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PSAT and the Friendly Spike Theatre Band proudly announce...

Poetry through the Ages

An afternoon dedicated to reading and reciting some of
the great poems that PSAT has collected over the years

Free! Accessible! Light refreshments available! All are welcome!

What? A poetry circle in which folks will be invited to read aloud one of ours,
read one of their own, or share one that is special to them.

When?  Saturday March 2™ 2013, 1-5 PM

Where? May Robinson Auditorium, 20 Westlodge Avenue, Toronto
(one block east of Lansdowne, north of Queen)

Wow! For more information, please contact friendlyspike @primus.ca

Inside this special creative writing edition,
savour some poignant selections from our
extensive holdings, enjoy original work by
two of our board members, read a riveting
excerpt from our archivist’s autobiography,
and peruse our 2011-2012 activity report.
And, if you enjoy this issue, don’t forget to
join us on March 2" for more poetry!

Photo illustration © Andrés Nieto Porras, via Wikimedia Commons
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THE COIN TOSS

BY GEIAN MURA

ne day, a long, long time ago, feeling worthless and
O depressed, | decided to end it all and kill myself. After a

good meal (my last supper, alone), | collected all of my
accumulated prescribed sleeping and pain pills, put them in a
plastic cup next to a gallon of Bon White wine, and got ready to
ingest them all.

The thought did occur to me that God, having being
instrumental in giving me life (helped by my mother and father
of course), should be the One to make the final decision about
my forthcoming demise.

| took a quarter from my pocket and decided: heads, God
wants me to live; tails, God wants me to die. Let God decide. |
flipped the coin and it landed on the floor. | bent down. Looked.
It was tails!

Bummer.

Then | thought that | was being unfair to God (a very busy
Being), so decided to give Him another chance by making it best
out of five tosses.

The next two were tails. | looked at that third toss. | could
not believe my eyes! Three tails in a row! My depression hit the
lowest low. | was shattered! | decided then to make it five out of
nine.

The next two tosses were tails. My brain went numb!

Five in a row. My stubbornness rose inside me like a fast
flowing tide. I'll make it seven out of thirteen, | thought. This
time it was for keeps!

The next toss was a tail. Six in a row. Resigned, | tossed
again. Then a miracle happened. The next seven tosses were
heads. Wow! | felt loved.

| thanked God for the miracle, the stubbornness he gave me
and chucked the pills down the toilet! (Not the wine—I shared
that with my friends, the other Derelicts of the Dominion hotel
(do not get angry with me; it was the name of our hockey team).
It became a riotous celebration of life.

So here is my message. If you have reached the same point
in your life. Be patient. Give it a chance. God shall come through
for you, even if you have to make it fifty-one out of a hundred
tosses, or five hundred and one out of a thousand! m



Imagine a World Without Psychiatry (a Rant)
BY DoN WEITZ

Youmay say 'ma dreamer,
But 'mnot the only one.

I hope someday you! lljoin us
And the world will live as one.

— John Lennon, Imagine, 1971

. world where there are no phoney, fraudulent psychiatric labels that
stigmatize, marginalize, demonize, and dehumanize people.
Image © Nevit Dilmen, Wikimedia Commons

A world where there are no “mental health centres,” youth “assessment and
detention centres,” maximum-security forensic units, and “seclusion” rooms that institutionalize and traumatize
vulnerable human beings.

A world where children, teenagers, adults and elderly people going through their own crises or living hells are not locked
up, forcibly drugged, electroshocked, lobotomized, physically restrained, or threatened with psychiatric hospitalization
(involuntary committal) and forced drugging.

A world where a young person’s existential identity crisis, spiritual crisis, or severe emotional stress is not psychiatrically
labelled “bi-polar,” “ADHD,” or “schizophrenia.”

A world where, instead, they are able to ask for and receive emotional, social, and economic support in their own
communities or neighbourhoods, without feeling ashamed or apologetic, and without being criminalized or stigmatized.

A world where people who act or sound weird or non-conformist are not patronized, ostracized or discriminated against,
but treated as human beings, with dignity and respect.

A world where the human rights of every person are universally respected, affirmed, and protected.

So, what might it be like to live in a psychiatry-free world?
With the “mental health” system gone, a costly and useless layer of bureaucracy would be eliminated.

