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Thanks to everyone whose care, patience and generosity got me through the last four years,
especially Ace, Maia, Dr EZ, Lucy, Entropy, Makimaki, Neon, Cassia, Bamboo, TB, Kat,
Nigel & Chompsky.

Special thanks to Sasha for being lavishly generous with your time, space, energy, affection
and material resources.
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I'm not sure what I thought back in Wellington would feel like
but mostly I feel tired. I've skipped too many meals the last
few days. I feel lighter too, less anxious. This is not what
Wel}ington usually feels like. Memories that used to hurt
don't anymore. Happiness is a strange and exotic experience.
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T've been struggling for the last couple of years. T've been unhappy. I keep trying to
fix it by changing my life—moving, travelling, going back to school, trying to find
a life T want to live. 'm starting to realise that it's not enough to change the life
I'm living now, because the past doesn’t just go away when I leave. The trauma
remains. The anger is still there, as much as I want it to go away. I want to be over
things that have happened, that have ended. I don’t want to still be upset about

things that I can’t change. B
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I can’t get rid of it. I can’t just excrete it out of my body or put it away somewhere
for storage until I have time to deal with it. It’s there no matter where I go or what
I do. It’s not enough to change my life. The damage is done.
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nce I dreamed I could time travel. I was passing through the
centuries, not in chronological order. I was running away fro
someone. I was looking for a time to hide in.
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I dream about what I've lost. At least once a week I dream -
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being horizontal

cooking food

writing

tater tots ;

mail from lovely far away cousins

morning cuddles with Lil' Kim

sending off finished edits

dinner with Laura

new design project

blueberry pancakes at the narrow house

grilled veggie salad & anarcho-rants with Jeremy
finally recovering from writer's block

having groceries in the pantry

getting my room tidy and putting posters on the walls

pizza/dog park/pub/comedy date with Sasha

money!!!

getting drunk at a party full of random strangers
morning walk with Sasha

watching The Mindy Project and eating chocolate spread
on white bread rolls

realising that I can keep traveling and having
adventures and still spend lots of time in Sydney
anarcha-feminist meeting

neighbourhood cats being friendly

watching a cool burlesque show

cooking up a massive breakfast feast

watching Star Trek at work

successfully avoiding all Australia Day celebrations
Entropy arriving in Sydney

taking Entropy grocery shopping and then cooking dinner
library and pizza date with Entropy
going to Red Rattler with Entropy
finally getting hold of ADHD meds
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Last week I haa a dream that ﬁ} band was playing a house show.
I couldn't remember any of the chords and I couldn't remember
what our name was and I had no idea what to wear. The song I
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sang went: # a ’ "

" 'you always want to talk abut lovejg"
I just want to gaze at the stars above.|
Even when I'm walking away from you .
Your face is in front of me. -

We're the Ghada and Ghassan of our

¢ "

eneration.'F’

g

"




esssc sehoas e
sasteanscae®
-~

e® % . 3
L K PE LI \ \-Q /
v 2 - PO .
e e A h the sirpor that ﬂoating-swimmmg—through—tar
d I'm singing songs in my head

S am walkin :
"‘: '.:° ::' ’lfi:fir: \fv:;]that yougmove when you're real tired an
2 oot like:
'd  TI'm gonna die of tired
¢ 2552, I'mgonna die ofleg—tumed.—to-stonc
I'm gonna die of tar inhalation

’m gonna die of loneliness.

As it turns out I didn’t die at all. T just slept the eigh
. - L%

e e », . l.

at: '..' ' i \ \ ort control which was this
i it for two hours in the queue at passp . 3 11 this
Later I had to wait for h huge monitors everywhere dippias

. i s room Wit ; i rtant
) big ﬂorescent. Ommo?‘ tion about UK border control and a}l the lmPfo &
® o aseful educational informa m seekers and it was all fucking

LAY

t hours to Kuala Lumpur.

.
- *%,.°

AL

w\\:\ o A‘°& by

“
P

L\\l\(\3

e besh Fhng Ll
mental \'\9-“*\*'

f._ work they do and how you shouldn’t help asylu
o~ creepy-
h\/\\

I made smalltalk with the woman in front of me, who was from Chile and had
\ lived in London for eleven years and this was her last time having to wait in this
queue because she was getting her UK citizenship soon, and the woman behind
me, who was from Tanzania and studying international sociology at Oxford and
had just come back from Spain where she’d been volunteering at various churches.
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‘. X he whole time I was feeling anxious about actually going through passport /
o ¢ ‘g « control but when I finally got to the end of the queue all the guy did was ask me

: two questions and stamp my passport, which just goes to show how far white skjn'//’:>
and a rich-country passport will get you. o/ A
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Now I'm all alone in a nice fancy house in Hackney with two cats and an amazing |
Q collection of feminist books. I got in a weird state of mind after being alone in this |

house for a few days. It didn’t help that I forgot the pin for my new debit card and
ended up with no money until a distant cousin came to my rescue. There’s so ?
much cool shit I could be doing in this city but I haven’t ventured out yet. Mostly
I've been lying in bed watching Stargate Atlantis. Going outside is too




Somehow, I did make it through that year. I passed my course. I even got a merit
in one unit. In some ways enrolling at polytech was the best thing for my mental
health. It gave me something to focus on, short-term goals to meet, a distraction
from other problems. But my mental health was the worst thing for my studies. I
hadn’t been able to put in as much time and work as my classmates, I'd passed up
a lot of opportunities. While everyone else was accepting job offers, I was back
where I started—on the sickness benefit, consumed by anxiety, scared to leave my
bedroom most days.

