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South Pole is a zine created from the 
writings Hannah Patellis made during a 
stay at Coastal Harbor Behavioral Health 
in Savannah, Georgia from May 28, 2017 - 
April 3, 2017.

Writings were done in the hospital during a 
manic episode. All writings are in English, 
but some are written in Cyrillic.

Light weight text denotes translations. 
Semibold weight texts are post-discharge 
after thoughts. Extrabold weight texts are 
reflections after 2 and a half years.

Dedicated to those who live in constant 
fear of themselves. And even more so, 
dedicated to the trans people who have 
been let down time and time again by the 
medical community sworn to protect us.

Sleepy, UC pain, took medicine which lowered my UC pain, cried because life feels hopeless, cried and 

was agitated, cried because I miss her and because life feels hopeless, I want to leave, I want to leave, 

Cried and was agitated and because I miss her and because life feels hopeless, sleepy, cried because 

I miss her and because life is utterly and entirely hopeless, sobbed for a long time in bed, cried in bed 

and was agitated and because I miss her and because life is hopeless, repeat over and over and over 

and over, sex fantasies about them and masturbated, cried because I miss her and because life feels 

hopeless, I want to leave, cried because I miss her so much and was very very agitated, I really need to 

get out of here, [...], UC pain, I want to leave, I cried because I miss her and because live is utterly and 

entirely hopeless and was agitated, my heart is warm, sex fantasies about them, sex fantasies bout 

them, very very tired, I want to leave, cried because I miss her and because life feels very hopeless, 

sex fantasies about them, ****, cried because I miss her and because life feels very hopeless, I want to 

leave, took medicine ****, I want to leave really really really bad and urgently, cried because I miss her 

and because life is utterly and entirely hopeless, sobbed for a long time in bed, sobbed for a long time, 

cried because I miss her and because life is utterly and entirely hopeless, sobbed for a long time in bed, 

I want to leave really really really bad and urgently, I want to leave really really really bad and urgently, 

I want to leave really really really bad and urgently, sobbed in bed and was agitated and hopeless, sex 

fantasies about Angelica and masturbated, very positive and made me feel better, I want to leave really 

really really bad and urgently, cried and felt very hopeless and agitated, agitated

“Type I Bipolar Disorder with Psychotic Features and Rapid Cycling”
Fuck I don’t want to hear that. I don’t want this disease. I don’t want to 
explain this in future relationships. I want this whole ordeal erased from 
memory forever. But the biggest thing of all is what if this all happens 
again.

Rough and not always consistent chart of my moods through the week



I never considered blue as a favorite color. But in this hell, 
blue is scarce and red means blood.

Someone shit in the unit common room - more brown less 
blue, less hope.

No doctor or therapist have come to see me. What if no one 
comes? What if I have to stay a whole week?

I was riding the wave of **** ** -- but I crashed and now I’m 
low again. I pray you left a note -- something to hold on to. 
I think about our wedding -- fearful it’s no longer on your 
mind.

Dehumanizing -- the other patents care about you, staff 
make you ask to use the bathroom. 12 hours minus 5 
minutes until bed time.

They asked me my goals for today. Not kill myself from 
boredom.

Maybe the goal is to make us shape up ***** it’s ***** I-R-L so 
you don’t come back to hell.

Which hell is worse?



The colors are yellow, green, brown,
colors of shit and fake happiness,
there’s so little blue,
my room has blood in the bathroom,
so there’s also some red

Colors of the “London Office”

Motivational -- Bullshit. You lock 
us up in a cafeteria and expect 
us to what?  Magically get better 
through the power of positive 
thinking? Fuck [the hospital] and 
fuck “God”

What am I doing I’m reliving this it’s 
happening all over again. I can smell 
what the bleach and vomit halls 
smelled like. The flashbacks won’t 
stop. The smell is burned into me. This 
trauma will never leave.

My love cries and the scars will remain. 
Regardless of anything, how do I live 
with that? Everyone here talks about 
leaving and discharge -- when am I up? 



It’s been 4 months and 15 days 
since I was there and I think 
about it every day.

Where is a goddamn fucking 
health professional -- I didn’t come 
here to sit in the cafe and draw 
with a dull pencil stump.

“Let me get this paperwork 
done...”

How about, “Let me help this 
depressed human.”

Soft colors on the wall, soft pencils 
to use, soft bipolar is my head. 
Surprisingly nothing is actually soft 
-- all an illusion.

Hell is hopeless and loveless

How I believe others see me

What’s on the inside



Some memories from home,
trapped in a book Angelica brought me. Mom + Dad,

Michael,
Gram + Grampa,

Angelica

Smoke Cartel
+ Georgia Tech

From Oranges
to Peaches

Fresh Air

Music

Peach,
Sadie

Software Development +
Information Technology

Walking
+ Adventure

+ Travel

These pictures started trying to 
capture beauty, but they got ruined.



Thank you so much, Angelica

And thank you, Darby









If I wanted to stay home, watch TV, be 
suicidal, and be ignored by medical 
professionals -- I would have stayed 
home.

Everything here is “safe” for us. So 
pencils were all we were allowed. I added 
color when I got home -- blood for the 
blood on the walls, on the floors. Blood 
that I pictured coming from my body after 
committing suicide.

If everything was so “safe” why didn’t we 
receive any actual help?



Still haven’t seen a therapist. I don’t understand. I’m glad most people here are here 
under false info[rmation] from staff. I thought I was the only one.

I want to go home and slip in to Angelica’s arms.

There’s an old white guy here now and he scares me. I look awful too. I’m 
embarrassed.

Is lithium the answer? Will it save me from myself? Will it save me from the 
absence of others that I feel is coming that I caused? Or will lithium be my 
savior? Are these medicines my God? Or is the absence of God a bigger thing, 
the absence of saviors?



This rip is for a new friend. 
Here’s to new friends and 
here’s to a life of living with 
this trauma.

Trauma of mental illness 
becomes a part of me.

I hate myself for getting in 
here.

Monday -- a possible 
release. Two more days of 
hell. Plus [the] rest of today 
and however long it takes 
these fools to do shit.



I think my stomach 
is killing me. 
I’m dizzy and 
nauseated. Also I 
think the current 
nurse tried to hit 
on me. If I don’t go 
home tomorrow -- 
I’ll be so upset. I’m 
so anxious about 
tomorrow.

I can’t believe a 
nurse hit on me. In 
a mental hospital, 
no less.

To come as a 
staff member to a 
patient of a mental 
hospital who is 
going through the 
lowest point in 
their life, battling 
the worst demons 
imaginable, and 
then to corner 
them, hit on them, 
and ask them out 
-- that’s the lowest 
of the low. Fuck 
you. FUCK. YOU.
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