 2009). It’s not really the story I’m after, it’s the overall 
mood in those movies. And to see which details they pick up 
as important themes. They talk about insecurities and family’s 
role in the life of a depressed person.

But I’m looking for something else. I draw pictures and 
ideas on a black paper, trying to grasp the impressions and 
connotations of it all. Many ideas are stereotypical, but there 
are some things among them that I can work with. I make 
sketches about the possible storylines, all over again, until 
some of the key moments start to get shape.

For the depressed, the world of the depression can seem legit 
and rational. There are obstacles that are totally true for the 
depressed, but the others just can’t see them. The world in the 
story is a milieu. Orson Scott Card, in his book “Characters 
& Viewpoint”, talks about the stories, where the milieu 
plays an important role. “In a pure milieu story, the less you 
characterize the main character, the better. [...] If you make 
the character too much of an individual, you draw the readers’ 
attention to her and away from the milieu.” (Card 1988, 49.) 
This is an aspect I’m thinking about a lot when working with 
my project.

It’s hard to get rid of some of the things that mean a lot to me, 
but wouldn’t mean that much for other people. Then again, so 
it is with all of the processes and projects. The real art is the 
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knowledge about what to leave out. And how to build around 
the idea instead of building on it. If you are too fond of any 
particular scene, you end up restricting yourself by clinging to 
it. Just like in real life.

Black dog is a common stereotype of depression, even if no 
one really seems to know where that idea originates from 
(McKinlay, 2005). Many people can identify their depression 
with it, but I’m trying to create something more original, 
something that makes the story more personal and interesting.

I am the main character. From the beginning of the process 
I take short film snippets of myself and draw the animation 
frame by frame over those brief films. It helps me to get into 
the story and gives me something to work with. Right in the 
beginning, I follow my intuition about what scenes I should 
draw, but soon when the story starts to take form I can be more 
consistent.

The style takes some time to find. I try with different line 
widths, to see how they work in an animation. Too many lines 
make the movement hard to follow. Too few and it’s difficult to 
see the details. For a long time I also consider to use colours in 
the animation. I play with different settings and try different 
things, but in the end I abstain from it. The problem is the 
same as with too many lines: the movement gets harder to 
follow. And I doubt that with so much extra work I’d have 
enough time to finish the project by the deadline.



21

In the end, I have a few key ideas. I have the stage, it’s limited 
to the room I live in. I have blow flies, following me throughout 
the whole story. And I have a world that is getting smaller and 
smaller. With these details I can go on planning my work.

Next, I start testing to put the animation together in After 
Effects. It’s helpful. Finally I can see how the various parts are 
coming together. I can see, where I still need to work with the 
timing or draw more snippets to fill in the gaps of the storyline. 
It all starts to make sense and I work in a more focused way.

My way of working is like that. I need to start doing things 
early in the beginning, without too much planning, to bring 
my thoughts into line. That’s why I’m pretty bad at producing 
a proficient storyboard before throwing myself into action. 
Of course it creates difficulties later, but I’m used to it and 
predisposed to remake a lot of the work I’m putting into my 
projects.

The biggest part of the work is done in the After Effects (if 
you don’t count the tenacious drawing of the animated frames 
in Photoshop). There I build the movement to the scenes. They 
consist of the hand-drawn animations I export from Photoshop 
into PNG sequences, blow flies and other moving objects as 
well as the backgrounds and textures I’ve prepared.

For some of the snippets I create compositions of their 
own, mostly when I need to replay some of the frames in the 
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animation. Adding everything else, I then use those parts to 
create longer compositions and produce a few ca. 1 - 1,5 minutes 
blocks I render and import to Premiere Pro. (My computer is 
so old it’s struggling to bind After Effects and Premiere Pro 
projects together.)

In Premiere Pro, I create the full-length animation into 
which I import the sounds I’ve prepared in Soundbooth. After 
rendering and exporting it into a draft I can watch it all with a 
critical eye, take notes of things to change and go back to After 
Effects to start changing the things over and over again.