With the deletion of “mental health” laws and regulations, there would be no more authorization for incarcerating
(“committing”) innocent citizens in psychiatric facilities (e.g., locked wards, “seclusion” facilities) where they are
routinely degraded, humiliated, forcibly treated, and denied many human rights.

With no CTOs (community treatment orders) or [OCs (involuntary outpatient committals), vulnerable people could no
longer be subjected to indefinite psychiatric parole, ordered to be drugged, shocked and targeted for surveillance in their
homes and communities, or threatened with re-incarceration for disobeying psychiatrists’ orders.

The abolition of maximum-security “forensic” units would mean that offenders could no longer be locked up in extremely
restrictive, brutal, and dehumanizing psychoprisons that, far from protecting or helping either society or the inmates,
have just the opposite effect.

We would finally see the end of “consent and capacity boards” and “mental health review boards™: psychiatrically biased
“tribunals” that are actually nothing but kangaroo courts where psychiatrists’ “clinical judgement” invariably trumps
inmates’ appeal for freedom, choice, personal autonomy, and other human rights.

» «w ” »

Labels such as “schizophrenia,” “psychopathic personality,” “sociopathy,” "bipolar affective disorder,” “borderline
personality disorder” and “ADHD” could no longer be used to diagnose people. The utterance of such pejorative,
stigmatizing terms in public would be judged and punished as hate speech.

No psychiatrist would have the power to diagnose, lock up, forcibly drug, electroshock and/or lobotomize people in
crisis, or to judge people as “incompetent” or “incapable.”

No psychiatrist would have “expert witness” status in any legal proceedings.

All psychiatric facilities could be converted into affordable housing, including co-ops and safe houses, as well as drug
withdrawal centres and crisis centres. m

This poem is excerpted from Don’s recent e-book, Rise Up/Fight Back: Selected Writings of an Antipsychiatry Activist,
which is available through Amazon.ca at http://www.amazon.ca/Rise-Fight-Back-Antipsychiatry-ebook/dp/B007EIBKOK.
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By Joanna Freeman Bragen Ey;]R”dgsﬁgFng{Qs?

~ " hile | climbed the fiftyiine steps
0 v ein theesystem for 1 And SpoKe with God
years Peter played the piano.
. He was angry and | was shattered
It did not teach me A million piecesheartlessly given away,
We met in a hospital.
To take care of myself it was simply the way the world throws its
hulahoops
| was told Nothing ventured, nothing gained.
As dignified in its own logic
Where to go As the great idiots of our time
When to wake up Neither here nor there
caught in the relentless circles df. he
What to eat Since then I 6ve wonde
. what journalistic strings to pull the veil
What to think of myself on the mistakes of kindness
So seldomly made.
First published in Street Spirit (June 2000, p. 15), Doctors march in uniform

the above poem describes the author’s feelings ti hat th Id t t
on being left by her mother to be an adult in the correcting wha €y could not accep

mental health system. Except é

| was there and they gave no
meaning

fithis handsome gift.

Look carefully kind soldiers
Adonis is dying.

Bathe your prisons

In surgical thyme.

| Photoillustration © Randolph
Croft, via Wikimedia Commons




A Day In the Death

Getting ECT in 1969 at age 19
By Fred

eutron bombs, screaming holocausts, duck and cover,
Fear mounts unrelentlessly: The Russian are i
T h e i al i ecertainlydhe devil 0

Even filagentso seek my

| know too much to live.

| must for others buzz

AAbout their

To the maddening daily kil

Of the wars that never en

Awaken, head crushed, bo  S\WVASNER [k

IR DRI B W VAN I R = er of that comet that jus pl owed into me?bo

éto my visitin

I managed to joke, when they

awoke me from my heavy grave

Some levity there , through

drugged stupor sorely pained: * torture
crowding what of conscious ness
Eyeballs rolling; unhinged, loosened;
Attached only by optic stra nds.

