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| flop around mentally about my situation. “We make own
reality.” “Everything happens for a reason.” “Wwanifest
what is inside of us.” | reluctantly agree to haes with a man
| meet in the mall in a loose arrangement thatides cash.
That month my bills are paid.

The fire returns to my body after the affair. Isiyartment is
covered with dirty dishes, empty Diet Pepsi caifs, 0
newspapers with job ads clipped out and laundry mat have
the energy to do. | lie down on the couch, whespdnd most
of my days. |turn on the tv and imitate my tegmaibilings,
look ma, I'm channel surfing. | become mesmeriretthe
images, the slasher movie, the international figlaing
championship, the Woody Allen film. After four hsu turn
the tv off, feeling loopy. | draw a bath and hear voice free-
associating-swearing, shouting, making percussvads with
my lips, singing at the top of my lungs. Who isthHave |
fallen off the deep end? | sing more laugh, plgymmy bath,
and then the part of me watching myself falls awispw I'm
100% crazy, rules of behavior gone, and | pasautiiro
humming to naming each of my knuckles to being iBess
Bush addressing the nation to saying the word &di§over
and over and over until it is unrecognizable.

| pick up the razorblade from the side of the tod atare at it.
Then | start to cry. | cry for myself. | cry forynaunt, my
grandmother and my two great uncles. | cry forsisyer. | cry
for my father. And finally | cry for my mother, fahe lasting
vision of my mother, chasing her six year old ddia street,
angry, terrified, and alone.

Then | sleep.

The next day, | get the urge to call my mother famdhe first
time in my life, tell her I love her. | pick upgtphone, start to
dial, and then put down the receiver. Insteadalkvnto town,
noticing the candles in my neighbor’s window, ttersin the
sky, getting lost in the texture of the woman’srhaifront of
me, having trouble suppressing my smile.



Only you. Twentyish tablets slide down my throasiow
motion. |imagine lying in a cool lake, floatinfyeless. | sit on
the toilet and wait.

Then, scene change, | am meeting with Julie faraargency
appointment. My parents, furious and hystericatl brought
me in. “Am | going to die?” She tells me | havieswvallowed
enough to hurt myself. The realization sinks listart to cry.
She asks me if | want to be held. | am surprisetbody has
ever asked me that before and it actually seerasaligretty
good idea. She offers me her hand and | take id.tlaen she
folds me into her, gently pushing my face into blele fuzzy
sweater. We sit like that for the rest of the megdaking
occasional breaks to breathe.

For the first time in months the burning subsides.

| remember being four years old and needing ever so
desperately to learn to ride my shiny new two-wéeblike. |
would get up at five a.m. every day to practiceraed knees,
bruised elbows, even a scratch on my cornea frin@egbranch
didn’t stop me. Somehow the injuries gave me more
determination. I'll never forget the day | got it. was a
Saturday morning and my Dad was out practicing with He
would hold the seat and run with me for a few &e&d then let
me go. Usually I'd get in about five or six rotatgof the pedals
and then lose my balance. But then he got me dgaimg. |
gripped those handlebars, focused, determined.wiiet was
blowing leaves around and | was wearing my favor@dow
flowered dress. | felt my father release me abddan pedaling
as | had before. But this time, | felt myself gelifted, carried,
| had the sensation of flying | would feel in myedms.
Balance kicked in. | gotit! | gotit! I'm soaigh

