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Christmas is a necessity.  
There has to be at least one day of the year to remind us that we're 

here for something else besides ourselves.  
        Eric Sevareid 
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Wow! The end of another 
year, another decade and 
the end of  my time with 
Planet 401 .  
 

Sadly, this will my last issue as editor of Planet 401 

as I hand over to the Centre 401 Peer Initiative 
Team, Lena  and Tania. Early next year I also bid 

farewell to Centre 401 as I begin the next phase of 
my ónew lifeô as a full time student.  I wish all the 
staff and members of Centre 401 and all Planet 401 
readers well, as you all continue on your individual 
journey.  

 
I also apologise again for the (very) late publication 
of this much smaller 4 page edition.  Real life  does 
not appear to respect deadlines and between those 
that usually lend their valuable time and skills 
already very busy with other key events, having 
very sick family members utilising the hospital 

services and a very nasty stomach flu, time has 

definitely marched on ahead of me.  However, here 
it is!  
 
This year has been so busy and has gone so fast its 
almost impossible to recall everything that has 

happened without my head spinning. For me, these 
last twelve months have been so full of change  -  
some good, some bad and one very sad -   it is 
impossible for me to see this year pass without 
acknowledging those struggles, and with them the 
growth I have experienced in myself.  However, this 
year I am determined that rather than dwell on the 

more difficult times of the past year, I will (be trying 
to) focus more on those fun and happy memories 
while  celebrating the successes -   personal and 
shared.  
 

Centre 401 has also experienced many successes 
this year.  We have seen another round of the 
Hamilton 400 V8 street race, Tune -up 09 -  the ôbirth 
placeô of some of the great talent seen at Mad Aide, 
the Like Minds, Like Mine Awards where Centre 401 
Peer Facilitator, Chris Edgecumbe, received the 

Whanau Award. Focus groups have been very well 
supported while the launch of E.A.R. Chats has 

shown early promise as has interest in Centre 401 
Radio Station óLobotomy Pants FMô, due to begin 
broadcasting in 2010.  
 
One of our most recent successes was, without a 

doubt,  Mad Aide 2009.  This event was well 
attended with much positive feedback about the 
quality of entertainment provided.  Many thanks to 
Jan Maree, Siren, Mark Tupuhi, Mark Leaborn and 
the many others who contributed their talents to this 
event.  Special thanks to Lena and Tania for all their 
hard work in making this such a great night.  I have 

been told that plans are already being made to 

ensure that next year is even better!  
 
The 18th of December saw Centre 401ôs annual 
Christmas Barbeque which was again, well attended 
with many taking advantage of the good food and 

company available on -site. This year was even more 
memorable for the number of members directly 
involved in the running of this event which was 
followed by  a Karaoke session hosted by Centre 401 
Santa, Owen Stephenson -  Again, thank you to all 
who contributed time and energy for this special 
day.  

  
In closing I wish you all a safe and happy Christmas 
and New Year.  Take care.  

    Fiona                             

 
 
 

 
November is all but over; I have hosted far too 
many Xmas parties for corporate groups; from 
courier companies to aviation security staff, and by 
the amount of glossy junk mail in my letterbox each 
day it would appear that we are well and truly into 
another silly season.  

 
Silly season, I have always wondered why we call it 
that. My guess is because some people get a bit  

 
 

 
 

 
tipsy at  their  obligatory staff  Xmas  do and  end  
up acting  a  bit  silly: photocopying  their  bums  in 
the office annexe, dancing shoeless on their desks 
and/or spewing into their rubbish bins.  
 
As one of those in the world who enjoys a little bit of 

everyday mental challenge, it is SILLY season year 
round, more like a race to keep it from being too 
silly. So then, what do I call the Xmas season?  