They awaken me. Shock again - today.
Drink the serum, swallow ('—.\ pills.
Breakfast: toast and

The gullet, hellfire

Seconal adds a cotton bl

To the gurney, into the

The bit in the mouth; th

Submit or submit; the cho

Yet relish | the rare seconds, the

That comes, when the expert i nje
The expertly - refined, sodium pentathol
Tingling, in a full - body rush,

I am counting nowéeé
Ninety - nine, ninety - eight; nmety
SEIXXXXXXXX. )

éLight and souU.nd Iowa /"’I‘l"
Sift back int'o‘my awarenﬁsé p '
| know that itiis done, for | am in my |

| feel again my .heartds, beat

Thoughts emerge from their opaque hibernation.

Then the sudden clarity dawns: the day is.still.the same:

Oh no, God no. Please no! PLEASE NO - OH ohhh- ohh- oh- oh

Deeper than depth can go, my soul sobs audibly.

Pleading, to hu man, to Spirit, is no avail;

|l 6ve come to know.

Somehow , they again will kill me,

And provide no final death;

Their grim - faced torments, with renewed

solemnity, expertly they will continue,

ltés a cycle with demons:
Hel |l 6s treadmil | i

n

Photo © U.S. National Nuclear
Security Administration (public
domain), via Wikimedia Commons.




You and Me

By Debbie Sesula

Labyrintfspring 1999Madison, Wisconsin

f youdre overly excit
|l f 1 6m overly excited

If youimaginreh e phone 0 Stre:
I I magine the n oOom p¢
| f youdre crying I da)
need time out
Il f 1 dm crying and ay |
need to get up
| f youdre afranight t o ouse
youdbre cautious
I f 1 6m afraid to | ea at ni
If you speak your mind and express your opi
youbdbre assertive
If | speak my mind and express my opinions
| Om aggressive
| f you donot | i ke so ment i
being honest
I dondot | i ke some e‘tior
|l Om being difficuldt :
| f you get angry you @d u |
|l f | get angry |1 06m considered danger c

Ifyouover eact to something youodre sensit
Iflover eact t o something |0 out of con
Ifyou dondt want to be around others vyo
care of yourself and relaxing

|l f | dondot want to be around others |
and avoiding

|l f you talk to strangers youodore bei ng¢
Il f | talk to strangers | 0Om being i naf
Forallofthebove, youdre not told to take :

hospitalized, but | am!

()]



By Gian Mura

Photo illustration © Joe Mabel, via Wikimedia Commons

made of semi precious stones. Agates, Opals, Cat's eyes, Lapis lazuli, etc...
He loved those marbles. It was beauty and security all wrapped into a neat
little package. He loved those marbles so much that he never missed an occasion
to show them to everyone.

There was once a man named Charley who had ten marbles

One day, a friend decided to play a joke on him, took his marbles,
and told him that he had buried them in his garden (which was overrun
with weeds since he spent most of his time admiring his marbles
instead of working the garden!) And gave him a shovel.

Obsessed, Charley dug, and dug, and dug everywhere for six hours
but did not find his marbles (who were in his friend’s pocket all this time).
By then the combination of sun added to his sweat and despair, broke
Charley down. He started crying. A neighbor (a psychiatrist by profession)
came by: “What is wrong Charley?” “I have lost all my marbles.”
“Come, come now, there is no reason to make such a fuss over such a trifle!”

This was the last drop! Charley started foaming at the mouth at the injustice
of it all, and tried to explain but the words were trying to come out so fast
that they came out in broken sentences.

His neighbor knew what to do in this obvious emergency. Gave him
three injections from his first aid kit (an antipsychotic, a tranquilizer,
and an experimental drug that was supposed to counteract the bad side effects
of the first two), and called an ambulance who took Charley to Queen West at CAMH.

There, the admitting student doctor questioned (by then a very comatose) Charley
and decided that this was a classical case of catatonia dementia due to
his lack of response to his questions! Charley is still heavily medicated
to this day, five years later, but is doing a lot better.

The moral of this story is:

“If you lose all your marbles, do not tell a psychiatrist!”



