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Introduction

Thanks for picking up this zine. It includes a collection of writings (and some art)
from anarchists across Aotearoa on their experiences with mental illness, and some
interesting/thought provoking pieces stolen from various places on the internet,
including from The Icarus Project (http://www.theicarusproject.net), a radical
mental health network in the USA that’s well worth checking out.

[t is my firm hope that this little collection will help to spark more discussions about
mental illness within our political communities and friendship circles, that we can
begin to offer each other and ourselves the support we need. We need to realise
when people are drifting away because they aren’t able to cope, and we need to be
doing all we can to give them all they require.

In our supposedly radical communities, mental illness is deeply stigmatised, and
even at times ridiculed. It shouldn’t be up to those of us in our deepest depressive
states or our most manic episodes to call people out on this shit, but so often, if we
don’t do it, nobody else will.

To give an example: My depression was treated far more seriously by my WINZ
case manager when I went onto the Sickness Benefit than it was by most of my
friends when I told them I'd gone onto that benefit. Sad, and yet not fucking
surprising. Almost every friend I told about my getting onto the Sickness Benefit
made some comment about how I was scamming WINZ (which isn’t a bad thing of
course, but [ wasn’t!) and, sadly, each time I played along. It was easier to pretend
[ was OK, and I'd lied to WINZ to get easy money. The reality was totally different
— if I had tried to take on a full or even part time job, [ wouldn’t have lasted a week
before falling apart completely. I find it hard enough to get out of bed, to smile, to
act (and its almost always an act) like I'm coping without having time-constrained
commitments (ie — a job) to live up to.

We need to-become better at opening up and talking about our own experiences
with mental illness — its fucking difficult and scary, especially when you don’t
know how those you are opening up to are going to react, but it is the only way
that we are going to be able to support each other. At the same time, we need to
realise when talking isn’t the best move — I know I've triggered at least a couple of
especially depressive episodes by reliving past ones in an effort to explain them.

Anyway, thanks to all the contributors, I hope all the readers enjoy the zine, and feel

free to send any comments to anarchiazine@gmail.com. This will probably be a one-
off zine, unless I get a lot of people offering submissions...
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Bryden’s Story

I don’t remember exactly when my parents started taking me to psychiatrists, but

I must have been pretty young. My earliest memory of these visits is being in an
office/waiting room area and being made to take some foul tasting white pills. I was
really uncomfortable with these appointments and refused to say anything, mostly
just sitting there, crying. One guy got me to draw pictures. It was quite traumatic
finding letters years later analyzing these drawings that I had just done for fun.
Later, when i was 10 or 11 [ went to some other lady, was even quieter and played
with lego and dinosaurs.

When i was 12 or 13 I got real mad and totally refused to see anymore horrible
psychiatrists . I started smoking pot and drinking a bit. [ was feeling really crap
about liking boys now, and didn't know how to deal with what i was feeling, and
was so shit scared of anyone finding out i couldn’t talk to anyone about it.

Ive had depression on and off my whole life and wanted to kill myself frequently
from about 13-15. I cut myself but never tried seriously. I got really sick when i

was 17, with intrusive suicidal thoughts after working too much, and not sleeping
or eating. The doctor put me on sleeping pills when i started to have problems
sleeping, but these fucked me up worse and I hallucinated on them and freaked out.

My mum got worried and we had the Crisis Assessment Team over. They asked me
a bunch of weird questions and said they had seen a lot worse. The psychiatrist I
was made to see was a dick and disputed all my claims about the dodginess of anti
depressants. He put me on Aropax, which I took for day and then threw out.
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The counselor I ended up seeing instead was also a dick. I told him repeatably 1
wasn’t comfortable with him taking notes and he just kept on taking them. I made

an appointment with another counselor, but didn’t go, I bought cigarettes and went
to the beach instead.

[ wasn’t involved with the anarchist scene at this stage, I had just stared going to
demos.

The next kind of breakdown I had was maybe a year later. [ was lying in bed, home
alone, a bit stoned and bit boozed, when I heard someone in the house and saw
torchlight under my door. I froze, then couldn’t find my cellphone, jumped out my
window and the neighbours called the cops. After this I was having anxiety attacks,
couldn’t sleep (again) and was pretty paranoid. This time the doctor gave me
lorazepam (new and improved valium) which turned out to be horribly addictive.
Now, after 21 years of recurring depression I have finally learnt to recognize when
I'm started to feel down. Usually it just takes a few weeks of long walks, writing
and taking it easy to get back to my freaky old self. Lots of good sex and cuddles
help too. And cupcakes. And staying the fuck away from doctors.