And slowly, with lots of repetition, remakes and persistence, 
the animation starts to get shape. The animation about 
depression. Or more precise, the world of the depression the 
way I exprienced it.
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Visuals

My life consists of small moments. Things that follow each 
other like pearls in a chain, but still feel detached and in no 
direct order. The continuity seems to go on somewhere else 
than where it began. I know there is a common thread to this 
all, but somehow it constantly slips from my fingers.

Everything is built layer upon layer, each one as shallow as 
the one before. Alone they mean nothing, together they form 
a profound universe. Each tier carries the resolve for the other 
ones. Spinning the thread and twining the strings that hold 
them together is the key. To be creative. To life. To everything.
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There are things happening in the 
background. Not much and not fast, but 
there are things. Smeared blobs, scrapes 
and scratches. Slowly they change the 
landscape, but their silent march is so 
subtle that I don’t notice it before it’s far 
past the line where I could have done 
something for it. 

I think it’s some fundamental part of me. 
My self-image in the deepest level. The 
groundwork on which I build my life, my 
world, my personality. It’s abstract, not 
taking any clear form. Merely reflecting 
the sentiments of any given moment. And 
it’s disturbing to follow its evolution. To 
guess if the changes I witness are for the 
better or for the worse.

The appearance of the fog makes me 
shallow. Now I don’t need to face myself 
anymore. I don’t need to stare at the 
fundament. The fog divides me in two 
and separates me from my deeper self. 
It is relieving. I am tired of carrying the 
responsibility about something that 
changes all the time and I don’t have the 
strength to try to manipulate it. That’s 
why I welcome the fog. That’s why I hold 
on to it.
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Losing control is the biggest fear. And 
to think that there is a whole wide world 
out there. That’s why the world needs to 
be smaller. Just around the size of a page 
or a piece of paper, nice and handy, easy 
to manage. There is nothing else. I don’t 
want there to be anything else.

This is my world now. Everything fi ts 
into this small rectangle, and thinking 
that there would be anything else out 
there feels like a dream. 

And then there is me. Flat. I often feel like 
I’d be a two-dimensional copy of myself. 
The reality being as thin as a 1 px line, 
bouncing a bit as I go. There are no shades, 
no content, just the boundaries. And if you 
watch too closely the lines will bulge, turn 
into unsharpened squares.

They are all ways to keep control. To keep 
the scene where I want it to: in my grip. Any 
move outside the parameters and the big 
picture is broken. 
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Story

How could I tell what it was like? Which scenes or images can 
truly convey that torture? In the end, nothing much happened 
apart from the endless days and nights that entwined together 
into a changeless continuum. And still, there was a beginning. 
And an end. And a story to fill the time between those two 
moments.

But the story is hard to see if you are living it. Its true meaning 
can only be understood in its full context, when the key events 
have already ceased to unfold. Then the events that didn’t feel 
so important will show their true meaning and the ones which 
felt overwhelming will diminish in their significance.

And only then the irrational images will fall into their places 
and form the story. My story.
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First, it was just weariness, difficulties 
to get up in the mornings. The nagging 
feeling was there right from the moment 
I opened my eyes. Somehow, the world 
felt smeared. The things that should have 
brought joy did not feel complete or worth 
yearning for. There were stains in me, but 
I didn’t have the microscope to see them. 
So the only thing I could do was to keep 
on going. Regardless of the buzzing.

Then the panic attacks came. Fear of 
death, fear of life. Just plain fear. Until 
then, everything had felt plain and 
washed out. Or rather, nothing did feel 
like anything. Suddenly it did. And how. 
Quiet sounds were as loud as the F/A-18 
fighter jet, the sun as bright as the Ivy 
Mike going off in a couple of kilometers. 
I felt like a superhero who cannot control 
her own powers. Or an alien in hostile 
surroundings just wanting to get back 
where it came from. Talking with other 
people was too arduous, it was easier to 
stay home.
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But according to the insurance 
companies home is the most dangerous 
place to be. How true it is. There your 
depression can grow. It can become your 
whole life, whispering evil thoughts into 
your ears. The time stands still. The only 
change is that your depressive thoughts 
multiply rapidly. They start to live their 
own life, coming and going as they please. 
After some time they don’t really bother 
you that much, it feels like they’d have 
always been there. Their constant buzz 
does still irritate and you’d just like to be 
left alone from your own thoughts.

