Changing Lives
Volume 13

Spring 2018

SH&PS Locations:

Growing Through Recovery

Cambridge

An Ongoing Journey to Wellness
By: No Name

9 Wellington Street,
Cambridge ON N1R 3Y4
P: 519.623.6024

“I was surprised to find that someone provided guidance and mentorship to help me
solve issues I did not think could be improved.”

Kitchener

I was born into a culture where the birth of a female child was seen as a burden onto my
family. Instead of my parents being congratulated on the birth of a healthy new born baby,
they were greeted with sadness and sorrow. Mere minutes into being born, I was seen as
being a costly misfortune, which would shadow over my family. This frame of thought carried
throughout my upbringing as I consistently fought forced oppression based on my social
location of being an Indo-Canadian female from the working class. Challengingly, my family
resided amongst the upper-middle class of Oakville, Ontario. My cultural difference was
evident as I consistently dressed and looked different in comparison to my peers. Also during
this period, my home life was going through a transition. At this time, it was forced upon my
parents to adopt their nephew from India. This was done so they would finally be able to have
a son to carry on the family name. As a child, this notion that I was less than my peers, and
even less than the rest of my family, would find itself deeply ingrained within my psyche and
continue to demoralize me as I began entering adolescence. Through my childhood I faced
adversity as I attempted to fit in and feel accepted. Due to these adversities my mental state
had begun to slowly degrade.
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I was always an anxious child. Every new place I went or new experience made me nervous.
The unknown disturbed me, but because we lived in a community where we didn’t discuss
weakness, where mental illness wasn’t a thing, I never brought it up.
In high school I lived as an outsider, my feelings getting progressively worse. I was an East
Indian in Canada – my eastern values and western upbringing constantly conflicting.
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Embarking away from my adolescence and transitioning into an academic career, I entered
into an intimate relationship. I enrolled in an Honors Science and Business program. Despite
the pursuit of a bright future, this time proved to be filled with more grief, adversity and
escalating complications. My partner became involved in the dangerous trafficking of
narcotics and illicit substances. I became aware of this when he was first incarcerated. In my
naivety, I felt as if I cared deeply for him – despite his profusion of unhealthy habits – and
continued to stand by his side. Prolonging the toxic relationship proved to degrade my
wellbeing. With the anxiety of a failing relationship, unbearable course load, and the
unattainable familial pressures, I felt that help was nowhere to be found. It seemed like
nobody would understand what I was struggling with or how to support me, so I decided that
living was too arduous and I attempted to take my life. Rushed to the emergency room with
very little memorable support, I was given another chance at life. I knew then, that I had to
make a change. I ended the toxic relationship in an attempt to reclaim my life.
I was diagnosed with generalized anxiety disorder and severe depression, which resulted in an
increasing regimen of medication. Adversely, this imposed several consequential side effects
to my body, mood and ambition. Intriguingly at this time, a study released findings that
showed a significant percentage of Ontarians believed a diagnosis of mental illness was “a
mere excuse for personal failings.” The stigmatization from studies such as these, in addition
to general public consensus on the issues, caused me to become emotionally paralyzed;
unable to realize my self-worth and progress normally in society.
Continued on Page 3
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The Journey is Long
By: Kayleigh Hilborn

Generation Gap
By: Keehan Koorn

And all at once
it came to me
This strong desire
to break free from these chains
The fear
The dread
The anxiety
To step out
in to nature
Let the sun warm my skin
to feel alive again
to want to live again
IT was there all along
though it was so quiet
or really, rather,
the rest was too loud
But then in the silence
that was voice was found
And so I began to wander
to find bits and pieces
to begin to feel whole again
and the journey is long
still on it today
Forever I will be
and that’s okay
Some days I’m strong
Some days I’m tired
Here and there I want to quit
but, I keep going
moment by moment
day by day
This is my life
I own it
I’m growing through it

