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Was I Was 
 

First I wasnôt 
then a twinkle 
lit my way 
There I was 
just appearing 
lots of cheering 

Past and future, perfect tenses 
Picture-perfect flaws 
and senses 

High wire fences 
Fill the photo albums of what was 

Start the pages turning 
whirling, furling 
in my mind 

Til there I was, and here I am 
Again appearing, disappearing 

Til I wasnôt 
Was I? 
Ever 

Really was 
Was I was? 

 
 

By Cecelia Vanier 
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² Ŝ ƭ Ŏ ƻ Ƴ Ŝ  ǘ ƻ  ǘ Ƙ Ŝ  C ƻ ǳ Ǌ ǘ Ƙ  9 Ř ƛ ǘ ƛ ƻ ƴ   

 
²Ŝ ǿƻǳƭŘ ƭƛƪŜ ǘƻ ǎǘŀǊǘ ōȅ ǊŜŎƻƎƴƛȊƛƴƎ ŀƭƭ ǘƘŜ ǾƻƭǳƴǘŜŜǊǎ ǿƘƻ ƘŀǾŜ ǿƻǊƪŜŘ ƘŀǊŘ ǘƻ 
ǇǊƻŘǳŎŜ ǘƘƛǎ ȊƛƴŜΦ ²ƛǘƘƻǳǘ ȅƻǳΣ ǘƘŜ w¢tǳōƭƛŎŀǝƻƴ ǿƻǳƭŘ ƴƻǘ ŜȄƛǎǘΦ ²Ŝ ǿƻǳƭŘ ŀƭǎƻ 
ƭƛƪŜ ǘƻ ǘƘŀƴƪ ƻǳǊ ŎƻƴǘǊƛōǳǘƻǊǎ ǿƘƻΣ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ ǘƘŜ ǿƻǊƪ ǘƘŜȅ ǎŜƴŘ ǳǎΣ ƘŀǾŜ ǎƘŀǊŜŘ ŀ 
ǇƛŜŎŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜƳǎŜƭǾŜǎ ǿƛǘƘ ǳǎ ŀƴŘ ǿƛǘƘ ȅƻǳΣ ǘƘŜ ǊŜŀŘŜǊΦ ²Ŝ ǘŀƪŜ ǇŀǊǝŎǳƭŀǊ ǇǊƛŘŜ ƛƴ 
ŎǊŜŀǝƴƎ ŀ ǇǳōƭƛŎŀǝƻƴ ƳŀŘŜ ōȅ ŀƴŘ ŦƻǊ ǇŀǝŜƴǘǎ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ a¦I/ aŜƴǘŀƭ IŜŀƭǘƘ 
aƛǎǎƛƻƴτŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ ƭŀǊƎŜǊ ŎƻƳƳǳƴƛǘȅ ƻŦ ǇŜƻǇƭŜ ƭƛǾƛƴƎ ǿƛǘƘ ƳŜƴǘŀƭ ƛƭƭƴŜǎǎ ŀƴŘ 
ŀŘŘƛŎǝƻƴΦ 
 
¢Ƙƛǎ ŜŘƛǝƻƴ ŦƻŎǳǎŜǎ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ 9ŀǊƭȅ tǎȅŎƘƻǎƛǎ tǊƻƎǊŀƳΦ Lǘ Ŏƻƴǘŀƛƴǎ ŀŎŎƻǳƴǘǎ ōȅ 
ŎǳǊǊŜƴǘ ŀƴŘ ŦƻǊƳŜǊ ǇŀǝŜƴǘǎ ƻŦ ǘƘŜƛǊ ŜȄǇŜǊƛŜƴŎŜǎΣ ŀǎ ǿŜƭƭ ŀǎ ƛƴǘŜǊǾƛŜǿǎ ǿƛǘƘ ǎƻƳŜ 
ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǎǘŀũΦ .ǳǘ ǘƘƛǎ ŦƻŎǳǎ ŘƻŜǎ ƴƻǘ ƳŜŀƴ ǿŜ ƘŀǾŜ ŜȄŎƭǳŘŜŘ ŎƻƴǘǊƛōǳǝƻƴǎ ŦǊƻƳ 
ƻǳǘǎƛŘŜ ǘƘŀǘ ǇǊƻƎǊŀƳΦ ¢Ƙƛǎ ȊƛƴŜ ǊŜƳŀƛƴǎ ŎƻƳƳƛǧŜŘ ǘƻ ǊŜǇǊŜǎŜƴǝƴƎ ǘƘŜ ǇŜƻǇƭŜ 
ǘǊŜŀǘŜŘ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ a¦I/Σ ǊŜƎŀǊŘƭŜǎǎ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ŎƭƛƴƛŎ ǘƘŜȅ ƘŀǇǇŜƴ ǘƻ ǊŜŎŜƛǾŜ ƘŜŀƭǘƘ ŎŀǊŜ 
ŦǊƻƳΦ 
 

LŦ ȅƻǳ ǿƻǳƭŘ ƭƛƪŜ ǘƻ ǎǳōƳƛǘ ƳŀǘŜǊƛŀƭ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ w¢tǳōƭƛŎŀǝƻƴΣ ǇƭŜŀǎŜ ŎƻƴǘŀŎǘ ǳǎ 
ōȅ Ŝ-Ƴŀƛƭ ŀǘ ǊǘǇȊƛƴŜǎǳōƳƛǎǎƛƻƴϪƎƳŀƛƭΦŎƻƳΦ 
 
¢ƘŜ w¢tǳōƭƛŎŀǝƻƴ ƛǎ ŀƭǎƻ ŀǾŀƛƭŀōƭŜ ƻƴ ƻǳǊ ǿŜōǎƛǘŜΥ 
ǊŜŎƻǾŜǊȅǘǊŀƴǎƛǝƻƴǇǊƻƎǊŀƳΦŎƻƳκw¢tǳōƭƛŎŀǝƻƴ 
 
!ƭƭ ǎǳōƳƛǎǎƛƻƴǎ ǳǎŜŘ ōȅ  w¢tǳōƭƛŎŀǝƻƴ ǿƛƭƭ ŀǇǇŜŀǊ ƛƴ ƻǳǊ ǇŀǇŜǊ ȊƛƴŜ ŀǎ ǿŜƭƭ 
ŀǎ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ŜƭŜŎǘǊƻƴƛŎ ǾŜǊǎƛƻƴ ƻƴ ƻǳǊ ǿŜōǎƛǘŜΦ  

¢ƘŜ w¢tǳōƭƛŎŀǝƻƴ 9ŘƛǘƻǊǎ  

w¢tǳōƭƛŎŀǝƻƴ ¢ŜŀƳΥ  

/ŀƳƛ 9Ǿŀƴǎ  

/ŜŎŜƭƛŀ ±ŀƴƛŜǊ  

/Ƙŀƴ tƘǳƻƴƎ bƎǳȅŜƴ   

LƳƻƎŜƴ  

WƻŜ ¢ŀǾŀǊŜǎ 

YŀǘƘŀǊƛƴŜ Birkness   

aŀǎǎƛƳƻ ±ŜƴǘǳǊƛƴƻ  

tŀǘǊƛŎƛŀ [ǳŎŀǎ  
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DǊƛŶǘƘ 9ŘǿŀǊŘǎ /ŜƴǘǊŜ ƻƴ tƛƴŜ !ǾŜƴǳŜ  w¢t ƻŶŎŜ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ DǊƛŶǘƘ 9ŘǿŀǊŘǎ /ŜƴǘǊŜ  

!ōƻǳǘ ǘƘŜ wŜŎƻǾŜǊȅ ¢Ǌŀƴǎƛǘƛƻƴ tǊƻƎǊŀƳ 
 
¢ƘŜ wŜŎƻǾŜǊȅ ¢Ǌŀƴǎƛǝƻƴ tǊƻƎǊŀƳ όw¢tύ ƛǎ ŀ ǳƴƛǉǳŜ ƳŜƴǘŀƭ ƘŜŀƭǘƘ ƛƴƛǝŀǝǾŜ ŘŜǎƛƎƴŜŘ ǘƻ 
ƛƳǇǊƻǾŜ ǘƘŜ ŜȄǇŜǊƛŜƴŎŜǎ ƻŦ ǇŀǝŜƴǘǎ ǿƛǘƘƛƴ ǘƘŜ aŜƴǘŀƭ IŜŀƭǘƘ aƛǎǎƛƻƴ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ aŎDƛƭƭ 
¦ƴƛǾŜǊǎƛǘȅ IŜŀƭǘƘ /ŜƴǘǊŜΦ hǳǊ Ǝƻŀƭ ƛǎ ǘƻ ƛƴǘŜƎǊŀǘŜ ŀ ǇŀǝŜƴǘ-ōŀǎŜŘ ƳŜƴǘƻǊƛƴƎ ǇǊƻƎǊŀƳ 
ƛƴǘƻ ǘƘŜ ǎȅǎǘŜƳ ƻŦ ŎŀǊŜΣ ƛƴ ǿƘƛŎƘ ǇŜŜǊ ƳŜƴǘƻǊǎ ŀƴŘ ƘŜŀƭǘƘ ŎŀǊŜ ǇǊƻǾƛŘŜǊǎ ŎƻƭƭŀōƻǊŀǘŜ 
ǘƻ ǇǊƻǾƛŘŜ ǎǳǇǇƻǊǘ ǘƻ ǇŀǝŜƴǘǎ ŘǳǊƛƴƎ ǘƘŜƛǊ ǊŜŎƻǾŜǊȅΦ  
 

¢ƘŜ tŜŜǊ aŜƴǘƻǊςtŜŜǊ aŜƴǘŜŜ wŜƭŀǝƻƴǎƘƛǇ  
 
²Ŝ ōŜƭƛŜǾŜ ǘƘŀǘ ŜȄǇŜǊƛŜƴǝŀƭ ƪƴƻǿƭŜŘƎŜ ƛǎ ŀƴ ƛƴǾŀƭǳŀōƭŜ ŀǎǎŜǘ ǿƘƛŎƘ ŀƭƭƻǿǎ ǘƘƻǎŜ 
ǿƘƻ ƭƛǾŜ ǿƛǘƘ ƳŜƴǘŀƭ ƛƭƭƴŜǎǎ ŀƴŘ ŀŘŘƛŎǝƻƴ ǘƻ ƎƛǾŜ ƘƻǇŜ ŀƴŘ ŜƴŎƻǳǊŀƎŜƳŜƴǘ ǘƻ 
ƻǘƘŜǊǎΦ ¢ƘŜ ŘȅƴŀƳƛŎ ƛǎ ŘƛũŜǊŜƴǘ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŀǘ ƻŦ ŀ ŘƻŎǘƻǊςǇŀǝŜƴǘ ǊŜƭŀǝƻƴǎƘƛǇΥ ¢ƘŜǊŜ ƛǎ 
ƴƻ ŘƛŀƎƴƻǎƛǎ ƳŀŘŜ ŀƴŘ ƴƻ ƻōƭƛƎŀǝƻƴ ǘƻ ŘƛǎŎƭƻǎŜ ŀƴȅ ǇǊŜǾƛƻǳǎ ŘƛŀƎƴƻǎŜǎΦ ²Ŝ ƭƛǎǘŜƴΣ 
ōǳǘ ǿŜ ŀǊŜ ƴƻǘ ǘƘŜǊŀǇƛǎǘǎΦ ¢ƘŜ ƳŜŜǝƴƎǎ ŀǊŜ ŀƴ ƻŎŎŀǎƛƻƴ ŦƻǊ ŎƻƴǘŀŎǘ ǘƘŀǘ ōŜƴŜŬǘǎ 
ǘƘŜ ƳŜƴǘŜŜ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ ƳŜƴǘƻǊΦ  
 

¢ƘŜ ƳŜƴǘƻǊ ŀƴŘ ƳŜƴǘŜŜ ǿƻǊƪ ǘƻƎŜǘƘŜǊ ŀǎ Ŝǉǳŀƭǎ ǘƻ ŘŜǘŜǊƳƛƴŜ Ƙƻǿ ǘƘŜ ǊŜƭŀǝƻƴǎƘƛǇ 
Ŏŀƴ ōŜ Ƴƻǎǘ ǳǎŜŦǳƭΦ ¢ƘŜ ǎŜǎǎƛƻƴǎ Ŏŀƴ ǇǊƻǾƛŘŜ ŜƳƻǝƻƴŀƭ ǎǳǇǇƻǊǘ ŦǊƻƳ ǎƻƳŜƻƴŜ ǿƘƻ 
Ŏŀƴ ǊŜƭŀǘŜ ǘƻ ȅƻǳǊ ǎǘǊǳƎƎƭŜǎ ŀƴŘ ǿƘƻ Ƙŀǎ ōŜŜƴ ǿƘŜǊŜ ȅƻǳ ŀǊŜ ƴƻǿΦ ¢ƘŜ ǎŜǎǎƛƻƴǎ Ŏŀƴ 
ŀƭǎƻ ǇǊƻǾƛŘŜ ŀ ǎǇŀŎŜ ǘƻ ǎƻƭǾŜ ǇǊƻōƭŜƳǎΣ ǎŜǘ ƎƻŀƭǎΣ ŜǎǘŀōƭƛǎƘ ƴŜǿ ǊƻǳǝƴŜǎΣ ŀƴŘ ŬƴŘ 

ŎƻƴƴŜŎǝƻƴǎ ǘƻ ƻǳǘǎƛŘŜ ŎƻƳƳǳƴƛǝŜǎΦ  
 

Iƻǿ ǘƻ .ŜŎƻƳŜ ŀ tŜŜǊ aŜƴǘŜŜ  
 
!ƴȅƻƴŜ ƛƴǘŜǊŜǎǘŜŘ ƛƴ ŀŎŎŜǎǎƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ǎŜǊǾƛŎŜǎ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ w¢t Ƴǳǎǘ ōŜ ǊŜŦŜǊǊŜŘ ōȅ ǘƘŜƛǊ ƘŜŀƭǘƘ 
ŎŀǊŜ ǇǊƻǾƛŘŜǊΦ CƻǊ ƳƻǊŜ ƛƴŦƻǊƳŀǝƻƴ ŀōƻǳǘ ǘƘŜ w¢tΣ ǘƘŜ ǊŜŦŜǊǊŀƭ ǇǊƻŎŜǎǎΣ ƻǊ Ƙƻǿ ǘƻ ƎŜǘ 
ƛƴǾƻƭǾŜŘΣ ǇƭŜŀǎŜ ǎŜŜ ƻǳǊ ǿŜōǎƛǘŜΥ ǊŜŎƻǾŜǊȅǘǊŀƴǎƛǝƻƴǇǊƻƎǊŀƳΦŎƻƳ ŀƴŘκƻǊ ŎƻƴǘŀŎǘ ǘƘŜ 
w¢t /ƻƻǊŘƛƴŀǘƻǊ ŀǘΥ tŀǘǊƛŎƛŀΦ[ǳŎŀǎϪƳǳƘŎΦƳŎƎƛƭƭΦŎŀΦ 
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!ƭƭŀƴ aŜƳƻǊƛŀƭ LƴǎǝǘǳǘŜ  w¢t ƻŶŎŜ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ !ƭƭŀƴ aŜƳƻǊƛŀƭ LƴǎǝǘǳǘŜ 

w¢t DǊƻǳǇ !ŎǝǾƛǝŜǎ  

Lƴ ŀŘŘƛǝƻƴ ǘƻ ƻƴŜ-ƻƴ-ƻƴŜ ƳŜƴǘƻǊƛƴƎΣ ǘƘŜ w¢t ƻǊƎŀƴƛȊŜǎ ƎǊƻǳǇ ŀŎǝǾƛǝŜǎ ǘƻ ƘŜƭǇ 
ƳŜƴǘƻǊǎ ŀƴŘ ƳŜƴǘŜŜǎ ŀƭƛƪŜ ŎƻƴƴŜŎǘ ǿƛǘƘ ƻǘƘŜǊ w¢t ǇŀǊǝŎƛǇŀƴǘǎΦ tŀǎǘ ŀƴŘ ŎǳǊǊŜƴǘ 
ŀŎǝǾƛǝŜǎ ƛƴŎƭǳŘŜΥ  
 - w¢t wŜŀŘǎ ό ŀ ƳƻƴǘƘƭȅ ōƻƻƪ Ŏƭǳōύ  
 - DǊƻǳǇ Ǿƛǎƛǘǎ ǘƻ ƻǳǘǎƛŘŜ ǊŜǎƻǳǊŎŜǎ ǎǳŎƘ ŀǎ ǘƘŜ aaC! !Ǌǘ IƛǾŜ  
 - ¢ƘŜ w¢tǳōƭƛŎŀǝƻƴ ǿƻǊƪǎƘƻǇ  
 - ¢ƘŜ w¢t ¢ŀƭŜƴǘ {Ƙƻǿ  
 - ¢ƘŜ ǎǘŀũκǾƻƭǳƴǘŜŜǊ DŀǊŘŜƴ tŀǊǘȅ  
 - ²w!t ǿƻǊƪǎƘƻǇǎ  
 - DǊƻǳǇ ǇŀǊǝŎƛǇŀǝƻƴ ƛƴ ǇǳōƭƛŎ ŀǿŀǊŜƴŜǎǎ ŜǾŜƴǘǎ όŜƎΦ tƘŀǊƳŀǇǊƛȄ wǳƴΣ 
 aƻƴǘǊŜŀƭ ²ŀƭƪǎ ŦƻǊ aŜƴǘŀƭ IŜŀƭǘƘΣ aŜƴŘ hǳǊ aƛƴŘύ 
  {ŜŜ ǇƘƻǘƻǎ ƻŦ tŀǎǘ 9ǾŜƴǘǎ ƻƴ ƻǳǊ ǿŜōǎƛǘŜ ƻǊ Ǿƛǎƛǘ  
 ǿǿǿΦŦŀŎŜōƻƻƪΦŎƻƳκw¢tǊƻƎǊŀƳ 

 
Iƻǿ L ǎŜŜ ǘƘŜ w¢t  

 
ά!ǎ ōƻǘƘ ŀ ƳŜƴǘŜŜΣ ŀƴŘ ƴƻǿ ŀǎ ŀ ƳŜƴǘƻǊΣ ǘƘŜ w¢t Ƙŀǎ ƘŜƭǇŜŘ ƳŜ ŬƴŘ ŀ ǇŀǘƘ ƻŦ 
ŘƛǊŜŎǝƻƴ ŀƴŘ ǇǳǊǇƻǎŜΗέ τwƻōƛƴ 
 
άL ŀƳ ƎǊŀǘŜŦǳƭ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ w¢t ŦƻǊ ǇǊƻǾƛŘƛƴƎ ǘƘƛǎ ŎƘŀƴŎŜ ǘƻ ŎƻƴǝƴǳŜ Ƴȅ ƻǿƴ ƎǊƻǿǘƘ ŀƴŘ 
ŘŜǾŜƭƻǇƳŜƴǘ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ ƛƴǘŜǊŀŎǝƴƎ ǿƛǘƘ ƻǘƘŜǊǎ ǿƛǘƘƻǳǘ ǘƘŜ ŎƻƴǎǘǊŀƛƴǘǎ ƻŦ ŘƛŀƎƴƻǎŜǎκ
ǘǊŜŀǘƳŜƴǘ ƭŀōŜƭǎΦ Lǘ Ƙŀǎ ōŜŜƴ ǊŜŦǊŜǎƘƛƴƎ ǘƻ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƘƛǎ ƻǇǇƻǊǘǳƴƛǘȅ ǘƻ ŜȄǇƭƻǊŜ ƴŜǿ ǿŀȅǎ 
ƻŦ ǘƘƛƴƪƛƴƎ ŀōƻǳǘ ŀƴŘ ǎŜŜƛƴƎ Ƙƻǿ ǇŜƻǇƭŜ ōŜŎƻƳŜ ǘƘŜƛǊ ƻǿƴ ōŜǎǘ ǘƘŜǊŀǇƛǎǘΦέ  
         τWŜŀƴ 9ƴǊƛƎƘǘ 
 