It's December, 2002. | am off the medication tierapist #17,
Lila Zorn, had prescribed, after extensive weanihgm
unemployed, in the middle of a divorce, living itoavn where |
know nobody. | am responsible for bills | haveidea how |
will pay. My family knows of my situation but nobp makes
any offers. | know | am responsible for what hagpeEnme and
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Crazy excerpts

by Gail Marlene Schwartz
gailmail@thirdstorywindow
www.thirdstorywindow.com

| was held by therapist #5, Dr. Julie Hannaforit thirteen,
the anxiety pulsing through my body got so higltt tivee day
that it broke inside, like a forest fire. Evenirigsught
screaming matches between my parents or betweenather
and me. And school, which had once been a rehagk,
turned into another danger zone. Dana WilliamsElednor
Eichler, sitting behind me in math class, whisp@mes into
my ear. “Gaaaaay... lezzie...” and the worst- “towering
inferno!!” Sometimes Eleanor would wad up littlgsbof
paper, roll them around in her mouth and thentbpiin into
my short curls, where they stuck like snowflakB&th girls
would cackle in low voices, escaping the teacheotce. My
mother would get home from work and ask me what was
wrong. When | told her she would say, “Just ignthem. If
you let it get to you, you're asking for more.”dw | had to
fix the situation, but I didn’t know how.

On that day, they are teasing me like always hsttiime
Eleanor whispers, “We’re gonna get you on your wame
from school-we’re gonna take all your clothes aa/e you
on the side of the road.” They sit back in theiats and crack
up. This time the teacher tells them to shushrbotediately
gets back to his fractions. At that moment, | fe@hething
inside of me ignite and my bones turn into stickackling
and popping in the flames. | get a ride home arahkhhave
to make it stop. Cut off the air supply. The fivi sink. |
can rest. | get inside the house and am alonekthaodness,
my parents at their jobs, my sister at band practigrab a
bottle of aspirin and Smokey the Bear’s image pofmsmy
head-only you, only you, only you...l imagine mysalthe
ground, calm, cool, quiet. | pour pills into my kldy hand.
Only you. Put them in and put it out. Only ydumagine
dark comforting earth cuddling me like a cushidthrow the
white tablets back onto my tongue. Only you. dlgthe
ceramic mug with the toothpaste smudges. Only younk.
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Anxiety

This article is about anxiety, and how mental diagnoses, though
physically invisible, if uncontrolled, negatively color and impact every
aspect of existence. Since mental illness is so all-encompassing, it is
vital that we eliminate the cultural stigma surrounding these topics so
that people can honestly face their own personal chaos.

Work

Fear that you won’t peform well makes you preoccupied on the job
Soon, you aren'’t performing well because you look distracted and
worried. You worry that customers find you weird because you look
crazy. Customers find you weird because you look crazy. They talk to
your manager, who talks to you and lets you know that people have
been talking and you had better shape up. The fact that the manager
is watching you just makes you shake more. You screw up, freeze up,
don't talk and smile like you should. Congratulations. You have been
laid off because of anxiety disorder.

School

You certainly feel unprepared for the looming finals and papers. Just
thinking about your potential performance makes you sick. You try to
calm down by brewing a cup of tea. You get back to work. You don’t
understand any of this. If only you had gone to class. But most
mornings you were too scared to leave the house, so you pulled the
covers over your head and spent the whole day in bed. You wish you
could do that now. How would you perform if you had made it to class
or could open a book without sweating?

Sex

Scared of physical contact because you are scared that somehow
lying skin-to-skin will fuse your brains so that they can read your mind
and know that not every thought is pristine and that you don’t really
think of them, always, you don't call and don’t pursue and don't
reveal more about yourself than necessary. And when luck swings
your way and you somehow overcame the odds to find yourself
breathing next to another human body, you freeze up, feel nothing
and disassociate because the sound of their breathing reminds you of
once upon a time when it really wasn't very pleasant.

Politics

Scared to speak your mind because of a fear that every slip up you
make will be recorded in the log of oppression, you would prefer to
stay silent than be judged by the “more P.C than thou” crowd. So your
voice, which could speak volumes if heard, remains silent.
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Be forgiving and non-accusatory
People with ADD have a tendency to forget, lose things, be
late etc. etc. If an ADD friend of yours is consistently like
this, be forgiving. If you find it hard to deal with, imagine
how hard they must find it. For example, don’t call them
‘flaky’ because they’ve forgotten about an appointment with
you, it’s likely that they’re trying their best.. it's just that
some things slip through the cracks.