I didn’t always exist.
I only exist now.
This skin, these clothes, this hair.
I can look in my eyes in the mirror and smile.
The people I have been? My ancestor-me’s?
The mirror will never show them to me again.
My ancestors echo inside me here and there,
Fading,
Reaching,
Guiding, teach, warning, scaring me.
Someone’s ancient rage twisting my guts
Mysterious electric anxiety striking my chest They tell me my ancestors led wild lives.
When I look in the mirror I can’t ask my great great great grandme
How she birthed her next generation,
So I can’t pass on that knowledge to you.
I take hope in the fact
That she didn’t know either…
… Suddenly one day she was someone similar
… Who became another ancestor
… Who eventually became me.
I hold hope.
That you will birth a new generation of yourself
Who will birth more generations
Who will suddenly be a descendent that can hardly remember
your pain.
And she will smile in the mirror.

Growing Through Recovery
By: Ron Francis
Hey folks, how are you?
Recovery is a first step. Recovery sometimes means help
from the doctor. It can be hard to admit that you have a
“problem.” There may be a stay in hospital. You path may
change quite a bit. Your family and friends may not accept the
improved you. This may take a long time. Change happens,
all the time. You meet people, all the time. It may give you a
chance to make new friends. Hopefully every day is not the
same.

Peer Support
By: Beverly Nuttall
Staring at the
ground
I’ve found
little reason
to stay here.
My vision is blurred.
Nothing is clear.
I try to take steps but stumble.
I try to form words but mumble.
Then you appeared.
Someone who understand the gloom
and cares enough to help me leave
this room of broken dreams.
An hour with you leads to hours
away from this self-doubt.
I learn that life’s value can include dark times.
Your innate example calms and brings me peace.
A release.
I realize I have a voice.
To be fragile or to see my worth is a choice.
Slowly I move to a better place, with views of gardens vibrant
and lush.
But I’m not there yet and that’s okay.
I’m on my way.
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Tools for Recovery
There are no Rules
By: Kayleigh Hilborn
There is no step by step guide to recovery, no
rules, though there are many things that we can
do that help us along the way. I struggled in the
beginning of my journey, assuming that I needed
to be “perfect” in order to be well. That I needed
to get to this end point, this destination, and that
then I would be okay. It was when I began to
learn and to understand that this was a journey,
a process, and that for me, the goal needed to be shifted, that I
began to really work towards my wellness. These are some of
the things that have helped me along the way.
Remembering that it is a journey. I still find it helpful to
remind myself that this is a journey and that it is
unique for each of us. There is no right or wrong way
to move through our recovery. There does not need
to be a clear end point. It is not linear. It changes as
we grow and learn. There will be new obstacles that
will come up, and we will navigate those, and we may
also enjoy longer periods where the path is clear.
Be willing to try new things. I’ve learned that I have to be
willing to try new things. I laughed in my counsellors

face the first time she told me that I needed to
learn how to breathe, now it is a go to strategy.
When I opened myself up to trying new things, I
began to build a toolbox full of things to use.
Writing, physical activity, meditation,
mindfulness, visiting with friends, getting a
decent amount of sleep, eating well, chocolate,
reading a book, soaking in the bathtub, and so
many other things. I have tried many and I am
always looking for more. I have learned, that
what works most of the time, will not always
work, so having something else to fall back on
is always helpful.
Find what works for you. Everyone has ideas of what will
be helpful, and yes, I needed to be open to trying new
things, and that doesn’t mean that everyone else
knows best. We are the experts of ourselves. If we
try something, and it really isn’t helpful, that’s okay.
We can try something else. We can try all sorts of
combinations until we find what works for us.
In the end, there are many things we can do that will help
us along the way, and changing the way that we are
thinking about the journey may be a great first step. It
can be scary, and it can be exciting to take back the
control of our own lives and our dreams, goals and
desires.

