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The editorial board of headsUP! is excited to bring you the fourth volume of this truly remarkable
publication. Throughout our work this year, we had a singular mission of bringing your voices and
your wotk to the forefront of our community. Mental health is too often tabooed and silenced as a
topic, so it is imperative that an opportunity to dialogue exists. We hope that we have accomplished
this mission.

Mental illness strikes 1 in 5 Canadians today, and this statistic is true across socioeconomic status,
race, gender and education levels. Borrowing from the words of Joubert & Raeburn (1998), mental
health is the “capacity of each and all of us to feel, think and act in ways that enhance our ability to
enjoy life and deal with the challenges we face.”

Note the wording that Joubert and Raeburn chose to use: each and all of us. We are all affected by
mental illness - whether it is directly, through a personal experience, or indirectly, through the lives
of friends and family. More importantly, however, we must recognize that the scope of mental
health is much broader than just illness; it encompasses the ability of each of us to enjoy life and
face challenges. Mental health, therefore, is a topic we must all embrace and discuss in an intercon-
nected community.

The contributors of this volume of headsUP! have shown tremendous courage by sharing with our
community the stoties of their battles, their struggles and their victories. In the pictures, poetry and
prose that follow; our hope as the editorial board is that the authots stories will instigate reflection
and discussion on mental health.

It is the aforementioned vision that propels my editorial board, whose passion and dedication shines
through in this volume of work. They understand the importance of open and frank discourses on
mental health, and I am forever grateful to their enthusiasm and energy.

Immerse yourself. Reflect. Discuss. Take action.

Sincerely,

Connie Jingwei
Managing Editor
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I convalesce in callous.
Occasionally, compulsively, Ill convulse. Captured and

It’s contrived - this controlled, cold, and coner
An incomplete content, cultivated from the cancerous tumot
cache that contained your corruptions. Like carrion, inside

breakable as cast iron, except to me
Capricious and unstable, I’ll sometimes cry off this crust o
below the exterior eternalising my cocoon. It’s a crescendo

the break.
But the callous hardens and builds and consumes me in this e

tempting to catapult that which controls me that o
I will not be compared to your contortion of huma

I dive deeper into distraction.
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Lltitlod
I woke up in the cell again A%W

A pit of blinding white
And at once the spinning - always spinning

At once the tearing
The gnashing

From the outside in
The inside out

Stillness
« Like death

It is alive, taunting and destroying
Robbing you of humanity

And leaves you an alien
Huddled in the darkest corner

Fleeing like a cockroach from light
Drowning and thirsty

Heavy, weightless
Filled with emotion yet blank

In agony

Numb
Exhausted

ith a cold deep inside that you can’t extinguish
Hands trembling, but unable to move

Feeling neither alive nor dead
# - But instead feeling nothing

- Small in the face of the incredible mundane of it all
i Board, over-stimulated

With no control or stability
It owns you.



You are insignificant in its presence
It says to stop pretending that it can be defeated

It’s all in vain
But I hear a voice through the walls

Faint, and distant, but it’s there.
I am not alone.

I must survive this.
They talk as if it’s all so simple

You “lose your mind”- they take you away, or
They drug you - or you die -

Something like that
It’s a kind of destiny, it’s just what to expect

They think that once you’re gone, you're gone forever
Doomed to live, then die, that way

For them a subject in a study
Or a name in their damn filling cabinets

Useless to the world (unless you’re creating art or music or some

It must be so bad, life must be so pointless

That there is no point in trying to live

That you’re better off dead
And that you'd see things that way too

That’s what the television and the movies say it is 25
That’s what their friend with OCD said it is :

And of course we all must be alike
Must believe the same thing, feel the same way

As if you could know a person just by knowing what they had

Fuck that!
I’'m not a disorder; I’'m not something you can file away

I’m not doomed, and I don’t believe in destiny
I don’t want to die.
I’'m trying to live!
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A@W

Preparing the innocent,
Holding it close.

For a single moment,
It is let loose.

d in that moment it is but a slip of the hand,
An illusion of most skill.

The hand.
It grabs,

It pushes.
It holds,

It smothers.
It gropes,
It hurts.

To break free is hopeless,
But to struggle is only in mind.

Free from the hand;
The mind is still struggling.
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It is that moment of clarity. Right before the act. When you’ve chosen
holding on tight. You know your reasons, you can survive them. She kno

knows the deepest reasons for her faltering before. She accepts the tr
Some say she can now be free, that her restored memory allows her the J
Others, herself included, believe she is tfapped under the knowledge. Un:
the sweetest taste of revenge coating her lips. But she cannot seek it out, fc

brought the truest justice upon the one. She no longer can seek the physical
she must move on to punish herself. For in her mind, it was a

Aptly with her tool in her grip and her teeth gritted shut she punishes her ;
she can accept. The cool steel beneath her fingers slips across her skin like a-

the lightest recognition of pain. Her panicking system pushes the threat to
reminding her that she is causing only pain.