When it gets too overwhelming, you hit 
yourself. To wake up. But you don’t.

Medication can help. It can mute the 
buzzing and give you the chance to relax 
for a while. It’s quite satisfying until the 
drug won’t work anymore and you have 
to change the brand. And the withdrawal 
symptoms in the end are not that 
enchanting. Still, the biggest challenge 
with starting the meds is to admit to 
yourself that you are sick. Until then you 
could always just insist that everything is 
fine.
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You are still in the abyss, but at least it’s 
now a padded one, thanks to the meds. 
The whole world fits into your room and 
even the most trivial things start to get 
significant. Things like the patterns in 
your curtains. Until now you’ve never 
even really noticed them. Now you spend 
hours following the lines with your gaze. 
The clear lines seem to get more and 
more abstract with each repetition, but 
you can’t stop. That would mean giving 
up to the void. And you know what giving 
up means.

Your thoughts you might be able to hold 
at bay, but in time it’ll wither your world. 
Every day that goes by without you trying 
to change it cuts pieces off from what 
you are. Slowly your reality shrinks into 
an area where you cannot fit in anymore. 
You don’t have the space to move. The 
edges are coming too close.
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That’s were I woke up. There is always 
a way, but often I’ve found it only when 
I’ve stopped forcing it to appear. When 
I couldn’t go forwards or backwards 
anymore I realised there was space 
also on the sides. The world was not a 
two-dimensional plane after all, it had 
deepness I had never recognised before. 
There was perspective. Things were not 
always on the same level, they could be 
closer or further away.

The same applied to my thoughts. Finally 
I could see them in the right perspective, 
not as something that affected me from 
the outside. I could control them. And 
I could destroy them. I was no longer a 
victim, I had become the operator of 
myself and my own life.
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The final blow was when I realised that 
the reality I had considered to be my world 
wasn’t what I thought it was. I had created 
a secure cage, and even if it did feel safe 
and comfortable it was still a cage. There 
was so much more out there, things that 
I would never experience if I wouldn’t be 
willing to destroy that enclosure. I did. It 
was the bravest thing I’ve ever done.

The recovery was not instant or even 
quick. My world, now clean from the 
most of the distressing thoughts, was 
rather void and dull. It took me years to 
fill it up, and the depression had made 
me cautious and distrusting. I got on by 
challening myself every day to do things 
I was most afraid of. After all, I couldn’t 
think there to be anything as formidable 
as the depression, and I had managed to 
get through it.

It is the same road I’m still walking on 
today.
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For an outside observer depression is rather quiet. The only 
things breaking the silence are frequent sobbing and occasional 
screams during the invasive panic attacks. Other than that, 
there isn’t much to hear.

Not so in my head. My thoughts are extremely loud, never 
leaving me alone. The first few seconds in the morning just 
after waking up are still somehow muted, but after that the 
nagging starts getting ever louder as the day goes by. Outside 
my room it is even worse. I hear demands, accusations and 
loathing in everything around me.

I try to escape. To be so small and invisible as I can. Maybe 
then the thoughts will leave me alone.

Sounds
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First, it eludes me. Just one stray thought here and there, 
not much to worry about. Small buzz, annoying, but nothing 
crucial. I don’t pay attention. Until there are a few more. And 
suddenly, the whole air is filled with these buzzing sounds. 
Coming closer, then receding to the background. All over 
again. Hundreds, even thousands at the same time.

Outside there’s a scary world. Loud and confusing. Everyday 
sounds, but illogical and digressive. It’s something I want to 
escape from. The buzzing is preferable to that bizarre external 
soundscape.

After a while, it’s become an encompassed domain. I’m not 
that much aware about the buzzing anymore. I don’t want to 
listen. There’s nothing I want to hear, but it’s bothersome, 
nevertheless. That’s why I take the medication. To mute that 
buzzing. And it helps.