Continued from Page 1
To try and combat the looming shadow of self-doubt, I decided to seek out my own network of support, including counselling at the
University. During this period I noticed gaps in the system. There was a clear lack of understanding and compassion towards
invisible disabilities. It was at this point that the Student Success department developed a pilot project called Mentor Assistance
Through Education and Support (MATES). I took the initiative to spearhead this group, whose aim was to provide outreach to a
broad range of issues while also promoting the well-being of students. The University had services that provided counselling,
however the service severely lacked the resources and counsellors to reach all students. Initiating a peer support network allowed
for a destigmatizing way of accessing support. This was the first time where a service became accessible without a substantial
wait time. It is with great pride that I can state that this group has expanded, developed, and is running successfully throughout
the University.
In 2013, my family suffered the loss of my grandmother. This was an abnormally difficult time as it became apparent during her
last few days that she was a victim of elder abuse. My family required more financial support, and I again saw my health slowly
slip through my hands. In recognition of this sign, I realized it was time for me to focus on self-care so I decided to take a break
from my studies. To better my mental state during this time, I continued to fight injustices, but in a different manner. I began
working for Public Outreach as a fundraising ambassador. I advocated on the streets and walked through neighborhoods all
around Southern Ontario to fight for the values of organizations such as the UNHCR, CAMH, MSF and many more. In standing for
these causes I became a proponent for those in need and shed new light on these issues to a society that had chosen to ignore
them. Despite this difficult period in my life, I pursued social work in a non-academic setting. During my time off of school, I
continued to struggle with combatting my mental wellbeing. I attended counselling with a focus on self-care. I was surprised to
find that someone provided guidance and mentorship to help me solve issues I did not think could be improved.
I believe that past challenges and circumstances are tempered by strength and resilience with new opportunities. As someone
who has had a past filled with challenges, I learnt quickly that there is a lack of understanding within general society about mental
wellbeing. When I was first diagnosed I found it incredibly challenging to seek out social supports as this wasn’t an open dialogue
in the community.
In 2016 I re-enrolled at the University to conclude my degree in Social Development Studies. My educational journey was nonlinear and from this I gained maturity and self-awareness. Through this time, I experienced the pitfalls and gaps in the system,
and through falling, I learned not only how to pick myself up, but also how to advocate for those that have also fallen through the
gaps along the way.
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Ask REEVES
By: Paul Reeve
Addressing injustices can not only make things right, but sometimes we get to develop skills along the way.
I received a call from a person whose children had been taken away from them by the Family and Children’s authorities. They
were not even allowed visitation.
We determined there was discrimination involved because of the person’s past mental health and addictions issues.
A court date was set and the judgement was in favour of the ex-spouse and children’s authorities.
The person was determined to fight for custody and access to their children. Another court date was set, over a year later. The
decision was no change to the original order.
It was a very trying and painful time in their life. Some relapses happened with substance use and understandably a period of
deep depression. They sought help using self-help groups, a therapist, and a number of community partners. Learning skills like
conflict resolution, anger management, assertiveness and finding their voice helped them cope with the stress.
In spite of feeling scared and overwhelmed, an appeal was filed in superior court.

It was over three years getting to this point.
The justice’s decision was in their favour. Joint custody, with full access. The judge wrote a scathing indictment of the children’s
authority and the ex-spouse, nothing the prejudice and discrimination involved.
After the long absence, it will be an uphill effort to heal the damage to the children, but the person has many new skills, confidence
and the love to reach the top.
Visit our website to access the Advocacy Manual to learn more about advocating for yourself.
cmhawwselfhelp.ca

If you have advocacy questions or you would like to submit to “Ask Reeves” contact Paul
Reeve, Advocacy Coordinator or contact any of our Self Help and Peer Support locations. If
you do not see your questions in print, please note Paul responds to all questions on an
individual basis.

Untitled
By: Patrick Wick
When mental health is poor
I recruit my heart
To hold within the essence
Of my lover and best friend
Without her memory
I do poorly
My confidence gone
My self esteem obliterated
Alas, I do not know what is real
Except when I still vaguely see her,
Radiant light shines though…
My dark thoughts
I see I am not alone… after all
With her, within my heart
I can be both strong and brave
I can receive kindness… and be kind.