There and Back Again

My Respite from and Return to Psyclig@§1977
By Mel Starkman

job, hoping to put my education towards anfound fascinating. | was also getting to know the staff

alternate career. | first approached the Ontarithe Archives and their accumulated knowledge. | be
Gover nment 0s smMo fimd asposition asoaf r E@awWriing up on Ontari ods
historical officer. When | spoke to the personnel officsourcesvere just beingveloped. Everything went well
at the Ministry of Tourism, he outlined a historicalfor over a yeand | was chosen, or | volunteered, to g«
officer position for me and indicated that a certaion an archival training course in Ottawa run by Carlet
amount of travel was involved. Not having a car, | askédiversity and the Public Archives of Canada. But t
on a whn whether there were any other positions opesid/new problems began to resurface. My father he
to someone with a degree in history. He indicated ircantracted cancer and, in the last stagesepfwas |
t hrowaway way that h e dit@nsférradvfrom taenGeneral ¢ospitalitostiie dvaspice
available. Would | be interested in that? My ears perkadnn Street. My mother, too, began to deteriorate ba
up and without asking the salary ragdiint yes. He as she could no longer cope in the big house

After a month of languishing, | went looking for aon the old photographs and thipen off, a process |

made an appointment then gihd N Overbrook; she  wandered
there with the assistant archjvist ) i ) around forlorn and lost and was
Arthur Murdoch: I went overfo T hi s i's an edi t] ewenaly taken to the

visit him in the Canadigha unpublished autobiograptgoritinues| Laksheoe Hospital where she
Building aors s Q Pakd n ddirectly from the previous instalme] had shock treatment at the

road from the Parliamgnt (Voicesvol. 3, no. 3, ppl8). hands of Dr. Jo
Buildings. | seemed to fuffill ’ ’ Temelcoff. She later ran away
their requirements and S ~ from the hospital and had to be

genuinely interested in the position. | was accepteeirieved. At the same timewifeSheila was pregnant
subject to approval, and | told them that teaching had wath our first child.
worked out for me. Excited, | went home to Sheila My father, having had a lobqtéaegd cancer
envsioning the mark | would make in the archival worldvith equanimity and seemed to be more worried ab
| was on a highmy mind suddenly clearsil ngw his wife, who was going through a terrible time. Visitir
that | had new purpose and, above all, hope. My troublay, father was a great burden on me as we sat and sm
l' i ke my fatherds and motadne had dittleitd day ® acle sther. Bhis dvas nay ne
and selfleprecatory demeanor ratrddtdt renewed. | experience for me amok, having a faith or a well
even told Arthur that | could not start immediately asdstablished life philosophy, | was somewhat stunned at
had plannedatwoe e k vacati on t o bucamerofehss llife dd theotragedies that had led him
remember walking around our backyard making all sdtis stage. He was brave to the end, suffering his pair
of plans on how | would devise new archival systemsvay | would have wanted in myself. He died in la
comparable tdotary classification. | was in a state 0f1968; my wife notified me by telephone while | was
euphoria and soon met John Mezaks with whom | woukark. | saw his dead body but could not bring myself
work in the government records section of the Ontariook at it too closely. When the nurses asked permiss
Archives. Soon after, | bought a classit aestiving to do an autopsy, | declined, as the procedure was nc
by Theodore Schellenberg and set to readitgmédnat  the Jewish tradition.
was an exciting book though it was dry as dust. The tineral is a blur in my memory. | could not
| plunged right into my first job rather dirtily as | release the accumulated emotion of what was taking
was given a slew of old nursing photographs to cleanatighis juncture of my life and | was in the throes of
and organize. | learned how to use rubber gum to spreadness that | could not explain at the time. | remem



thinking that my fatheould not have wash me to The Ontario Archives exhibited a very
break dowrHe had beem gentle mamhoml dearly unprogressive attitude by terminatifigbubethey
loved and who had dearly wanted my life to be free of thadvertently did me a great favour. In my last days w
midortunes that had afflicted Hieing orphaned at a them,a University of Torontarchivishad asked me to
young age, coping amigrantin a foreign society, work for her at the unitergio s Rar e Bo oKk s
coping with a head injutywas no wonder that my | was released by the Ontario Archives, she ag
mother had gone into a tailspin of tears and demenéipproached me and, while | told her | did not feel lik
from losing such a good man. working, she was insistent. | assented and joined the |
Impervious to my surroundings, | began to takBooks Library ofspril ' 1968. It was a much more
time off from the Ontario Avels and there ensued a interesting repository and, while this was not relevant
period when | could not face the future. Unbelievably, Dne at the time, my salaytwice what it had been. God
Johns recommended another sel#3Tds if this was with méhrough Lynn Harloimelt | could be open
could help me through my loss or solve the problem with her about my depressive characteristics and hope
my mother having been displaced from her home. A feark through them in Bostitution that had a more
months earligénwitnessed my mother having the sharpegirogressive staonenental health issues.
break from reality | had ever seen, inside or outside the In 1968, | came to the end of my series of shoc
hospital. She was at home in a highly excited state, neitieatments, which were now unilateral (rather the
eating nor getting dresseq; | bilateral). Dr. Johns had sent me