άw¢t ƳŜŀƴǎ ŎƻƳƳǳƴƛǘȅΣ ǎǳǇǇƻǊǘΣ ŀƭǘǊǳƛǎƳΦέ τ!ƴǘƻƴƛǎ tŀǊŀƘŜǊŀƪƛǎ 
 
άLǘ ƳŜŀƴǎ ƎǊƻǿǘƘΦέ τ!ƴƎƛŜ 



7 



8 

ñInternal Outburstò by Samuel Boudreau  
(Instagram @visionsfromthebasement) 
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 ǊŜΧǊƻƻǝƴƎΦ  
wŜ-ǊƻǳǝƴƎΣ  
 
ǘƘŜ ŘŜŀŘ ŜƴŘ  
ƻŦ ŀ ƴŜǾŜǊ ŜƴŘƛƴƎ ƭƛƳōƻΦ  
LŦ ƭƛŦŜ  
ƘƻƭŘǎ ƴƻ ƳŜŀƴƛƴƎΣ  
ŀƭƭƻǿ ƳŜΣ  
ǘƻ Ƴƻǳƴǘ Ƴȅ ǎȅƳōƻƭΦ  
{ƘŜ ƛǎ ƳŀŘŜ ǳǇ  
ƻŦ Ƴŀƴȅ ǎƛƎƴǎΦ  
[ŜƊǎ ŀƴŘ ǊƛƎƘǘǎΦ  
!ƴŘ ǘƘŜƴ ŀǘ ǝƳŜǎ  
ǎƘŜ ǘŀƪŜǎ ƳŜ ŘƻǿƴΣ  
ǿƘƛƭŜ ƛƴ ƻǘƘŜǊǎ ƭŜǘǎ ƳŜ ǊƛǎŜΦ  
  
¦ƴǇǊŜŘƛŎǘŀōƭŜ  
ƛƴ ƘŜǊ ƴŀǘǳǊŜ  
ōǳǘ ƘŜǊ ŘŜƭƛōŜǊŀǘŜƭȅΣ ǎŜǘ ƭƛƎƘǘǎΣ  
aŀƪŜ ŦƻǊ ŀ ǇƻǎǎƛōƭŜ  
ǎƛƎƘǘΣ  
ǿƛǘƘ ƛƴǎƛƎƘǘǎΣ  
ƛƴǘƻ ŘŀǊƪΣ ƳƻƳŜƴǘǎΦ 
  
¢Ƙŀǘ ƛǎΣ LC 
L ƭŜǘ Ǝƻ hCΣ 
ŬƎƘǝƴƎ ǘƘŜ ǘǊƛǇΦ  
[Ŝǘ Ǝƻ hC  
ƳȅΣ   
ǝƎƘǘ   
ƎǊƛǇΣ   
ƻƴ ƘƛǎǘƻǊȅΦ  
aŜƳƻǊƛŜǎΦ  
!ƭƭ ǘƘŜƳ ƳƻƳŜƴǘǎ ǇŀǎǘΦ  
L ǿƛƭƭΦ  
CƭƛǇ ǘƘŀǘ ǎŎǊƛǇǘΦ    
!ƴŘ ¢ŀƪŜ Ƴȅ ǎƛǇΦ  
CƭȅƛƴƎΣ ƛǎ bh¢ ¢I!¢Χ  
LƳǇƻǎǎƛōƭŜ Φ  
/ǊŜŀǎŜΣ ȅƻǳǊ ŜȅŜƭƛŘǎΦ  
{ƳƛƭŜ ǿƛŘŜΦ  
L ŀƳ ŀōƭŜΣ ǘƻ ǎǘǊƛŘŜ ƛƴ Ƴȅ  ǎǘŜǇǎΣ ŘŜǎǇƛǘŜ 
ǘƘŜ ǿŜƛƎƘǘΦ  
{ƻ ƘŜŀǾȅΦ  
¸ŜǎΣ  
ǘƘŜ Ǝƭŀǎǎ ƛǎ ƘŀƭŦ ŜƳǇǘȅΦ  

LΩǾŜ Ǝƻǘ ŀ ǝƎƘǘ ƎǊƛǇΦ  
¢ƛƎƘǘΦ  
DǊƛǇΦ  
!ǊƻǳƴŘ ȅƻǳǊ ǿǊƛǎǘΦ  
!ƴŘ L ƻƊŜƴ  
ƭŜǘΣ ƛǘΣ ŘƛǎƳƛǎǎΣ  
ŀƭƭΧ  
ǘƘŀǘ Ƴȅ ǇǊŜǎŜƴǘ ōǊƛƴƎǎΦ  
.ŜŎŀǳǎŜ ƛƴ ǎǇƛǘŜ  
ƻŦ ǘƘŜ Ǉŀǎǘ ōŜƛƴƎ  
ǊƛŘ-ŘƭŜŘΣ ǿƛǘƘ ŀƴƎǎǘΣ  
ǘƘŀǘ ǇŀǎǘΣ  
ƴƻ ƴƻΣ 
ƘŜ ƴŜǾŜǊ Ŧŀƭƭǎ {Ihw¢  
ƻŦ ƭƛǾƛƴƎ ¦t  
ǘƻ ǿƘŀǘ ƘŜ ǇǊƻƳƛǎŜŘΦ  
  
IŜ ǇǊƻƳƛǎŜŘ ǘƻ ƭŜŀǾŜ  
ŀΣ ŘŀǎƘΣ ƻŦΣ ōƛǘ-ǘŜǊ  
ŀǎΣ LΣ ǘŀǎǘŜΣ ǘƘŜ ǎǿŜŜǘΦ  
tǊƻƳƛǎŜŘ ǘƻ ǿƛǇŜ ŀǿŀȅ Ƴȅ ǎƳƛƭŜΧ 
ǘƘŜ ƳƻƳŜƴǘ ƭŀǳƎƘ-ǘŜǊΣ ŎǊŜŜǇǎΧ 
IŜΩƭƭ ŎŀǘŎƘΣ ƛǘ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ǘƘǊƻŀǘΣ  
ōŜŦƻǊŜ ƭƛǇǎ ǇŀǊǘΦ  
¢ƛŜ ŀ ƪƴƻǘΣ  
ŀƴŘ ƘŀǾŜ ƳŜ ǎǿŀƭƭƻǿ ƛǘΦ  
[Ŝǘ ǊŜƎǊŜǘΣ ǿŀǎƘΣ  
ŀƴŘ Ŧƻƭƭƻǿ ƛǘΣ ŘƻǿƴΦ  
  
5ƛŘ ȅƻǳ ŦƻǊƎŜǘ  
ȅƻǳ ǎƛƎƴŜŘ ǳǇ ŦƻǊ ǘƘƛǎΣ  
ŜŀŎƘ ǝƳŜΣ  
ȅƻǳǊ ƎǊƛǇΣ  
Ǝƻǘ ǝƎƘǘ-ŜǊΦ  
  
LΩǾŜ Ǝƻǘ ŀ ǝƎƘǘ  
ƎǊƛǇ  
ōǳǘ LΩƳ ƭŜǩƴƎ ƛǘ  
ƭƻƻǎŜƴΧ  
¢ƘŜ ǎŜŜŘǎ ƻŦ Ƴȅ ǇŀǎǘΣ  
ǿŜǊŜ ŘŜŜǇƭȅ ǇƭŀƴǘŜŘΦ  
!ƴŘ ȅŜǘΣ LΩƳΧ 
 

[ŀǳƎƘ 
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.ǳǘ L ǿƛƭƭ bh¢ ǊŜŦǳǎŜ ǘƘŜ ŘǊƛƴƪΣ 
ǘƘƛƴƪΣ  
ŀƴŘ ǎŀǾƻǳǊ  
ǘƘŜ ǘǊƛǇǎ ŘȅƴŀƳƛŎǎΦ  
  
wŜƭŜŀǎŜ  
Ƴȅ  
ƎǊƛǇ  
ŀƴŘ ōŜŎƻƳŜ Ƨǳǎǘ ŀǎ ƅŜȄƛōƭŜ  
ŀǎ ƛǘΦ  
¢ŀƪŜ ǇǊƛŘŜΣ  
ƛƴ ǿƘŀǘΩǎ ǘƻ ōŜ ŦƻǳƴŘΦ  
wŜƭŜŀǎŜΣ  
ǳƴŀŦǊŀƛŘ ǘƻ ǘǊǳƭȅ 
ŎŀǘŎƘ ƳȅǎŜƭŦ  
ƭŀǳƎƘƛƴƎ Ŧǳƭƭȅ 
ƻǳǘ ƭƻǳŘΦ 

tƻŜƳ ŀƴŘ ƛƭƭǳǎǘǊŀǝƻƴ ōȅ !Φ {ǇŜƴŎŜ 
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L ǿƻǳƭŘ ƭƛƪŜ ǘƻ ōŜƎƛƴ ōȅ ŀŎƪƴƻǿƭŜŘƎƛƴƎ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƘŜ ƭŀƴŘ ƻƴ ǿƘƛŎƘ ǘƘŜ !ƭƭŀƴ 
aŜƳƻǊƛŀƭ LƴǎǝǘǳǘŜ ƛǎ ōǳƛƭǘ ƛǎ ǘƘŜ ǘǊŀŘƛǝƻƴŀƭ ŀƴŘ ǳƴŎŜŘŜŘ ǘŜǊǊƛǘƻǊȅ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ 
YŀƴƛŜƴΩƪŜƘŀΥƪŀ όaƻƘŀǿƪύΣ ŀ ǇƭŀŎŜ ǿƘƛŎƘ Ƙŀǎ ƭƻƴƎ ǎŜǊǾŜŘ ŀǎ ŀ ǎƛǘŜ ƻŦ 
ƳŜŜǝƴƎ ŀƴŘ ŜȄŎƘŀƴƎŜ ŀƳƻƴƎǎǘ ƴŀǝƻƴǎΦ 
 
.ŀŎƪ ƛƴ мффрΣ ƭƻƴƎ ōŜŦƻǊŜ L ƘŀŘ ŀƴȅ ŎƻƴǘŀŎǘ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜ !ƭƭŀƴΣ L ǿŀƴŘŜǊŜŘ 
aƻƴǘǊŜŀƭΣ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǿƘŜǊŜǾŜǊ Ƴȅ ŘŜƭǳǎƛƻƴǎ ƭŜŘ ƳŜΦ hƴŜ ŜǾŜƴƛƴƎ L ŜƴŘŜŘ ǳǇ 
ƻƴ ǘƻǇ ƻŦ aƻǳƴǘ wƻȅŀƭ ƛƴ ŀ ǎǇŜŎƛŀƭΣ ŜƭŜǾŀǘŜŘ ǎǇƻǘ ǿƘŜǊŜ L ƘŀŘ ŀ ǇŀƴƻǊŀƳƛŎ 
ǾƛŜǿ ƻŦ ŀ ǎǇŜŎǘŀŎǳƭŀǊ ǎǳƴǎŜǘ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ ǘƘŜ ǘǊŜŜǎΦ L ǎǘƻƻŘ ƻƴ ŀ ƭŀǊƎŜΣ ǊƻǳƴŘ 
ǇƭŀǉǳŜΣ ŀōƻǳǘ ǘƘǊŜŜ ŀƴŘ ŀ ƘŀƭŦ ŦŜŜǘ ƛƴ ŘƛŀƳŜǘŜǊΣ ǘƘŀǘ ǊŜŀŘΣ ƛƴ ŀ ŎƛǊŎƭŜΥ [9 
±9b¢ 5!b{ [9{ C9¦L[[9{       59{ ¢$/I9{ 59 [¦aL:w9     h¦L ahL !¦{{L 
4! C!L¢ [hbD¢9at{ v¦9 W9 b9 {¦L{ t!{ w9¢h¦wb;9 Χ .L9b¢k¢Χ ¢¦ 

!¦w!L{ 5© aΩ!a9b9w L/L !±!b¢ ό¢ƘŜ ǿƛƴŘ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ƭŜŀǾŜǎ        ǎǇƭŀǎƘŜǎ ƻŦ 
ƭƛƎƘǘ     ȅŜǎΣ ƳŜ ǘƻƻΣ ƛǘΩǎ ŀ ƭƻƴƎ ǝƳŜ ǎƛƴŎŜ LΩǾŜ ōŜŜƴ ōŀŎƪΧ ǎƻƻƴΧ ȅƻǳ 
ǎƘƻǳƭŘ ƘŀǾŜ ōǊƻǳƎƘǘ ƳŜ ƘŜǊŜ ōŜŦƻǊŜύΦ 
 
 

Winding My Way Up the Mountain 
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L ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘ ƛǘ ǿŀǎ ŀ ƳŜǎǎŀƎŜ ŦƻǊ ƳŜΦ L ǿŀƛǘŜŘ ŦƻǊ ǿƘƻŜǾŜǊ ƘŀŘ ǿǊƛǧŜƴ ǘƘŜ 
ƭƛƴŜǎ ǘƻ ŀǊǊƛǾŜΣ ōǳǘ ƴƻ ƻƴŜ ŎŀƳŜΦ !ƊŜǊ ǘƘŜ ǎǳƴ ƘŀŘ ŎƻƳǇƭŜǘŜƭȅ 
ŘƛǎŀǇǇŜŀǊŜŘΣ L ǘǳǊƴŜŘ ƘƻƳŜǿŀǊŘ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ŘŀǊƪΣ Ƴȅ ǎȅƳǇǘƻƳǎ ŀƴŘ ǇŀǊŀƴƻƛŀ 
ƳƻƳŜƴǘŀǊƛƭȅ ƪŜǇǘ ŀǘ ōŀȅ ōȅ ǘƘŜ ōŜŀǳǘȅ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǇƭŀŎŜ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ ǎǳƴǎŜǘΦ 
 
[ŀǘŜǊ L ƭŜŀǊƴŜŘ ǘƘŀǘ aŎDƛƭƭ ¦ƴƛǾŜǊǎƛǘȅΣ ǿƘŜǊŜ L ǎǘǳŘƛŜŘ ŀƴŘ ŎǳǊǊŜƴǘƭȅ ǿƻǊƪΣ 
ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ !ƭƭŀƴ aŜƳƻǊƛŀƭ LƴǎǝǘǳǘŜΣ ǿƘŜǊŜ LϥǾŜ ǊŜŎŜƛǾŜŘ Ƴȅ ǇǎȅŎƘƛŀǘǊƛŎ ŎŀǊŜ 
ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ Ǉŀǎǘ ǘŜƴ ȅŜŀǊǎΣ ǎǇǊŀǿƭ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ǎƭƻǇŜǎ ƻŦ ǘƘƛǎ ǎŀŎǊŜŘ ƳƻǳƴǘŀƛƴΦ bƻǿ L 
ǊŜŀƭƛȊŜ Ƙƻǿ ƻƊŜƴ LϥŘ ǇŀǎǎŜŘ ǘƘŜ !ƭƭŀƴ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ Ƴŀƴȅ ƭƻƴƎ ǿŀƭƪǎ LϥǾŜ ǘŀƪŜƴ ƻƴ 
/ƘŜƳƛƴ hƭƳǎǘŜŘΦ Lǘ Ǌǳƴǎ ŀǊƻǳƴŘ ŀƴŘ ǳǇ ǘƘŜ ƳƻǳƴǘŀƛƴΣ ŀƴŘ LΩǾŜ ǿŀƭƪŜŘ ƛǘ ƛƴ 
ŀƭƭ ǎŜŀǎƻƴǎΣ ŜǾŜƴ ōŜŦƻǊŜ L ƳƻǾŜŘ ǘƻ aƻƴǘǊŜŀƭ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ ǎǳōǳǊōǎ ŀǘ муΦ aȅ 
ŬǊǎǘ ŎƻƴǘŀŎǘ ǿƛǘƘ aŎDƛƭƭ ¦ƴƛǾŜǊǎƛǘȅ ƎƻŜǎ ōŀŎƪ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ŀƎŜ ƻŦ мрΣ ǿƘŜƴ L ǿŀǎ 
ŀ ǝŎƪŜǘ-ǘŀƪŜǊ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ aŎDƛƭƭ CƛƭƳ {ƻŎƛŜǘȅΣ ǿƘŜǊŜ Ƴȅ ƻƭŘŜǊ ǎƛǎǘŜǊ ǿŀǎ ŀ 
ƳŜƳōŜǊΦ aƻƴǘ wƻȅŀƭ ǎŜǊǾŜǎ ŀǎ ǘƘŜ ōŀŎƪŘǊƻǇ ǘƻ Ƴŀƴȅ ǎƛƎƴƛŬŎŀƴǘ 
ŜȄǇŜǊƛŜƴŎŜǎ ƻŦ ƳƛƴŜΣ ŀƴŘ ƭŜŀǊƴƛƴƎ ŀōƻǳǘ ¢ǊǳǘƘ ŀƴŘ wŜŎƻƴŎƛƭƛŀǝƻƴ 
ŜƴŘŜŀǾƻǳǊǎ ǿƛǘƘ CƛǊǎǘ bŀǝƻƴǎΣ Lƴǳƛǘ ŀƴŘ aŞǝǎ ƘŀǾŜ ƭŜŘ ǘƻ Ƴȅ ƻǿƴ 
ŀǇǇǊŜŎƛŀǝƻƴ ƻŦ ǿƘŀǘ aƻƴǘ wƻȅŀƭ Ƙŀǎ ǊŜǇǊŜǎŜƴǘŜŘ ŦƻǊ ƳƛƭƭŜƴƴƛŀΦ 
 
Lƴ нллуΣ L ǿŀǎ ƘƻǎǇƛǘŀƭƛȊŜŘ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ !ƭƭŀƴ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ ŬǊǎǘ ǝƳŜ ŘǳǊƛƴƎ ŀƴ ŜǇƛǎƻŘŜ 
ƻŦ ǎŜǾŜǊŜ ǇǎȅŎƘƻǎƛǎΦ aȅ ǊŜŀŎǝƻƴΚ Wǳǎǘ ϦǳƘΣ ƻƘΣ LϥǾŜ ŘƻƴŜ ƛǘ ŀƎŀƛƴΦϦ bƻ 
ǘŜŀǊǎΦ ! ǿŜŜƪ ƻǊ ǘǿƻ ŀƊŜǊ L ǎǘŀǊǘŜŘ ǘŀƪƛƴƎ ŀƴǝǇǎȅŎƘƻǝŎ ƳŜŘƛŎŀǝƻƴΣ ǘƘŜ 
ŘŜƭǳǎƛƻƴǎ ŘƛǎŀǇǇŜŀǊŜŘ ƛƴ ŀ ƅŀǎƘΦ ²Ƙŀǘ L ƘŀŘ ōŜƭƛŜǾŜŘ ŦƻǊ ŬǾŜ ȅŜŀǊǎ ŀōƻǳǘ 
ǎŀǾƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ǿƻǊƭŘ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ ƎǊŀǾŜ ŘŀƴƎŜǊ L ǿŀǎ ƛƴ ǿŀǎ ƎƻƴŜΦ 
 