Mania Scream

By: Viktoria Major
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Growing In Recovery
By: Katt
It is only three weeks into the new year and my calendar is only getting fuller. I have not been able to say that in well over a decade, 16 years to be exact.
One of the first papers I ever wrote was in regards to running away. Not this one!
Since I have faced much trauma over my lifetime, addictions and mental health issues have always been lurking in the background. The latest battles have been the toughest I ever faced. An addiction to painkillers and even crystal meth, due to a workplace accident that happened in 2004. As for the mental health issues I have experienced – meth psychosis, PTSD, severe anxiety and social disorders and agoraphobia.
When I stumbled upon Self Help only a year ago, I was only starting to leave my house. I needed help and due to issues with a
previous tenant, I was having a great deal more anxiety attacks and the triggers from PTSD were overbearing to say the least.
I met with a site facilitator that first day. I wanted to start groups right away, but that meant I had to face a few other challenges;
like going and getting a bus pass, and even learning to take the city bus again independently. I was going to have to face people
again, something I had avoided for a very long time. With the assistance of music, meditation and yes, medication, I did manage
to get these things done.
After I started attending groups at Self Help this lead into getting out and spending time with family, attending meetings for my
addiction, dealing with what happening to me both physically and mentally, instead of wishing it would all just go away.
That started giving me a reason for getting out of bed on a daily basis. Over time my self-esteem is getting better, and my attitude
is much more positive. I try to get out more now to socialize. It is not always easy as I am still skittish when places are crowded.
The point is I try.
A year later I am volunteering four days a week, something I have done for the last few months. Now, I so freely get a chance to
return what was given to me, a warm smile and truly heart felt welcome.
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Learning to Fail
By: Jason Roe
I once had a major epiphany while driving through the French countryside.. Okay, I wasn’t actually in France, I was only virtually
there. I was playing a racing video game. And I wasn't really driving through France so much as careening off guardrails. The task
was to lap the famous track at Le Mans within a certain time. It’s a simulation of a realistic race car, with 700 horsepower and no
traction control or antilock brakes, so hitting the accelerator too hard will just spin the tires and hitting the brakes too hard will send
the car skidding. I was taking the test over and over again, and I was failing in a variety of ways, hitting walls, sliding through turns,
missing the time limit, and so on.
And that’s when it hit me. I was trying this task, and I was failing at it over and over and over, but I was enjoying it. That’s so unlike
me.
See, I’ve always been either good or bad at things. I either do them quickly or immediately realize there was no point. As a child,
there were a few times I tried things and they fell in between the two extremes; I expected success but instead found it trying.
Those experiences were extremely frustrating and made me feel like a failure. And that’s held me back over the years. The panelling in my parents’ basement still has a crack where I punched the wall in a moment of frustration while trying to learn the guitar.
Bust as I’ve grown, I’ve been getting better at being bad at things. Like me experience with chopsticks (the utensils, not the music.)
I used to work at an office that was next to a Vietnamese restaurant, so I often met friends there for lunch. Each table had a supply
of chopsticks, as well as the western implements most patrons used.
Wanting to feel cosmopolitan, I always used — or more accurately, attempted to use — the chopsticks. That was how I started the
meal; bumbling about, sending vermicelli everywhere. Inevitably, embarrassment and hunger would gang up and demand that I go
back to a nice reliable fork. But without even realizing it, each meal I was getting a little further into the meal with the chopsticks
before I gave up. Then, one day, I was most of the way through my 388 with beef noodles without feeling any urge to grab for the
silverware. I said hey, I can use chopsticks. When did that happen?
It’s taken a long time, but I think I’ve learned how to fail, and how to learn. I’ve gained confidence that I will eventually get the hang
of things. Like the watched pot that never boils, I improve when I’m not impatiently waiting for myself to get better. I’m not even
sure when I made the change. It’s not like I decided one day that I was going to be patient and take the time to learn without being
so hard on myself. It’s been a long-term change. So really, I’ve learned to fail by that same process of learning gradually over time
without realizing that I’m doing it. Okay, now my head hurts.