Her mind does not register the harm of that action, instead reaching to
punishment mentally brings to het. She holds the pleasurable thought an
Deeper this time, so as to feel it over the first wound. Her body crmges

‘ leaks. She forgets for a moment why she must cause this pain, why she
releases adrenaline, fraying under her attack.



She finishes her work swiftly, no longer enjoying the mess she has once
, stretched out before her as she dabs at the mess with a damp tissue. It

tings with her touch, but she revels in it more.
er time, she swiftly places her bandages, prepared before hand Always

ts the frenzy she faced on the trial run. Testing different parts of herself
most pain... the most response... the most secret.

tch. She could continue this forever and a day, if she so wished. Anything
£ o guarantee her release from herself.
the hours, she feels her keys brush against it, her hand rub it absently as
ks. Never forgetting the reason that haunts her, that lets her carry on this

all blipin history should cause her no pain now. She should be free from
ot dispel her hatred for herself, for the one who did this, for everything
giving thoughts she continues this masquerade of happiness, sweating
from the pressures to keep up the charade outside.

yet she wants people to know she is screaming silently for some relief.
y. Her own worst nightmare. Her biggest let down and her greatest

ent. She only hopes she’ll eventually make it out alive.



I stand at the staircase
a box of dominoes in my hands

The dominoes, black stains on creamy whit
each with its own meaning, with its own syn
I carefully placed them in a shell of cardbo:

a fortress for the fragile, for those
who are too afraid to venture out

lest they fall and shatter
This box was intended for you, but as you wait |

I grasp on to this box
my insecurities and fears bind the box to me

as a vine grapples a stone wall
A step forward; some might say it was

a misstep, as the defenseless shell flies forward
towards impending doom

In a split second, the dominoes scatter
uncontrollably and irtrevocably

down the giant staircase
pieces of black on white, messy and vulneral

cascade down
You stare up at me

stare at the chaos I’'ve made
and you slowly pick up what was now yours

I have so much to say
in these pieces of dominoes

black marks on white.
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Cars at night cast shadows
that seem to slowly creep

out to the night;
[they reach it]; then cracked they return

under the morning light.
. broken.

some One playing in the street
: accelerates;

b Man and Metal meet
: er One waiting, now will weep.

veryOne’s supposed to get
[a] tomorrow

broken.

each story is the word of someOne
trying to make sense of life;

trying to leave a matk on a life
too short to be wasted aimlessly.

s0,

fragments of thoughts
from shattered minds

spread to lost souls
broken.



Have you ever watched a bird fly
from up close?

now watch a gorilla in a cage
watch me

beat my
chest in

rage.

broken.

Why now?
Why now?

rejecting truths and stories told
accepting that some lies seemed like

Gold.
lost at crosstoads; two roads meet.

metaphysical explosion,
mind blown down the street.

| broken.

A dark cloud hanging over

so dense e
too dense for me to see.

no condensation on my face
just lights and thundered sou

and lighting sounds, then crackle
broken.

I want to find a piece of :
so I fall to music often ti

sound barrier solidified
sonar ramparts
touch the sky...

+ breaking this glass state of n
broken.

Catharsis of sound.
Purging watts

And waves of synaptic ene
All ELSE is drowned,

outside this mound of gr
and transparent matter I cal

Mind. '

Mind?

Mine...



Communication
Clris Gitnore

I have nothing more

To say to
You.

And I have nothing
; More to say to

You.

Good.

We should get
Along well

Then.

M|





Try it.
Slide the slopes of similarities

And be sucked into the vacant vacuum
To trample with the tumbleweed towns

Arranging aliens alongside men
Now and when, wade through water like ice

Forlorn Fantastics, yet falling’s forbidden
Don’t doubt the devil’s deceit

Hack haphazardly, halving harms
Yet they quadruple, like quintessential quitters

Unexpected, uncating, uncontrolled
Just beating the beast with a blunt butcher’s tool

racking the surface of cavernous corruption
Justa )ug full of unjust judgments

g the lament of the lost, yet loathing the loss of love
Now nobody notices the necessity of nothing

stead purging and plunging into pleasures of peril
sly rejecting reality’s reasoning to accept the redundant

As the intellect is invited into isolation
The magnificent moutns the mundane
Optimists opt for the ominous omens

And gradually grope at the grotesque - glory grated
wledge knotted and knurly, truths unknown and unnatural

distracted by zirconium’s fagade
days yield to yell | memories, for now and now and now

verything emits from chaos



Don’t speak; it isn’t safe.

To say the words aloud
Is to give your darkest Desperate was her des

Nightrnare§ a V(_)ice- Terrified of what hid b’f
Just keep it quiet. : The inner voice wa

When it’s sitting in a corner A black hole was
Of your mind, Within empty e

It can be ignored. '

I don’t need you to be my saviout.
I can do this on my own. Look 2 littleah

I will go on when you have given up. }

Don’t be a hero.
Courage will only

Find you on your knees.

Maintain the silence;

Maintain the peace.