. N :
had tried to talk to her afd to a neurologist, who put me

she respond_ed by tearing oa:ar from acclimatizing me to throug_h some sort lwfain scan
her abthes in front of wherein | was injected with a dye

drapeless window wile PSYychiatry left me in despall and my brain wasayed. The
screaming the address off her neurologist informed me that the
sister in New York. | call ¥ scan had revealed an old injury in
my cousin Saul and he came over quickly with a frienanyabrain that had occuraéésthe brain injury | had
doctor, who gave her an injection that partially calmsedstained during birth, which had caused my cerel
her down. Then an ambulance came ahdrttmokhe paby. Shortly afterward, Dr. Johns told me | would not t
Lakeshore Hospital. She never returned to the robust dedfving any more ECT treatments. Whether that decisi
reliant character that she had been, though she dids linked to the brain lesion, he did not elucidate, but
function on her own in the community thanks to theupplied no other reason. The possible link between
assistance of my sister and her husband William. lesion and the cessation WfE@T opens up some
As a result of these problenagjdition to the interesting questions that remain unanswered today. A
side effectaaused by my medications, which were playify. Johns stated that my unilateral shock treatments w
havoc with my emotions and physiology, | becana® improvement over the bilateral ones. Does that m
morose and disorganized, such that | was unable to wibik the latter had some inherent flaw? This, to
effectively at a profession | had come to love. Dr. Jolmeamained unamsed although the latest research has
suggested anotheuntb of shock and | reluctantly demonstrated that ECT was and is harmful witk no lon
agredt seeing myself as the eternal patient he hdadrm redeeming qualities. There was no doubt that | v
taught me to become. Arthur Murdoch (Assistamh o t a very informed oO0con
Archivist of the Ontario Archives) was veryJohns had been based wholly on feararichfote,
understanding, but they were in a period of expansidespite his friendliness.
and the civil service masagerght my assurance that | | was taken off ECT, but remained on a regim:
would be sound for the next year. Naturally | could naff pills and definitely felt the otffeof those. In
guarantee this, being in mourning for my father arindsight, it islear that | had also sustained lasting brai
becoming a father in my own right that year. My periodi@amage from the electroshock. | began to go into stror

hospitalizations had debilitatetb mgoint whetdelt letrargic moods interspersed with mania, and cou
| could not be an adequate father. | questioned what riglintrol neither state in the way that | can today. | beg
| had to father a child; in my midstichnot realizee to have illusionary, delusionary and even hallucinat

would not necessarily experience the suffering | was gexgeriences that | had not had before my incarcerat
through. | did not give enough credit to Sheila, hiBefore my psychiatrization, | woushdbeor happy in
mother, whose competerthebabies was nonpareil. bet ween periods of what



if that were a definable state. | had never had psychthimughton which recipientshould ndtbe dwelling
episodes. However, in the late 60s, dypegod of Thus, o problem is ever solved, only avoided.
intermittent commitéal hadmania and depressiat The next nine years comprised a period of uf
| can onhattribute to the shocks and medications. Itand downs. My career path did nohgattdy and my
played havoc with my career at the University of Toronhome life was disrupted when | became manic and
Archives, resulting in negative interactions with nigvolved in activities beyond my capacity to sustain. |

supervisors. | eventually had to takeriondisability, some notable successes: | helped kickstart what are
even though | was still in the primeydffanat age the Ontario Jewish Archives (which originated from
forty-six in 1977. meeting | had withet late Victor Sefton at the Toronto