Healing Through Dice and Strategy
By: Blaine Wolfe
A monumental shift occurred in my life, and I found myself in a new city. While the desire to explore has always been within, starting life from scratch in a new town has proved a greater challenge than I initially thought.
I struggle with anxiety and depression, which tends to take root when I feel isolated and out of control of my current situation. You
can imagine that these would be front and center when big changes are happening, good or bad. Trying to gain control and connecting with people has always been a struggle, but I thrive in it. I love making people laugh.
I discovered board games ten years ago. Or rather, I discovered German board games 10 years ago, the difference being the
level of strategy and complexity in these games. The first game I played in this style was the Settlers of Catan, a game that even
to this day, I have never truly mastered, and frankly don’t enjoy as much as I once did. But to this day, sit me with some people I
can laugh with, and I still love the experience.
Board games, such as Lords of Riverdeep, Ticket to Ride, Puerto Rico, and many others, give me a chance to take control. To be
the leader of my country, company, or whatever organization that I happen to represent in the game. A chance to strategize the
best move, to see the best course of action, and be in complete control of 90 minutes of my life.
On top of that, it is the chance to meet new people, over a medium that I love. I go to a local board game café once a week. It
has been three months now since I started going, and a large deficiency in me has been filled. A chance to socialize and gain
some agency in my life, and reduce my isolation.
When I feel well, after playing a good game with good people, I look up, look around, and take stock of my life. I realize that yes,
there are some things that I can’t control. But there is so much that I do, so many things that are the direct result of my actions, or
things that I can change through my actions. So many problems to figure out, strategize, and sometimes, leave up to fate. All I
can do, just like playing a game, is roll the dice, hope for the best, prepare for the worst, and make some friends along the way.
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I Will Still Be Me
A Journey Through Recovery
By: KLD
Anorexia has the highest mortality rate than any other psychiatric illness. I am here today, alive and well, to tell you that death
doesn’t have to be the answer – there is hope, there is recovery and you can find it too.
I believe that my eating disorder always laid dormant in me. You see, for as long as I can remember self-doubt has clouded my
brain. The negative thoughts became a part of me. They took control of my mind and body, deciding my every move.
Of course, I blamed depression and its’ best friend anxiety. They had to be the reason my thoughts were distorted, it is what made
sense. It wasn’t until I started changing myself through exercising excessively, restricting my food and purging that I started to
realize that anorexia (Ana) was living with me.
I was vulnerable to Ana’s intrusion. I was depressed, lonely, suicidal and wanted more than anything to like the way I looked. She
became my coping mechanism, my safety blanket, and ultimately, my identity. Ana gave me control and an escape from the
constant voice in my head telling me that I’m not good enough. She took away the pain and provided me with a sense of power
and importance. She became intrinsically a part of me.
It was simple: Ana chose me.
I soon learned she was a lie. Eating disorders are an addiction, they are self-harm and as time went on, my eating disorder started
controlling me. My weight plummeted to the low one hundreds - a number incredibly dangerous for my height of 6 foot 1, and my
obsession with changing my body increasingly pierced my thoughts. I was stuck on the idea that if my body was perfect, my life
would be perfect too.
The reality was, I needed help.
In October, I was admitted to an inpatient program that deals with Eating Disorders. The primary focus was on restoring my weight
and challenging my thoughts. It was by no means easy. To this day, I struggle with the weight gain and with finding ways to accept
my body. But, I can say, with all the ups-and-downs of fighting this battle, I am getting back a life worth living.
Some things I have learned along the way are that:
Recovery isn’t linear
It isn’t black or white or 100% perfect. Recovery feels like driving along a road where u-turns are randomly showing up for you.
Sometimes you can see and plan for those u-turns, where other times, the turn is so sharp that you are left unsettled and in a
state of shock.
It can also be messy and uncomfortable. It is feeling great one moment and then feeling like a complete mess the next – you just
have to remember that you have and can continue to pick yourself back up. That is recovery.
Recovery is not a destination, but an on-going process
While at my sickest, I believed that being “recovered” meant being “normal” and never having any distorted thoughts or behaviors
again. And honestly, I believed that to be true for many years. You see, recovery doesn’t have one set definition. It is a unique
journey for everybody and an on-going process in which each day is a new learning opportunity. To me, recovery means finding
my place in the world, managing my mental illness, accepting that bad days happen and becoming the person I was meant to be. I
can now safely say that I am in the state of recovery.
You are the hero of your own story.