[ŀǘŜǊΣ L ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘΣ άLϥƳ рнΣ Lϥƭƭ ƴŜǾŜǊ ǿƻǊƪ ŀƎŀƛƴΣ Lϥƭƭ ƭƛǾŜ ƛƴ ǇƻǾŜǊǘȅ ƻƴ ŀ 
Řƛǎŀōƛƭƛǘȅ ǇŜƴǎƛƻƴΣ ŀƴŘ ǿƘŀǘ ǿŜǊŜ Ƴȅ ŘǊŜŀƳǎΣ ŀƴȅǿŀȅΚ Lǘ ǿƛƭƭ ōŜ ǘƻƻ ƘŀǊŘ 
ǘƻ ǊŜōǳƛƭŘ Ƴȅ ƭƛŦŜΣ ȅŜǘ ŀƴƻǘƘŜǊ ǝƳŜΦ L Ŏŀƴϥǘ Řƻ ƛǘΦ Lǘϥǎ ŀƭƭ ƻǾŜǊ ŦƻǊ ƳŜΦ L ƘŀǘŜ 
ǿƘŀǘ LϥǾŜ ŘƻƴŜΣ L ƘŀǘŜ ƳȅǎŜƭŦΦ ²Ƙŀǘ ŀƴ ƛŘƛƻǘΗέ 
LϥŘ ǿŀǘŎƘ ǘƘŜ ŀǳǘǳƳƴ ƭŜŀǾŜǎ ŦŀƭƭΣ ŦŜŜƭƛƴƎ ƴƻǘƘƛƴƎΦ ¢ƘŜǊŜ ǿŀǎ ƴƻǘƘƛƴƎ 
ǿƘŀǘǎƻŜǾŜǊ L ŦŜƭǘ ƭƛƪŜ ŘƻƛƴƎΦ 
 
.ǳǘ L ƭƻƻƪŜŘ ŦƻǊ ǿƻǊƪ ŀƴȅǿŀȅΦ aȅ /± ƭƻƻƪǎ ƎƻƻŘ ōǳǘ ƛǘΩǎ ŀ 
ƳƛǎǊŜǇǊŜǎŜƴǘŀǝƻƴΣ L ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘΦ Lǘϥǎ ŀƭƭ ǘǊǳŜΣ L ŘƛŘ ŀƭƭ ǘƘƻǎŜ ǘƘƛƴƎǎΣ ōǳǘ L ŎƻǳƭŘ 
ƴŜǾŜǊ Řƻ ǘƘŜƳ ƴƻǿ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ǎƘŀǇŜ LϥƳ ƛƴΦ !ƭǎƻΣ LϥǾŜ ŦƻǊƎƻǧŜƴ ŀ ƭƻǘ ƻŦ ƛǘ 
ōŜŎŀǳǎŜ ƛǘ ǿŀǎ ǎƻ ƭƻƴƎ ŀƎƻ ŀƴŘ ǎƻ Ƴŀƴȅ ōŀŘ ǘƘƛƴƎǎ ƘŀǾŜ ƘŀǇǇŜƴŜŘ ƛƴ 
ōŜǘǿŜŜƴΤ ǘƘŜǊŜ ŀǊŜ ǎǝƭƭ ǎƻ Ƴŀƴȅ ŬǊŜǎ ǘƻ Ǉǳǘ ƻǳǘΦ !ƴŘ ǘƘŜǊŜϥǎ ǘƘŀǘ ƘǳƎŜ ŬǾŜ
-ȅŜŀǊ ƎŀǇ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ /±Φ L ŦŜŜƭ ƭƛƪŜ ŬƭƭƛƴƎ ƛǘ ǿƛǘƘ ǿƘŀǘ ǿŀǎ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ƎƻƛƴƎ ƻƴΥ 
Ϧ¢h¢![ 5L{!{¢9wΗ {ƘǳƴƴŜŘ ōȅ ŀƭƳƻǎǘ ŜǾŜǊȅƻƴŜΣ ƭƛǾƛƴƎ ƛƴ ǎƭǳƳǎΣ ǘƘŜƴ 
ƘƻƳŜƭŜǎǎΦ {ŜǇŀǊŀǘŜŘ ŦǊƻƳ Ƴȅ ŘŀǳƎƘǘŜǊΦ .ŜƭƛŜǾƛƴƎ L ǿŀǎ ǎŀǾƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ǿƻǊƭŘΦ 
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Iƻǿ ŎƻǳƭŘ L ŜǾŜǊ ōŜƭƛŜǾŜ ǎǳŎƘ ŀ ǘƘƛƴƎΚ !ƎŀƛƴΗΚ !ƴŘ LϥǾŜ ƭƻǎǘ Ƴȅ ǿƻǊƪ ŜǘƘƛŎ 
ŀƴŘ ŀƴȅ ǎŜƴǎŜ ƻŦ ǇǊƛŘŜ ƛƴ Ƴȅ ǿƻǊƪΦ ²ƛƭƭ ȅƻǳ ƘƛǊŜ ƳŜ ŀƴȅǿŀȅΚϦ .ǳǘ ŀ ȅŜŀǊ 
ƭŀǘŜǊ L ǿŀǎ ǿƻǊƪƛƴƎΦ L ŦŜƭǘ Ǝǳƛƭǘȅ ōŜŎŀǳǎŜ L ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ŎŀǊŜ ŀǘ ŀƭƭ ŀōƻǳǘ ǘƘŜ ǿƻǊƪ L 
ǿŀǎ ŘƻƛƴƎ ŀƴŘ Ŭƴŀƭƭȅ ǉǳƛǘ ŀƊŜǊ ŜƛƎƘǘ ƳƻƴǘƘǎΦ 
 
L ǿŜƴǘ ƻƴ ǘƻ ǾƻƭǳƴǘŜŜǊ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜ a¦I/ aŜƴǘŀƭ IŜŀƭǘƘ ²ŜƭƭƴŜǎǎ ǇǊƻƎǊŀƳ ŀǘ 
ǘƘŜ !ƭƭŀƴΦ ¢ƘŜ ǇƘȅǎƛŎŀƭ ƘŜŀƭǘƘ ƻŦ ǇŜƻǇƭŜ ǿƛǘƘ ǎŜǾŜǊŜ ƳŜƴǘŀƭ ƛƭƭƴŜǎǎŜǎΣ 
ŜǎǇŜŎƛŀƭƭȅ ǎŎƘƛȊƻǇƘǊŜƴƛŀΣ ǿŀǎ ƻƴŜ ƻŦ Ƴȅ ƻǿƴ ŎƻƴŎŜǊƴǎΥ L ƘŀǾŜ ŘƛŀōŜǘŜǎ ŀƴŘ 
ƛǘ ƻŎŎǳǊǎ ŦǊŜǉǳŜƴǘƭȅ ƛƴ ǇŜƻǇƭŜ ǿƛǘƘ ǎŎƘƛȊƻǇƘǊŜƴƛŀΣ ŀƭƻƴƎ ǿƛǘƘ ƻōŜǎƛǘȅ ŀƴŘ 
ƘŜŀǊǘ ŘƛǎŜŀǎŜΦ tŜƻǇƭŜ ǿƛǘƘ ǎŎƘƛȊƻǇƘǊŜƴƛŀ ŀǊŜ ƻƊŜƴ ŎƻƴŦǊƻƴǘŜŘ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜ 
ƴŀǎǘȅ ǎǳǊǇǊƛǎŜ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƘŜȅ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƘŜǎŜ ƳŜŘƛŎŀƭ ŎƻƴŘƛǝƻƴǎ ǘƻ ŘŜŀƭ ǿƛǘƘ ƻƴ ǘƻǇ 
ƻŦ ǘƘŜƛǊ ǇǎȅŎƘƛŀǘǊƛŎ ŘƛǎƻǊŘŜǊǎΣ ŀǎ L ƘŀŘ ōŜŜƴΦ IŜǊŜ ǿŀǎ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎ ǘƘŀǘ ǿŀǎ 
ƳŜŀƴƛƴƎŦǳƭ ǘƻ ƳŜΣ ǿƘŜƴ ǾŜǊȅ ŦŜǿ ǘƘƛƴƎǎ ǿŜǊŜΦ ¢ƘŜ ǇǊƻƎǊŀƳΩǎ ŀŎǝǾƛǝŜǎ 
ƛƴŎƭǳŘŜŘ ǿŀƭƪǎ ƻƴ /ƘŜƳƛƴ hƭƳǎǘŜŘΦ 
 
¢ƘŜƴΣ ƛƴ нлммΣ ŀƴ ƻǇǇƻǊǘǳƴƛǘȅ ǘƻ ǿƻǊƪ ƛƴ ƳŜƴǘŀƭ ƘŜŀƭǘƘ ǊŜǎŜŀǊŎƘ ŀǘ aŎDƛƭƭ 
ŎŀƳŜ ǳǇΦ ! ǇǊƻŦŜǎǎƻǊ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ aŎDƛƭƭ {ŎƘƻƻƭ ƻŦ tƘȅǎƛŎŀƭ ŀƴŘ hŎŎǳǇŀǝƻƴŀƭ 
¢ƘŜǊŀǇȅΣ aŜƭƛǎǎŀ tŀǊƪΣ ŀǧŜƴŘŜŘ ŀ ǇǊŜǎŜƴǘŀǝƻƴ ōȅ ǘƘŜ ²ŜƭƭƴŜǎǎ tǊƻƎǊŀƳ 
ŀǘ DǊŀƴŘ wƻǳƴŘǎ ǘƘŀǘ L ǇŀǊǝŎƛǇŀǘŜŘ ƛƴΦ {ƘŜ ŘŜŎƛŘŜŘ ǘƻ ƛƴǘŜǊǾƛŜǿ ƳŜ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ 
ƧƻōΦ L ǿƻǊƪŜŘ ƻƴ ǇŀǊǝŎƛǇŀǘƻǊȅ ǊŜǎŜŀǊŎƘ ǇǊƻƧŜŎǘǎτƳŜƴǘŀƭ ƘŜŀƭǘƘŎŀǊŜ 
ǇǊƻǾƛŘŜǊǎ ŀƴŘ ǇŀǝŜƴǘǎ ŘƛǎŎǳǎǎƛƴƎ ǿƘŀǘϥǎ ƛƳǇƻǊǘŀƴǘ ǘƻ ǘƘŜƳ ŀōƻǳǘ ŎŀǊŜ ōȅ 
ǘŜƭƭƛƴƎ ǎǘƻǊƛŜǎ ǘƻ ŜŀŎƘ ƻǘƘŜǊ ŀōƻǳǘ ǘƘŜƛǊ ŜȄǇŜǊƛŜƴŎŜǎΦ ¢ƘŜ ŬǊǎǘ ƻƴŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜǎŜ 
ǇǊƻƧŜŎǘǎ ǘƻƻƪ ǇƭŀŎŜ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ !ƭƭŀƴ ŀƴŘ ǿŀǎ Ŏƻ-ƭŜŘ ōȅ wƻƴƴŀ {ŎƘǿŀǊǘȊ ŀƴŘ 
aŜƭƛǎǎŀΣ ōƻǘƘ ƻŦ ǿƘƻƳ L ǎǝƭƭ ǿƻǊƪ ǿƛǘƘΦ 
 
L ƻōǘŀƛƴŜŘ vǳŜōŜŎ ŎŜǊǝŬŎŀǝƻƴ ŀǎ ŀ ǇŜŜǊ ǎǳǇǇƻǊǘ ǿƻǊƪŜǊ όǇŀƛǊŜ ŀƛŘŀƴǘŜύ 
ŀƴŘ ǿƻǊƪŜŘ ƻƴ ŀ {ǳƛǾƛ LƴǘŜƴǎƛŦ Řŀƴǎ ƭŜ aƛƭƛŜǳ ό{La ƛƴ vǳŜōŜŎΣ t!/¢ ƻǳǘǎƛŘŜ 
ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǇǊƻǾƛƴŎŜύ ƳŜƴǘŀƭ ƘŜŀƭǘƘ ǘŜŀƳ ŦƻǊ ǘǿƻ ȅŜŀǊǎΦ ¢Ƙŀǘ ǿŀǎ ŀƴ ŜȅŜ 
ƻǇŜƴŜǊΦ L ƭŜŀǊƴŜŘ ǘƘŀǘΣ ǿƘƛƭŜ ǿƘŀǘ L ǿŜƴǘ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ ǿŀǎ ǇǊŜǧȅ ŘŜǾŀǎǘŀǝƴƎΣ 
ǎƻƳŜ ǎƛǘǳŀǝƻƴǎ ŀǊŜ ƳǳŎƘ ǿƻǊǎŜΣ ŀǎ L ǎŀǿ ŘǳǊƛƴƎ Ƴȅ ƘƻƳŜ Ǿƛǎƛǘǎ ǘƻ ŎƭƛŜƴǘǎΦ 
 
¢ƘŜƴ L ǿŜƴǘ ōŀŎƪ ǘƻ ǎŎƛŜƴǝŬŎ ǿǊƛǝƴƎ ŀƴŘ ŜŘƛǝƴƎΣ ǿƘƛŎƘ L ƘŀŘ ŘƻƴŜ ƭƻƴƎ 
ŀƎƻΣ ŀƴŘ ŀƳ ǎǝƭƭ ŘƻƛƴƎ ǘƻŘŀȅΦ 
 
aȅ ǊŜŎƻǾŜǊȅ ǎǘŀǊǘŜŘ ŦǊƻƳ ōŀǊŜƭȅ ōŜƛƴƎ ŀōƭŜ ǘƻ ǝŜ Ƴȅ ǎƘƻŜƭŀŎŜǎ ŘǳŜ ǘƻ ŀ 
ƳŜŘƛŎŀǝƻƴ ƻǾŜǊŘƻǎŜΣ ǘƻ ǊŜ-ƭŜŀǊƴƛƴƎ Ƙƻǿ ǘƻ ŎƻƻƪΣ ǳǎŜ ŀ ŎƻƳǇǳǘŜǊΣ ŘǊƛǾŜΣ 
ŀƴŘ Ƨǳǎǘ ōŀǎƛŎŀƭƭȅ Ǉŀȅ ŀǧŜƴǝƻƴ ǘƻ ǿƘŀǘŜǾŜǊ L ŘƻΦ {ǝƭƭ ŀ ōƛƎ ŎƘŀƭƭŜƴƎŜΣ 
ǘƘƻǳƎƘ Ƴƻǎǘ ǇŜƻǇƭŜ ǘŀƪŜ ǘƘŜǎŜ ǘƘƛƴƎǎ ŦƻǊ ƎǊŀƴǘŜŘΦ ±ŜǊȅ ƎǊŀŘǳŀƭƭȅΣ L ǊŜōǳƛƭǘ 
Ƴȅ ǊŜƭŀǝƻƴǎƘƛǇǎ ǿƛǘƘ ŦŀƳƛƭȅ ŀƴŘ ŦǊƛŜƴŘǎ ŀƴŘ ŦƻǊƳŜŘ ƴŜǿ ƻƴŜǎΦ L Ǝƻǘ ƻǾŜǊ 
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ǘƘŜ ŦŜŜƭƛƴƎǎ ƻŦ ŦŜŀǊΣ ŘǊŜŀŘΣ ŀƴŘ ŘƛǎŎƻƴƴŜŎǝƻƴ ǘƘŀǘ ǇŜƻǇƭŜ ǿƘƻ ƘŀǾŜ ōŜŜƴ 
ƘƻƳŜƭŜǎǎ ƻƊŜƴ ŜȄǇŜǊƛŜƴŎŜΣ ŀƴŘ ǇŜƻǇƭŜ ǿƘƻ ƘŀǾŜ ŜȄǇŜǊƛŜƴŎŜŘ ǇǎȅŎƘƻǎƛǎΣ 
ǘƻƻΦ 
 
Lǘϥǎ ōŜŜƴ ŀ ƭƻƴƎ ǊƻŀŘ ǊŜŎƻǾŜǊƛƴƎ Ƴȅ ƭƻǎǘ ƛŘŜƴǝǘȅΣ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜ ǎƘƻŎƪ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ƭŀǎǘ 
ǇǎȅŎƘƻǝŎ ŜǇƛǎƻŘŜ ƘŀǳƴǝƴƎ ƳŜ ŦƻǊ ȅŜŀǊǎΦ CƛƴŘƛƴƎ ŀƴŘ ŦǳǊƴƛǎƘƛƴƎ ŀƴ 
ŀǇŀǊǘƳŜƴǘ ǿŀǎ ǘƘŜ ƭŜŀǎǘ ƻŦ Ƴȅ ǿƻǊǊƛŜǎΦ aƻǎǘ ƻŦ ŀƭƭΣ L ǿŀƴǘŜŘ ǘƻ ŦŜŜƭ ƭƛƪŜ 
ƳȅǎŜƭŦ ŀƎŀƛƴΗ L ŦƻǳƴŘ ǘƘŀǘ L ŎƻǳƭŘƴϥǘ ƎŜǘ ǘƘŜ ƻƭŘ WŀƴŜǘ ōŀŎƪΦ LϥŘ ōŜŜƴ 
ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ ǘƻƻ Ƴŀƴȅ ǘǊŀǳƳŀǝŎ ŜȄǇŜǊƛŜƴŎŜǎ ŀƴŘ ǘƻƻ Ƴŀƴȅ ȅŜŀǊǎ ƘŀŘ ƎƻƴŜ ōȅ 
ǘƻ ŜǾŜǊ ŦŜŜƭ ǘƘŜ ǎŀƳŜ ŀƎŀƛƴΣ ōǳǘ L ŎƻǳƭŘ ōǳƛƭŘ ŀ ƴŜǿ ƭƛŦŜ ŦƻǊ ƳȅǎŜƭŦΦ IŜǊŜ L 
ŀƳ ƴƻǿΣ ǿƻǊƪƛƴƎ ŀǎ w¢t-{¢{ ŦŀŎƛƭƛǘŀǘƻǊ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ {ŎƘƛȊƻǇƘǊŜƴƛŀ ¢ŜǊǝŀǊȅ 
{ŜǊǾƛŎŜΣ ŀǎ ǇŀǊǘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ w¢tΦ 
 
²ƘŜƴ ǘƘŜ ǿŜŀǘƘŜǊ ƛǎ ƎƻƻŘΣ L ƻƊŜƴ ǎǇŜƴŘ Ƴȅ ōǊŜŀƪǎ ǎƛǩƴƎ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ǇŀǊƪ 
ōŜƴŎƘ ōŜƘƛƴŘ ǘƘŜ !ƭƭŀƴΦ ¢ƘǊƻǳƎƘ ǘƘŜ ǘǊŜŜǎΣ L Ŏŀƴ ǎŜŜ ǇŜƻǇƭŜ ǿŀƭƪƛƴƎ ƻǊ 
ƧƻƎƎƛƴƎ ƻƴ /ƘŜƳƛƴ hƭƳǎǘŜŘΦ 
 
5ƛŀƭƻƎǳŜ DǊƻǳǇ ŦƻǊ tŜƻǇƭŜ ²Ƙƻ IŀǾŜ 9ȄǇŜǊƛŜƴŎŜŘ tǎȅŎƘƻǎƛǎ 
 
wŀŦŀŜƭ /ƘŀǊƪȅ ƛǎ ŀ ŦƻǊƳŜǊ w¢t ƳŜƴǘƻǊΣ ƴƻǿ ŀƭǎƻ ŀ ŎŜǊǝŬŜŘ ǇŜŜǊ ǎǳǇǇƻǊǘ 
ǿƻǊƪŜǊΦ IŜ ŀƴŘ L ƘŀǾŜ ōŜŜƴ ƘƛǊŜŘ ŀǎ ŦŀŎƛƭƛǘŀǘƻǊǎ ǘƻ ƘŜƭǇ ƻǳǊ {ŎƘƛȊƻǇƘǊŜƴƛŀ 
¢ŜǊǝŀǊȅ {ŜǊǾƛŎŜǎ ό{¢{ύ ŘƛŀƭƻƎǳŜ ƎǊƻǳǇ ŀƭƻƴƎΦ wƻƴƴŀ {ŎƘǿŀǊǘȊΣ {ǳǎŀƴŀ 
/ƻǊōŀǊƛΣ aŀǧƘŜǿ tŜǘŜǊǎΣ ŀƴŘ L ƘŜƭŘ ŘƛŀƭƻƎǳŜ ƎǊƻǳǇǎ ƻǾŜǊ ǘƘŜ ǎǳƳƳŜǊ ƻŦ 
нлму ǿƛǘƘ ǇŀǝŜƴǘǎ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ {¢{Φ ¢ƘŜ ǇǳǊǇƻǎŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ƎǊƻǳǇ ƛǎ ǘƻ ŀƭƭƻǿ 
ǇŀǝŜƴǘǎ ǘƻ ǎƘŀǊŜ ǘƘŜƛǊ ŜȄǇŜǊƛŜƴŎŜǎ ƻŦ ƭƛǾƛƴƎ ǿƛǘƘ ǇǎȅŎƘƻǝŎ ŘƛǎƻǊŘŜǊǎ ŀƴŘ 
ƭŜŀǊƴ ŦǊƻƳ ŜŀŎƘ ƻǘƘŜǊΦ 
 