R B
worker in a line

| and through the grime
me, stop the “lime”

fi,I cannot whine
harder to the front
juit, never slump
in; ’m not a chump

k ones at the rump

attle forward

h life, nearing death
ickness and in health
oney, get more wealth
things I’ve never felt

life I do not drive
' to survive

st are by my side
ails, then suicides

ity a passerby
m stays with me a while

wardLt
Battle up, push the floor

‘til your needs are out the door
‘til your wants exist no mote

This is what you’re fiending for

Battle forward, battle up
All we do is fill the cup

All we know is life is tough
Running ‘til our time is up

I can’t tell - are we free,

Trapped inside this misery?
Like a hamster in a2 wheel

I’m doing damage to my spleen...

Battle forwatd.

Battle forward.

Battle forward.

Battle forward.



A Dy /m@%
Matt lower /

Onetwothreefourfivesixseveneight
nineteneleventwelve;

onetwo-three-four
fivesixseven-eight

nineteneleventwelve.

Now do it again -
or else.



fostP/
Something about this wind feels alive,

The greyer skies
Tastes bluntly of tears in every breeze.

Caressing through the strands of my hair
Liké an ovetbearing lover with a tight embrace
Kissing dead branches in a reminiscent touch

Trailing cold fingers across the
Body of our dream.

From the foggy puddle between our toes to
Switl of lonely smoke,

Ashen bricks to the
Anorexic ivy cutls -

body’s clutching to these moments
unting as a smudge of grave.
e’s something alive about this

- Wind that tastes of death
Bare, pé;le, and naked like a walking dead.



Clneven Gy
Your blank stare taunts me.

You don’t do anything,/M ar/l But a cold sweat breaks
Upon my forehead.

Just looking at you makes me
Sick.

I try talking sweetly,

Or using logic,
But still you say nothing,

Do nothing

Are nothing,

There is no reaction
When I yell,

No sympathy when I cty.
No plea to stay when I

Begin to walk away.

I hope you’ll offer me some
Solution, but you never do.
I go for a walk and think
About what I said togg#i.

It’s so silly, really.
I overreacted.

When I come home,
You’re still there.

You haven’t move
You haven’t even no{gied

That I was gone.



it for studying, meticulously categorizing her C
s if finding that one song, that somebody else
ves, could heal her. Make her a brand new petson worth ving for.

i

‘when she doesn’t contemplate executing a swift death. Either for herself or
ouilt around her. When she’s not laughing joyously, she’s crying.

M's' ons; questions other people’s behaviours. She doesn’t understand them - oth-
1gs confuse her. How can they just move on? Do they merely forget? Change?

p .

wl:hmks Only a tendency to write in second, third, or fourth person. Life’s
t always thinking of herself first.

things in her life. None of it means anything, But there’s a
't SO Some days.

egrsubway i ut most lines she hates. Straight lines, timelines. She doesn’t
vtfi their rational and irrational numbers. It does the best job of describing her

1cotreet most days, with an above-average vocabulary, she hopes. Marveling at
mical compositions. Every day, when the time comes to take that pill, she

h emotions anymote. Sometimes it’s pain because she wishes it didn’t have to
if they’re sure what she’s got merits X milligrams and Y tablets;

>ecau s experimentg on her body for many years now and the prognosis



She won’t wake up. Not anytime soon. But in finding her way back, she’ll n |
leave the light on for her. "’

Her favourite person in the wotld has it all together now. She’s not all alonc:’
feel that way.

(Four hours spent solving a Rubik’s cube, ten minutes spent writing down he

She wants to blame other people. Those that failed her expectations on how to
hope hadn’t been high. She didn’t have to go through in one piece. Still, ha,_
better by now? '

Help, she says, help. But it’s too quiet. She’s always been so quiet. So forgefta
a beautiful world. It’s not so easy to say goodbye, sometimes. For her, life i is
surrealism, running left and growing sideways.

If she believed in karma or a God, perhaps she would feel better. Or worse.
have an explanation. She promised herself she'd try. At any moment in tim
in winter and endless optimism. It’s all paralyzing. To the one person who
thief, nor a superhero, a lot of hurting but never any apologies.

Her hair, her hair. She’s cut off many times. If only shedding your skin coul. :
of scissors and a bottle of dye. Bright ted and blue and purple
and October harvests.

Autumn and the coming Solstice. They used to be her favourite. Before,
started dreading ‘fall back’ and five o’clock evenings. Somewhere in heghe
afternoons and falling asleep to a red flurrying sky. ‘Wintry mix’ saygthe wea

She doesn’t have one sad song. She has hundreds. One day, shé’ll learn
the guitar and play one of her own.

It'll be Christmas soon. She’ll be 22. It rever ago.



m

I am the uncanny feeling
Watching beyond the shoulders of your paranoia

L}

Grappling at the tendons of fear
For the sheer thrill

Of breaking you (free)



Listloss Lint-V

Gambolling innocently
in a weak vessel.
A desire to leave

to be something she
is not.

No near—to-waking‘
dream could manifest

a self
a scent.

Ascension to
cleanse her body
and make it man.