A few things happened. One is that I inherited some money. Having financial
independence meant that I could finally concentrate on long-term recovery

instead of constantly stressing that WINZ or my GP would decide I no longer
deserved financial assistance.

The other is that I finally managed to get enrolled in the public mental health
system. This only happened after I made a call to the CATT team in tears, and

told them I had been cutting myself. It’s a delicate thing, getting the mental

health system to take you seriously. You have to be in crisis—otherwise they won’t ;
treat your case as urgent enough to deserve attention. But you can’t be in too

much crisis—otherwise they’ll send cops to your house.

I decided to give anti-depres go. I'd had bad luck with SSRIs, so
chose venlafaxine, an SNRI. T talked to a few friends who were on it. They said it

| helped, especially with anxiety, but warned me that there’d be horrible side effects
for the first few weeks, and that the withdrawal symptoms would be even worse.
Like I said, you don’t know how new meds will affect you til you try them. The
first eight weeks are especially tricky: often your energy levels lift before your
mood does, so there’s increased risk of hurting yourself. There’s a few things that
made it possible for me to take that risk: I had no work or school commitments so
I didn’t need to be able to do things or leave the house; I had supportive friends
who could keep an eye on me; I had a social worker I could check in with
regularly; I had enough money to buy food, pay rent and bills and meet other basic §
needs; Also, I was desperate—I was so low, and had been for so long, that I was
willing to take a risk if there was a possibility of getting better.
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A friend once asked me if anti-depressants make you complztcent—conten.t with
how things are. That's not how they work. Venlafaxine d'ifln t stop me feel}ng
outraged at the injustices of the world. It gave me the ability to do so.n.lethmg
about them. Instead of feeling paralysed and helpless about Fhe atrocities
happening in Palestine, I started coordinating a local campaign for BDS (b'oycott,
divestment and sanctions of Israel). The meds gave me energy and motivation t<'7
take action against those things that make life in this world unbearable, and taking
action lifted my mood, made me feel less powerless and brought focus and

meaning to my life.
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I think that’s an important point: meds didn’t magically fix my life, but they did
give me the ability to change my life for the better. I found a job. I moved to a
different country. Another thing: for the first time in years I had sex with
someone without being triggered or having an anxiety attack. Having a lover who
is also a supportive friend is a new experience for me. I've never been in a
relationship that didn’t make me miserable before. I've never had a lover who
made me a better person. Two years ago, I wouldn’t have been able to open up
and let someone into my life this way. That's how I know I'm healing.

The thing is, I already knew what she thought of people who made their mental ks
health problems public. Once a woman we knew had an anxiety attack at a hous
show. Afterwards she told that she thought the woman was ‘enjoying the _

attention’. m =Y
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E So here we were in her car, and I wanted to tell her I was scared for my safety, that

" I was feeling suicidal, that I was thinking of cutting myself. But I couldn’t,
because I knew she’d think I was being manipulative, trying to get attention.
Every time that thought went
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%8 That night she dropped me off at friends’ house. I sat crying in the corner of the

-

WA lounge while everyone politely ignored me. They had no idea what to do. Who

48 could blame them? ‘e e e iy
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A After everyone went to bed I rummaged through the desk drawers and found a
BN craft knife. I made small, shallow cuts on my upper thigh. It was the first time I'd
Bl done that in over ten years. I didn’t want anyone to know I was self-harming

3 again.

A, :
e RN
: | The scars are barely visible now. No one’s ever commented on them. I still notice
o them sometimes when I get undressed. It doesn’t hurt anymore. It doesn’t even

make me sad. It reminds me that I survived.
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I don’t have the energy to do all that all over again in Sydney.

.
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/;’I've been having recurring dreams about vomiting. About trying
to vomit. All that comes out is dust. I feel like that today.

— What I need to say keeps getting stuck, like syrup when it
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get away from something or someone.
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g over. I'd like to say that I am going to do things differently

now. But I'm much too tired. My body feels frayed. I am
threadbare. I should be concentrating on self-care. I should

be concentrating on recovery. Somehow I end up doing the

opposite.
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It happens in so many tiny ways that it’s hard for me to identify. Like

when activist meetings are held in noisy pubs and cafes (I don’t have the
ability to filter out background noises, so I can’t follow a conversation in a
noisy sctting), when university courses are taught as a series of two or
three-hour lectures (I can’t maintain concentration for such a long length
of time, especially when the lesson isn’t interactive at all), or when
housemates have particular expectations about the level of housework that

should be done (simple organisational tasks like housework are difficult to
wrap my head around and otten take me much longer to complete than

they do for other people).
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Even when people take ADHD seriously, they rarely understands how it
affects people. ‘Attention deficit’ is a misnomer, it’s more of an attention
inconsistency. ADHDers will either hyperfocus on something, or be
unable to concentrate (which is why I can coordinate a Palestine fundraiser
but can’t keep my room tidy or remember my keys). The ‘hyperactivity
part only affects some people (I was never hyperactive as a child—I was
quiet and introverted and spent most of my time daydreaming).