¢ƘŜ ƳŜŜǝƴƎǎ ŀǊŜ ƴƻǿ ƘŜƭŘ ƻƴ ¢ǳŜǎŘŀȅǎ ŦǊƻƳ мΥлл ǘƻ нΥлл ǇƳ ƛƴ ǊƻƻƳ 
tнΦмснΣ ōŜǎƛŘŜ ǘƘŜ h¢ ƪƛǘŎƘŜƴ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ǎŜŎƻƴŘ ƅƻƻǊΦ 
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! tŜŜǊ aŜƴǘƻǊΥ 

! DǳƛŘŜ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ wƻŀŘ ǘƻ wŜŎƻǾŜǊȅ 
[ǳŎ .Φ 

 
 
 
 CƻǊ ǘƘŜ ƭŀǎǘ ǘǿƻ ȅŜŀǊǎ L ƘŀǾŜ ōŜŜƴ ǘǊŜŀǘŜŘ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ aƻƻŘ 
ŘƛǎƻǊŘŜǊǎ ŎƭƛƴƛŎ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ !ƭƭŀƴ aŜƳƻǊƛŀƭ LƴǎǝǘǳǘŜΦ ! ǇǎȅŎƘƛŀǘǊƛǎǘ 
ŀƴŘ ŀƴ ƻŎŎǳǇŀǝƻƴŀƭ ǘƘŜǊŀǇƛǎǘ Ŧƻƭƭƻǿ ƳŜ ƻƴ ŀ ǊŜƎǳƭŀǊ ōŀǎƛǎΦ 
CƻǊ ǘƘŜ ƭŀǎǘ ŦŜǿ ƳƻƴǘƘǎΣ L ƘŀǾŜ ŀƭǎƻ ǎǇŜƴǘ ǝƳŜ ŜŀŎƘ ǿŜŜƪ 
ǎǇŜŀƪƛƴƎ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ŦƻǊƳŜǊ ǇŀǝŜƴǘ ǿƘƻ ǾƻƭǳƴǘŜŜǊǎ ŀǎ ŀ ǇŜŜǊ 
ƳŜƴǘƻǊΦ 
 aŀƴȅ ŦƻǊƳŜǊ ǇŀǝŜƴǘǎ ƘŀǾŜ ōŜŜƴ ǘǊŀƛƴŜŘ ǘƻ ǿƻǊƪ ŀǎ ǇŜŜǊ 
ƳŜƴǘƻǊǎ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ wŜŎƻǾŜǊȅ ¢Ǌŀƴǎƛǝƻƴ tǊƻƎǊŀƳΦ ¢ƘŜ w¢t ǿŀǎ 
ŎǊŜŀǘŜŘ ǘǿƻ ȅŜŀǊǎ ŀƎƻ ǘƻ ƳŀƪŜ ƛǘ ŜŀǎƛŜǊ ŦƻǊ ǇŜƻǇƭŜ ƭƛƪŜ ƳŜ ǘƻ 
ƳŀƪŜ ƻǳǊ ǿŀȅ ōŀŎƪ ƛƴǘƻ ǘƘŜ ŎƻƳƳǳƴƛǘȅΦ ¢ƘŜ ǿŜŜƪƭȅ ƳŜŜǝƴƎǎΣ 
ƛƴ Ƴȅ ŎŀǎŜ ǿƛǘƘ ƻƴŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǇǊƻƎǊŀƳΩǎ ǎǳǇŜǊǾƛǎƻǊǎΣ ƘŀǾŜ ƘŜƭǇŜŘ 
ƳŜ ŀ ƎǊŜŀǘ ŘŜŀƭΦ L ƎŜǘ ŀ ƭƻǘ ƻǳǘ ƻŦ ƻǳǊ ǿŜŜƪƭȅ ŎƘŀǘǎΦ 
 LǘΩǎ ǳƴǳǎǳŀƭ ǘƻ ƘŀǾŜ ŀƴ ƛƴŦƻǊƳŀƭ ǘƘŜǊŀǇŜǳǝŎ ƭƛƴƪ ǿƛǘƘ 
ƳŜƳōŜǊǎ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǘǊŜŀǘƳŜƴǘ ǘŜŀƳ ƭƛƪŜ ŀ ǇǎȅŎƘƻƭƻƎƛǎǘΣ 
ǇǎȅŎƘƛŀǘǊƛǎǘΣ ƻŎŎǳǇŀǝƻƴŀƭ ǘƘŜǊŀǇƛǎǘΣ ƻǊ ǎƻŎƛŀƭ ǿƻǊƪŜǊΦ 
²ƛǘƘ Ƴȅ ǇŜŜǊ ƳŜƴǘƻǊΣ ǿŜ ƘŀǾŜ ƳƻǊŜ ǝƳŜ ǘƻ ǘŀƭƪΦ ¢ƘŜ ƳŜƴǘƻǊ 
Ƙŀǎ ƭƛǾŜŘ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ ǎƻƳŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǎŀƳŜ ŜȄǇŜǊƛŜƴŎŜǎ ǘƘŀǘ L ƘŀǾŜ 
ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ ŀǘƳƻǎǇƘŜǊŜ ƛǎ ƳǳŎƘ ƳƻǊŜ ƛƴǝƳŀǘŜΦ ¢Ƙƛǎ ŀŎǘǎ ŀǎ ŀ 
ŎƻƳǇƭŜƳŜƴǘ ǘƻ Ƴȅ ǘƘŜǊŀǇȅ ŀƴŘ L Ŏŀƴ ƻƴƭȅ ǿŜƭŎƻƳŜ ƛǘΦ 
[ƛƪŜ ǘƘŜ ƴŀƳŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǇǊƻƎǊŀƳ ǎŀȅǎΣ ƛǘΩǎ ŘŜǎƛƎƴŜŘ ǘƻ ƘŜƭǇ ǳǎ 
ǘǊŀƴǎƛǝƻƴ ǘƻ ŀƴƻǘƘŜǊ ǇŀǊǘ ƻŦ ƻǳǊ ƭƛǾŜǎΦ 
 ²Ƙŀǘ ƳŀƪŜǎ ǘƘƛǎ ǇǊƻƎǊŀƳ ǎǇŜŎƛŀƭ ƛǎ ǘƘŜ ƴŜǳǘǊŀƭƛǘȅ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ 
ǇŜŜǊ ƳŜƴǘƻǊΦ LǘΩǎ ƴƻǘ ŀōƻǳǘ ǘǊŜŀǘƳŜƴǘ Ǉƭŀƴǎ ƻǊ ǇǊŜǎŎǊƛǇǝƻƴǎΣ 
ƛǘΩǎ ŀōƻǳǘ ǎƘŀǊƛƴƎ ŀ ǇŜǊǎƻƴŀƭ ƳŜƴǘŀƭ ƘŜŀƭǘƘ ŜȄǇŜǊƛŜƴŎŜ ǿƛǘƘ 
ǘƘŜ Ǝƻŀƭ ƻŦ ƳƻǾƛƴƎ ŦƻǊǿŀǊŘ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ǊƻŀŘ ǘƻ ǊŜŎƻǾŜǊȅΦ 
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RTP Reads 
 

We read books to find out who we are. What other people, real or 
imaginary, do and think and feel... is an essential guide to our 
understanding of what we ourselves are and may become. 

                  ˈUrsula K. LeGuin 
 
In RTP Reads, we meet to discuss literature from 2:00 to 4:00pm, on the first  
Thursday of the month, in the RTP Resource Room (P2.036) at the Allan. 
Everybody is welcome. 
 

WǳƴŜΥ {ƛƎǊƛŘ wŀǳǎƛƴƎΩǎ aŀȅƘŜƳ 
 

WǳƭȅΥ {ǳǎŀƴ /ƘƻƛΩǎ !ƳŜǊƛŎŀƴ ²ƻƳŀƴ 
 

!ǳƎǳǎǘΥ wƻōŜǊǘƻ .ƻƭŀƷƻΩǎ .ȅ bƛƎƘǘ ƛƴ /ƘƛƭŜ 
 

{ŜǇǘŜƳōŜǊΥ 9ƛƳŜŀǊ aŎ.ǊƛŘŜΩǎ ! DƛǊƭ Lǎ ŀ IŀƭŦ-CƻǊƳ ¢ƘƛƴƎ  
 

hŎǘƻōŜǊΥ wŀōƛƘ !ƭŀƳŜŘŘƛƴŜΩǎ !ƴ ¦ƴƴŜŎŜǎǎŀǊȅ ²ƻƳŀƴ 

 
 
 
 
 

bƻǾŜƳōŜǊΥ DǳƴƴƘƛƭŘ qȅŜƘŀǳƎΩǎ Yƴƻǘǎ 

https://www.google.com/url?sa=t&rct=j&q=&esrc=s&source=web&cd=15&cad=rja&uact=8&ved=2ahUKEwjDzZO1wP_hAhUBmVkKHVn6A9IQFjAOegQIBRAB&url=https%3A%2F%2Fus.macmillan.com%2Fbooks%2F9780374181673&usg=AOvVaw3VnfrYV3JNSGqDc5gGn9i3
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 Unexpected Things That Helped With Recovery 

 
A Collaborative Piece 

Cooking! Learning to cook more 
things and learning that I was actually 
capable of cooking at all helped me to 
feel more confident in trying new 
things. Finding new recipes forced me 
to go to the grocery store, helping me 
to work on my agoraphobia. I was so 
excited and motivated that I didnôt 
even think about my phobia. Cooking 
helped me feel able and responsible.       
                                              ðCami 

Swimming! During the 
summer that I stopped 
drinking and smoking, 
my apartment had an 
outdoor  pool. I found 
myself diving into it 
many times when I 
was having ñcravingsò. 
It would calm me 
down, energized me, 
distract me ð 
whatever was needed. 
Sometimes Iôd work off 
stress and other times Iôd just play or float. I kept it up through the 
rest of the year at indoor pools. Thereôs something about the light 
breaking through the water, the temperature contrasts, the splashy 
sounds ð all these things make me feel good physically and 
mentally. As a bonus, it also helps enormously with my Seasonal 
Affective Disorder, maybe because when Iôm in the pool it doesnôt 
look or feel like winter. ðCecelia 

Taking courses. After experiencing severe 
clinical depression, I was given ECT, lots of 
therapy, and antidepressants. These 
treatments worked well to relieve the worst of 
my depressive thoughts, but they didnôt make 
me feel fully engaged with life. Then I 
discovered a liberal arts institute. Taking, and 
now leading courses for curious people with 
a passion for learning has been life-affirming 
for me. 
            ðImogen 

Writing before falling asleep. I devel-
oped a habit of slowly adding onto a 
fantasy story I was working on right as 
I started to feel sleepy after hearing 
that writing while sleepy was the best 
time to write. The process got my 
brain working hard, but in a relaxing 
way, and I would keep going until I 
was about to pass out with my pen in 
my hand. The stimulation helped clear 
my mind of my anxieties and my sto-
ries found their way into my dreams, 
keeping my PTSD nightmares at bay. 
             ðCami 
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Taking courses. After experiencing severe 
clinical depression, I was given ECT, lots of 
therapy, and antidepressants. These 
treatments worked well to relieve the worst of 
my depressive thoughts, but they didnôt make 
me feel fully engaged with life. Then I 
discovered a liberal arts institute. Taking, and 
now leading courses for curious people with 
a passion for learning has been life-affirming 
for me. 
            ðImogen 

My cat. Heôs just the best. Soft and warm 
and makes a reassuring noise when I pet 
him. Loud noises freak him out but he 
always comes back. ðGregory 
 

Writing before falling asleep. I devel-
oped a habit of slowly adding onto a 
fantasy story I was working on right as 
I started to feel sleepy after hearing 
that writing while sleepy was the best 
time to write. The process got my 
brain working hard, but in a relaxing 
way, and I would keep going until I 
was about to pass out with my pen in 
my hand. The stimulation helped clear 
my mind of my anxieties and my sto-
ries found their way into my dreams, 
keeping my PTSD nightmares at bay. 
             ðCami 
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I found that distraction helped me a lot when I 
was overwhelmed with consuming thoughts. I 
would distract myself by listening to really loud 
music or doing some activity that would require 
my full concentration, such as drawing. ðJoe 

I hit people with sticks. ðChan, 2k18/19 
www.facebook.com/JulieDelislePhoto 

Adult colouring. While I was in the Day 
Program at the Allan, a fellow patient 
introduced me to adult colouring books. 
They werenôt mandalas, which didnôt re-
ally interest me much. These books con-
tained lovely pictures that came in an 
array of designs. I was given a book by 
this patient because I saw her using one 
and thought Iôd like to try it. Well, it has 
caught on like fire. I followed some tuto-
rials on YouTube. I can spend quite a bit 
of time discovering new colour combina-
tions, blending, and other techniques. I truly love it. Just shows 
you how we can all help each other. I knitted some dog squeaky 
toys for this patient, as she volunteers for a charity finding new 
homes for dogs. We are all connected somehow. ðJo 
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[ƻǊǎǉǳŜ /ŜŎŜƭƛŀΣ ǇŀƛǊ-ƳŜƴǘƻǊ ŀǳ ǇǊƻƎǊŀƳƳŜ ŘŜ ǘǊŀƴǎƛǝƻƴ Ŝǘ ŘŜ 
ǊŞǘŀōƭƛǎǎŜƳŜƴǘ όt¢wύΣ  ƳΩŀ ŀǇǇǊƻŎƘŞ ǇƻǳǊ ǉǳŜ ƧŜ Ǿƻǳǎ ǊŜƭŀǘŜ 
ǉǳŜƭǉǳŜǎ Ǉŀƴǎ ŘŜ Ƴƻƴ ǇŀǊŎƻǳǊǎ ǇǊƻŦŜǎǎƛƻƴƴŜƭǎΣ ƧŜ ƴΩŀƛ Ǉŀǎ ƘŞǎƛǘŞΦ 
tŀǊŎŜ ǉǳŜ ŎΩŜǎǘ ōƛŜƴ ƭΩƘƛǎǘƻƛǊŜ ŘΩǳƴŜ ǾƛŜΣ Ǉƭǳǎ ŘŜ ǘǊŜƴǘŜ ŀƴƴŞŜǎ Ł 
ǆǳǾǊŜǊ ŀǳ ǎŜƛƴ ŘŜǎ Ǉƭǳǎ ōŜƭƭŜǎ ŞǉǳƛǇŜǎ ŘŜ ǎƻƛƴǎ Ŝƴ ǇǎȅŎƘƛŀǘǊƛŜΣ 
ƴƻǘŀƳƳŜƴǘ ŎŜƭƭŜǎ ŘŜǎ Lƴǎǝǘǳǘǎ 5ƻǳƎƭŀǎ ŘŜ ±ŜǊŘǳƴ Ŝǘ tƘƛƭƛǇǇŜ tƛƴŜƭ 
ŘŜ aƻƴǘǊŞŀƭΣ wŜƘŀō 5ŀȅ /ŜƴǘǊŜ όw5/ύ Ŝǘ Řǳ ¢Ǌŀƴǎƛǝƻƴŀƭ 5ŀȅ 
tǊƻƎǊŀƳ ό¢5tύ ŘŜ ƭΩIƾǇƛǘŀƭ DŞƴŞǊŀƭΣ Řǳ /ŜƴǘǊŜ DǊƛŶǘƘ 9ŘǿŀǊŘǎ Ŝǘ 
ŜƴŬƴ ŘŜ ƭŀ aƛǎǎƛƻƴ Ŝƴ {ŀƴǘŞ aŜƴǘŀƭŜ Řǳ !ƭƭŀƴ aŜƳƻǊƛŀƭΦ 

/ΩŜǎǘ ŀǇǊŝǎ ƳŜǎ ŘƛǇƭƻƳŀǝƻƴǎ Ŝƴ ǇǎȅŎƘƻŞŘǳŎŀǝƻƴ Ŝǘ Ŝƴ ŀƴŘǊŀƎƻƎƛŜ 
ŘŜ ƭΩ¦5a ǉǳŜ ƧŜ ǘǊŀǾŀƛƭƭŜ ŎƻƴƧƻƛƴǘŜƳŜƴǘ ŎƻƳƳŜ ŀƎŜƴǘŜ ŘŜ ǊŜƭŀǝƻƴ 
ƘǳƳŀƛƴŜ Ł ƭΩLƴǎǝǘǳǘ 5ƻǳƎƭŀǎ Ŝǘ Ł ǝǘǊŜ ŘŜ ǎƻŎƛƻ-ǘƘŞǊŀǇŜǳǘŜ Ł ƭΩLƴǎǝǘǳǘ 
tƘƛƭƛǇǇŜ tƛƴŜƭ Υ ŜƳǇƭƻƛ ŘǳǉǳŜƭ ƧŜ ŘŞƳƛǎǎƛƻƴƴŜǊŀƛ ŀǇǊŝǎ п ŀƴƴŞŜǎ ǇƻǳǊ 
ƳŜ ŘƛǊƛƎŜǊ ǾŜǊǎ ƭΩŜƴǎŜƛƎƴŜƳŜƴǘ ǎǇŞŎƛŀƭƛǎŞŜΦ /Ŝ ǇŀǊŎƻǳǊǎ Ŝƴ 
ŀŘŀǇǘŀǝƻƴ ǎŎƻƭŀƛǊŜ ƳŜ ǎǳƛǾǊŀ ŘŜǇǳƛǎΗ  WΩȅ ŀƛ Ŧŀƛǘ ŘŜ ƴƻƳōǊŜǳǎŜǎ 
ǊŜƴŎƻƴǘǊŜǎ ƳŀǊǉǳŀƴǘŜǎ Řƻƴǘ ƭŜ ǘǊŝǎ ǎȅƳǇŀǘƘƛǉǳŜ 5Ǌ 5Φ.ƭƻƻƳΣ 