It creates another sound. Extremely low hum that doesn’t 
change the pitch that much as the buzzing does. It’s hard to 
notice, since first I am just happy that most of the buzz is gone. 
There are some random thoughts, but they don’t mix together 
anymore like they used to do. 

And then there are the more malicious feelings, who get more 
substantial when I don’t question them. They keep making 
terrible noise, but as long as it doesn’t directly threaten me, I 
don’t really care.
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When I fi nally realise they are there, when I fi nally dodge 
them, they pull back. And when I take my fortune into my own 
hands, suddenly everything changes. It all stops. The hum, the 
buzzing. Somewhere I can hear music. Sound that has a form. 
Consistence and logic. 

And there I am. Finally. My voice from which there were 
hints already right from the beginning. Can I hear wonder in 
my words? Sadness? Or is there bitterness buried somewhere 
deep inside? Maybe all of them.

Because nobody comes back from their odyssey without 
marks that last for a lifetime.
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Methods

Rotoscoping
I’m rather fond of rotoscoping. It’s somehow relaxing to sit by 

the computer and draw the frames one by one over the original 
video file while listening to Yle Puhe from the radio. (I’ve never 
been so up to date about the Finnish politics as during the time 
I did this Master’s thesis.)

This animation uses the speed of 12 frames per second. The 
movement looks smooth, considering that the drawn line is 
jumping around a bit (as it should be). Rotoscoping looks so 
cool that I get the feeling I can draw! Well, actually I can. But 
funny though, my drawing art also without rotoscoping is very 
realistic, so in the end the animation doesn’t differ that much 
from my typical style.

I guess I’ve been influenced by such comic artists like Enki 
Bilal or Milo Manara with their lifelike styles. But there’s 
also something really therapeutical in drawing hundreds and 
hundreds of pictures of yourself. It feels almost like you’d be 
making peace with yourself.
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Textures
I’m a big fan of textures. I also collect them myself, and many 

of the structures in this animation are by me. The rest are 
from textures.com. I like the reality that can be built with the 
different compositions, creating the feeling of paper or stone, 
but all just on the screen of the computer. 

Somehow it is very suitable in this work. The textures 
represent the impressions I had of the depression. They are 
like veils through which I saw the world. But they are still just 
images. It is like René Magritte’s “The Treachery of Images” 
(Magritte, 1928-29): one of the many representations of 
the subject in question, but never the subject itself. Even 
I myself have difficulties to grasp the original pain behind 
that representation. Fortunately it is definitely not needed 
anymore. Recollections and ideas are enough. Exactly the way 
how textures are just recollections and ideas about the original 
object they were shot from.

Sounds
I’m not terribly fond of foley artistry, but finding proper 

sound effects does make my day. The effects of my own 
sighing, yawning, etc. I’ve recorded myself, but most of the 
overall effects I’ve downloaded from freesound.org. (The list 
of the contributors is visible in the end titles.) The music piece 
in the end of the animation is “Earnest” from Kevin MacLeod 
(incompetech.com). All of the downloaded sound effects and 
the music are licenced under Creative Commons 3.0.
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Timetable
There were altogether 18 weeks to put this Master’s thesis 

together. The timeplan didn’t give much time for polishing the 
details until the eternity, or chance to do anything extremely 
laborious, and I needed to plan my work carefully not to cross 
the given deadline. I didn’t want to apply for extra time to 
finish my thesis, because I found the idea of a strict timetable 
so appealing. It would give me the chance to show myself if 
I’m up to that what I consider to be one of the most important 
aspects of the thesis: to be able to plan, organise, create and 
deliver an artistic work in the given time. 

In other words: to be the master of my own work.

Master of Fine Arts.
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I may let go. I don’t need to try. No need to feel guilt. Or 
responsibility about things that are none of my business. I have 
the permission to feel my own feelings and no one has the right 
to blame me for them.

I can let go. I don’t need to try to change other people into 
something I’d like them to be. I can accept them as they are, and 
for that I don’t need to take their load for myself to carry. I can 
select the people I want to be in contact with. I can be myself 
with them, just myself and nothing more. I can let go and let the 
life carry me on.

I let go.
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