Each day has to be a choice. A choice to fight the voices in your head, to eat despite the inner screams telling you not to and to
tackle the overbearing self-hatred that lives within. And that is hard, it really is. But with that, each day is a choice to find joy and a
reason to live for because life becomes what you make it to be.
It has been a year now since the start of my eating disorder recovery. I, definitely, don’t have it all figured out. I still struggle and
have symptoms on a recurring basis and that is all right, because recovery isn’t linear. I’ve learned that as long as I keep trying, I
will be okay.
I will still be me.
Not Ana, Dep and KLD. I will be me.
I deserve recovery and I want you to know: you deserve it too.
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About Us
Self Help and Peer Support Services
Recovery Centres
Recovery Centres provide a space that
allows for learning, personal growth,
coping and self-care strategies. We
help to enable individuals to experience
life beyond a mental health and/or
addiction issue, through groups, one to
one peer support, and volunteer
opportunities. We support folks in
finding and using various community
and self-help resources. Find our
schedules of walk-in groups on our
website.
Entrepreneurship
The Entrepreneurship Facilitator offers
support to individuals who have
experience with the mental health and/
or addiction system and are interested
in self employment or starting their own
business.

Advocacy Support
Our Advocacy Coordinator offers
assistance to individuals and families in
the areas of housing, income support,
employment, treatment and legal
issues.
People are supported to take an active
role in evaluating and changing the
mental health and addiction system.
Skills for Safer Living
A Suicide-Intervention Support
Group
A twenty week skills based group and
peer support for individuals with
reoccurring thoughts and behaviours
about suicide combine as our Skills for
Safer Living program.

Spark of Brilliance—Guelph &
Kitchener
This program provides opportunities for
people living with mental health and
addiction issues and their supportive
allies to experience the expressive arts,
within a supportive, understanding,
community based environment.
Centre for Excellence in Peer Support
The Centre for Excellence in Peer
Support provides consultation and
training on how to successfully
implement and supervise peer staff
roles; offers ongoing supervision,
mentoring, and support to peer staff
working in non-peer organizations;
furthers evidence of the value of peer
support and lived experience knowledge
by engaging in research and evaluation.

See page 1 for contact information and visit our website for more information about these and other services.

Write to the Editor
The views expressed are those
of the authors and do not
necessarily reflect those of Self
Help and Peer Support

We Want to Hear From You!
Send along your articles, images, letters to the editor, comments or views about
topics in this newsletter or other topics related to the mental health and addiction
system.
Please note that any items submitted may be edited for space and other needs
of the “Changing Lives” Newsletter.
Please send your items to:
c/o Self Help and Peer Support, Newsletter Editor
67 King Street East, Kitchener ON N2G 2K4

For Your Inspiration
“There is no shame in beginning again, for you get a chance to
build bigger and better than before.” - Unknown
“Recovery is an acceptance that your life is in shambles and
you have to change it.” - Jamie Lee Curtis
“My recovery has been an evolution, not a sudden miracle.” Patty Duke
“It is health that is real wealth and not pieces of gold and
silver” - Mahatma Gandhi
“In any given moment we have two options: to step forward
into grown or to step back into safety” - Abraham Maslow