ор !ƴǎ 5Ŝ wŜƭŀǝƻƴ 5ΩŀƛŘŜ 
Line Riendeau 
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ǇǎȅŎƘƛŀǘǊŜ Ł ƭΩLƴǎǝǘǳǘ 5ƻǳƎƭŀǎΣ 
ŀŘƳƛǊŀōƭŜ ǇŀǊ ƭŀ ƧǳǎǘŜǎǎŜ ŘŜ ǎŜǎ 
ǇǊƻǇƻǎΦ 9ǘ ǉǳŜ ŘƛǊŜ ŘŜ Ƴŀ 
ŎƻƭƭŝƎǳŜ ŘŜ ǘƻǳƧƻǳǊǎΣ 9ƭƛȊŀōŜǘƘ 
DƭǳŎƘΣ ƎǊŀƴŘŜ ŀŎǝǾƛǎǘŜ Ŝǘ 
ŘŞŦŜƴŘŜǊŜǎǎŜ ŘŜ ƭŀ ŎŀǳǎŜ Ŝƴ 
ǎŀƴǘŞ ƳŜƴǘŀƭŜΦ 5Şōǳǘǎ ǇŀǊŦƻƛǎ 
ǇŞǊƛƭƭŜǳȄΣ Řŀƴǎ ƭŜǎ ǎŀƭƭŜǎΣ ƭƻŎŀǳȄ Ŝǘ 
ŎƭŀǎǎŜǎ ŘŜǎ Lƴǎǝǘǳǘǎ tƛƴŜƭ Ŝǘ 
5ƻǳƎƭŀǎ ŀǳǇǊŝǎ ŘŜ ŎƭƛŜƴǘŝƭŜǎ 
ǇǊŞǎŜƴǘŀƴǘ ŘŜǎ ǘǊƻǳōƭŜǎ 
ǇǎȅŎƘƛŀǘǊƛǉǳŜǎ ŎƻƳǇƭŜȄŜǎ Řƻƴǘ 
ǇƭǳǎƛŜǳǊǎ ǳƴƛǘŞǎ ŦŜǊƳŞŜǎΦ   bƻǳǎ 
ƎŀǊŘƻƴǎ ǘƻǳƧƻǳǊǎ ǳƴ ŦŀƛōƭŜ ǇƻǳǊ 
ƴƻǎ ǇǊŜƳƛŜǊǎ ŀƳƻǳǊǎ Υ œΩŜǎǘ Ƴƻƴ 
Ŏŀǎ ǇƻǳǊ ŎŜ ƭƛŜǳΣ ŜƴŎƻǊŜ 
ŀǳƧƻǳǊŘΩƘǳƛ ŎƘŜǊ Ł ƳŜǎ ȅŜǳȄΗ 
{ǳƛǾǊƻƴǘΣ Ŝƴ нллл ǳƴ 
ǊŜƳŀƴƛŜƳŜƴǘ ŘŜǎ /ƻƳƳƛǎǎƛƻƴǎ 
{ŎƻƭŀƛǊŜǎ ǉǳƛ ŜƴǘǊŀƞƴŜǊƻƴǘ ŘŜǎ 
ǊŞŀũŜŎǘŀǝƻƴǎ ŘŜ ǇƻǎǘŜǎ ǇƻǳǊ 
ǇƭǳǎƛŜǳǊǎ ǇǊƻŦǎΣ ƳΩŀƳŜƴŀƴǘ ǾŜǊǎ 
ƭŀ ŘŜǳȄƛŝƳŜ ƳƻƛǝŞ ŘŜ Ƴƻƴ 
ǇŀǊŎƻǳǊǎΣ ŎŜƭǳƛ Řǳ /¦{aΦ WŜ ǝŜƴǎ 
ƛŎƛΣ Ł ŦŀƛǊŜ ǳƴ Ŏƭƛƴ ŘΩǆƛƭ ǎǇŞŎƛŀƭ Ł 
Ƴƻƴ ŀƴŎƛŜƴ ŎƻƭƭŝƎǳŜ ŘŜ ǘǊŀǾŀƛƭΣ 
5ŀƴƛŜƭ DƻƛƴΣ ǉǳƛ ŀǳǊŀ ǾŀƛƴŎǳ 
ǇŀǊǝŜƭƭŜƳŜƴǘ ǳƴŜ ǊŀǾŀƎŜǳǎŜ 
ƳŀƭŀŘƛŜΤ ζ ¢ΩŜǎ ǳƴ ŎƘŀƳǇƛƻƴ 
5ŀƴƛŜƭ ηΦ   CƻǊǘŜ ŘŜ ƳŜǎ 
ŜȄǇŞǊƛŜƴŎŜǎ Ł tƛƴŜƭ Ŝǘ ŀǳ 5ƻǳƎƭŀǎ 
ƧΩŀǊǊƛǾŜ ŘƻƴŎ ŀǳ DŞƴŞǊŀƭ 
ƳΩƛƴǘŞƎǊŀƴǘ ŀǳȄ ŞǉǳƛǇŜǎ Řǳ w5/Σ 
¢5t Ŝǘ DǊƛŶǘƘ 9ŘǿŀǊŘǎΣ Ł ƭŜǳǊǎ 
ǘşǘŜǎ ǊŜǎǇŜŎǝǾŜƳŜƴǘ ƭŜǎ 5ǊǎΦ [ǳƛǎ 

Sadia, participant in Line's art class 
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±ŀŎŀƅƻǊΣ ƭŀ ǊŜƎǊŜǧŞŜ 5ǊŜΦ aŀǊƛŜ
-CǊŀƴŎŜ .ƻǳŘǊŜŀǳƭǘ Ŝǘ Dŀƛƭ 
DŀǳǘƘƛŜǊΦ {ǳǇŜǊǎ 
ŀǇǇǊŜƴǝǎǎŀƎŜǎΣ ōŜŀǳȄ ŘŞŬǎ 
Ƴŀƛǎ ŘŜ ŎƻǳǊǘŜ ŘǳǊŞŜΣ ŎŀǊ нллр 
ǎƻƴƴŀƴǘΣ ƭŜ /ŜƴǘǊŜ ŘŜ 
wŞŀŘŀǇǘŀǝƻƴ ŦŜǊƳŜǊŀ ǎƻƴ 
ǇǊƻƎǊŀƳƳŜ ǇƻǳǊ ǎŜ ŦǳǎƛƻƴƴŜǊ 
ŀǳȄ ŞǉǳƛǇŜǎ Řǳ !ƭƭŀƴ aŜƳƻǊƛŀƭΦ 
5ŜǇǳƛǎΣ ƧŜ ŎƻƎƛǘŜΣ ƧΩƛƴǘŜǊǾƛŜƴǎ Ŝǘ 
ƧΩŜƴǎŜƛƎƴŜ Řŀƴǎ ƭŜǎ ƭƻŎŀǳȄ tо-
лон Ŝǘ tн-мслΣ ǊŜǎǇŜŎǝǾŜƳŜƴǘ 
ζ ƭƻŎŀƭ ŘΩƛƴǘŞƎǊŀǝƻƴ ŀǳ ǘǊŀǾŀƛƭ ϧ 
ƭƻŎŀƭ ŘΩŀǊǘ ǇƭŀǎǝǉǳŜ η !ǾŜŎ ƳƻƛΣ 
Řǳ ǇŜǊǎƻƴƴŜƭ ƘƻǊǎ ǇŀƛǊΗ  WŜ ƴŜ 
Ǿƻǳǎ ƴƻƳƳŜǊŀƛ Ǉŀǎ ǘƻǳǎΣ Ǿƻǳǎ 
Ǿƻǳǎ ǊŜŎƻƴƴŀƞǘǊŜȊΗ 5Ŝǎ ŀǘŜƭƛŜǊǎ 
ǘƻǳǎ Ǉƭǳǎ ǾŀǊƛŞǎ ƭŜǎ ǳƴǎ ǉǳŜ ƭŜǎ 
ŀǳǘǊŜǎ Υ ǳƴŜ ŀũŜŎǝƻƴ 
ǇŀǊǝŎǳƭƛŝǊŜ ǇƻǳǊ ƭŜǎ ŀǊǘǎΣ ƭŜǎ 
ƭŀƴƎǳŜǎΣ ƭŀ ǘŜŎƘƴƻ όƻǊŘƛǎύΣ ƭŜǎ 
ǎǳƛǾƛǎ ŀŎŀŘŞƳƛǉǳŜǎ ŀƛƴǎƛ ǉǳΩǳƴ 
ǇŜǝǘ ŘŜǊƴƛŜǊ ζ ƭŀ ǊŜƳŞŘƛŀǝƻƴ 
ŎƻƎƴƛǝǾŜ η ŎƘŜȊ ƭŜǎ ƧŜǳƴŜǎΦ !ǳ ŬƴŀƭΣ ƧΩŀŎŎƻƳǇŀƎƴŜ ƳŜǎ ŞǘǳŘƛŀƴǘǎ 
ǾŜǊǎ ǳƴŜ ƎŜǎǝƻƴ ŘƛũŞǊŜƴǘŜ ŘŜ ƭŜǳǊ ǉǳƻǝŘƛŜƴΣ ƻũǊŀƴǘ ǳƴŜ ǎǘŀōƛƭƛǘŞ 
Řŀƴǎ ƭŀ ƳƻǳǾŀƴŎŜ Ŝǘ ƭŜ ǉǳŜǎǝƻƴƴŜƳŜƴǘ ŘŜ ƭŜǳǊǎ ŎŜƴǘǊŜǎ ŘΩƛƴǘŞǊşǘǎ Υ 
ƭŜ ōǳǘ ǳƭǝƳŜ Şǘŀƴǘ ƭŀ ǇƻǎǎƛōƛƭƛǘŞ ŘΩǳƴŜ ǊŞƛƴǎŜǊǝƻƴ ǎƻŎƛŀƭŜ ǉǳŜƭƭŜ 
ǉǳΩŜƭƭŜ ǎƻƛΦ 

¢ǊŜƴǘŜ ŀƴƴŞŜǎ Ǉƭǳǎ ǘŀǊŘΣ ŎǳǊƛƻǎƛǘŞ Ŝǘ ŞƳŜǊǾŜƛƭƭŜƳŜƴǘ ƳΩŀƴƛƳŜƴǘ 
ǘƻǳƧƻǳǊǎΗ 
 
wŜƳŜǊŎƛŜƳŜƴǘǎ ǎǇŞŎƛŀǳȄ  
Ł /ŜŎŜƭƛŀ ±ŀƴƛŜǊΣ 
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I: Existential philosophy emphasizes the importance of meaning, 
freedom, and authenticity. Striving to achieve these values often 
creates a sense of confusion or dread in the face of an apparently 
meaningless world. How does this philosophical view translate into 
psychotherapy? 

In other words, what is existential therapy? 

Dr W: Existential therapy asks questions that deal with an individual 
patientôs reality. It asks ñhow does that reality affect the patient?ò 
More generally, it asks ñhow do we view our sense of agency or free 
will?ò Either we feel condemned to victimhood by some force or 
other, or we take responsibility for the choices weôve made. 
Existential therapy tries to look at the most fundamental realization, 
our ultimate aloneness in the universe. Often the only way of using 
that aloneness, which for many people is extraordinarily painful, is to 
feel connection. Lucky people find connection with intimate others. 
Some people find connection with a cause. And if therapy can offer a 
sense of connection, even if itôs just with the therapist, thatôs also a 
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valid way of understanding how this therapy works. 

In previous generations people often found connection in religion, in 
belonging to a congregation. That doesnôt seem to have the same 
appeal, the same power, to create that sense of connection. And thatôs 
why more people are turning to different forms of therapy. 

Are there more crazy people since religion has lost its role? 

Interesting question, because that implies that we understand what it 
means to be crazy. And thatôs a tricky question. I think there may be 
more lonely people. Yes, there is a loneliness epidemic. More and 
more people complain of loneliness. 

Are there more ñcrazyò people, though? The reason Iôm interested in 
that question is because I think weôre changing our idea of what it 
means to be crazy. And weôre extending it far further than what we 
used to understand as crazy, or out of reality, or unable to function. 
Now we are using mental health labels to categorize people who are 
unique, people who are eccentric. If I talk about mental illness, I want 
to talk about mental illness in a way that makes it clear what we are 
referring toðprofound incapacitating depression, or psychosis that is 
interfering with peopleôs functionality, or personalities that lead to 
erratic relationships. I donôt want to pathologize people who are 
comfortable being alone or unusual in their way of presenting 
themselves. 

Are there certain conditions that are more suited to existential 
therapy? Or certain people who are more suited to it? 

There are two distinct ways of understanding existential therapy. First 
of all, there are the themes that often inform the content of the 
dialogue and the exchange. The themes are things that Iôve 
mentioned: 1) understanding meaning and meaningless, 2) isolation, 
3) free will and responsibility, 4) mortality. 

And then there is the question of how existential therapy views the 
process of therapy. And thatôs really more important, because the 
existential therapist views  therapy as an encounter between two 
people. And, as much as possible, itôs not hierarchical. The therapist 
isnôt there to interpret, or to diagnose or to classify. The therapist is 
there to be with another human being. We are all human; the therapist 
doesnôt view him/herself as having any particular advantage in terms 
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of their humanity. They may have some knowledge based on reading, 
training, etc, but they and the patient are fellow travellers. We all 
experience the struggles of what it means to be human. 

So, if we look at that kind of encounter as being fundamental, then 
we can say that a therapist is being existentially involved whether 
they are doing inpatient work and giving medication, whether itôs an 
emergency encounter, whether itôs working with a couple or family, 
or whether itôs working with a high-functioning philosophy professor 
in therapy. What is transacted may be quite different, but the attitude 
needs to maintain that sense of wanting to encounter the other, to use 
Martin Buberôs phrase, ñthe bold swinging into the other,ò or Heinz 
Kohutôs term, trying to experience ñvicarious introspection.ò 
Vicarious introspection, attempting to understand what another 
person is experiencing by really taking it into oneself and then 
introspecting and trying to understand it more fully. That attitude I 
think travels well in a variety of encounters in different settings. 

Regardless of diagnosisé 

Yes. I may be trying to be existentially involved in deciding whether 
the medication Iôm giving someone is appropriate, or listening to 
their concerns about side effects. Sure. The content of the dialogue is 
about medication, but understanding it is from the point of view of 
how is this affecting this particular person. 

Are there people for whom existential therapy would not be helpful? 

Every therapist has a particular approach to therapy. The patient 
needs to feel that the fit is good. If Iôm seeing somebody and Iôm 
being my usual existential self and the patient says, ñWell, tell me, 
Dr, what should I do?ò Iôll say, ñI donôt live in your skin. I canôt tell 
you what you should do. I can help you look at options. Tell me what 
options you see.ò I donôt want to take away their autonomy. 

But some people want to be told what to do. And for them, a different 
approach might be better, say, a behavioural approach that says, 
ñHereôs what you should do, you should expose yourself to that 
stimulus that makes you upset. If youôre afraid of spiders you should 
go to an insectarium and look at spiders in a cage, imagine thereôs a 
spider in the rooméò And that works! Cognitive Behaviour Therapy, 
whereôs thereôs homework, aimed at understanding which distorted 
thoughts are impeding somebodyôs progress, and working on those 
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thoughtsðthat works. But itôs not something that I personally feel 
comfortable doing. But if people want that, I can refer them. 

Is existential therapy practised in various different psychiatric units? 

One of my more enjoyable responsibilities here is to be the 
psychiatric consultant to the couples and sex therapy unit. And thatôs 
a really well-functioning unit. They get a lot of referrals. Sometimes 
referrals are individuals who have a sexual problem. And sometimes 
the referral is for a couple, but then the question is ñwhatôs a 
couple?ò And itôs a bit of a joke, but itôs quite seriousðif two people 
donôt have a mortgage or kids or a pet, theyôre not a couple that is 
likely to benefit from couples therapy. There needs to be something 
that binds people together. 

If people think theyôre a couple because theyôve known each other 
for six months or are living together but arenôt sure what they want to 
do next, theyôre not going to get anything from couples therapy. The 
advantage of couples therapy is helping people negotiate the 
inevitable, often existential, difficulties of a relationship because 
thereôs something worth fighting for. And something worth fighting 
for canôt just be love. Because that becomes less important as time 
goes by. 

So love isnôt enough? But it doesnôt hurt? 

No, love doesnôt hurt. But it really isnôt enough. Because people 
confuse love with infatuation, love with lust. And those things are 
lovely, but they donôt provide the sustenance that a long-term 
relationship needs. You know what there needs to be? Respect. 
Respect is really important. If people disagree, but respect each other, 
thatôs a good thing. I can deal with disagreement. But if thereôs 
devaluation, and if thereôs ridicule, and if thereôs a sense of 
resentmenténot good. 

What are your success rates with existential therapy? 

I donôt know. When I do therapy, Iôm working with an individual. 
Iôm not interested in having them fill out scales of how depressed 
they are. Iôm not interested in videotaping my sessions. I donôt want 
anything to interrupt my only focus, which is trying to be there for 
the person. 
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How do you know when therapy is working? 

When I supervise people, they often have questions about whether 
therapy is going well, and I say, ñif your patient is coming back, they 
must be getting something from it.ò None of the people I supervise 
use the cudgel of saying to somebody who expresses discontent, 
ñyouôre resisting therapy,ò making the patientôs frustration with 
therapy a sign of their psychological state, as opposed to saying, 
ñTherapyôs not going well; letôs do something about it.ò Iôd never tell 
a patient the fact that theyôre not sure whether they want to come 
back is because they donôt want to deal with the issues weôre talking 
about. I donôt buy that. I donôt think any existential therapist buys 
that kind of stuff. 

But some therapists do? 

Some therapists do, and it comes from a much more classical 
psychoanalytic model, in which the therapist has an idea of whatôs 
going on, and because they want the patient to have insight, they try 
to impress the patient with their knowledge of whatôs going on in the 
patient, and if the patient is resisting it (thatôs the word, resisting), itôs 
because of some need to defend against thinking of those things. 

Iôll go back to something we talked about before--how does an 
existential therapist understand what is happening in the therapy. The 
easy answer is that what is experienced is real. Itôs real; real feelings 
that both the therapist and the patient have. Real feelings. Not 
transferential. Not feelings that emanated from a childhood 
experience. There is something going on in the therapy that evokes 
those kinds of feelings and the therapist needs to take responsibility 
for recognizing why these feelings are emerging, both in himself/
herself, or in the patient. Because theyôre real. I always feel when 
therapists talk about the power of transference, theyôre getting away 
from something vital. Irvin Yalom talks about that, and he has had 
great influence on many therapists. 

Thereôs another writer, Stephen Mitchell, who wrote a book called 
Hope and Dread in Psychoanalysis. Itôs a particular branch of 
psychoanalysis called self-psychology, but it is very like existential 
therapy because he talks about the realness of the encounter; he calls 
it a co-created relationship. A therapist is involved in the interaction 
and has an influence on what the patient is experiencing. Just as the 
patient has an influence on what the therapist is experiencing. 
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Understanding that dynamic is essential in this kind of therapy, 
existential therapy. 

How widely practised is existential therapy? 

We at McGill are still trying to promote psychotherapy as a 
legitimate treatment modality that should be practised by 
psychiatrists. But itôs not always the case in medical schools. Short-
term treatments, manualized treatments, and pharmacology are the 
major treatments. And of those schools that emphasize 
psychotherapy, most of them emphasize time-limited psychotherapy. 
Existential or humanistic psychotherapy tends not to be as rigid about 
time limits. 

There is a book called Of Two Minds: The Growing Split in American 
Psychiatry. It examines the shift in a US training program towards a 
heavily bio-medical bias. Between 1995 and 2005 the emphasis on 
bio-sciences (psychopharmacology, neuroscience, brain imagingé) 
went from 80% to 95%. So now, only 5% of psychiatric training is 
psycho-social; that is teaching people about relationships and about 
the impact of social phenomena on mental illness and mental health. 
That training program, which is probably representative, emphasized 
treating disease and giving medication, and not on looking at, as the 
existentialists would say, the person. 