Barmy, high and dry
too human

and very much a proclaimed foreigner.
She once lived with a writer
Jacqueline wants to write.



Strangling new life, Jacqueline
sifted, stirred about the drawers,

friends are not meant to
be wooed, and

she stole the journals of her lover
to fashion
a new self.

Limited moods of
fabricated melancholy

pouring hiccupped
water into life’s
isolated stages

no writer was she,
no poetess of pilfered works.

She befriended a playwright
-Jacqueline wants to write plays.

A boy playwright
stuck in the gallows

of womanhood.
Isolated stages of

life in a personalized
melancholy.

At the end of the bible-black
street

is the destruction of her
living potential.

Life on stage.



Erin %/w%
Chained and broken,
Shackled by fear,
Watching as life passes neat.

Glimpses seen through metal bars,
. Of love; and

Strife.

Brushes with unattained

Realities,
Always just

Out of reach.
Grasping,
Trapped behind brazen bars,
Waiting for dreams to change

Into actfalities.
Yearning for release,
Knowing life is but pain.
Desperately, desperately, ‘

And yet never opfained.
From the mundane,
Through the foggy haze,
A figure, a lantern '



A flame,
Burning bright.

A rescue from my plight.

From a wretched fate.

My white knight.

: But you and me,
In this supposed reality.

Standing in the debrtis.

Our eyes



From truly seeing,
That the stars in the skies

Only meant future goodbyes.
It was a chance,

A risk.
The first time I could be

Normal.
Just like you, and everybody,

I could live.
I was free.

I 'was blinded by love,
What I had been deptived of,

All those years,
That I didn’t

Sec
All of your

Misery.
I gave you my heart,
Yet that wasn’t enough.

It was too much.
The last kiss was
Bittersweet in its compassion.
Then you turned your back and

Walked awa



In perfect ecstasy.

But I was wrong.

Before his death.

Sorrow; and
Bliss.

A final kiss from life.

1 blown into a wisp
Of smoke.

o be beautiful.



Elewere
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I am insecure;

although I try to hide it
with gauze and paint,

like tying pottery fragments
with ribbon —

ineffective and fragile,
creating mobiles that only clatter

when they should sing.

_—

I wanted to be a skeleton
once, longed to hear my bones

beat against each other as I walked,
as children hits sticks together in rhythm.
The marrow would be unprotected, b

from its fleshy casing, It seemed so pbnest
to see ribs creating indentations

in the paleness of my back,
% like I was pure, like you could see me

and my lips could remain still
because you would already know;

because there was nothing |



The body was my manuscript,
free from the failure of my speech:

- words that only tumbled over each other,
: ragged and inaudible, straining vocal chords

in their fruitless production.
Cartilage and osseous tissue carved

}nessages into my frame,
~ creating a story of my own construction,

each marking carefully controlled,
its poignancy and diction weighed out.

Once, I idealized 206 bones on display
der the translucency of papety skin,
skimming them like a veil, lightly

be readable then.,



A S
Cindy Fron

If a cluttered desK is the sign of genius then you hope that the same conclu
the tiny cluttered room you currently inhabit. You hope that there is som

proximately 10 ft by 10 ft floor is littered) and your life has been repackaged (i
you hope that this is the last) in order to make it out of here with an experie
pethaps this is an improvement, but from where you are sitting, it hasn’t b

gy to walk outside to get some. Your fridge hasn’t been cleaned and has a
— a conglomeration of smells from the plates with dried, crusted foods and
that you left in there because at least in the fridge, it wouldn’t cause an infes
sibly deal with that right now.

And then, there were all those promises you made to yourself and thi
sioned that time when you were bettet. Now, you have neither the endura
you ate told that it has nothing to do with being strong). What about bei
bravery is even the right word but then again you suppose it doesn’t real
it since you’re not sure it’s even in your possession.



contributor. Passive, not assertive (and there was a time, you’re sure,
) You haven’t spoken in days, maybe weeks, beyond the few necessary
" nce you didn’t invite. You’ve successfully avoided the backstage crowd

| y give you kisses and hugs), but the guilt of not acknowledging them
»nding all together. And you tell yourself: alone is better. Alone is what

to show for yourself. No dents have been made in the growing mountain
Time passes and disappears and it seems that this has become a new begin-

but that is never enough And now you’re looking around and realizing
hrowing a pity party for yourself all along and you’re not really sick. Be-

yu could pick up those clothes, sort out that pile of papet, put away books
lear this cluttered desk. Why are you just sitting here wasting away? You

gos

t the process but that already drains you of energy you never had
use d have gotten up, except it’s as if you’ve contracted that trendy

nd and consequently your entire body feels like it’s been weighed down
eyes are open, they’re not really focusing on anything and you’re sur-

an ache from such a lack of concentration. In fact, the current opera-
o the moments right after you’ve woken up from anesthesia (and that’s

given you) and is valuable only for its potential.

