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M~sgivings about Myself as Mad
by Marie Annharte Baker

Lying about the homefront, during a weekend of

downsizing the brain mass, strange voices interrupted

the usual collision of internal obsessions about might

have beens, should dos, and what others must do to

heal me. The sounds did emit from the TV set which

is a least expected site for an infusion of semi-sane

ideas. I riveted available consciousness to a program on

Book TV hosted by a descendant of Mordechi RichieI'.

The subject was depression and the guests to be

interrogated were celebs or experts in individualized

cases of madness. I realized immediately I was

upscaling lifestyle. By the end of the program, I was

convinced that I knew more about madness, had a

critique of that program and was about to email CBC

with profound insights that I did not get from

watching the show. But it was a start to an inquiry

about representations about madness in media and

movies. But it also induced misgivings about mad as

moniker.

Allow me to introduce the authors: Morris Wolfe, Greg

Hollingshead, Kay Redfield Jamison, James K

Bartleman, and Karen Armstrong. BTW the only prior

knowledge I had was about Jamison because of her

writings on bipolar creativity. Karen Armstrong (The

Spiral Staircase: My Climb Out of Darkness) docu

ments recovery from a destructive religious experience

as a nun to achieving a more spiritual path. (Hmmnnn,

a nutty nun. How fascinating!) Greg Hollingshead

wrote Bedlam, a novel which tal<es place in London's

Bethlam Hospital during the 18-19 century. Morris

Wolfe was the lover of Elizabeth Harrison lkiru and

compiled her memoir (The Voice Inside Me) which is

an account of suicide attempts and self-mutilation

while suffering depression. Most surprising to me was

the presence of 2004 Courage to Come Back

Award recipient, James K Bartleman, who is also of

Native heritage. He became the Lieutenant Governor

of Ontario after years of public service and wrote

Muskoka and On Six Continents, two memoirs. Very

impressive collection of writers of first person accounts,

novels, and biographies whose voices raised to broad

cast level in the media.

There you are. Thete I am thinking about the

loneliness caused by stigma and silence. "IV was

broadcasting reality for a change on this Sunday

afternoon for me. How was it for you? Was I the only

one that caught that program? So here goes my sense

of it! In praise and awe of the credible credentials of

the renowned and respected authors, I found the

program did stimulate an old gizzard with gravelly bits

or was that my crop? Alas, the anatomy of literary

chickens may be misrepresented. I am, however, a

virtual chicken to comment on the issue of how we

consumers, survivors and malcontents in general are

depicted. Given each of us has a unique and gullible

gift of psychobabble talk, why not venture forth?

(What are the chances of these famous authors reading

Nutshell and/or RichieI' Jr. himself. We are safe in our

own confines so to speak!) Whose big toe is out there

for me to stumble over?

What askewed me was the casual putdown of the

movie One Flew Over the Cuckoo's Nest. Only

recently, I learned about the struggle to bring the novel

written by Ken Kesey to the stage and screen by Kurt

and Michael Douglas. One person said No more

lobotomy! Speak to the chemically lobotomized (if it is

possible for a response)! Next, it will be no more Big

Nurse! Yet, whomever has been cloned down to the

common Mental Health Worker these days. I am an

alarmist given the miracle of treatments and medica

tions once unknown. Well, aren't the side effects of

anti-depressants still unknown? So the show had

misinformation tidbits to strew. The incredible poverty

of consumer survivors gets oblivious when media

concentrates on the posh who make poor representa

tion of those who deserve a telling of the story of

battles with diagnosis, doctors, dementia, disillusion,

delusion, dark days and diverse depictions of depres

sion. Going down?

If I have any venom left (ducts are dry from cotton

mouth), the mini spurt I would save for The Honour

able James K Bartleman who is a fellow native

consumer-survivor. He spoke on the show about the

absence of books in Northern Ontario native commu

nities or the no libraries exist on the rez disadvantage.

Well, in the old days, it was not true because of the

many catalogues used for toilet paper. Reading was

(continued page over)
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happening in even the remotest places in the commu

nity. James K figured an access to literature would

enhance self-esteem. Very good intent but with no

mention of First Nations authors or storytellers as a

necessity in every First Nations communiry, I got the

doubtsies. It seems too easy for other Natives to attack

self-esteem as I concluded mine was taking a beating.