There are not many people in Montreal, on the English side (there are 
more on the French side) who call themselves existential therapists. 
But, in the States, I know when Yalom speaks at APA conferences 
and mega psychotherapy conferences, the talks are to overflow 
audiences. So I know there is an interest. 
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[Ŝ Ƙǳƛǎ Ŏƭƻǎ Ŝǎǘ ǳƴŜ ŜƴǝǘŞ 
5ƻƴǘ ƻƴ ǎŜ ŎŀƭŜ Ł ǊŜƎŀǊŘŜǊ ƭŜǎ ƳǳǊǎ 
ό5ƻƴǘ-ƻƴ ǎŜ ŎƻƴŦƻƴŘ Ł Ŝƴ ǊŜƎŀǊŘŜǊ ƭŜǎ ƳǳǊǎύ 
WŜ ƴŜ ǎŀƛǎ Ǉŀǎ ǎƛ ƧŜ ǎǳƛǎ ŘŜƘƻǊǎ ƻǳ ŘŜŘŀƴǎ 
WŜ ǎǳƛǎ ǳƴ Ƙǳƛǎ Ŏƭƻǎ 
9ǘ ƧŜ ƳŜ ŎƻƎƴŜ ŀǳ Ŏƭƻǎ όŎƭƾǘύ ƧǳȄǘŀǇƻǎŞ 
9ǎǘ-ŎŜ ƭŜ ǝŜƴΚ 9ǎǘ-ŎŜ ƭŜ ƳƛŜƴΚ 
[Ŝǎ ǇŜƴǘŜǎ ƘŜȄŀƎƻƴŀƭŜǎ 
tƭƻƴƎŜƴǘ Ŝƴ Ƴƻƛ 
9ƭƭŜǎ ƳŜ ŎƻƴŦƻƴŘŜƴǘ Ŝǘ ƳŜ ǘŜƴŘŜƴǘ 
 
WŜ ǎƻǊǎΣ ƧŜ ǊŜǎǘŜ 
WŜ ƳƻƴǘŜΣ ƧŜ ǇǊŜǎǎŜ 
 
[ŀ ōŀǊǊƛŝǊŜ ŘŜǊǊƛŝǊŜ ŜƭƭŜ Ŝǎǘ ŦŜǊǊƛŝǊŜΤ 
{ƻƴ ƻǊ ƳŜ ǊŜƅŝǘŜ ƭΩŀƭƭƛŀƎŜΣ 
[Ω;ǘƘŜǊ Ŝǎǘ ǎƻƴ ƳŀǊƛŀƎŜΣ 
{ƻǳũǊŀƴŎŜ ŀǳ ǎǘȅƭƻΦ 
[Ŝǎ ƳǳǊǎ Ŝǘ ƭŜǳǊ ŎƘŀƻǎ 
[ŀ ōŀǊǊƛŝǊŜ Ŝǎǘ ǇǊƛǎƻƴƴƛŝǊŜ 
WǳǎǘŜ Ł ŎƾǘŞ ŘŜ ǎŜǎ ǇƛŜŘǎΦ 
WŜ ƭŀ ŘƛǎǘŀƴŎƛŜ Ŝǘ ƭŀ ƴŀǊƎǳŜ 
{ƻƴ Ǉƭŀƴ Ŝǎǘ ƭƛƴŞŀƛǊŜ 
9ƭƭŜ ƳŜ ǎŀƭǳŜ ŀǳ ǇŀǎǎŀƎŜΦ 
 
[Ŝ Ƙǳƛǎ Ŏƭƻǎ Ŝǎǘ ǳƴŜ ŜƴǝǘŞΦ 
WŜ ŦŀœƻƴƴŜΦ WŜ ǎƻƴƴŜ 
aŜǎ ƳƻǳǾŜƳŜƴǘǎ ƭΩŞŎƘŀǇǇŜƴǘ ŘŜ ƧǳǎǘŜǎǎŜΦ 
 
[Ŝǎ ǎȅƴŀǇǎŜǎ ƭŜ ŎŜǊƴŜƴǘ Ŝǘ ƭŜ ǇǊƻƧŜǧŜƴǘ 
[Ŝ Ƙǳƛǎ Ŏƭƻǎ Ŝǎǘ ǳƴŜ ŜƴǝǘŞ Řǳ ŎŜǊǾŜŀǳ. 
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hǾŜǊ ǘƘŜ ȅŜŀǊǎΣ L ƘŀǾŜ ƘŀŘ ŀ ƭƻǘ ƻŦ ǎǳƛŎƛŘŀƭ ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘǎ ŀƴŘ ŀǧŜƳǇǘǎΦ L 
ǿƻǳƭŘ ǇǳǊǇƻǎŜŦǳƭƭȅ ƻǾŜǊŘƻǎŜ ƻƴ Ƴȅ ǇƛƭƭǎΦ ¢ƻ ǘƘƛǎ ŘŀȅΣ L ǊŜƎǊŜǘ ŀƭƭ ǘƘŜ Ǉŀƛƴ 
ǘƘŀǘ L Ǉǳǘ Ƴȅ ŦŀƳƛƭȅ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘΣ ŀƴŘ ŜǾŜǊȅ ƳƻƳŜƴǘ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƘŜȅ ǿŜǊŜ ƘǳǊǘ ōȅ 
Ƴȅ ƛƭƭƴŜǎǎΦ .ǳǘ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ǝƳŜΣ L ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ŬƎǳǊŜ ƻǳǘ ǿƘƻ L ǿŀǎΣ ŀƴŘ ǿƘŀǘ Ƴȅ 
ƭƛŦŜ ǿŀǎ ŀōƻǳǘΦ 

L ōƭŀƳŜ ƳȅǎŜƭŦ ŦƻǊ Ƴȅ ƳƻǘƘŜǊΩǎ ŘŜŀǘƘΦ L ƘǳǊǘ Ƴȅ ǇŀǊŜƴǘǎ ǎƻ ŘŜŜǇƭȅ ŀƴŘ L 
ƘƻǇŜ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƘŜȅ ŦƻǊƎŀǾŜ ƳŜ ŦƻǊ ǿƘŀǘ LΩŘ ŘƻƴŜΦ aȅ ǇŀǊŜƴǘǎ ƘŀŘ ōŜŜƴ ǘƘŜ 
ƻƴƭȅ ǇŜƻǇƭŜ ǿƘƻΩŘ ǎƘƻǿƴ ƳŜ ǿƘŀǘ ƭƻǾŜ ƛǎΦ  L ƳƛǎǎŜŘ Ƴȅ ǇŀǊŜƴǘǎ ǎƻ ƳǳŎƘ 
ǘƘŀǘ L ǿŀƴǘŜŘ ǘƻ ŘƛŜΣ ǘƻ ōŜ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜƳ ŀƎŀƛƴΦ 

hƴ !ǇǊƛƭ мрǘƘΣ нлмлΣ L ǎǘŀǊǘŜŘ ǘƻ ǘŀƭƪ ǘƻ ƳȅǎŜƭŦΣ ŀƴŘ ǘƻ DƻŘΦ L ŀǎƪŜŘ DƻŘ 
ǘƻ ǘŀƪŜ ƳŜ ƻǳǘ ƻŦ Ƴȅ ƳƛǎŜǊȅΧ 

¢ƘŜǊŜ ǿŜǊŜ ŀ ƭƻǘ ƻŦ ǿƛǘƴŜǎǎŜǎ ǿƘƻ ǎŀǿ ƳŜ ƧǳƳǇΦ ¢ƘŜȅ ǘƻƭŘ ƳŜ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƘŜȅ 
ŎƻǳƭŘ ƘŜƭǇ ƳŜΣ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƘŜȅ ǿƻǳƭŘ Ŏŀƭƭ ŦƻǊ ƘŜƭǇΦ {ƻƳŜƻƴŜ ƎǊŀōōŜŘ Ƴȅ 
ƘŀƴŘΣ ōǳǘ ƛǘ ǿŀǎ ǘƻƻ ƭŀǘŜΦ L ǿŜƴǘ Řƻǿƴ пл ŦŜŜǘΦ ¢ƘŜ ǇŀǊŀƳŜŘƛŎǎ ǊǳǎƘŜŘ ǘƻ 
ƳŜΦ L ƘŜŀǊŘ ŀ ƳŀƴΩǎ ǾƻƛŎŜ ǎŀȅƛƴƎ άtƭŜŀǎŜ Řƻ ƴƻǘ ƳƻǾŜΦ 9ǾŜǊȅǘƘƛƴƎ ƛǎ 
ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ōŜ ƻƪŀȅΣ ŀƴŘ ǿŜΩǊŜ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ǎŜƴŘ ȅƻǳ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ƘƻǎǇƛǘŀƭΦέ !ǎ ǘƘŜȅ 
ŎŀƭƭŜŘ ǘƘŜ ŀƳōǳƭŀƴŎŜΣ L ƘŜŀǊŘ Ƴȅ ǇƘƻƴŜ ǊƛƴƎΦ aȅ ǇǳǊǎŜ ƘŀŘ ǎǳǊǾƛǾŜŘ ǘƘŜ 
Ŧŀƭƭ ŀǎ ǿŜƭƭΦ L ŀǎƪŜŘ Ƴȅ ǎƛǎǘŜǊ ǘƻ ƳŜŜǘ ƳŜ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ƘƻǎǇƛǘŀƭΦ L ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ƳƻǾŜΤ 
L ƘŀŘ ǘǊƻǳōƭŜ ōǊŜŀǘƘƛƴƎΦ ²ƘŜƴ ǘƘŜ ŀƳōǳƭŀƴŎŜ ŀǊǊƛǾŜŘΣ ǘƘŜȅ Ŏǳǘ Ƴȅ 
ŎƭƻǘƘŜǎ ǳǇΣ ǘƘŜȅ Ŏǳǘ Ƴȅ ōƻƻǘǎ ǳǇΣ ǘƘŜȅ ǊŜƳƻǾŜŘ ŀƭƭ ƻŦ Ƴȅ ŎƭƻǘƘŜǎ ōŜŦƻǊŜ 
ǿǊŀǇǇƛƴƎ ƳŜ ƛƴ ŀ ōƭŀƴƪŜǘΦ ¢ƘŜȅ ƘƻƻƪŜŘ ƳŜ ǳǇ ǘƻ ŀƴ ƻȄȅƎŜƴ ǘŀƴƪ ŀƴŘ L 
ōƭŀŎƪŜŘ ƻǳǘΦ 

²ƘŜƴ L ǿƻƪŜ ǳǇ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ƘƻǎǇƛǘŀƭΣ Ƴȅ ŦǊƛŜƴŘ ǿŀǎ ǘƘŜǊŜ ǿƛǘƘ ƳŜΦ ¢ƘŜȅ ǘƻƭŘ 
ƳŜ ǘƘŀǘ L ƘŀŘ ōǊƻƪŜƴ Ƴȅ ōŀŎƪΣ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŀǘ L ǿƻǳƭŘ ƴŜŜŘ ŀƴ ƻǇŜǊŀǝƻƴΦ ¢ƘŜȅ 
ŎŀƭƭŜŘ Ƴȅ ǎƛǎǘŜǊ ǘƻ ƛƴŦƻǊƳ ƘŜǊΣ ōǳǘ ƘŀŘ ǘƻ ǊǳǎƘ ƳŜ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ƻǇŜǊŀǝƴƎ ǊƻƻƳ 
ōŜŦƻǊŜ ǎƘŜ ŀǊǊƛǾŜŘΦ ¢ƘŜ ƻǇŜǊŀǝƻƴ ƭŀǎǘŜŘ ŦƻǳǊ ƘƻǳǊǎΦ ¢ƘŜȅ ƛƴǎŜǊǘŜŘ ŀ 
ƳŜǘŀƭ ǎǳǇǇƻǊǘ ƛƴ Ƴȅ ǎǇƛƴŜΦ 

What Love Is    

   By Gorette de Melo 
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Trigger warning: This piece addresses attempted suicide. 
Nothing is described graphically but please be mindful of 
your state if you choose to read it. 



32 

²ƘŜƴ L ǿƻƪŜ ǳǇ ŀƊŜǊ Ƴȅ ƻǇŜǊŀǝƻƴΣ Ƴȅ ŜƴǝǊŜ ŦŀƳƛƭȅ ǿŀǎ ǘƘŜǊŜ ǿƛǘƘ 
ƳŜΦ aȅ ǎƛǎǘŜǊ ǎŎǊŜŀƳŜŘ ǿƘŜƴ ǎƘŜ ǎŀǿ ƳŜΤ ǎƘŜ ƘŀŘ ǘŜŀǊǎ ƛƴ ƘŜǊ ŜȅŜǎΦ L 
ǿƛƭƭ ƴŜǾŜǊ ŦƻǊƎŜǘ ǘƘŜ ƭƻƻƪ ǎƘŜ ƘŀŘ ƻƴ ƘŜǊ ŦŀŎŜΣ ƳƻǊŜ ǇǊƻƻŦ ƻŦ Ƙƻǿ 
ƳǳŎƘ Ƴȅ ƳŜƴǘŀƭ ƛƭƭƴŜǎǎ ƘŀŘ ŘŀƳŀƎŜŘ Ƴȅ ŦŀƳƛƭȅΩǎ ƘŜŀǊǘΦ 

L ǎǘŀȅŜŘ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ DŜƴŜǊŀƭ IƻǎǇƛǘŀƭ ŦƻǊ ŀƭƳƻǎǘ ŀ ȅŜŀǊΣ ǊŜŎǳǇŜǊŀǝƴƎΦ CƻǊ 
Ƴŀƴȅ ƳƻƴǘƘǎΣ L ƘŀŘ ǘƻ ƭƛŜ ƻƴ Ƴȅ ōŀŎƪΦ L ŎƻǳƭŘ ƴƻǘ ƳƻǾŜ ōȅ ƳȅǎŜƭŦΣ ǎƻ 
ǘƘŜ ƴǳǊǎŜǎ ƳƻǾŜŘ ƳŜΦ L ƘŀŘ ǘƻ ƭŜŀǊƴ ŜǾŜǊȅǘƘƛƴƎ ƻǾŜǊ ŀƎŀƛƴΣ ƭƛƪŜ ŀ ŎƘƛƭŘ 
ς ǿŀƭƪƛƴƎΣ ǘŀƭƪƛƴƎΣ ŜŀǝƴƎΦ !ƭƭ L ŎƻǳƭŘ ǘƘƛƴƪ ŀōƻǳǘ ǿŀǎ Ƴȅ ǇŀǊŜƴǘǎΦ aȅ 
ǎƛōƭƛƴƎǎ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ǳƴŘŜǊǎǘŀƴŘ ǿƘȅ L ƧǳƳǇŜŘΣ ǿƘȅ L ǿŀƴǘŜŘ ǘƻ ƘǳǊǘ 
ƳȅǎŜƭŦΦ L ƘŀŘ ŀ ǾŜǊȅ ƘŀǊŘ ǝƳŜ ŀƊŜǊ Ƴȅ ǇŀǊŜƴǘǎΩ ŘŜŀǘƘΦ L ǿŀǎ ŀƴƎǊȅ ŀƴŘ 
ōƛǧŜǊ ǘƻǿŀǊŘǎ ƳȅǎŜƭŦ ŀƴŘ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿ ǿƘŀǘ ǘƻ ŜȄǇŜŎǘΦ 

{ƛƴŎŜ ǘƘŜƴΣ L ƳŀŘŜ ŀ ŎƻƳƳƛǘƳŜƴǘ ǘƻ ƴŜǾŜǊ ŀǧŜƳǇǘ ǎǳƛŎƛŘŜ ŀƎŀƛƴΦ 

Lƴ CŜōǊǳŀǊȅ нлмт L ƳƻǾŜŘ ƛƴǘƻ ŀ ƎǊƻǳǇ ƘƻƳŜΦ L ŀƳ ƘŀǇǇȅ ǘƘŜǊŜΣ ōǳǘ L 
ǿƻǳƭŘ ƭƛƪŜ ǘƻ ƘŀǾŜ Ƴȅ ƻǿƴ ƘƻƳŜΦ L ŀƳ ŘƻƛƴƎ ǿŜƭƭ ǿƛǘƘ Ƴȅ 
ƳŜŘƛŎŀǝƻƴǎΦ !ǎƛŘŜ ŦǊƻƳ ƎŜǩƴƎ Ƴȅ ƻǿƴ ǇƭŀŎŜΣ ǎǘƻǇǇƛƴƎ ǎƳƻƪƛƴƎΣ ŀƴŘ 
ƘŀǾƛƴƎ Ƴȅ ǘǊŀŎƘŜƻǘƻƳȅ ǊŜƳƻǾŜŘΣ L ǿƻǳƭŘ ƭƛƪŜ ǘƻ ƘŜƭǇ ƻǘƘŜǊ ǇŜƻǇƭŜΦ L 
ǿƻǳƭŘ ƭƛƪŜ ǘƻ ƘŜƭǇ ǘƘƻǎŜ ǿƘƻ ƭƛǾŜ ǿƛǘƘ ƳŜƴǘŀƭ ƘŜŀƭǘƘ ǇǊƻōƭŜƳǎΣ ŀƴŘ 
ǎƛŎƪ ŎƘƛƭŘǊŜƴ ŀǎ ǿŜƭƭΦ L ǿƻǳƭŘ ƭƛƪŜ ǘƻ ƎƛǾŜ ōŀŎƪ ǘƻ Ƴȅ ŎƻƳƳǳƴƛǘȅ ƛƴ ŀƴȅ 
ǿŀȅ L ŎŀƴΦ 

L ƘŀǾŜ ƎƻƻŘ ǝƳŜǎ ŀƴŘ ƳƻǊŜ ŘƛŶŎǳƭǘ ǝƳŜǎΦ L ƎŜǘ ŦǊǳǎǘǊŀǘŜŘ ǿƛǘƘ Ƴȅ 
ǎƛōƭƛƴƎǎ ǎƻƳŜǝƳŜǎΦ L ŦŜŜƭ ŀƭƭ ŀƭƻƴŜΦ L ŘƻƴΩǘ ǳƴŘŜǊǎǘŀƴŘ Ƴȅ ƳŜƴǘŀƭ 
ƛƭƭƴŜǎǎΦ L ǘŀƭƪ ǘƻ ƳȅǎŜƭŦ ǿƘŜƴ LΩƳ ŀƭƻƴŜΦ L ǘŀƭƪ ǘƻ DƻŘΦ L ƭƻǾŜ Ƴȅ ŦŀƳƛƭȅ 
ǾŜǊȅ ƳǳŎƘΣ ōǳǘ ǘƘŜȅ ŘƻƴΩǘ ǳƴŘŜǊǎǘŀƴŘ Ƴȅ ŘŜƳƻƴǎΦ !ƴŘ ȅŜǘΣ LΩƳ 
ƎǊŀǘŜŦǳƭ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜƳΦ aŀȅōŜ ǘƘŀǘΩǎ ǿƘŀǘ ƭƻǾŜ ƛǎΦ 

Lƴ ƎŜƴŜǊŀƭΣ LΩƳ ƘŀǇǇȅ ǊƛƎƘǘ ƴƻǿΦ L ŀƳ ŀƭƛǾŜΦ L ŀƳ ŀ ƳƛǊŀŎƭŜ ǇŜǊǎƻƴΦ LΩƳ ŀ 
ǎǳǊǾƛǾƻǊΦ L ŀƳ ǎƻ ƎǊŀǘŜŦǳƭ ǘƻ ŜǾŜǊȅƻƴŜ ǿƘƻ Ƙŀǎ ōŜŜƴ ǇŀǊǘ ƻŦ Ƴȅ 
ƧƻǳǊƴŜȅΦ L ǘǊȅ ǘƻ ǎǘŀȅ ǇƻǎƛǝǾŜΣ ŀƴŘ L ŀƳ ƘƻǇŜŦǳƭ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ ŦǳǘǳǊŜΦ 
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.ȅ Yŀǘŀȅƻǳƴ ½ŀǊǊƛƴƪƻǳō 

I 
 used to go to bed around 1 am, sleep for an hour, and wake up around 2 
am. From 2 to 7, I was living and breathing the news of Iran online. I read 
their leftist newspapers, their rightist newspapers, their centrist 
newspapers, official government websites, NGOs, opposition weblogs, 

and whatever I could find. One of the more interesting blogs I had found while 
reading articles about the reformists, was one written by a former member of 
President Khatamiôs cabinet. I was impressed to learn that she was the very first 
female vice-president in the Islamic Republic. Her weblog was called Iranian 
Enigma. To say that I became obsessed with that blog is a gross 
understatement. I spent almost all of my waking hours writing comments on it. 
My comments were longer than her own entries. I overdid it on this blog page, 
and that was what led to my mental breakdown. 