—



You're Lfldy

You're sitting alone in a dark room
Just waiting until you can go to bed

Or maybe you’re in bed
Can’t you tell? You can’t hide from

No
It’s too datk to see Monster’

Oh They’re as real as
That’s 2 good point . And since you're t

And you’ve already been sleeping I'd say we’re both very real ¢ |
That’s all you do anymore

Sleep

I'm tired
You’re always tired
I think you’re bored

Maybe
You don’t even dream do you?

No
Not anymore Have you eve

Why not?
Maybe I’'ve got nothing left to dream about

Whoa, that’s dark,
Oh grow up

What?
Dark

Your problems are scary enough in the lig

Someone v

of day
Becaus



autiful? Just making sure
: So I guess you’ve given up?

1s of a pretty gitl? I didn’t know there was anything to give up
ve to think So as far as I'm concerned I haven’t stopped try-

< though ing
ach other. But maybe you have

tic Don’t try and pin this on me
I think you’re losing your grip,

B On what?

r like you that much Reality
D No you are!

I wear clothes to bed,
You never did before

any better Sometimes I only wear them because I didn’t
bother to take them off

But you’re always cold now anyway

)



Your hands are always freezing
I know

I really appreciate the reminder
I just can’t get warm

You should think of a pick up line that takes advantage of it

What?
Flege

Like this:
“Oh, my hands are so cold, care to help me warm them upr”’

/ No?
I don’t think anyone would be dumb enough to fall for that

Maybe they’d find you charming

Shut up
I'm sorry

That’s alright
No

Don’t apologize
I'm apologizing

Awkward romantic advances aren’t pleasant for anyone
You shouldn’t make such a big deal out of them

It’s a wonder anyone ever gets together

What do you mean?
I think humanity owes a debt of gratitude to alcohol

In that it’s responsible for the perpetuation of the human race?

Yeah, what an achievement
I'll alert the Nobel Prize committee

Did you know that the Nobel Peace Prize is named after the mag

vented dynamite?
I didn’t know

Maybe he wanted to make it up to the world
Maybe things will look better in the morning

Isn’t it already mornige?
It’s hard to tell anymd@s

Let me check



Well?
Nope

There’s no light coming through the window
It’s definitely dark out

Awesome, you can go back to sleep
Wake me up when there’s someone to love

You don’t even have to wake me
I’d give anything to wake up in someone’s embrace

You mean besides the pillow?
You know that the pillow can’t hug back

I'm sorry

No you’re not

Stop saying that
Goodnight

. Alright, you keep watch
I’ll wake you if I hear about any damsel’s in distress

Thank you, I appreciate it

I don’t think anyone will get this poem
Who asked you?

You did
That’s what I’m here

Maybe someone will get it

You could always explain it to them?

I don’t like explaining my poetry
Why not?

Don’t you know?
Even I don’t know everything

Then why do I keep coming to you for advice?
‘ou don’t really come to me for advice

You’re right
I just kind of offer it



The hypnosis clutches me

from deep roots of severed glands

and cerebral clots;
this trance awakens

from within my very need
to slumber away the survivor’s instinct

and gaze its ferocious glance
at the hand of demise.

So I obsess
So I possess
So I digress

not to depress
with reminders of how to live this

waking life.



hat perfect, white location on

in multiples of five.
crossed as you shake,

multiples of five.

disgust.

ples of five.

jumbled together,
confused, scared.

ing your head,

multiples of

Sanitation nowhere to be found,
Makes you feel dirty, diseased, anxious.

Keep washing,

Not once, but in multiples of five.

No one must notice.

Best to keep silent.

Best to be ignored.
As you keep washing, keep shaking,
Not once, but in multiples of five.

You don’t notice,
You’re hands ate so dry,

You itch and itch as flakes of dry skin fall off.
Yet you keep washing,

Not once, but in multiples of five.

You don’t notice,
Your head is aching,

It throbs and you feel lightheaded.
Yet you keep shaking,

Not once, but in multiples of five.

You didn’t notice.

No one noticed.

But it didn’t matter.
You kept washing, kept shaking,

Not once, but in multiples of five.



His name is Chatles. He'd prefer it if you'd call him Chatlie, but you

that. In fact, you’ll probably forget his name by the end of this sto
else. J

At Chatles’ school there is a ten-minute passing time before you’re ¢
has just checked his watch for the third time, and it clearly states

remain. He is sitting in a toilet stall. You might call it his prison; he
sanctuary. His pants are still up, the buckle digging into his stom
his feet up to the ceramic bowl, and he can feel the cold seat thro
bottom of his shoes. He is certain the stall door is locked, since he
but he has one hand outstretched towards it, like a battering ram

Three minutes left now. He is feeling uncomfortable. This isn’t his us

one had been locked when he had rushed in after the '
before the crowds came in to wait. Instead, he is sitting in
sinks, the one where the light shines down brightly. It made

caught in the headlights of a car. Every time the bulb fli

He could hear voices all around him. They sounde

things like “fuck” and “tits”. Well, “tits” wasn’t writte

done a crude drawing in black marker on the stall door

scrub it off, he could see, but it wasgno use, it just sm



‘would have to leave now if he wanted to be on time.
orse than being late. The thought of an entire classtoom of
yatch him walk to his seat was more than he could bear. He

the floot, slowly shifting his gaze over scrunched up toilet paper
s to the gap under the door. There was still a pair of feet out

posmomng on the grimy tiles he knew Tom must be looking

imy mirror. It was Tom for sure; no one else had those striped

lda’t wait any longer. Sliding his feet to the ground, he pushed

With a silent exhale he pressed the flush button, waited
] ed the door. He had eight steps to take until he was out

into the, by now, emptying hall. He streaked through the
own, avoiding the mirror and the boy at all costs. On the

om mutter, “Faggot,” under his breath.
mber his name.

n



I hate your incessant lying.