Even Franz Fanon thought the colonized native might

get more mental wellness by decolonizing his or her

identity. Yes, books are needed in Indigenous

communities but so are films. Sending books is a good

thing but I always see that Native representation

requires careful attention or more feet in moccasins

trudging the four directions. Having wasted my youth

reading apartheid lit, I wouldn't push that on anyone.

No foreclosure on Native territory warranted but

imaging ourselves has to be our turf and has to be

guarded at times. Watch dogging the media and

movies can be therapeutic mental exercise or exorcise.

This insane world is not just a house of mirrors with

by reinhart

The day that Ziggy left for the war the town put

on an old fashioned parade. Girls, legs, billowing hair,

drummers, pipers, horns, fire trucks, flower floats,

officials, clowns, waving beaury queens, motorcycles,

dancers, twirlers, mimes, gymnasts and tumblers, and

all the usual trappings that constitute such an event.

Oh my, Ziggy would utter in later days. It was such a
fine day. The sun was brightly shining, the lawns shone

lush and were neatly trimmed and all the blossoms

flourished. It was so very pleasantly warm. Mothers,

fathers, brothers and sisters were clapping, shouting,

kissing or blowing kisses, waving furiously and

jumping up and down. The train whistle screeched, the

horn thundered across the station platform and one

and all were called aboard. White steam and dark

smoke pumped into the glittering, dazzling, diamond

sky. It appeared almost as if the sunlight lingered upon

the molecules of the turquoise-blue sky.

The last thing Ziggy's mother said to him, as they

were all saying good-bye, was that she was so very

proud of him. Mein lieber Siegfried, as she was wont to

call him, you look so tall and handsome in your

uniform. Everyone kissed and hugged, cried and

backslapped and shouted their last words as the soldiers

filed aboard the black, snorting train.

The parade marched by and eventually dispersed

distorted reflections of consumers survivors. We may

join in the stigma race and paint ourselves weird. (I'm

doing an excellent job at that BTW). Demystifying

our common cause of depression has to be a continual

cranium cleansing ritual. Cognitively speaking, that is.

Depression is not just a downer but it is on the rise.

Soon. Pretty soon.

What's next, eh? Next time we will take our cogs to the

cinema. How bonkers is Hollywood about mental

health tepression or oops meant to say representation?

Right. Just how much do the movies rely on the good

old bad guy or girl? If you are plotting a murder in a

script then you have to find a convenient fall person

such as a depraved maniac. How many maniacs will it

take to change the hig light fixture of the big screen?

Then, how many upturns, downturns, roundabout

spins will it take to get undizzy about

our depictions in the movies. Until the next publishing

moment!
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at the end of the town's main street. Suddenly the entire

town became oddly still and quiet. Clotheslines, flags

and banners eerily flapped in the silence. The families

of the departed soldiers also quietly dispersed and went

home.
A gentle breeze whispered between cottonwood

leaves and carried the perfume of blossoms and flowers
along the streets and alleys of the town. Twas a

soothing, aromatic wind. A few puffs of soft, snow

white cloud adorned the azure blue and slowly dragged

across the horizon. Cats stretched out lazily along the

sunbaked stones and blocks while dogs strolled casually

across the yards and streets of the neighbourhoods.

Birds circled and swooped and rose on the convection

currents of the air. Oh my, Ziggy would say in later

days, it was such a fine, old day. And when he came

back from the war, this was the only event of his life

that he would ever talk about again.

The day that Ziggy came back from the war was

also a sunny, blue-skied day. A gentle refreshing breeze

soothed the crowds. Ziggy wore his soldier's cap, his

freshly washed and pressed uniform, his captain's bars

upon his collar and his combat medals on his breast. He

rolled up to his greeting family in a stainless steel

wheelchair. Oh mein leiber Siegfried, his mother cried,

and burst into tears as she threw her arms around her



favourite son. Ziggy's bwther had been, and was,

exempt fwm the war. He had gone off to college and

was well on his way to becpming a doctor. He extended

his arm, shook Z{ggy's hand, and welcomed his broth~r

back home.. Hetried to suppress the shock of seeing his

sibling in a wheelcllair. He tried to suppress any signs of

his feelings altogether. Instead, he circled around to the

back of Ziggy's wheelchair and pushed his crippled

brother along the way to the family home.