Far from acclimatizing me to life, psychiatry leflewish Historical Society) and | learned much abc
me in despair in both my vocational and family livesatchival methodology at this time, which later helped |
was at times totally ineffective as an archivist, sittitqg cofound and organize PSAT, the original seed o
around contemplating my navel or too morose to get amyich was planted in 1981 when | called for the
wak done. Had it not been fordthe i v er s i t y Oestabtisbeft eof @ nMa@& Archives after many long
and my wi, Fweddshavk beandtatalydost and conversations with Allen Markman of New York.
would likely have ended up on the street or the back At the University of Toronto, | had a stormy
wards of an institution like Queen Street. | very neairhteraction with the woman who had been m
came to that state in the 1880s90s. Were it not for a  benefactress, leading to her resignation. This left
few close frieridparticularly Don Weit2 would not opening for David Rudkiimowad worked at the Public
have surfaced from being lost in the system and woAldhives of Canada, to become Archivist. Hi
not be writing this story today. managementlstyas not attuned to my naturé977,

Here | would like to digress awhile on the topid was in such a depressive state that | wentemmlong
of ECT. Not only is ECT frighteriingaeh shock is like  disability and for a couple of years researched and w
dying again and again, over arit bmteit induces on my owrMy marriage was deteriorasngellgiven
long and sho#term memory loss, an inability to learnmy ups and downs (mostly my apd) Sheila and |
new material, an inability to memorize, and stigma fragaparated a couple of times. | finally moved out in 19:
others. | have never heard of a psychiatrist who advooatesn | became politically active after meeting tf
ECT being strapgdownand trying it for himself. And  antipsychiatry leaders of On Our Own and becomir
I say Ohimself 606 because pmiicallyaaeef thatraal dad éalten fattvhicly wap a t
and paternalistic framework of psychiatric interventiomot unique to me but was a worldwide phenomenon tt
The premise of ECT is that injuring the brain, shrinkinglater wrote an article onAfoenix RisinBut nore
reci pi ent s,@nddlasting thenmdssnrae s oretigat inmy next instalment
scattergun manner might, by happenstance, eliminate-the

Photo of thaterior of the Thomas Fishe
Rare Book Librawhere PSAT archivis
Mel Starkman worked from 1968 7o
Courtesy and copyright diitheersity of
Torontoyiahttp://media.utoronto.ca/phot
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Annual General Meeting (June 16 ™ 2012)

BY GEOFFREY REAUME

999 PATIENT-BUILT WALL PLAQUES PROJECT

n October 4™ 2011, PSAT won the
O Community Heritage Award from Heritage

Toronto (nominated by CAMH Archives) for
campaigning to preserve the patient-built wall and
to publicly commemorate the unpaid patients who
worked on and behind this structure. Don Weitz
received the award on PSAT’s behalf in a wonderful
night of wider recognition not only for the archives’
work on this essential part of our history, but most
importantly in regard to the no-longer-ignored
contributions made by unpaid asylum inmate
labourers in the architectural history of Toronto.
Thanks to CAMH Archives for nominating PSAT for
this award. The first-year anniversary of the wall
plagues’ installation, Sunday September 25" 2011,
saw a wall tour led by Ruth Stackhouse and the
Friendly Spike Theatre Band on a gloriously sunny
day. After one year and nine months, the wall
plaques continue to be in excellent condition.

OFFICE SPACE AND READING ROOM

Following up on a letter of agreement between
PARC and PSAT from July 2011, plans by the Board
to move some of our records into the Parkdale
Activity Recreation Centre did not occur at the
times planned for (first by January and then by
April 2012). Discussions continued during the past
year about possible arrangements and architectural
modifications to the room as well as access to a
reading room, for which PSAT Board member Erick
Fabris has been the archives’ main contact person
with PARC. The primary issue is finding an
accessible reading room for research visits and a
secure space for the collection. PSAT continues to
use rent-free storage space provided by the
Gerstein Crisis Centre and Sound Times Support

Services since 2004, with all of our material stored
at the former location. It was agreed by the Board
that, if and when a move to another location takes
place, PSAT should maintain our space at Gerstein
Centre, with their agreement, as this location has
been entirely secure and is an assured place where
we now have eight years of experience without any
problems. It is also common practice for an archival
collection to have off-site storage space in case
more room is needed, as is the case for PSAT’s
collection, so maintaining this location will facilitate
future plans elsewhere.