There is no ideal Christmas;  
only the one Christmas you decide to make as a reflection of your  

values, desires, affections, traditions.      Bill McKibben  
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Xmas is what I like to call the back -pack season. 
Many of  you  will  know that  the  Xmas season is  a 
very volatile time for many people... the suicide  

rate increases, men in a recent survey said they 

dread their familial inquisitions each Xmas (weôve all  
been there surely...when are you getting married, 
when will you give me a grandchild, when will you 
be moving out???).   It is  also well  known that 
many a relationship has been subject to bust up 
over the stresses of the season. So it isnôt really a 
silly season, is it? If you ask me itôs downright 

STUPID.  
 
A week ago my mother phoned to ask if I was 
coming home for Christmas. For the last 35 years I 

have only missed one family Christmas (that was in 
2000, I was a bit busy self medicating in my dingy 

Auckland flat to face up to the familyôs Christmas...it 
was easier staying wasted than having to explain 
why I had lost four dress sizes and all -of -a-sudden 
inherited a face full of bad skin). My parents often 
boast to their friends that they are so lucky to have 
all their family together at Christmas time, 
apparently others in their peer group spend their 

festive days alone eating óHam for Twoô and 
watching the Queenôs message before a cup of 
Horlicks and a good nightôs sleep. 

 
As much as my mother might balk at what she calls 
a ólonelyô version of Xmas, how awful is it really???  
This year I am not going home. Mum asked me, 

ñWell, if you arenôt coming home, then where are 
you going?ò  I wanted to say, ñMum, you donôt get 
on with my boyfriend (and she really doesnôt. After 
two years when she asks after him it is usually: 
ñHowôs whatôs-his -name?ò), you donôt particularly 
like my sisterôs partner either, it starts out good but 

ends up tense and drunken and a bit shouty. So, as 
much as our Christmases together have been nice in 

the past, it appears you donôt really appreciate that 
we are now grown adults building families of our 
own, meaning you have to share us with significant 
others in our lives. Christmas has become a shit 
fight and no fun, so Iôm not coming.ò What I really 

said was a lie that isnôt even worth repeating for the 
purposes of this article (I hate lying and I am crap 
at it, so I expect she knew I was lying all along). I 
could hear the scowl on her face in her voice as her 
reply came. ñI see,ò she said. So now I am stressed 
because I know my mother is unhappy with my 
decision not to go home. But I am determined for 

this not to overshadow what I believe should be a 

time of year for relaxing and rejoicing.  
 
Letôs add to this my boyfriend who has, since a very 
young age been anti -Christmas, associating it will 
stress and negative feelings which always escalates 

his back -pack of already excruciating mental 
challenges. It has almost become an accepted 
human thing to load ourselves up with unnecessary 
debt and anxieties at this time of year, forgetting 
altogether why it is that we get these few days off in 
December. The birth of the little baby Jesus is the 
real reason, if youôre into religion, but letôs look 

respectfully past this.  
 
How can we have fun at this time of the year? How 

do we steal a moment of happiness from the mania 
of the season?    I have no sure - fire answer.  
 

This year I am doing the unheard of: I am taking it 

easy on myself. The back -pack I cart around with 
Xmas expectations clutters up and encumbers me as 
I try to make my way in the Universe and I have 
come to the conclusion that unloading the back pack 
and walking load - less is the way forward. I am being 
philosophical, the way I see it, not everyone is into 
the óXmasô thing. If you would rather spend 

Christmas day playing X -Box and drinking fanta than 
cooking lunches, un -wrapping presents that arenôt 
even paid for yet and entertaining family members 
(you may or may not genuinely be interested in 

spending time with) then play X -Box and drink 
fanta! This year I am letting go...We plan to do 

whatever it is that we feel like doing. That isnôt 
selfish, what it allows us is some self preservation.  
 