I think it was sometime in February of 2009, I was  a constant presence on the 
former vice-presidentôs blog. I was leaving my electronic imprint all over 
Iranian websites and weblogs by leaving controversial comments. All of a 
sudden, I scared myself., I scared myself to death. What if Iranôs secret service 
was looking into me? That was the first thought that worried me, but then, once 
I realized I didnôt have to be afraid of that because I was a Canadian citizen and 
they couldnôt do anything to me, athe second maddening thought occupied my 
mind:, ñWhat if the CIA is looking into me?ò That thought terrified me to 
death. I was constantly shaking and shivering. The term CIA has a very 
frightening weight to it for an Iranian. I would go for long walks in the cold air 
of February, listening to  music on my iPod. Every song had an effect on me, 
more than just an effect. It talked to me., I literally believed that somehow I 
was receiving messages through these songs. I was filled with strange, 
irrational thoughts, but at the time, in that state of mind, they seemed quite 
rational and sane to me. I thought the CIA was sending me messages to convey 
to the reformists in Iran. I was sure I had a mission. I was constantly looking 
for the signs. 

Life had become unbearable. Everything was a sign, everyone was a CIA agent, 
and at every moment I was being watched. One morning, my mom suggested 
that we go to McDonalds for breakfast. All of a sudden, something in my brain 
convinced me that there was a limousine right outside the McDonalds and the 
vice-president of the United States was in it, waiting for me to join him. I told 
my mom that I needed to dress up and put on my thousand-dollar designer 
winter coat. She couldnôt understand why going to McDonalds required 
dressing up, but then she wouldnôt understand. She couldnôt in a hundred years 
imagine that her daughterôs brain had broken like that. I cannot remember how 

ŀƴ ŜȄŎŜǊǇǘ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ ƴƻǾŜƭ ¢ƘŜ tƻǘ ƻŦ WŀǎƳƛƴŜ  

/ƻǇȅǊƛƎƘǘ ǇŜǊƳƛǎǎƛƻƴ Ƙŀǎ ōŜŜƴ ƻōǘŀƛƴŜŘ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ ŀǳǘƘƻǊκǇǳōƭƛǎƘŜǊ  
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many days or weeks I was living in this state, but I remember trying incredibly 
hard to overcome the constant fear.  

While I was wrestling with all these insane thoughts, I got an email from 
Brown University in Providence, Rhode Island. That was one of the universities 
to which I had sent my CV a few weeks prior. They wanted to set up an 
interview with me in the following week. The assistant to the dean emailed me 
saying, ñSince we would like the vice -president to be able to meet you at the 
end of the interview, we are setting it onto Thursday.ò What I couldnôt 
perceive, however, was that vice -president meant the universityôs vice -
president of academics, and not the vice -president of the United States. I was 
sure Vice -President Joe Biden wanted to meet me. 

A week before my interview at Brownôs, I noticed a woman leaving comments 
on the Iranian Enigma weblog. Her name was Molly. She started by leaving 
comments about the blog topics, but then soon it became about commenting on 
my comments. It was a war of comments. We were getting into arguments so 
much that when she asked me to leave my email address in my comment, and 
that way we would be able to continue our discussions privately, I agreed. How 
I regret that. I donôt think I had ever done anything more reckless than that in 
my life. For a few days straight, my life was about writing to this Molly 
character whom I did not know, and could be a man for all I knew. She was 
asking me so many questions and was writing to me so constantly at all hours 
of the day or night that I became convinced she was definitely CIA. I felt like I 
had to answer her, I had no choice, I would get in trouble if I didnôt.  

It was Thursday, Feb.25, the day of my interview at Brownôs. I got on the road. 
There had been a blizzard that night, but I was not of this world, I was not 
aware of my surroundings, I wouldnôt know if schools and universities were 
going to be closed, I was living in my own world. I had a hard time driving in 
the snow with zero visibility, but I made it. I had printed out the coordinates of 
that assistant, in case I needed to contact her once I got to the campus. It was a 
good thing that I did, because the university was closed, and I didnôt know what 
to do. I called her. She told me she was going to reschedule the interview for 
tomorrow, and the university would pay for my hotel room an extra night. What 
happened to me that night in that hotel, was an example of what happens to 
someone having a complete nervous breakdown, or what doctors call a 
psychosis or a psychotic episode. 

I checked into the hotel. I had not had any sleep for thirty-six hours, but I was 
not tired. I just needed a computer. I was all fired up and ready to go to the 
hotelôs business center to resume my communications with Molly. The 
afternoon turned into the evening, and I was still emailing Molly back and 
forth. Somehow my spirituality kicked in. Right there, in the middle of the 
hotelôs business center, while still wearing my long black winter coat and my 
leather boots, again not having washed up, I stood facing Mecca and doing my 
prayers, bending and kneeling and touching my forehead on the floor. Then, I 
scared myself even more by thinking that the hotel management must think Iôm 
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a terrorist. So, I went up to my room and started to watch TV. 

That night, everything was a sign, even what was on TV. I watched a few 
programs that spoke directly to me, and the one I remember vividly was the 
first episode of Jimmy Fallonôs own show after he left SNL. In my mind, 
everything Jimmy Fallon said was a direct message from Lorne Michaels to 
me, who had been Jimmyôs boss at SNL for years. I thought Michaels being 
Canadian, has directives from CSIS to convey a message to me through 
Fallonôs jokes. I also thought that Lorne Michaels must have been chosen 
because he was a Freemason. As soon as my thoughts were occupied by 
Freemasonry, I started thinking about who else is a Freemason: the Kennedys 
for sure, Vice-President Joe Biden, who else? I donôt know why my mind was 
going to these places, but I know at that point, I was stark raving mad. 

I tried to sleep, but I couldnôt. I was too hyper. I went to the front desk of the 
hotel to ask if they had any sedatives. On the way to the hotel lobby I passed by 
a room marked ñRestricted Areaò. The sedative was no longer what I needed, I 
had to get inside that room. It was CIAôs control room. I asked the hotel clerk if 
she could move my room to the room marked ñRestricted Areaò. She called her 
manager, and thatôs when they called the police on me. The only thing I 
remember after that point, is being in an ambulance and hearing the policemen 
and the medics argue about whether I should be taken to the police station or 
the emergency room. As I was saying incoherent and unbelievably irrational 
things, I heard the policeman say ñOkay, you can take her to the hospital, but 
we will be present in the emergency room.ò What I remember from that 
emergency room was that they were trying to put a needle in my arm, and I 
thought they wanted to kill me. As soon as I mumbled the names of Jimmy 
Fallon, Lorne Micheals, and Joe Biden, the policemen realized they were not 
dealing with a criminal or a terrorist, and they left as they were laughing. Once 
the police left, the hospital staff finally succeeded in sedating me, and all the 
screaming stopped as I lost consciousness. 

I donôt know how many hours later I woke up, but when I did, I saw Arshia 
there sitting next to my bed. They must have looked at my phoneôs call history 
and figured out that the person I called last must be a close relation. My 
condition had not suddenly been cured, I had just been sedated. So, I wanted to 
tell my brother about Molly, CSIS and CIA, but he didnôt let me. He told me to 
just clear my mind and not think about anything, and he held my hand, 
reassuring me that everything was going to be okay. With that sentence, and the 
warm touch of my brotherôs hand, I finally felt peaceful, as I hadnôt felt for a 
long time. Tears started running down my cheeks. This heart-wrenching scene 
of his once strong and capable sister who had now fallen from grace and was as 
vulnerable and fragile as a person can possibly be, made him cry too. He kissed 
my forehead, and my weeping turned into uncontrollable sobbing. The medics 
came again and put me in an ambulance, taking me to another branch of the 
hospital.  

A week later, my mom, my brother Bardia and his wife Fariba drove all the 
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way down from Montreal to take custody of me. This was because the 
psychiatrist in the psych ward had told Arshia that he would only release me if 
there is someone who can promise and commit to having me followed by a 
psychiatrist once I get back home to Montreal. Bardia signed the paper, I was 
discharged, and we left that godforsaken place. I got behind the wheel of my 
car, with Fariba next to me, and mom in the back seat. Bardia had to drive his 
own car. As I drove through the hills and valleys of I-93, images of me turning 
the wheel toward the cliff and driving us all down the valley kept coming to my 
head. I kept shaking my head forcefully as if I could erase those images like the 
Etch-a-Sketch magic screen, but I couldnôt. I was feeling a strong urge to cause 
a deadly crash. I stopped the car. I looked at Fariba and said, ñPlease take the 
wheel from me.ò She drove for a few more hours, while I fell deep into sleep. 
They did not even wake me up when we were going through the border. I woke 
up just when we were passing by the sign that said ñBienvenue au Quebecò. 
When I saw that sign, it was as if I could taste the feeling of ñReliefò and 
ñPeace of Mindò. As I felt the wetness of a dancing teardrop on my face, 
making its way down my cheek, I murmured, ñHome, Sweet Home.ò 

 
I was home, but it was just my location that had changed. Mentally I was still in 
the same place. I still saw CIA, CSIS, and freemasons, but I had totally stopped 
communicating with Molly. In fact, I had stopped touching the computer 
altogether. My brother, Bardia, found out about a program at the 
Montreal General Hospital called the Transitional Day Program. He had a 
friend who was an occupational therapist there. With her help, after 
making her understand the gravity of my situation and the acuteness of 
my troubled state of mind, he was able to get an appointment for me with 
Dr. Monica Walsh, who was the head of that program.  

My first visit with Dr. Walsh, I was waiting outside her office for my turn, 
looking at all the other people who were there. I noticed a white guy with a big 
afro who was speaking Persian on his cell phone. He looked suspicious to me. 
He could be an agent of CSIS or the CIA. I didnôt know which one, but one 
thing I was sure of, he was there to gather information about me. They had 
chosen an Iranian, Persian-speaking agent so that they could even figure out 
what I was saying when I was talking to myself. He was called in. I thought to 
myself, ñI bet he is going to bug the doctorôs room so that, when I go in, 
whatever I say will be recorded, and then he will pick up the listening device 
again the next time he goes in the room.ò I became sure of my suspicions when 
they called me in right after him. The whole time that Dr. Walsh was talking to 
me I was trying to look at the bottom of her desk drawer. I was looking for the 
microphone. I wasnôt going to tell her what I was going through, not as long as 
the room was bugged. I tried to make her understand what I was looking for 
using facial gestures and hand movements, but she became impatient and told 
me to start talking. I decided to tell her about the bug. Once she understood 
what I was saying, she took out her prescription pad and wrote ñrisperidoneò at 
a much higher dosage than the Rhode Island Hospital had started me on. She 
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then told me to come back tomorrow with my 
family members. It was important that all of my 
family could hear her, she told me. 

The next day my mom, Bardia, and Fariba made 
the time in their busy day to come with me to the 
hospital. After waiting for half an hour, we 
entered Dr. Walshôs office. She got to the point 
very quickly and said, ñYou are here today 
because I find it necessary for all of you to 
understand exactly how severe Anahitaôs 
condition is. Let me describe it for you in terms 
that are tangible and easy to comprehend. 
Imagine she had been in a car accident and you 
had come to the hospital to visit her, only to find 
her in a full-body cast from head to toe, a broken 
body. Now, think of her brain that way, as if it is 
so damaged that it is entirely broken and in a cast. 
Mental injuries are not possible to see, which is 
why you cannot quite understand how much she 
is suffering, but with this example I hope you 
have an image in your head of what it is she is 
going through.ò My family, especially my mom, 
completely changed after that visit. She was more 
patient, more forgiving, less critical, and more 
sympathetic. But none of them realized that what 
I needed was empathy and not just sympathy. 
They wanted me to forget everything and pretend 
those last few weeks never happened. They 
expected me to deny what I had gone through and 
hide it from the rest of the world. But I needed to 
talk. I needed to be understood, and I had to do it 
on my own terms, in my own words. Dr. Walsh 
accepted me into the day program, and, for the 
next three months, I spent every day among other 
mentally ill individuals from schizophrenic to 
depressed, to borderline, to OCD, to others with bipolar disorder like me. It was 
not easy to be bunched together with people who were much worse off than me. 
It was very humbling. My brotherôs friend, who was the OT, ran the entire 
program by organizing activities that would keep us occupied. With the strong 
medications I was being given and the help of all that occupational therapy, I 
no longer thought about the CIA or any other irrational things. Nobody was 
after me or sending me messages. Nobody wanted to kill or kidnap me. And the 
world no longer revolved around me. I didnôt even have racing thoughts 
anymore. In fact, I didnôt have any thoughts. My brain had become completely 

quiet. IƻǿŜǾŜǊΣ L ŘƛŘ ƭŜǘ ŀǊǘ ƘŜƭǇ ƳŜΦ L ƘŀŘ ǘŀƪŜƴ ǳǇ ŘǊŀǿƛƴƎ ŀƎŀƛƴΣ ǿƘƛŎƘ ƛǎ 
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ǿƘŀǘ L ǳǎŜŘ ǘƻ ōŜ ǾŜǊȅ ƎƻƻŘ ŀǘ ǿƘŜƴ L ǿŀǎ ŀ ǘŜŜƴŀƎŜǊΦ 5ǊŀǿƛƴƎ ŀōǎǘǊŀŎǘ 
ǿŀǎ ǿƘŀǘ L ƭƻǾŜŘΣ ŀƴŘ L ǿŜƴǘ ǊƛƎƘǘ ōŀŎƪ ǘƻ ǘƘŀǘ ŀƊŜǊ ƳƻǊŜ ǘƘŀƴ нл ȅŜŀǊǎΦ L 
ŎŀƭƭŜŘ ƻƴŜ ƻŦ Ƴȅ ŘǊŀǿƛƴƎǎ ά[ƛǾƛƴƎ ¢ƘƻǳƎƘǘǎέΦ !ǘ ǘƘŜ ŜƴŘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǘƘǊŜŜ 
ƳƻƴǘƘǎΣ 5ǊΦ ²ŀƭǎƘ Ŭƴŀƭƭȅ ƳŀŘŜ ŀ ŘŜŬƴƛǘŜ ŘƛŀƎƴƻǎƛǎ ŀƴŘ ǘƻƭŘ ƳŜ L ƘŀŘ 
ōƛǇƻƭŀǊ ŘƛǎƻǊŘŜǊΦ {ƘŜ ŘŜŎƛŘŜŘ ǘƻ ŎƻƴǝƴǳŜ ǎŜŜƛƴƎ ƳŜ ƻƴŎŜ ŀ ǿŜŜƪ ŜǾŜƴ 
ŀƊŜǊ ǘƘŜ ǇǊƻƎǊŀƳ ǿŀǎ ŬƴƛǎƘŜŘΣ ŀƴŘ ǎƘŜ ǎǘǊŜǎǎŜŘ ǘƘŀǘ L ƘŀŘ ǘƻ ƪŜŜǇ ōǳǎȅΦ 
²Ƙŀǘ L ƴŜŜŘŜŘ ƳƻǊŜ ǘƘŀƴ ŀƴȅǘƘƛƴƎ ŜƭǎŜ ǿŀǎ ƻŎŎǳǇŀǝƻƴŀƭ ǘƘŜǊŀǇȅΦ 

[ƻƻƪ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ ōƻƻƪΣ ¢ƘŜ tƻǘ ƻŦ WŀǎƳƛƴŜ ōȅ Yŀǘŀȅƻǳƴ ½ŀǊǊƛƴƪƻǳō ƻƴ !ƳŀȊƻƴ ŀƴŘ 
/ƘŀǇǘŜǊǎ LƴŘƛƎƻΦ 

Painting by Katayoun Zarrinkoub 
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Snapshot of Earth taken from Pluto on April 1st during a discovery mission in 1966. Photograph taken 
by occupant aboard the interplanetary craft Zulu-97 ð Part of the Lima Oscar Echo space program.  
Pluto lies 4.67 billion miles (7.5 billion kilometres) from Earth. 

.ȅ aŀǎǎƛƳƻ 
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THE RTP 
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By Gregory  
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The night is in a race with Toronto. Our shadow stretches 
farther and farther off to the left. The train's slender silhouette 
becomes wide and ungainly as we close in on the city. The air 
brakes creak in our oblique descent. With no more stops and no 
possibility to get off before the end, thereôs nothing left to do 
but discuss the reality of just how late we will arrive. The 
private anxiousness thatôs been building up since Sudbury is 
transformed into a social event. Rumours pass through the train 
like an electric current. Before long even the most reserved of 
us can't resist offering their own predictions. The last train for 
Montreal leaves at 6:00. If we don't hit any more delays, there 
should be just enough time to run from one platform to the next. 
No one asks how long it will take to transfer our checked 
luggage or if the young couple from Saskatoon would be able to 
make it with their baby and stroller. 

One of the train attendants leans against the wall of the 
vestibule at the end of the car. Her bright blue blazer is folded 
over one arm. A pastel-coloured floral scarf is neatly tied 
around her neck, but the wrinkles in her white blouse and 
around her mouth serve as a reminder that she's as behind 
schedule as the rest of us. If we miss the last train they may put 
us up in a hotel, she says, but we might still make it too. We 
just have to get lucky and not run into any other trains on our 
track. Here it's the city's public transportation, rather than the 
freight companies, that owns the railroad right of way. 

It begins to rain. The blackberry bushes entangling a 
chain-link fence, the concrete barriers along the elevated 
highway, the viscous rush-hour traffic, all turn a shade darker 
as their dust coating is washed away in the shower. 

We pull over to let a commuter train go by. 
 

The rain intensifies. By the time I step off the train in Toronto it 
has turned into a downpour. The station is under renovation, 
and water seeps through the temporary roof that covers the 
platforms, turning the continuous torrent into a regular pat-pat 
rhythm. The train yard is covered in the rough texture of 
painted plywood panels that have begun to disintegrate from the 
wear of water and shoes. The air smells of damp, a mix of 
hidden rot and a train-full of bags, coats, and bodies exposed to 
water for the first time in days. 



44 

Once inside, Jehanne from NDG and I wander the 
station looking for the information desk where weôve been told 
someone will know what to do with us. The construction 
interrupts the sight lines across the larger rooms. It's hard to tell 
which are the side corridors and which are the main onesð
they've all been reduced to more or less equal widths by the 
same grey plywood panels. It's disorienting, after passively 
following a single line for so long, to be deposited in this soggy 
warren, scanning the walls for a sign. Finally the floor starts to 
rise. Just ahead a high arch comes into view and beyond it the 
station's main hall. There's no more plywood. The walls shine 
with smooth blue ceramic tiles. About halfway up the right side 
of the arch is a sign that, in black sans-serif lettering on 
translucent yellow plastic, reads, INFORMATION. 

There's already a crowd at the desk by the time we get 
there. I recognize a couple of faces, but I'm surprised by how 
many people there are making the connection to Montreal who I 
never saw en route. It's clear that the woman at the desk wasn't 
told we were coming. She's stalling until her manager arrives, 
while at the same time trying to appear to have everything 
under control so that the more anxious and impatient among us 
don't start to truly flip their shit. She exchanges a brief look of 
sympathy with a woman sitting on a suitcase next to a man who 
has started swearing at no one in particular in slavic-accented 
French. 

They're not going to put us up in a hotel. I'm 
disappointed. I was looking forward to delaying things one 
more night and arriving clean with a new morning. One more 
chance to pause and collect myself, each extra hour or minute 
promising to be exactly the time I need to prepare for the 
uncertainty of occupying the space waiting for me at the other 
end of the delay. Instead they've hired a van service to take us 
the rest of the way. The drive should take about five hours, they 
say, putting our arrival somewhere in the indistinct bottom of 
the night towards two in the morning. 