Ziggy was nineteen years old when he went off to

war. He was strong; he was healthy; he was fit for battle.

He proudly carried his automatic rifle, his sidearm, his

dagger, binoculars, compass, canteen and all his battle

gear as he bravely marched against the enemy.

It was springtime when Ziggy first stepped into

enemy territory. The weamer was pleasant and mild.

Most of the sky was blue, and the few clouds that

floated above the almost friendly, earthly vistas were

cotton-white and softly pleasing. It was an odd, strange

and suspicious prospect for the start of a war.

It didn't take him very long to engage the enemy in

active duty. Ziggy saw action in me trenches, on the

fields, in the countryside and in the towns, villages and

cities of the enemy. Bombs and artillery fire darkened

the sky with clouds of smoke and debris. The noise and

fire of explosions consumed the battlefields and

landscapes for miles in all directions. From the trenches

he drew careful beads upon the opposing soldiers. Ziggy

was a trained and markedly good shot, courtesy of the

many hunting trips with his father. AB a sniper, he

singlehandedly dispatched dozens of the enemy. His

fellow soldiers, those who fought by his side, marveled

at his marksmanship and his success in battle. Some of

them said that he had a real gift, a real talent, for the job

at hand.
When the troops went over the top and stormed

out of the trenches, Ziggy was, on more than a few

occasions, among the very first to lead the charge.
Tightly clutching his rifle in his fists, he would charge

at full speed upon me enemy; all the while waring out

his battlecry and firing his weapon at those coming

against him from the other side. His fellow soldiers,

especially those who had become his friends, wondered

if he had the capacity to feel any fear at all. When Ziggy

earned a medal for bravery for some of his leading

charges, some of many before the end of his tour of

duty, the troops all agreed that the award was well

earned. They cheered, hollered and briskly saluted

whenever he went by.

On one occasion, Ziggy's division captured an

enemy town. But they still needed to flush out some of

the enemy soldiers from their positions within some

houses and fortified bunkers, from whence they would

fire upon Ziggy and his mates. In the case of one such

house, he kicked down the fwnt door and stormed into

the darkness within. For a moment he was blind. Pain

exploded in his left shoulder as he was struck by some

sort of implement. He felt the weapon being torn from

his grasp and a great mass knocked him to the ground

and fell on top of him. Ziggy found himself in hand to

hand combat with an enemy soldier. The two of them

struggled in the dark and on the ground; rolling over

and over as the advantage passed from one to the other,

and back again. In the midsr of the struggle Ziggy

gained the opportunity to clasp his army dagger, and as

the two of them were tumbling on the ground he let

the enemy gain the upper hand so that the foe was on

top and had the advantage. And then Ziggy plunged

his dagger deep into the enemy's back and right

through his heart. The man gasped loudly and

collapsed dead on top of an exhausted Ziggy. Ziggy

pushed the corpse off of himself, and now that his eyes

adjusted to the dark, he was able to have a look around.

The first thing he noticed was that the foe had no

weapon. Then he saw that rhe man wore no uniform.

Ziggy realized that he had just killed an innocent

civilian who had only been trying to hide and avoid the

war. He kicked the corpse in the head and swore

fiercely. Fuck!! He decided against informing his

comrades and superiors about the civilian aspect of mis

incident. Now that the deed was done, it would serve

no purpose to complicate the situation with such an

irreversible fact. A corpse is a corpse, he reasoned, what

difference does one more make among hundreds of

thousands. Still, he continued to curse and mutter

underneath his breath until he rejoined the rest of his

mates and they tlnished securing me town. AB it

happened, Ziggy's courage, prudence and ability were

rewarded with a promotion. He was elevated to me

rank of captain. One of the youngest ever commis

sioned.
On another, similar, occasion Ziggy and his troops

were ready to capture another enemy town. However,

they were bogged down by two fortified bunkers with

the capacity of heavy artillery and multiple automatic
weaponry. The bunkers prevented them from advanc

ing upon the rest of the enemy soldiers positioned

within the borders of the town. The difficulty for Ziggy

and his gang lay in the unfortunate fact that the two

bunkers were located side by side. If one were able to

advance on one of them, one would almost certainly

fall victim to the other. Bullets, from both sides, were

flying fast and furious, but, just as neither side offered

any obvious targets, so neither side was able to advance

or make any progress. It appeared there seemed to

provide no resolution to this awkward, wasteful siege

and stalemate.