It is well known that I love to get busy in the 
kitchen, so I will doubtless end up making some kind 
of feast, we are really enjoying seafood at home at 
the moment so a large platter of the oceanôs bounty 

could be on the cards. I will bake a cake, because I 
like cake. Not fruit cake, I like fruit cake but am not 
as good at baking fruit cakes as I am a baker of 

banana cakes so it will be a banana cake. Or a 
carrot cake, I make a decent carrot cake. In fact I 
just got a new red/yellow/green (what I like to call 
Rastafarian) icing set so perhaps it will be Rasta -

cake. Minus the weed, I donôt do that anymore. If it 
is a fine day we will more than likely peel off to 
Raglan with our little dogs, Flash, Titch and Spark. 
Weôll take a wander along the sand in awe of the 
rugged west coastôs beauty and maybe stop for a 
pash   in   the  sand   dunes.     We    might   take    

our  motorbike out for a ride. We might have the 
company of a few friends who are óorphanedô this 

Christmas who will come over to have an Xmas BBQ 
and a couple of beers while the sun sets. If a bolt of 
lightning hits us we might even go tramping over 
the Three Brothers Walkway. And if it is a rainy poo 
day then we might just stay in bed all day watching 

our favourite DVDs.  I donôt know what our 
Christmas day will  be like, but I do know what it will 
not  be like. And that fills me with great comfort.  
 
For some the idea of not knowing may be too 
freaky. For some, a family Christmas with all the 
trimmings is the ONLY way they will ever have a fun 

Christmas. For some, the only way to enjoy 

Christmas is to have a totally stressed -out day with 
the fights and the boozing and the debt. I 
understand. Iôm not here to judge. At the end of the 
day, Christmas is not a contest. The New Zealand 
Summer of Cricket, now thatôs a contest, one best 

left to the black caps. Whatever you  do this Xmas, 
make sure you have as much fun as possible, and 
hopefully it will be much less silly than 
it may have ended up!  
 
Blessings this Christmas time and 
always.  

          
       Jan Maree.  
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We are all trying to replace in our lives what mental 

illness took away -  the gift of life.  Because of the 
dramatic impact it has on a persons life and until a 
definitive cure is found for mental illness this will 
remain the case.  
 
So, we need to examine ways of coping and dealing 
with our illness.  Everyones illness óeffectô is different 

because we are all individuals -  this is something I 

think mental health fails to notice.   
 
Mental illness effects our function as human beings 
and this is where individuality comes into effect.  
Thoughts and personality each is different because 
of our individuality.  Frustration and confusion which 

stems from our function being interfered with within 
our daily lives causing inner conflict.  
 
So, what is inner conflict?  Basically I think it is 
thoughts and feelings not being expressed properly 
and/or non -conclusion of thought processes.  But it 

can be more complex than that.  

Basic frustration and confusion  

Resentment from our lives being turned up -

side down  

Lack of aspiration and goals   

Thinking we are stupid and pathetic because 

of our illness  

Lack of hope or hope not seen  

Delusion  

 

These and many other things cause inner conflict 
which can build to explosive point if it is not kept 
under control.  So, the objective needs to be inner 
peace and strength of character to deal with our 
illness.  

 
What then gives us these things? Well, these are the 
things that worked for me.  

Actively count the positives in you life day to 

day -  everyday  

Identify you aspirations -  these lead to goal 

setting  

Negativity is a part of life -  know this  

You are your best friend -  be that for yourself  

Look for satisfaction and contentment  

Be spontaneous -  seize the moment and donôt 

hold back, this builds confidence  

Find out who you are .  This can be hard with 

a mental illness but its good for self esteem -  
seek and you will find  

What do you want to prove to yourself and to 

others in your life and relationships  

Have no regrets.  Regret is short for 

regression -  regression means backwards.  
 
Positivity builds and negativity subtracts.  Work at 
it, it is achievable, if it worked for me it can work for 
you.  

 
Have a merry xmas -  I support you  
 

 

Merry Christmas and happy new year  
From  

Beanie and the team at Centre 401  
 

Centre 401 will be  ceasing full services  

23 December 2009 

Full services will resume   

11 January 2010 

During this time Peer Support Services  

will continue to run from 10am 2pm  

on the following days. 
 

December  29,30 and 31, 2009 
 

January   5,6,7,8, 2010 
 

 
 

Wishing you a safe and 

happy holiday     

 Beanie 