LAKESHORE ASYLUM CEMETERY PROIJECTT

MEMORIAL DESIGN CAMPAIGN

Significant progress in recent months has been
made in the effort organized since 2004by Ed
Janiszewski, a long-time ally of PSAT, supported by
the Lakeshore Asylum Cemetery Project (LACP) and
PSAT, to publicly restore to a dignified appearance
the cemetery containing the remains of 1,511
people who were patients at the former Mimico
Asylum. A new distinctive iron fence, replacing the
previous nondescript chain link fence, was installed
at the front entrance to the cemetery this spring.
Ed has also informed LACP members that a long
planned memorial plague, the wording for which
was agreed to by members of the LACP committee,
has just been installed in recent days. The province
has paid for these improvements. Plans for an
unveiling are forthcoming. PSAT Board member
Kevin Jackson has been involved in helping to move
things forward by filing a Freedom of Information
request for a 2008 Ontario Infrastructure report on
this cemetery. The memorial design which PSAT
organized and funded with a competition in 2008-
09 is not currently one of the structures being

a



installed at the cemetery but discussions at LACP
meetings, including with Karin Sonne, the
competition winner, were held this past fall and
winter in anticipation of her design being included
at a future date.

FINANCES

PSAT has made no progress on charitable status for
donations, though this was listed as a top priority
at the 2011 AGM. The issue of whether or not PSAT
should publicly endorse political causes has been
raised in this regard, since if the archives wants to
have charitable status, the organization cannot
endorse political activities (this latter approach is
the current PSAT policy). This issue will be
discussed at the 2012 AGM. Though no specific
fundraising campaign was organized this past year,
our income far outpaced our expenses which is
good news, as can be seen in this year’s financial
report. The Phoenix Rising poster fundraiser (see
below), initiated by PSAT Board member Kevin
Jackson, which commences at the 2012 AGM, is
anticipated to bring in additional income in the
year ahead.

DOCUMENTARY DONATIONS TO PSAT

PSAT Archivist Mel Starkman has donated the
largest documentary collection of material this past
year which includes two large filing cabinets full of
his own primary sources—thanks, Mel, for this
important collection of documents. Allan
Markman, who in 2006 donated his immensely rich
collection of primary and secondary sources in 12
bankers’ boxes (one of which was lost en route to
Toronto), has offered to donate 22 linear feet of
books which were written by psychiatrists, social
workers, sociologists, etc., about psychiatry, which
includes their views on mad people—one such
book he noted as an example is entitled /| Knew
1001 Lunatics. He said this material, while not by
mad people, is complementary to his previous
donation of mad writings in that the perspectives
of psychiatrists can be contrasted with those of
people in asylums. He also offered to donate some
activist buttons and a 1979 computer upon which
he recorded the early history of the mad
movement including his mad radio show transcripts
(which we have in the archives from his 2006
donation). As this material is at his home in New

York City it has not been possible to retrieve it as of
this writing. Donna Lee, also from New York City,
has recently donated two copies of her book
entitled, Nowheresville, Everywhere, Earth, as well
as other documents which are in transit as this is
being written. Erick Fabris also donated his new
book, Tranquil Prisons: Chemical Incarceration
Under Community Treatment Orders (see below)
and Don Weitz has also made his new book
available via the internet, Rise Up/Fight Back:
Selected Writings of an Antipsychiatry Activist.
Kevin Jackson continues to work with Don Weitz in
preserving the hundreds of historical tape
recordings dating back to 1982 by digitizing audible
tapes onto an MP3 recorder before the old tapes
are no longer accessible.

RESEARCH AND COLLABORATION INQUIRIES
Archivist Mel Starkman held an orientation session
in March 2012 which was attended by several
PSAT Board members and community members to
familiarize people with the collection and handling
of archival material for research visits. A reporter
from the community newspaper The Grid attended
and an article (with some inaccuracies) resulted
with a photo of Don and Mel toiling away:
http://www.thegridto.com/city/local-
news/organize-to-survive.

Since March, Erick Fabris has initiated
meetings at PARC and Gerstein Centre to help
organize the materials in the archives with several
regular attendees who are helping to build on the
finding aid work which Amanda Fernandez did in
2009. Chris Vogt, a Critical Disability Studies PhD
student, has been hired with money from a York
University Research Assistantship to work on the
PSAT finding aid over the summer of 2012 as this
task is directly related to his research interest.
Numerous research requests have been received
over the past year but, regrettably, all had to be
turned away due to the absence of a reading room.
Thanks to Andrea White for checking the PSAT
email mailbox and to Kevin Jackson for checking
the snail mail at Sound Times.