Two days later, the tactical situation still had not

changed. Ziggy's forces remained unable to penetrate

the protective shield that the fortified bunkers provided

for the town. It occurred to Ziggy that he might go on

a solitary, unsanctioned mission all on his own. There

was no sense in telling his superiors what he was

planning since they would most certainly disagree with
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his proposition and order him to stand down. He

resolved to advance on the bunkers by one of their far

flanks. The fortified positions would be left with one

complete blind SpOt on the opposing side from whence

he would launch his attack. Instead of facing four

auromatic weapons, twO in each bunker, he would only

have to concend with one if he approached from a far

flank. And once he had advanced beyond a critical

point on one of the bunker's far flanks, he would be in

a position beyond the sights and line of fire of the

enemy guns. From there he might crawl, belly to the

ground, beneath their sights - beneath the defenses of

the fortified bunkers. The primary problem lay in

getting to the critical point beyond the enemy sights.

Ziggy took a deep breath, mad the sign of the

cross, and started running. Running fast; being fit;

being a high-school athlete. Thus he went - zigzagging,

dodging, rolling, jumping up again, almost flying over

the ground. He heard the whistling of hot lead shooting

past his ears. He also heard the blast ofgrenades and

return fire as his own mates and troops realized what he

was trying to accomplish and tried to provide cover fire

for his as well as they were able. Ziggy took one great,

long dive and roll, as it were, a leap of faith, into the

safery zone beyond the sights of enemy guns. He

landed, rolled, and dodged behind a garden wall for

cover. Suddenly, he became aware of a sharp pain in his

right thigh. He looked and discovered that he'd been

hit, whilst in mid-air, during his last, final dive. His

khaki pants were soaked with blood and his leg was

beginning to stiffen up. He dragged himself along the

ground and crawled as best he could within striking

distance of the two bunkers. Ziggy's strategy was to

crawl beneath the line of sight of the enemy and

position himself below and between the two hold-ours;

the bunkers being located on the side of a small hill. He

left a trail of blood across the ground and by the time

he had attained his intended position his right leg had
become completely useless. He dragged it, like a dead

weight, despite the throbbing pain. At the bottom of

the bunkers, with the gun barrels sticking out of them,

firing shots above his head, Ziggy collapsed. He was

himself amazed that he had achieved this goal, this

stage of his assault. And then he propped himself

against the concrete foundation of the fortification; his

back against the wall. He flshed a cigarette out of his

pocket and promptly sparked it up. After a couple drags

he tossed it and then took a grenade in each hand. He

pulled the pins, counced to three and then tossed them

into the enemy hold-outs through the firing slots where

the guns still stuck out. One grenade into each bunker.

The explosion shook the ground as if a small earth

quake had hit - and Ziggy lost consciousness.

When he woke up, Ziggy found himself in a

MASH unit. The bullet had been removed from his leg,

his would had been disinfected, treated and stitched,

and he was resting comfortably on an army cot. He was

told that he had been given several units of blood. An

army doctor came around and told Ziggy that he was

mending well and soon would be able to leave the

hospital and rejoin his combat unit. Still feeling fairly

drained and fatigued, Ziggy drifted off to sleep.

The next time he awoke he beheld his command

ing officer looking down on him. Ziggy raised his ann

and was half way to saluting the colonel, but the latter

laid his hand on Ziggy's shoulder and told him that the

gesture was appreciated, but under the circumstances,

not required. The colonel then told Ziggy that his

conduct on the battlefleld was an inspiration to all the

troops and would most certainly not go unrecognized.

The colonel went on to tell him that he would be

decorated with a purple heart for being wounded in

battle and that he would be further decorated with a

congressional medal of honour for service above and

beyond the call of duty. Then the colonel told Ziggy to

rest and took his leave. Three weeks of rehabilitation in

the hospital and then Ziggy rejoined his combat unit

and was once more on active duty.