Be patient
Similar to # 5. Allow people with ADD some extra leeway.
Please. Also, don’t expect them to be able to be super
generous with their time — it's hard enough for a person with
ADD to take care of themselves, let alone others. There will
be time when they are able to be very giving, so embrace
and praise that when it comes

Be accommodating... Embrace difference!
People with ADD are often highly creative and lot’s of fun.
They are people too, just differently able from your average
folk. If you're able and willing, be a friend that can go the
extra mile. For example, if you're ready and waiting for them
at their front door before leaving for shool, ask if you can
come inside and help them get ready. In my life, I've had
friends agree to carry some of my medication in their
wallets so that any time | was with them and had forgotten
my meds, there’d be backup.

Offer your company
If a friend decides they want to get tested for ADD offer to
accompany them, or to be there when they get out, or to
help them find resources.

Well, thanks for reading this. | hope you're inspired to learn and
read more about ADD. Or that you've learned something new. If
you think you have ADD talk to your doctor and friends about it
and ask around for more help and information-- that's how | did it.
You can also contact me at short.attention.questions@gmail.com
if you have any questions about ADD or about finding support (I'l
treat everything i receive as confidential and anonymous).

%



Get informed
Learn about ADD. Read more than just this article. Cruise
the internet, get informed. Be wary though! There is a lot of
bull shit written about it. Get your information from reputable
sources. Don't expect a friend with ADD to teach you about
it.

Watch out for it
Learn tell-tale signs of an ADD person. If you suspect some
one you know has ADD, keep that in mind when interacting
with them. Don't let this overrule your perception of them,
and don’t suggest that they should get tested. However, If
the person is a close friend, | think it's alright to bring up the
condition casually, in private, without telling them that you
suspect they might have ADD. For example you could try
casually bringing it up in conversation, say you read a book
about it (but actually do that first!) and ask them what they
know about it. Or, “accidentally” leave the book at their
house (don't expect that they’ll actually open it or finish the
book, haha (I start books but rarely finish them)).

Be willing to listen
Having ADD can make life really challenging. If someone
needs to vent about it, give them space, and lend a patient
ear if you can. Remember that if it makes you
uncomfortable to hear about it, it may be twice as difficult
for the person talking about it. If you feel it's appropriate,
ask the person some open-ended questions (i.e. “l hear that
you’re frusterated that you had such a rough day. How does
it make you feel when you forget your backpack at home for
the day?,” or “wow, that sounds rough, feel free to tell me
more about it...”).

Be non-judgemental
When someone tells you that they think they have ADD or
that they have ADD, don't judge them, believe them. Having
a mental health problem doesn’t make anyone less smart,
loving, or wonderful, and it just might mean they have more
trouble showing those sides of themselves. Take people
seriously, ADD (or any other mental health condition) is no
laughing matter.



medication is just because of the pressure and necessity
to be successful, right? "

My thoughts in response: To some extent yes, but
otherwise NO. Yes in that | feel that ADD has the potential
to make "success" more difficult for me than it is for
others; if | were living in a society where each person gave
as much as they could, and took only what they needed (a
utopic egalitarian society), it's true that my ADD wouldn’t
be as much of a problem. Yes in that If my school work
wasn’t compared to that of other students and marked
accordingly, my ADD wouldn’t show as much. This, | do
not deny.

However, let it be clear that even if | were living in an
egalitarian society where capitalism wasn’t present and
my work wasn’t compared to that of other people, ADD
would still greatly affect my life because it also affects my
social life. For example, | have trouble keeping secrets,
blurt things out when | shouldn’t, talk too much, forget to
call friends back (even when it's super important), and am
chronically late. | also have trouble finishing tasks
(cleaning my room is really hard), and following through
on projects I've started is tough (I have a list of great
projects I've started, but haven't finished).. and none of
those problems are related to capitalism.