I hate the way you treat me with disrespect. -Z_ )5
Never showing regret or remorse

Never apologizing for past wrongdoings or unkept promises.

You have no direction in life.

No purpose, no goal.

Sometimes I wonder, why?

Why do I give a flying fuck?

Because I do not care for you.
I dislike you a lot.

I hate you with a passion. )

No, I tell a lie.

It is obvious that I do care about you.
Even though you have hurt me so.

Even though you trample repeatedly upon my heart.

Even though you never keep any of your promises.

I want you,

I need you

I must have you.

After all of the shit you have done.
I love you.

I care a lot for you, you fucking bastard.
I do.

Nevertheless, fuck you.



n





her, and she could hardly breathe. Her desire was drowning her,
along his back - harder, faster, more. The smell of pot filled her
“krunk’ was his word for it. She liked him like this. She loved
s he made when he was in this state. Its presence emanated
‘down his body. She liked this off his neck. She savoured the

an; she wanted to feel what he was feeling, that elated feeling,
e he was: far away from this wotld. She moved closer, trying

ron top of her: tan skin faded to olive, green eyes darkened,
: o the unconscious power of his higher state. Fingers, legs,

essed so close, but not close enough; she wanted to know
at was really inside him. In return she would show him what

, lethim into the horror house that was her mental sanctuary,
maybe he would then need her as she needed him, as more

0 see another part of life, a way out of her own head.



MY body.

I OWN this body.

But rathert,

This body owns me.

I am a slave to its every wish.

I am trapped within these walls of flesh.

Who is I?

Maybe if I lies here long enough,
still enough,
quiet enough,
I won’t have to see another person ever again.

I rejects the people trying to get closegO me

GET AWAY FROM ME!

..... continued on page 47





I screams.

I doesn’t want any attention.

I wants to be alone.

I wants to be gone.

I hates.

Living?

Eating?

Walking?

Doing?

It is my body’s fault.

Iis angry at my body.

My body and I in perpetual conflict.

My brain is part of my body.

- Iis walking in circles.

My brain tells I that I is sad.

Why can’t I be happy?

I rejects happiness.

Iis NOTHING.

I has no power.
I has no agency.
I has no control.

I wants to run so far that my bo
and it will explode, and I will fly in
ible speed.

And I will sing a song so loud and
through to the top of a mountai
sea. ‘
And the song will be & ¢heer

way to be happy.
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ling flood, coming up from her stomach to her throat. It was impossible to .‘
oubled and ripped at her lungs. It filled her with a bitter, undying taste.

d and manifested in her blood. A smile appeared before it escaped.
1 only seen this on TV and viewed it in the cinemas. They called them ‘crazy’,

ed’. The person would go from laughter to madness in sixty seconds. There
watching someosne go through such personal torture. There they were, this
floor, arching and bending, acting like they were in need of some sort of
1ld bugle and their toes would break. They would pull out their hair as if it

ernails would be brittle and weak and snap as they tore against the white
pale skin and lost their gender amongst the short hair and sunken faces.

jords, songs sometimes, which meant nothing and said nothing. They would
as if théy were on a boat. Their teeth would rot a molten yellow and snap
' cir washed- out skin matched the white dress code. They kept them

white walls and barred black windows. The knives were banned from the
ba verything was sterile, everything was solved with medication and

is he doctors and nurses would ignore the calls from the bedrooms
th needles. They sported skin tight gloves and wore masks as if the

sicknesses wete contagious.

e- in case you were to run into someone like them.
must leave them. You cannot reach them. They are
ce. They wish you harm. They are destructive. They r

ther to visit. What good will that do? You will only
"chey are not. It will only bring you misery.”

They made it so no one would help.



She realised, hysteria wouldn’t kill her. Her friends and fam
She let out a final, sane cry for help, but she releas

It was this thick, painful, steaming laughter that rolled out of her like la
warming it, fevering it. Her eyes searched the crowd, looking for some

demented pupils, shaking in her skull.

Her own hair felt like inch worms on her face, tripping into her mouth,
they were shielding her from the outside, bringing her back into herself. S

them, attempting to reach the outside world, be one with it again. The wi

better.