[ self medicate with valarian and cannabis.

As I tend to sort my own shit out most of the time, I haven’t really had any support
from the Wellingtown anarchist posse, apart from asking for the occasional

hug. Would be neat if there was a mental health support group/network in our
community, cos what does it mean to be well adjusted in such a fucked up world.
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Ending it all
[ dream about suicide a lot.

Sometimes, I dream about it in the night. I dream of taking pills, of jumping off
a bridge, of walking in front of a truck. I wake up, scared shitless, not just at the
dream, but at how I can’t stop myself considering, while wide awake, if maybe it
would be the best idea to just end it all.

Other times, I daydream about suicide. Walking down the road, I drift off into
thoughts of jumping in front of oncoming traffic. Frequently, Tjolt myself back into
reality just in time to stop myself from turning my dream into reality. Holding onto
a lamppost, I breath deeply to try to regain myself, to find the strength to know that
[ can let go of the lamppost and still control my emotions.

[ lie in my bed, partially reading a book, but mostly dreaming up ways to end it all
with as little pain as possible. I dream of my suicide note, and how I will explain my
actions to my loved ones. I wonder who would attend my funeral.

Most of the time, I manage to check myself, to bring myself back from the brink.
Occasionally though, I find myself unable. On a few occasions, friends interventions
(unbeknownst to them) have probably been the only thing keeping me alive. On
other occasions, it has simply been my fear. What if I take these pills, don't die, and
end up in a coma? What if ¢ L) Y T b '_t.f-gt_;-j;;j-_; X :
paralysed for life instead of W :
dead? a

I've never talked to anyone e

about this. My friends know GW‘NWMQ i
e el e b B se SR
think they have a clue about oitand AN

my suicidal tendencies. | IR

don’t know how to begin

to discuss it, or who I could
discuss it with that could g
actually do anything about
it.

[ wish people were more proactive. I wish more people would offer me support.
And, most of all, I wish I knew how to accept it.

—
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- Support Groups  Website  Publications _
by & for people struggling with dangerous gifts commonly labeled as mental illness
www.theicarusproject.net
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Mental IlIness: My Struggle
Originally published on January 17 2007, on hitp://anarchia.wordpress.com

At age 14, I was diagnosed with clinical depression. At the time, being the naive
and vaguely optimistic teenager [ was, I thought that medication would “fix me”,
that I'd take a few pills for a few months, and magically, it would all disappear, and
I'd never have to think about it again. So when my doctor prescribed me an anti-
depressant, I took it, and waited for it to build up in my system to the point where
it was supposed to have an effect. It didn’t. So, I went back to my doctor, and still
faithful to the medical establishment, I took her advice and increased my dosage.
Again, no noticable effect. So again, I increased my dosage. After a while, this began
to have an effect, but certainly not a desirable one - my sleep, already poor, became
even worse, my appetite became totally insatiable (I put on around 15-20kg in just 2
or 3 months), and frequent uncontrollable mood swings were the order of the day.

Clearly, I could not take this medication any longer, so my doctor switched me to
another pill. A short time later, my dosage was again increased, to the point where I
was taking twice the reccomend maximum adult dosage, at age 15. The side effects
from this medication were similar to the previous one, only amplified massively. To
cope with my severe lack of sleep (50+ hours without sleep wasn’t uncommon, and
what little sleep I did get was in short bursts and unsatisfying) I was given sleeping
pills, which at least gave me a few nights healthy rest.

All through this time [ was also seeing a counsellor, an experience which [ have
tried my hardest to erase from my memory. It essentially boiled down to hours of
being patronised, of being asked to talk and then not being listened to...I quickly
began to dread my appointments and frequently refused to go.

As this dragged on and on, it got to the point where I decided I could take it no
longer. While camping in January 2001, I threw all my medication into a river

and swore to myself I would never take anti-depressants again, a promise I have
kept to. And yet, 9 years since I was first diagnosed, my illness still effects me in
every waking moment. Two or three times a year, during especially bad periods, I
consider going back on medication, but the memories of the side effects are still too
strong in my mind to allow myself to do that.

My illness definately marginalises me within society. I can-think of a number

of friendships I have lost due to it - both from friends, who, feeling unable (or
unwilling) to offer any meaningful level of support that I have needed from time to
time, have simply run away, and from people who's response has been so
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