Being an Ally

If I could sum up how to be an ally in one word | would
string together the names of three of my really great
friends. One of them has has witnessed the transformation
that has taken place in my life since getting ADD support
and medication. This friend has two other best friends who
also have ADD - it’s as if they specialize in having best
friends with ADD. I've come up with the following
guidelines by thinking about this one friend in particular,
and my many other friends and family whom have
supported me in varying degrees.

I only fuck people | trust.
I never really did the one-night stand.
It doesn’t turn me on.

| get hot for intellectuals anyway. So first
prove to me you're smart, chat me up with some
gueer theory, and woo me with your wit before
we get into bed.

And I'm a sexual abuse survivor.

Which | guess makes me an intimidating
partner.

Maybe it's why the trust thing is especially
important to me.

It took a long time for me to become
comfortable with my body.
Respect that.

But it doesn’t mean | can’t fuck. That | can’t
enjoy sex. Or that | can only enjoy certain,
particular, socially acceptable types of sex
without it meaning I'm repeating the abuse. Or
that | have to be into every kink to prove how
comfortable and sexually liberated | am.

It also doesn’'t mean that | have be ‘fucking’

to be sexy. Some survivors do have difficulty
with sex but that doesn't mean that there
aren't other ways of making it hot, making it
romantic, making it totally beautiful to be
with them. There are so many ways of sharing
ourselves.

I like it when you ask.

I think it's fucking sexy when you triple
check that everything’s ok, when you ask what
to do if | happen to space out or get
flashbacks, when you say how do you like to be
touched?

Consent - survivor or not - between the sheets
or against the wall.
That's what gets me hot.



Destigmatizing ADD/ADHD & Being an ADD Ally

The following informations and stories are based on my
own experiences, and | do not attempt to represent all
people with ADD.

This is part of an email | sent to a partner, three weeks
into our relationship:
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On Medication

I've been on medication since | was 15. Medication has
changed my life. Many people report feeling
uncomfortable in activist circles sharing their mental health
problems. Due to the fact that a lot of stimulant and other
ADD medications medications*** are made by large
pharmaceutical companies (which we all know are bad
news) a lot of anti-capitalist folk are against medications,
some adamantly so. I'm anti-capitalist, but | still hand
money over each month to the pharmaceutical giants.
Why? Because it’s either that, or having my life a living
hell. Medication means that | am able to function at a
similar level as my peers. | still have to work a lot harder at
school than | should have to, but | can assure you that |
would be close to failing out of universityl if | wasn’t on
medication and if | wasn’t getting disability support from
student services.

[*** often | type the same word twice, and | decided to
leave that part unedited to give you a taste of how my
writing looks before it’s edited...]

Personally | don’t give much credence to people who don’t
believe in ADD, or who are against medication. However, |
am lucky to be this convicted. A person who is against
meds, clearly has never experienced my life pre-
medication. It's almost laughable how ignorant | think they
are.

On Politics

I've thought a lot about the poltics of ADD and how ADD
relates to modern capitalism. As it stands in our society,
success is based on your ability to perform well. So,
naturally, people who can’t perform as well as others will
struggle.

A Popular Opinion: "Having ADD is just a hurdle in life that
some people have to deal with; the reasons why they take



the same as mine before | went on medication.” | also talk ! # (
a lot about my experience, and try not to implicate them
too much. | make a point of stating that in my opinion,
having ADD doesn’t make anyone a lesser person. I've # !
seen people decide they'll would go get tested, but then
procrastinate, and never really do it (many people with # !
ADD tend to put things off, especially when they will
require having to follow up on things).

$% #
Fear I # $% #

$ % #
Fear of the unkown can set in, once a person is convinced
it's possible they have ADD. What if one gets tested and #
finds out they don’t have it? This could be embarassing $0%
and one might worry about what their family would say. $1%
And if they find out they don’t have ADD, then what is it
that makes their life so difficult? #

# " $2%

So, my friend finally got tested. And he tested highly #
positive. He is now getting help at school, is on meds, and
seems a lot more relaxed. I'd like to point out that my said
friend is a really awesome person and ADD isn’t all of him. 3 #
He is loving, kind, intelligent, compassionate, goofy,
hilarious, and dependable. However, ADD affects nearly L s %
every aspect of his life, as it does mine.