Pain crept from her feet to her fingernails. It was a dull, shock like pain.
before. She crumpled to the ground. ’

The stone floor bent her fingers back and her hands were suddenly use
couldn’t close, they couldn’t stretch, they ouldn’t hold or scrape or pick o

and so quickly, they became a blut.

The laugh was not a laugh of entertainment or pleasute. It had its own

and responses. Her throat was a grand piano, playing every key out of t
hanging on, some short and sweet. Sometimes the words banged so har

choked her, sometimes making her gag. Someone was pulling a string from
body upon the ground, over and over, trying to beat the insat

Everyone stepped back, further if it was possible. One ran,

pressing their bodies against the walls, still watching but edgiiie

acid. It raced through her teeth and ont
.like this felt normal. Normal people vomit. Normyg



‘Why have I worn such a white sweater to school?
upon her shoulders, her legs, her back. How many were there? They felt so
vt hands at all. It was as if the students were suddenly beating her with their
eep her down. Voices above her told her to be calm, help was on the way.

Let me take off my sweater.

l‘i;ly came out as a louder laugh with short breaths, as if it really was trying
inderstand her. They lifted her up, pulling her hands from her throat. They

choke herself. They told her that she was trying to smash her head off
und. They told her she was violent, a risk, disturbed.

No! I am not!

returned, bigger and brighter. The rush of standing brought them. She was
fe space on the gsound, up to judging eyes and sane bodies that crowded

1¢ rolled her head back and around her neck. She was losing.
e hands melted into her skin, burning like sea salt on cuts. They held her
the most unromantic hand holding she had ever felt.

I’'m still here. I'm still living,

ere was nothing left to fight for. Nothing for her to do. Her
r fingers could not tear, her body could not hold her back, her legs would

no longer k1ck She was dead weight.

t awake she thought of her parents. Her sister. Her brother. Her room
. Her bed spread, a quilt from her grandmother. Her gold-

i¢ Grand Canyon. The undeveloped pictures. The changing
now men she used to make with her sister. Silly faces. Warm

The fire place. Flames. Heat. Burning. Frying. Rising. Red. Yellow Black.
| Burnt. Ashes.



The memories no longer were her own. They would pull them out of
everything. These memories would no longer be pleasure-full, they wo

destruction. Everyone would be questioned; blames wou

No one will believe me.
They had already labelled her. The treal diagnosis didn’t matter anymore.

one heard. Everyone knew.
I'm still alive.

Theyd take away her rights. Pull her hands away, tie her feet, give her bl
attempting to save het.

Fm still with you.

Visiting hours. Falling behind. Hours and hours of ringing. Offices. Note:

doors. Medication.
She retreated back, joining her silent mind.

I’ll always be here.

There was warmth in knowing at least someone would listen. Even
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is face is a blur to me. So is the size of his heart or the beauty of his
n’t see my brother. I see someone who I realize I don’t really know at

back that it was not like this. There was a time when I knew my brother,
stranger in the crowd to me. Not long ago, I could look at my brother

the potential and life and love within him. I saw the kindness in his heart
heard the happiness in his soul echo through the halls from that care-

nain in my mind fgom that confident, devious smile. I understood my

think that we were more than siblings-we were good friends. But friends
ily can let family down. I let my brother down in a way that I can never

ight: of us, of reality, of him. I'm reminded every time I look at him and
-

i

7 brothe ost five years ago. I couldn’t even tell you exactly when, be-
s going on when it intruded into our lives forever. It is the many

d now shape my brothers life every day. He suffers from severe anxiety,
Vhat really takes over his life though is obsessive-compulsive disorder.

about rituals or watch someone wash their hands numerous times. Don’t
no idea what it’s talking about. But I do. I can tell you about the inner

eally goes on behind closed doots. I can tell you what it’s like to watch
a slave to the time consuming rituals and commanding rules. I can

o see how it makes my brother hate himself when his OCD becomes so
o something as simple as cut a slice of bread. I can tell you all about my



I am able to see that boy my brother used to be on his good days,
content and carefree, if only for a few hours. On his bad days though, I |
to the thoughts in his head. He has severe emotional breakdowns on those
say things to calm him or do things to get him to get control, but one look i
just know, he’s not even there anymore. There comes the point in evety o:
my brother lets his illness take control, and once that happens, there is no rea:
breakdowns seem to be happening more and more these days. I can’t rem
were able to sit through an entire dinner without a fight. I don’t even reme
were like or what we used to talk about. I just remember that there was alwa
to all genuinely enjoy each other’s company, and I can honestly say it was one o
times of the day. I would pick on mom about her cooking — dad would always

my dad and me against my mom and brother, throwing jokes and chirps acr

my brother prefers to take his dinner downstairs to eat with TV, and on day
been through a few of his breakdowns, no one stops him from doing so. I
dinner table, but not nearly as much as I miss having my brother there.