The war raged on, and with it Ziggy also raged on

He began to acquire a reputation as a killer

extraordinaire. His exploits became legendary, and grew

more in stature with each retelling. Rumours began to

circulate and some began to openly wonder aloud

whether Ziggy had a death wish. No-one, it seemed,

could convincingly accounc for his total disregards for

danger, his complete lack of any fear and the enormous

risks he was willing to assume. His heroics were

unfathomable. As for himself, Ziggynever commented

on what went on on the battlefield. He's a real profes

sional it was said. Ziggy's silence on his exploits only

increased his legendary standing and added further fuel

to the fire of gossip and rumour. Seasoned soldiers

began to whisper and gossip like a gaggle of old women.

Ziggy continued to perform his duties as if he were

completely oblivious to the talk around and about him.
Nevertheless, he must have been aware of it when

conversations suddenly ceased in his presence as if a

bubble of silence surrounded him. But, he never

mentioned it.

After three and a half years of warfare, scores of

kills to his credit, several dozens of battles and victories,

both smaller and greater, Ziggy's career as a soldier came

to an abrupt and unexpected end. He was riding in a

jeep along a dirt road to the front of the infantry line,

when the vehicle drove over a solitary, rogue landmine.

The detonation blasted the jeep off the ground into

midair, and with it the young, brave captain. When

Ziggy hit the earth again, his back was broken and he

was paralyzed from the waist down. Such was the

beginning of the end of Ziggy's war.

And so, after six monchs stay in a hospital, Ziggy

came back home to his family. The town put on a bit of

a parade, but it was a subdued affair. No-one knew ho\\i'

to react to a war hero in a wheelchair. Many, if not



most, felt that it would be somewhat indecent to cheer
or celebrate such an occasion, such a home-coming.

None spoke of this sentiment but most understood it
instinctively. The'mayor and all the community leade~s

filed by the man in the chair in order to officially and

ceremoniously'welcome him home and honour his

accomplishments. One by one Ziggy shook their hands

and thanked them. And then, upon having devoted an

appropriate, albeit minimal, length of time to this

occasion, Ziggy quietly asked to be taken home.

At the family home Ziggy's mother and father set

up a room for him 011 the ground level of the house.

Obviously he was no longer able to negotiate the stairs

up to his old bedroom. Ziggy kept mostly to himself
and rarely spoke. He either slept or stayed in his room

until lunch time at noon; at which time he would join

the family at the dinner table. Still, he had little to say.
He never initiated any conversation and his responses

to any questions were short. Usually a simple yes or no.
And never, under any circumstances would he mention
the war, nor any of his experiences in it. Those few

topics or events that he responded to at all, with his
customary yes or no, ended with the day that he left

for overseas; the day the train had left and the town

had put on a parade. Occasionally, Ziggy would remark
what a beautiful day that was, But thereupon he would

lapse into absolute silence for hours on end. His family
soon learned to leave him in peace. Neither did he

seem to have much of an appetite. His portions were
small and in most cases he did not finish his plate. The

only thing he seemed to enjoy at all was smoking his

cigarettes.
After the noon time meal, Ziggy would take his

chair out on the patio. There he would sit silently for
hours until dinner time in the early evening. He would

smoke his cigarettes and gaze motionless across the

fields and off into the distance.
And then, after dinner at six o'clock in the

evening, Ziggy would be back out on the patio. He
would resume smoking his cigarettes and watch the sun

go down. He sat quietly and virtually motionless.
Twilight came and went, the sky grew dark, and the

stars came out. He would sit silently for a couple of
hours under the white stars and black sky, and then he

would retire to his room until lunchtime the next day.
This routine remained unchanged for nearly two

months.

One evening, after dinner, while Ziggy sat out on

the patio, he reached under the blanket that was

habitually draped over his legs and pulled OUt his

service revolver and cleaning kit. Slowly, methodically,

piece by piece, he disassembled the weapon and laid its

components parts out upon the blanket over his lap.

He thoroughly cleaned each component, then

thoroughly oiled each component, and then reassem

bled the weapon and restored it to working order. A

few days later he repeated this activity. And then a

couple of days after that, the same again. And then,

within a few weeks, it became a daily ritual. Every
evening, after dinner, sitting out on the patio, he took

apart the gun, cleaned and oiled its pans, and put it

back together again. Piece by piece, always in the same
order.