(EPRINRE HHKIESKIAIS

When I read through online information on supporting someone with
ADHD, there’s a consistent pattern of infantilising ADHDers instead of
respecting our agency and ability to make life decisions. I read that
ADHDers are ‘difficult to love’ that we lack the imagination to understand
other people’s feelings, that we need people around to monitor and police
us because we’re incapable of looking after ourselves. The underlying
subtext is that the problem is people who have ADHD rather then the
barriers that disable them.
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I've been on Atomoxetine for about a year. It helps a lot, but it’s not magic. I
still struggle with organisation, memory, concentration and time management.
I make to-do lists, I write my schedule in my diary, I break tasks into steps
so I can figure out how to do them, I have a wall covered in post-its. In
every relationship—friends, lovers, flatmates, teachers, bosses, co-workers,
comrades—I have to choose between coming out about it and risking people’s
judgements, or keeping it private and having people think that I'm flaky
and inconsiderate. It makes a lot of everyday situations anxiety-inducing, it
depresses me.
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Today I'm in Haifa. I'm sitting at a shrine to colonial conquest. It’s a round lawn
with a big fountain in the middle. There’s a man washing himself and his clothes
in the fountain. In one corner of the lawn is a monument commemorating the
‘liberation of Haifa’ in Hebrew and English, and Arabic too—Tlike the
monument’s designer really wanted to rub it in.

inscribed wi es of Zionist militias:
Circling the grass are stone markers inscribed with the names of Zionist mn,S
Lehi. Palmach... It just goes to show that it's true what they say: one perso
’
orist really is another person’s freedom fighter.
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I'also didn’t want the lectures about how ADHD isn’t real, how it was
made up by pharmaceutical companies to sell drugs, how I could get over

it if I just put my mind to it.
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Maybe it's that the landscape here is the landscape of
childhood, and that's why all I want now is to regress, do
childhood things. I want to roll in the dirt and climb trees,
finger paint, run in the sprinkler, eat ice blocks and let the
pink juice drip all over my face and hands.
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When I first started Prozac, I had terrible anxiety attacks every night. I had to
take Zopiclone to put me to sleep. At that point I had left school, so there was no
schedule I had to keep, no deadlines to worry about. I was living with my parents.
My mother used to watch me every night til the sleeping pills kicked in. I was
lucky that I had family who were able and willing to look after me while I waited
to figure out whether my medication was doing what it was supposed to do.

As an adult this wasn’t really an option. I had good friends, but they all had their
own problems. I couldn’t ask them to babysit me while I tried out new meds. At
least, I didn’t feel like I could ask. I suppose that’s one of the effects of depression.
It isolates you. It makes you feel like there’s no one you can rely on.

This was not an easy arrangement to orchestrate. I made an appoxr}x}tn;ent \?:Eethe
mental health nurse at my clinic. 1 had to wait s?vera?l weeks. Or; t ‘e al):i 0
appointment I was feeling hopeful for the ﬁrs.t time in mo‘nths. v;fdas Iart r;gOkin
charge of my life, I was working to change things, everything would sta g

up sQon.

I decided that starting on anti-depressants while I was studying was a bad idea. I
was struggling with the workload and with social anxiety. I couldn’t afford to get
any worse than I already was. I needed a different survival strategy. I had bad
experiences with counselling in the past, I didn’t want therapy. But I thought that
if T had someone to check in with regularly, someone who was a mental health
professional, so I wouldn’t feel guilty about burdening them with my problems,
then at least I'd have a safety net. There'd be someone keeping an eye on me and
able to intervene if things got so low that I became a danger to myself.
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1 left the clinic feeling hopc\less and suicidal. That night I stayed w.1th friends. I
needed someone to keep me company, the anxiety was overwhelming. We

marathoned Star Wars til I fell asleep (Thank you Mx Neon and Mx Cassia).

I spent the next year and a half navigating the mental health system. I often felt
like it was set up to make things as hard as possible. When I went to the ‘free’
sexual abuse survivor counselling service, they required me to go through an ACC
funding application process—I had to convince ACC that what happened to me |
was really sexual abuse, otherwise my counselling sessions wouldn’t be funded.
When I asked my GP to prescribe ADHD meds, she told me that I had to get

, approval from a psychiatrist first. The waiting period was several months. By the
time I finally got the prescription I'd already finished my diploma.
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My theme song th‘at year was
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o Was my mantra, my affirmation,
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