The last time I counted I think we were up to almost two a day, som
downs a day. When they happen, sometimes I am in my room, ot in the base
not even in the house, yet I feel its effect in the exhaustion in my mothets voi:

Just a ‘hello’ and I know it’s been one of those nights. I envision the screamsg
see the shoves and hits and pushes. No matter where I am, I

my kitchen, in my parents’ room, out in public or while I’'m #way at school;
by the doorway, or hide in the corner, wherever I got cauglit when it started
my brother lands on my mother and every disgusting wofidls he hands to my
pieces of the shattered image of the family we wete befd! appened
pieces fly away knowing that they are lost forever. To try and i
this mess. .. well, that’s just something that will never happen.



finally end, we are all emotionally exhausted, and sometimes even physi-
ier, his rules and rituals sometimes mean life or death in his mind. Should
a rule be broken, something bad could happen. If one of us refuses to
a rule, out of fear, desperation and anger, he results to swearing and push-
d get us to cooperate. When it’s all over and he has gained control again, I
r what he’s just done. It’s as if he had been sleepwalking through the whole

1 from a bad dream, only to realize he’s living in a nightmare.
-hing my brother melt down, he reminds me of an addict desperate to get his
is so sad and misergble that his days revolve only around finding the next

s next small dose of happiness. TV, food, X-Box and his gaming hobbies
- claims makes him feel happy- and no, company of his own family never
t hurts in an inexplicable way to watch someone you love struggle with

i how much you try to help or what small happiness you can
right back in that same dark place within a day if you’re lucky,

ou in a different kind of dark place yourself to watch the inner

on the exterior, to watch them slowly lose the battle. My brother’s con-

; ay that you’ll do anything to keep the darkness away. So like an addict, no
, no matter how much he already has, no matter how little he gives in re-

e he’d die without i it, hc usually always gets it to avoid another fight. To him,



Yet at the time while my parents marriage falls apart as they disagre
other on proper ways to handle the situation -mom says yes, dad says no- I
lets it all happen. Over a pizza he wants ordered, over 2 movie he wants re
paid for...whatever sort of happiness he needed bought that day. And I can
ognize this boy I’'m staring at that is allowing this to happen to his family.
lost it and screamed to him ‘Look what you’re doing! You need to stop this
looked into his eyes pleading him to stop, yet I saw nothing in his eyes but |
was in mine. Except in his eyes I saw exhaustion, a tired pleading as if he
for years to stop. And he had. Five years of fighting with the voice inside your |
would leave you alone is a tiring battle to rage every day in your own head. No «
can know for sure what is at work in his head, but sometimes it is just so hé'% t
tions of my brother from the actions of his illness. Is he so selfish he doesn’t
to this family? Or is his anxiety telling him if he doesn’t get his next fix he’l!fipe o1
That’s where it really gets blurry for me. :

Right now my brother’s anxiety and OCD is at the worst it’s ever be
to be rarely ever comes around. I used to tell myself he’d get better, I con
phase and then left him to go through everything without me. It was wrong
judge my brother without fully understanding what it takes for him to just
the simple motions every day. I called him a coward because I thought he w
his issues. I thought him pathetic because it seemed he didn’t even care about
the family as he wallowed in self-pity. How sad that 'm only realizing now
my brother for were things about myself that I was trying to avoid recogmzmg
see my brother is my own fault. I never even bothered to try to undesstand £
ing and his illness took over. It took me until he hit rock bottom 46 , fi '
my brothers dealing with. As I sit in the therapist sessions with and the
listen to him and ask the doctor questions and I am beginninglfo understan
I am beginning to see. I see that my brother is a warrior and e that he is str
fight he has put up and the strength he finds every day to contTM at figh
typing in a few words on Google or reading about a few facts in sOfi@book t
realize the struggles that my brother goes through. One day eventudliy my br
can’t help thinking that if I had been there for him, he wouldn’t be #"the horri
I looked tight through him, but should he give me a second changé;'I Would make
it so my brother never felt he was fighting his battle alone ever gain. )
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Reseurces
Information & Resources

CMHA - Canadian Mental Health Association (613-549-7027)
http://www.cmha.ca/
Provides information and advocacy, and supports recovery from mental ill

CAMH - Centre for Addictions and Mental Health (613-546-4260)

www.camh.net/
Provides education and resources on mental health and addictions.

Crisis Phone Lines 1

Frontenac Community Mental Health Services Crisis Line (613-544-4229)
24-Hour Crtisis Line for those with serious mental illness.

TALK - Telephone Aid Line Kingston (613-544-1771)
Provides telephone support to anyone in distress. 7PM-3AM daily.

Lennox & Addington Addiction and Community Mental Heal
Provides telephone crisis intervention and response.

Drug & Alcohol Registery of Treatment (1-800-565-8603

http://www.dart.on.ca/
Telephone services that provide informaiton about drug an®t 0l treatr



613-548-2372) at Hotel Dieu Hospital
t-term out-patient care for those with a mental illness.

113-548-6121) at Hotel Dieu Hospital
v treatment (18+) for eating disorders.

613-549-6461) at Hotel Dieu Hospital
response; short-term, non-medical treatment, counselling and refetrals

ify from alcohol and drugs.

elling for Queen’s students.

-9380)

tg/
p othets to recover from alcoholism.
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