On a particular evening, while Ziggy sat in his

chair out on the patio, smoking his cigarettes, his

mother came out and asked him how he was doing.

Fine is all he said. She asked him if there was anything

she could do for him. No thanks, he said. Alright then

Siegfried, she said, and went back inside the house.

Thereupon, she approached her husband, Ziggy's

father. She told him that he should go and speak with

his son. He can't go on like this forever for the rest of

his life, just sitting out there all alone, never saying a
word, she complained. What should I say to him, the

father asked. I don't know, just talk to him, she replied.

I think he needs a man to talk to.

Ziggy's father came out onto the patio an seated
himself next to his son in one of the porch's wooden
chairs. Ziggy had his disassembled revolver laid out

upon his lap. His father said to him that he took

mighty fine care of the weapon. You sure got that thing
well cleaned and oiled, he said, in mint condition. A

piece of equipment well taken care of can be a thing of
beauty, he told his son. Ziggy said nothing, and

continued polishing the metal components on his lap.
Listen son, said the father, I can imagine that it must
be tough, that it must be heartbreaking, to be confined
to that chair and never able to walk again. I can

imagine that you must be depressed and filled with

despair; but maybe it would help ifyou talked about it.
There's nothing to talk about, Ziggy said, it's just part
of the war, it comes with the territory. Yeah, but how
do you feel about it, the father asked. Ziggy shrugged,

but said nothing. Ok, maybe it would help if you

would tell me how it happened, the father said. Jeep
drove over a landmine, ws ziggy's curt reply. That's it,
that's all, the father querried. That's right said Ziggy,
just a freak accident. Well, was there anything else that
happened over there that's bothering you, the farher

asked. Nah, just the usual, responded Ziggy, same as

every other soldier. Alright then, the father spoke, does
it make you angry, all that happened over there, the

wheelchair and everything else that you must have

experienced. Do you feel like you've been cheated? Do

you feel like G_d's been unfair to you? Do you feel like

less than a real man, you know, like with nothing

below the waist? Alright, stop it, Ziggy raised his voice,

it happened, it's over, it's done with. There's nothing to

talk about! But that's just it, the father said, you should

have something to say about it all. Everything that

happened over there is pretty momentous if you were

to measure it on some kind of scale. These were pretty

large events in your life. They would be for anyone.

You must have some feelings about it all, it couldn't be
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Quote:

"War contains so much folly, as well as wickedness,

that much is to be hoped from the progress of reason."

James Madison
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otherwise. It's only natural. It's only human.

Thereafter followed a moment of silence. For an

entire minute Ziggy remained mute; his head hung low,

sadly, upon his breast. Alright, ok, he blurted, you

wanna know how I feel, I'll tell you, I feel like I gOt

what I deserved. What, the father remarked, how can

you say that; what could you possibly have done to

deserve this. And he pointed at the wheelchair. Ziggy's

voice suddenly became soft and small. You know dad,

he said, the first time that I drew a bead on one of the

enemy, and in my sights saw the bullet hit his head,

splash it red and at that moment kill him, I fclt a

strange sense of excitement. The second time was even

better. I felt calm, I was in absolute control. I drew a

bead on one of them, right between the eyes; my finger

on the trigger - dead to rights. I softly and calmly let

out my breath, squeezed my right index Hnger, and

watched his head snap backwards; a red hole in his

skull. I saw his body go limp and collapse almost as if I

were watching it in slow motion. It was a thrill. After

my third kill, I understood that I enjoyed it. That's

right, dad; I enjoyed the killing. I felt powerful. I felt

strong like never before. I held life and death in my

hands. And that's not all. The entire war - I loved it.

Never before, nor since, have I felt so alive. The noise,

the fires, the explosions; I loved it all. But most of all I

loved the killing. All my senses seemed to be on high

alert. My skin, my whole body, inside and out, virtually

tingled with thrill and excitement. And all my senses

themselves also seemed to be heightened, so that

everything became more intense, more clear, louder and

hyper-real. Oh yeah dad, all your sensations become

amplified and magnified. Once, when I dispatched an

enemy soldier with my knife, when I plunged my blade

deep into his mid-section', heard his gasp as the

breath left his body, feJt his warm blood spatter on

my hands, saw the red life ooze out of him and

watched his mortally wounded body slide to the

ground, the thrill was almost sexual. And you know,

Ziggy said, nothing can compare to the rush of

lobbing a live grenade at someone or something and

blowing it to kingdom come. Blow it right out of this

fucking world. But best of all, daddy, is the semi

automatic pistol at close quarters. Blow some son of a

bitch's brains out at ten paces - there's nothing like it.