PUBLICITY AND WEBSITE

Eugenia Tsao has done superb work editing three
new issues of PSAT’s newsletter, Voices, during the
past year: Volume 2, Number 3 (October 2011);
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Volume 3, Number 1 (February 2012); and Volume
3, Number 2 (May 2012). Thanks to Eugenia and
the contributors of articles and images for making
this newsletter possible. Patrick Connor wrote an
article on the 2011 AGM for the on-line newspaper
newz4u: http://newz4u.net/archives/17145. Erick
Fabris launched his new book, Tranquil Prisons,
with PSAT’s co-sponsorship along with University of
Toronto Press on November 1 2011 to a packed
house at the Gladstone Hotel. PSAT had material at
the book launch, including brochures, copies of
Voices, and some issues of Phoenix Rising of which
there remain dozens of the same copies in our
holdings. PSAT also co-sponsored a film viewing
during the “Rendezvous with Madness” film event
in November 2011 organized by Workman Arts; the
work of the archives in commemorating patient
labour in regard to the patient built wall was
acknowledged in artist Raja Moussaoui’s show on
the same evening. Kevin Jackson initiated and
organized the production of 100 small and 10 large
posters featuring the Phoenix Rising magazine
emblem of the phoenix rising from the ashes. The
purpose is to raise awareness of PSAT’s collection
and raise funds for the archives. These eye-
catching posters will be unveiled at this year’s
AGM. Heritage Toronto, in their call for 2012 award
nominees, listed PSAT with the archives’ logo, on
the front of their brochure, along with other award
winners from 2011, in a mailing that went out
across Toronto. As in vyear's past, the
Consumer/Survivor Information Centre Bulletin
continued to include news from PSAT in their
newsletter, such as about new issues of Voices, the
AGM and a front-page article with photos of PSAT
winning the Heritage Toronto award in their
November 1-15, 2011 issue. The CAMH Friends of
the Archives Newsletter, Fall 2011 issue, also had a
front page article about this award, for which they
were the nominators.

Thanks to Erick Fabris for keeping the
archives’ website up to date and in working order.
For the fifth year in a row, PSAT's website
pertaining to the wall plaques was posted on the
City of Toronto’s Doors Open web site regarding
the 14 patient-built wall tours held on May 26-27,
2012. PSAT’s work was discussed this past year in
public presentations in and around Toronto. Our

work was also mentioned outside Toronto: Andrew
Roberts of the “Survivors History Group” in the UK
wrote in their Summer 2011 newsletter that,
among others, “Oor Mad History [Scotland] and the
Psychiatric Survivors' Archive in Toronto have
provided us with models to stimulate our thinking.”

PSAT BOARD MEMBERS, JULY 2011 - JUNE 2012
Regular Board members: Erick Fabris, Kevin
Jackson, Heinz Klein, Ji-Eun Lee, Geoffrey Reaume,
Mel Starkman, Marianne Ueberschar, Don Weitz (1
position vacant). Alternate Board members: Robert
McKay, PhebeAnn Wolframe

Thanks to outgoing Board members Ji-Eun
Lee, Robert McKay and PhebeAnn Wolframe for all
of their support for the archives. And a hearty
“Thank you” to all PSAT Board Members and
supporters for your continuing work in collecting,
interpreting, preserving and publicizing our history.
It has been a privilege to serve as Chairperson
during the past five years and to work with
everyone in our collective efforts to preserve our
history since PSAT was founded in January 2001. m

“Oh that T had wings T would fly like
A dove and be at rest I would fly out
Of this asylum... There is nothing
Impossible with our Heavenly Father
All powerful He could give me wings
Aseasy as He.”

— Ralph M. (18411911),
husband, father, farmer; a
patient at 999 Queen Street
West from 1898 until his
death in 1911.

In: Reaume, Geoffrey. 2000.
Remembrance of Patients Past:
Patient Life at The Toronto
Hospital for the Insane, 1870-
1940.

Photo illustration © U.S. Fish and
Wildlife Service Headquarters,
via Wikimedia Commons.
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