
Breathe Me: how Six Feet Under taught me how to cry

Every time I tell my friends that a film or a TV show is good because “it made me cry”, I’m 
met with the same response: “But everything makes you cry”. They have a point — I value 
feeling above all else, and tend to champion stories that have an emotional effect on me. 
But it wasn’t always this way. 

When I was a teenager, I’d spend days holed up in my house binging TV show after TV 
show, so far removed from the outside world that not even the fictional ones I’d immerse 
myself in could manage to get a grip on my emotions. And then I discovered the emotional 
powerhouse that is Six Feet Under. I’m writing from memory, because I could never quite 
manage watching the show again, but there are a few things I remember so clearly. 

I remember not being able to pick a favourite character because each member of the 
Fisher family encapsulated a different weak spot of mine. Claire and her aimlessness, 
Nate and his fears, Ruth and her loneliness, Dave and his insecurity. All so flawed, all so 
human. The Fishers seemed to see into the parts of myself that I was hiding and blatantly 
put them on screen for me to confront them.

I remember the morbid sense of humour, the wise writing, the reflections on life and 
humanity presented in a grotesque aesthetic that seeped into my brain more deeply than I 
realised at the time. Six Feet Under dealt with the most dreadful of subjects (i.e., death) 
and treated it like a difficult friend. It never dismissed or demonised it; instead, the show 
tried to understand it, and ended up accepting death into its life by constantly making fun 
of it, mitigating its consequences. Sometimes I’ll still find myself using the same approach, 
or coping with difficult situations by repeating phrases and concepts that I’m not sure 
exactly where are coming from. And then I remember: they’re coming from a TV show I 
watched as a teenager. 

Most vividly, I remember the ending. Everyone who watched the show does, and everyone 
who’s interested in TV is at least aware of it. I remember, towards the end, having to slow 
down only watch one episode a day. I wanted to have more time, I wanted to do the 
characters justice and stay with them a little longer. My so far so cynical heart had been 
breached and, when the end came, it exploded.
I’m not going to explain what happens in the last scene; those who know, know, and to 
those who don’t it won’t mean much, but I promise, it’s the perfect ending. Satisfying and 
bittersweet, as dramatic as it needs to be, unabashedly emotional, and with just a touch of 
humour. I remember my heart racing as Sia’s song Breathe Me (which I still can’t listen to) 
picks up, and my eyes became wet. I had no time to be surprised at this newfound 
emotional response. I just gave in, and let myself cry over the whole final sequence. I 
didn’t give it too much thought at the time. In the years since that moment, I would cry 
again, I would cry more at many things. But that scene will forever stay in my memory as 
the moment when I learned how to do that. The moment I realised how powerful fiction can 
be when you let it affect you. 
Seen from the outside it was a pretty mundane moment. I watched the episode on my 
laptop, headphones on, my mother in the same room reading; immersed in her own 
fictional world. A scene that I’d lived countless times and that would repeat itself for many 
more, and yet that particular time was different. My heart had just been broken, my 
perspective forever changed, and my tear ducts finally opened, but I played it cool.  I cried 
quietly, and when it ended I turned to my mum and said: 
“That was a good show.”



She nodded. 
“Are you crying?” 
“Just a little.” 
“Then it must be really good.” 