Or pump six rounds of hot lead into some poor

bastard's chest before he even hits the ground - it's a

mega-shot of adrenalin. And what's more, there were

other things that I loved about combat. During the

war I knew exactly what my purpose was. I knew

exactly what I was supposed to do, and how to get it

done. For the first time in my life I was absolutely

certain of the meaning of my life. I knew without a

doubt what I was meant to do.

So that's my story, dad; arc you satisfied, Ziggy

said. That father was speechless, He quietly got up

and in utter silence wenr back inside the home.

Ziggy finished reassembling his service revolver.

When he was done, he laid it in his lap. Then he

fished inside his breast pocket, pulled out a pack of

cigarettes, took Ollt a smoke and sparked it up. He

calmly smoked his tobacco reefer and blew smoke at

a setting, orange sun. And when he was done, he

fished inside another pocket. He pulled out a live

round of ammunition, inserted the bullet into the

gun chamber, put the gun barrel in his mouth, and

pulled the trigger.
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The Self-Help Resource Association of B.C. (SHRA) conducts regular Facilitator TrainingWork~hops for Self

Help and Mutual Aid Support Groups. They also publish a quarterly newsletter and the Directory of Self-Help/

Support Groups in Greater Vancouver with approximately 600 listings, many of them dealing with mental

health. The latest edition (2004-2005) of the Directory is now available for $12.00 or $10.00 at the office if you

drop by and pick it up. SHRA is located at Suite 306 - 1212 West Broadway, Van. B.C. V6H 3Vl. Tel: 604

733-6186. Fax: 604- 730-1015. www.vcn.bc.ca/shra

The Alternative & Integrative Medical Society (AIMS) at UBC publishes the free AIMS Wellness Directory:

Lower Mainland Guide to Complementary Health. It contains approximately 250 paid and many unpaid

listings dealing with a broad spectrum of mental, physical, and spiritual aspects of healing. For a Directory and!

or more info. about the Society, phone 604-822-7604. Fax: 604-822-2495. E-mail info@aims.ubc.ca. Web:

www.aims.ubc.ca. AIMS, University of British Columbia, Box 81 - 6138 SUB Boulevard, Vancouver, B.C. V6T

1Zl. Office: B80A Woodward Building, UBC.

Vancouver/Richmond Mental Health Network sponsors many self-help groups including a Women's Circle.

Their address is #109 - 96 E. Broadway, Vancouver, B.C., V5T 4N9 and the Co-ordinator of the Network may

be re-ached at 604-733-5570.

Named after Vincent van Gough's homeopathic doctor, Paul Gachet, Gallery Gachet works to provide a safe,

borderless place of artistic expression. It strives to be a place of healing and a center of artistic excellence.

Founded in 1994 we provide opportunities to exhibit, perform, publish and sell work and to offer a place for

support and community. We aim to use the canvas of the outside world to educate and demystify the public on

issues related to mental health and abuse.

The Mental Health Empowerment Advocacy Program will help consumer/survivors with applications and

appeals for Welfare, PPMB & PWD, Other Provincial benefits and supplements, Canada Pension Plan Disabil

ity (CPP), Old Age Security (OAS), Student Loan Forgiveness, Basic Income Taxes and referrals to other

supports. Please call if you have questions or to book an appointment. Office hours: 9:00-4:30 p.m. - Monday to

Friday. Address: 1733 West 4th Ave., Vancouver. Phone: (604) 482-3700.

The Highs and Lows Choir practices every Tuesday noon until 1:45 pm at Douglas Park Community Centre,

801 W 22nd Ave.(between Oak and Cambie). Call Ans for more information at (604) 482-3744, or simply

drop in.. I~ is a choir for people with mental health concerns and their supporters who enjoy singing in a relaxed

atmosphere. We want to provide a place where people have the opportunity to build confidence, share and

develop committment and singing skills and - for those who choose - to perform in public.

•
23



n hart