 

Leaving Toronto is a blur of lights. No matter the city, leaving 
by car is always the sameða sequence of spiralling turns that 
aren't meant to bring you any closer to your destination so much 
as move you to larger and larger roads until the final onramp to 
a highway with enough mass to break free of the city's 
anastomotic surface streets. 

The rest of Ontario is a wide separated highway 
punctuated by neon lights and colourful plastic signs for gas 
stations and fast-food restaurants. From time to time we pass a 
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sign that gives the distance to upcoming exits, and from the 
seat next to mine Jehanne from NDG asks, ñHow far are we 
from Montreal?ò I read out the number, but it's meaningless to 
me beyond the fact that each one is smaller than the last. I've 
been in Canada barely a week, and Iôm not used to the metric 
system yet. I canôt remember if it's .62 miles per kilometre 
or .62 kilometres per mile. I know miles is the smaller number 
of the two, but I'm too tired to do the simple math in my head. 

 

When we get to Montreal, the van leaves the highway in a 
mirror image of its labyrinthine path out of Torontoða ritual to 
untie the knot that has held us together until the very end. We 
then continue to turn around construction barricades and one-
way streets going the wrong way. The driver is relying on a 
GPS navigation system that has clearly not been updated with 
the latest street closures. We pass glass-and-concrete 
skyscrapers, nineteenth-century domes, modernist public 
sculptures, and a century or so's worth of variations on the row 
house. Our erratic route sows the city with buried memories 
that Iôll unearth in the following weeks and months when I pass 
these hidden caches again during my search for a job and a 
place to live. They will take me by surprise when suddenly I 
recognize the fa­ade of a building in an unfamiliar 
neighbourhood far from the highway. Discovering this network 
of orphaned reference points will give the city the feel of an old 
memory retreating into its last strongholds against the advance 
of forgetfulness rather than a new one growing out around me. 
It will be disconcerting, as though I'm remembering that I am 
something I could never have been. 

We're dropped off in a nondescript parking garage 
where a representative from the train company is waiting to 
meet us. The space is tinted orange from the dirty plastic that 
covers the lights. The scene is fixed in a static blur. All motion 
has stopped. My last movements to pull my bags from the back 
of the van are only the final unfolding of a gesture made days 
ago. We gather around the train company representative who 
gives us each a taxi voucher and directs us to one of the drivers 
standing by. While I'm not looking, Jehanne from NDG slips 
away to meet her ride without saying goodbye. 

 

I follow the chemin Olmsted in its gentle climb through Mount 
Royal Park. I've been on my feet all morning looking at 
apartments. As the path curves along the hill's erratic relief, I 
realize that I have nowhere near the energy left to complete the 
loop. The sudden exhaustion arouses an instinct to retreat into 
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 the familiarity of home, but the word only hangs there flapping 
in the wind with no object at the end of its reach. All that's left 
is the soreness in my muscles, my feetôs flexing arches, and the 
creaking joints down the left side of my body that never got all 
their range of motion back after the accident. At some point just 
ahead I'll have to turn around and go back the way I came. 

Standing still in a moment of indecision, I see the train 
for the first time as a recollection of the past. Then, and each 
time thereafter, when I retrace the route, the memories add up 
to just a little more than expected, spilling over the sharp edges 
provisionally laid at either end. Each time thereôs a new surplus 
of understanding that extends out in the tantalizing suggestion 
of a path towards a final coherence. Each time thereôs the 
flickering trace of that first moment of afterwardsðthe smell of 
the fallen leaves that havenôt yet had time to decompose, the 
sound of the wind rustling through the dusty canopy that slowly 
collapses down in pine needles and whirligig maple seeds 
across the crushed gravel path that leaves white chalk marks 
around my boots' black heels. I can see myself in stereoscope 
stepping forwardðonto the train and through the park. Each 
step is a turning point, no thicker than the ash trees' borer beetle
ïeaten leaves, fragile and just about to fall, waiting for the last 
fissure between branch and stem. Pulled tight. At ease. Nothing 
left to outpace. Quivering with the pain of anticipation for the 
right moment to break. 

 

This space that we opened upðme on my end, you on yoursð
heals much faster for you who are content to run your fingertips 
lightly over the rough fibres knitting together across the gap. As 
for me, I can't help but pick at the wound. I take too much 
comfort in the stinging pain around its reddened edges. Even 
when I close my eyes I can feel the outline. I forget whether the 
emptiness it contains is supposed to represent you or me. It 
never was a particularly effective symbol. But through it I can 
reach back and hold you tighter than I ever would have dared, 
tighter than your body could stand, well beyond any force my 
muscles could exert. As long as I keep at it the healing is never 
cumulative, the wound never closes, one corner always open to 
the wind. 
 
 
Artwork by Sonia Delaunay-Terk from La prose du Transsib®rien et 
de la Petite Jehanne de France, courtesy of the Fine Arts Museums of 
San Francisco (famsf.org) 
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By Veronica Slavedra - Waking Up from the Nightmare 
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Rafael Charky: "Accept in the journey" 

 
By Katharine 

 
 

  
    I was glad when he unlocked the door. Waiting 
outside on a patch of ice in 20-below weather, 
standing stock still so I wouldnôt slip (again!), his 
warm smile was just what I hoped to see. I followed 
him up the stairs, through a dark and near-empty 
room (ñWe just moved into a new place,ò he 
explained), and into a space brimming with food 
and laughter. I chose a turquoise cupcake from a 
tray of rainbow treats and settled in. We spent the 
evening talking: about our jobs, the cold, punk 
bands, top surgery. We talked about knowing 
yourself. This was Action Sant® Travesties et 
Transsexuelles du Qu®bec, ASST(e)Q, where 
Montrealôs trans, gender non-binary, and 
questioning meet to catch up, commune, and 
discuss the needs of their community. 
This is not, however, where our story begins. Our 
story begins with Rafa. He met with us at the RTP 

on another cold winter day to talk about his experiences with resources like ASST(e)Q 
and Aide aux Trans du Qu®bec, ATQ, which played a pivotal role in his journey. The 
sun warmed the room as Rafa spoke, and I listened closely with eyes half-closed in the 
morning light. 

ñMy name is Rafael now, but it was Maryann when I was young. I grew up as 
a girl. When I was 26, I saw an interview on TV of a trans boy, and it really caught my 
eye; it spoke to me deeply. From then, I started researching and being attracted to the 
idea of transitioning. I was taking information off the internet, and I called the ATQ.ò 

The ATQ would be central to Rafaôs story. They directed him to doctors and 
other resources, recommended that he try dressing as a boy. ñFor the transition, thereôs 
a lot of referral to medical workers like doctors, endocrinologists, surgeons, a big bank 
of people. They also have a meeting every Tuesday, like a round table, where people 
talk about all or nothing, subjects they want to share. They were greatðit was men and 
women, and you get to hear everyoneôs concerns about transitioning. Everyoneôs in 
different stages, so you can get answers to little concerns and bigger concerns.ò 

The ATQ does more than support transitions. They also have a phone line, a 
crisis centre, and a psychosocial worker. Rafa spoke of group dinners, movie nights, 
Halloween and Christmas gatherings, and emphasized that the organization is not only 
for people who are transitioning or transitioned but for those who are questioning too. 
ñThatôs whatôs cool!ò he exclaimed. ñIn the community meetings, in the meals, itôs 
open to all. You can bring your friends and family. I brought my parents once!ò 

Then, at 27, he began his transition. 
ñMy story is intertwined with some mental health issues. Around that time, I 

started having bipolar symptoms, but at that time I didnôt know it was that. I went 
through a bit of depression and some hypomania that resolved into psychotic manic 
attacks.é At the beginning they thought the testosterone I started to take might have 
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triggered the psychosis, but weôll never know because there are some people who are 
bipolar who arenôt trans, and thereôs some trans that arenôt bipolar, and some are both 
as wellðwe donôt know what came first. We donôt know much about the human 
spirit.ò 

We donôt know much about the human spirit, but I suspect Rafa knows more 
than most. Four years ago, on a trip to France, Rafa found meditation and ñstarted 
reading some Buddhist philosophyðMatthieu Ricard and the Dalai Lama and stuff like 
that. It caught my soul. Something was talking to me. I needed this.ò Upon returning to 
Montreal, Rafa says, ñI was really depressed, and [my therapist] asked me, óWhat is one 
thing you like to do?ô I couldnôt find anything, you know, when youôre really down. I 
said I wanted to find the Buddhist centre in Montreal, if there was one.ò 

He found Centre Paramita of Montreal, open to all. ñItôs amazing. They have 
closed courses when you have to register, but they also have workshops for everyone 
where you donôt have to register, but you can go to meditate a little. They teach you 
how to meditate, and they have a theme like 'cultivate tolerance,' 'stay positive in all 
situations,' 'how to release stress' ð on all subjects.é Believe it or not, since Iôve been 
practicing meditation and studying philosophy Iôve reduced my medication from four 
things I used to take to one. I really stabilized myself. I mean, itôs possible to work on 
yourself.ò 

Rafa left us that day with a piece of advice: ñAccept, as soon as possible, in 
the journey. Itôs hard to accept in the beginningðyouôre shattered, it hurts your ego, itôs 
hard to acceptðbut if you donôt you might have relapses or not take your medication, 
and it makes a heavy burden. But if you accept, then you can start recovering and 
building all the help you need. There are many things out there you can do; it doesnôt 
have to be just medical or medication. 

ñFor the trans, you need to know yourself, observe yourself. And this is my 
advice, which wonôt work for everyone, I think that if you can be gender-fluid without 
having to take hormones or having to do surgery, itôs even better. Because it isnôt only 
physical, it isnôt only material. You must be well within yourself, so why not be 
androgynous? You donôt necessarily need an external support or to play around with 
your psyche, with the different hormones and the surgery. But for some people, they 
have no choice; they really need these things. Itôs knowing yourself.ò This is a 
sentiment I heard echoed throughout the ASST(e)Q that winter evening: gender is 
elusive. To have some masculine traits, some feminine, not fitting into the binary (trans 
or cis) is valid all the same. 

ñItôs crazy though, hey? We all need to find peace. We all need to find 
stability. We all need to find self-acceptance.ò 
 
 
ñI have played many roles in my life: son, brother, husband, physiotherapist, music 
performer, labour worker, and finally RTP peer mentor and facilitator. They have all 
taught me many things. I am very proud to have reached a mentor status in my 
recovery. Having suffered bipolarity, it is by far my biggest achievement and my 
greatest joy to now share with others. Peacefully yours, 
 
Rafael Charkyò 
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/ǊŜŜǇƛƴƎ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ ǘƘŜ ǎƛƭǾŜǊ ŦƻƭŘǎ 
/ƻƳŦƻǊǝƴƎ ƳŜ ŀǎ L ƭƛŜ ƛƴ ōŜŘ ǿƛǘƘ ŎƻƭŘǎ 
CƭǳƻǊŜǎŎŜƴǘ ōŜŀƳǎ ƻŦ ǎƛƭǾŜǊ 
{ƳƻƻǘƘ ƻǳǘ Ƴȅ ōŜŘǎǇǊŜŀŘ ǿƛǘƘ 
Ǌŀȅǎ ƻŦ ǎȅƳƳŜǘǊƛŎŀƭ ŀǊǊƻǿǎ ƛƴ ŀ ǉǳƛǾŜǊ 
 
.ǊƛƎƘǘŜƴƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ǎƻƳōŜǊ ŘŀǊƪƴŜǎǎΣ 
ƎǳƛŘƛƴƎ ƳŜ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ 
¦ƴƭƛƪŜ ŀƴȅ ƻǘƘŜǊ ŘǊŜŀǊȅΣ ǎǇƘŜǊƛŎŀƭ ƻōƧŜŎǘΣ ƛǘ ƛǎ ǘǊǳŜ 
{ŀŎǊŜŘ ƻǊōƛǘŜǊ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ƴƛƎƘǘΣ 
ȅƻǳ ƪŜŜǇ ƳŜ ŦǊƻƳ ŦǊƛƎƘǘ 
 
¸ƻǳǊ ŜŀǊƭȅ ǎǘŀƎŜǎ ƻŦ ǇǊŜƎƴŀƴŎȅ 
[ŜŀǾŜ ƳŜ ƛƴ ŀ ǎǘŀǘŜ ƻŦ ŘŜǎǇƻƴŘŜƴŎȅ 
 
¢ƘŜ ƳŀƎƴŜǝŎ ŀǧǊŀŎǝƻƴ L ŦŜŜƭ 
ƛǎ ƴƻǘƘƛƴƎ ŎƻƳǇŀǊŜŘ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ǿŀǾŜǎ ƻŦ ǘŜŀƭ 
wŜŀŎƘƛƴƎ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ ǘƘŜ ǇƛǘŎƘ-ōƭŀŎƪ ǘƻ ŦŜŜƭ ȅƻǳǊ ŀǊŘƻǳǊ 
LƴǎǘŜŀŘΣ L ŜƴŘ ǳǇ ǿƛǘƘ ƴƻǘƘƛƴƎΣ 
ŀǎ ƛŦ ȅƻǳ ŀǊŜ ōƭƻŎƪŜŘ ōȅ ǿŀȅ 
ƻŦ ŀ ŎŀǊ ŘƻƻǊΦ  

tƻŜƳ ōȅ /Ƙŀƴ tƘǳƻƴƎ bƎǳȅŜƴ 
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Les saisons 

 

Avec ¨ ses pieds un petit chiot 

Elle pense que le printemps reviendra bient¹t 

Parfois le soleil sôaventure chez elle, quand 

Elle ouvre les persiennes en grand 

 

Dans la nature tout est bon bien fait 

Et lôhiver a aussi ses bienfaits 

Le cort¯ge des autres saisons 

Nous enrichira aussi ¨ sa fa­on 

 

Quel que soit le temps, elle est en paix 

Heureuse, comme pacifi®e 

La paix est venue en sôattardant 

Sur le silence, ses possibilit®s et le passage du temps 

 

32 

.ȅ 5ŀƴƛŜƭƭŜ bŘŜȊŜ  
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I first met Stephanie Tremblay at the Griffith Edwards 
Centre (GEC) Addictions Unit, where she was working 
as an occupational therapist (OT) for four years. She 
had helped the RTP organize a garden tea party on 
the grounds there. With staff and patients mingling 
together in such an informal, relaxing environment, the 
event was a tremendous success. 
 
Since January 2018, Stephanie has been OT/Team 
Leader on the new SIM (Suivi Intensif dans le Milieu) 
team at the MUHCôs Allan Memorial Institute. The SIM 
team offers a recovery-focused, individually-tailored 
approach designed to provide comprehensive, 
community-based psychiatric treatment, psychosocial 
rehabilitation, and support to persons with serious and 

persistent mental illness such as schizophrenia. I met with her in her office, where 
we chatted. The room has two enormous windows that flood it with natural light, 
making it cozy and providing nourishment for her very happy plants. 
 
I ask, ñDo you have a favourite season?ò 
 
After quick deliberation and visualizing, she answers with a big smile ñSummer! The 
outdoors, yes, but especially the gardening. So actually, that starts now in the 
spring, but you really get to see all the results in the summer. I love when 
everything comes to fruition.ò 
 
The tulips are starting to come up over at Griffith Edwards, where Stephanie put in 
a lovely garden two years ago. So I ask her ñWhat inspired the garden project that 
you started there and who helped with it?ò 
 
ñWhat happened was that my grandmother, who lives in Ontario, gave me some 
tulip bulbs as a gift. However, I lived in an apartment so I brought them to GEC and 
decided to plant them there, in front of the main entrance. I thought it would be a 
nice experience for the Addictions Day Program if those that were interested got 
involved too. So we started a lot of plants from seed and then transplanted them 
outdoors. We had veggies, herbs and flowers. It was amazing how engaged people 
were ð so much creativity, so many ideas about how we could improve the outdoor 
space! And it all started with those bulbs. I guess you could say that my 
grandmother started the garden.ò 
 
ñWhat exactly does the SIM team do, Stephanie?ò I ask. 
 
ñWe are among the three Montreal SIM teams that operate in the downtown area. 
The other two are based at the Jewish General Hospital and at the CLSC Metro 
(Guy). I work closely with a multidisciplinary team currently including three nurses, 
three social workers and two part-time psychiatrists, Drs Low and Faridi. The 

{ǘŜǇƘŀƴƛŜ ¢ǊŜƳōƭŀȅ τ a¦I/ {La ¢ŜŀƳ [ŜŀŘŜǊ  
/ŜŎŜƭƛŀ ±ŀƴƛŜǊ 
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people we serve have functional impairments resulting in difficulty stabilizing, 
maintaining independence and reconnecting with the community (often after multiple 
hospitalizations) and have not benefited from traditional out-patient follow-up. We 
are all familiar with each of those individuals. Any one of us can step in to be of 
help.ò 
 
ñWe meet with clients twice a week, on average, but sometimes every day. We can 
follow them for a period of four to five years or so, until they no longer need the level 
of intensity that we provide. Sometimes they come to the Allan for an appointment, 
but we usually visit with them in the community and in their homes ð whatever 
makes the most sense for that dayôs meeting. Our goal is to help them with what 
they need to do to live independently. This can include helping manage their 
medication, budgeting, understanding better nutrition or solving housing needs. 
Basic organizing is often whatôs needed. The approach emphasizes relationship-
building and active involvement in assisting people to make improvements in overall 
functioning, to better manage symptoms and achieve their individual goals.ò 
 
ñHow is it different seeing clients in their own homes rather than in an institution?ò I 
ask. 
 
ñItôs wonderful!ò replies Stephanie. ñWe get to more fully understand the whole 
picture. If someone tells their team that they canôt cope with the noise at home 
because the neighbours are too loud, that can easily be understood if the therapist 
visits the dwelling and hears for him/herself that the noise level is disruptive. Also, 
being with them in their homes or in a coffee shop are very normalizing experiences. 
There is less stigmatization surrounding how we connect.ò 
 
ñRather than talking about plans of what needs to be done, we can accompany 
people through the steps. We often go with them to appointments, like to the welfare 
office or to places like UpHouse. We can go grocery shopping, take walks in the 
park ð one of us even went to the cinema with a client. Going to the movies was 
something that this person really wanted to do, and he hadnôt gone in years. Some 
of our clients have trouble leaving their homes so the psychiatrists on our team 
make house calls as well.ò 
 
ñWorking on the SIM team, every day on the job is different, challenging and 
exciting. We work collaboratively, season to season, helping people achieve their 
self-determined goals. Itôs amazing what people can accomplish with a little support. 
Just amazing.ò 
 
ñIt must be very rewarding following an individual over time and seeing someone 
grow beyond the struggle, to a point where they begin to bloom?ò I inquire. 
 
ñAbsolutely. A couple of our clients have even begun contributing to the RTP zine 
and I believe that expressing themselves will be very empowering. I see the RTP as 
a great role model. Itôs filled with such wonderful, resilient people. They have a lot to 
give. I believe that every person you cross paths with in life has something valuable 
to share.ò 
 
ñOne last question,ò I ask. ñDo you have a green thumb?ò 
 

ñYesò answers Stephanie. ñI got it from my grandmother.ò 



55 55 



56 

Painting by Jeff Miles - Wonderful rainy day in the woods 
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THIRD COHORT 

CERTIFICATE CEREMONY 

On Thursday February 21, 
we held a special ceremony 
to give out certificates to our 
third cohort of trained Peer 
Mentors. The  celebration 
ended with Bernie and 
Patricia awarding training 
certificates to the new Peer 
Mentors in recognition of 
their completing a 30-hour 
training course followed by a 
20-hour practicum. Their 
commitment is essential to 
the continued growth of the 
RTP.  
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We enjoyed lots of delicious 
pizza from Amelia's and had a 
chance to catch up with one 
another.  

Congrats to the third cohort 
again! 
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