In my experience, one of the reasons people whom | see
as being ADD don’t want to get tested is because they
don’t know what they would do if it turned out that they
didn’t have ADD. If it isn’t ADD they say, then why is my
life a living hell? If | don’t have ADD then why do | fear that
“I'll lose everything | own out on the street every time | go
outside?!” — you may laugh, and so do | to a certain
extent, but only because | think it sums up beautifully a
huge difficulty for people with ADD... and because it
perfectly describes my life before medication. What is ADD/ADHD?

ADD is a condition that affects every aspect of my life. It
also affects some of my friends and family members.

(Attention Deficit Disorder/Attention Deficit Hyperactive
Disorder)



A lot of people don't really believe in ADD — they think it's
over diagnosed (one of those rumours from the 1990s that
may or may not be true), and they think that therefore
most people that say they have ADD it don’t actually have
it... that they’re making it up, or that the doctor they went
to go see was cooky, or that they are exaggerating their
problems to get attention.

Do you know how many times I've told people | have ADD
and felt like they didn’t believe me? Felt like they thought |
was a whiner...(ok, so I do literally whine about lots of
things, but | mean this more figuratively than literally). Do
you know how often a person with ADD tells another
person they have ADD and that other person asks them to
give examples of how they know... give them proof..
convince them. To these people | say fuck you. | know my
head, | know my body. | also scrounged up $1200 to go
through 6 hours of one-on-one testing with an ADD
specialist, who told me that my IQ was really high, but that
my reading speed was in the bottom 5th percentile in
terms of the average reading speed of a first year
university student (I was in first year at the time | got
tested).

In reality ADD is a condition that expresses itself
differently in each person. Lots of people who don’t have
ADD share similar complaints as those that do have ADD.
The thing about ADD is that it is ranked on a continuum.
It's when characteristics such as impulsiveness,
forgetfulness, inability to focus, the feeling of being
scattered, difficulty multi-tasking etc. start to significantly
interfere with your daily life that a person may be
considered ADD. In the testing room, ADD is considered
present in a person when their ability to perform tasks,
solve problems and answer questions accuartely is less
than their 1Q would normally stipulate, with other learning
disabilities having been controlled for.

Intersections & Privilege

I’d like to include a class analysis here. People who are
poor have to wait much longer for testing than those who
can scrounge or shell out the money to get tested by a
private practitioner. Also, some medications are really
expensive (up to $2/day; $60/month, with the cheapest
ones being about half that price at best). Also, because
people of colour disproportionately experience poverty,
access to support becomes also affected by race. Finally
one could argue that it is a matter of gender as well,
because families may be more willing to spend money on
their son’s medicall expenses than they are on their
daughters; furthermore, ADD has been incorrectly
stereotyped as something that mainly affects young boys.
This is an intersection of class, race, gender and
disability.

Getting Diagnosed

A close friend of mine was recently diagnosed with ADD/
ADHD. It took a year of us living together for him to finally
bite the bullet and go get tested. He complained (and
rightly so!) of having difficulties organizing his school work,
would often forget things at home that he needed for the
day, was impulsive, could only concentrate in super-quiet
places, and said he had difficulty paying attention long
enough to listen to people, even when it was really
important. | echo these problems, however medication has
drastically reduced the negative effects of ADD on my life.

So why and how does a person finally decide to get
tested? And why would they hesitate in the first place?
How does one tell another that they think the other has
ADD and that there is help available for people with ADD,
but not upset them? For me, first and foremost comes the
challenge of bringing up ADD casually, in a way that
doesn't make a person feel threatened, possibly
comparing their expressed grievances as being “exactly



