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Chapter 1
That week was the best week of my life. I was out of bed everyday, sometimes even before my alarm. After I pulled my sheets in what was already a glorious defeat of the upcoming day, “Magic Carpet Ride” by Steppenwolf would follow on the radio. Nothing could take away this feeling; I felt unstoppable and there was no going back to my average teenage state of mind, at least not what was average for me.
I didn’t question it; I was in love, or so I thought. In combination of exercise and drinking a lot of water, I didn’t question why I felt this good. I just figured it was my time: I had been in love before, but since this was stronger it was harder to identify any abnormality. It is a perfect world when one can wake up and go to bed with a smile. Most times, no one wants to question their own happiness. They just want to enjoy it.
My parents told me that I was sweet during this short time. I would comment on what great parents they were and are. I told them I loved them before bed every night, something I never did before and something most teenage boys don’t. My mother was delighted of course, she told my father, “Oh, he’s just in love.” My father knew better. He didn’t know what, specifically, but he knew better.
During this week or two everything between me and this girl was adorable. We would meet at the end of my street or I would walk to her house; we would go to school together, then home together. It was also her birthday during the short period of time in which we dated, which made it that much more special. It doesn’t sound like much and it wasn’t, but it was what I had and it felt good. My best friend had also liked this girl and they had, on at least one occasion before this point, had been seeing each other. Only in hindsight would I be able to state that I would not normally backstab a friend or so prematurely assume that I was in true love.
My ‘friend-swapping’ girl friend and I spent a nice two weeks together talking, walking, hugging, and kissing. I assumed everything was going well, except for my role of having to keep the relationship secret for now, for some reason I wanted to shout out to the world that I loved this girl (even though she wasn’t even my type). I wouldn’t have accepted a girl that would come between friends under normal circumstances.
Chapter 2
On the last day of those amazing two weeks, she walked over to my house. I assumed to spend time with me, but then the news did come. A familiar feeling I had experienced a couple times before came upon me: the feeling of all the blood in your body rushing to your heart to keep it beating, to keep it from receiving the shock to the system that it actually had just taken. The shaking from the inner most sensitive core of your body, pulsating electromagnetic currents of emotion, and the only news that makes you want to disappear to cry because the only alternative, deep down is a homicidal/suicidal rage: I was dumped. But this is giving the relationship far too much credit; in reality, we barely knew each other. As soon as I heard what was probably deep down, the inevitable because of my teenage insecurity, I felt something break.
This experience was hard on a boy who, when growing up, was unsure of himself and was also on the sensitive side. What I would feel for the next two months would seem illogical for this common teenage rite of passage. However, during this fantasy trip with this girl and while I was thrilled with the overall awe of life I had apparently caught mono. I had found this out when I ended up in the hospital due to a blood infection in my hand, which was caused by punching someone’s tooth out and a student doctor at the walk-in clinic not cleaning the wound properly. I had a falling out with my friends a year or so earlier. They stole some money
from me to support their new-found drug habit. I would walk by them and scowl at them on my way out to lunch everyday as they sat by the doors leading to the parking lot. Scowling was all I could do, aside from attempting to beat-up all five of them in a fit of rage to display my disgust for their disloyalty. One of their friends, a young man who I was also friends with earlier on in life, could only stand this scowling for so long.
He bolted up and yelled, “You think you’re better than us?” All I could say was, “yes,” because I felt that even if I had a drug habit I wouldn’t steal from a friend, although I have never had a drug habit so I could’ve been wrong. The intense high school confrontation didn’t go much further than that. Nothing much more than that was said then, until, one day when he and all my ex-buddies were waiting for me in the park. He called me, and I responded, mostly because I was walking with some girls. I walked up to him and flash-flooded him with a left then some rights. The fight ended quite quickly. I could see he didn’t want to fight anymore and I didn’t want to punch a face covered in blood anymore. I also had a nice gash to my left index knuckle that I wanted to take care of. The blood infection came from germs from human teeth extract situating in my blood stream too long. He lost his front tooth. I lost what would be my summer and myself.
In the hospital I watched the infection ooze out of my hand. I did not however, feel any
better after the treatment. All of the sudden, I had lost my ability to see a bright side to anything and also any idea of what my inner self was, if a teenager ever did know. It was hard to feel and it seemed that there was nothing to look forward to now.
The mono, the infection, and the premature breakup all seemed to add up to a cataclysm. By this time of the year, there were assignments due in all my classes. I took the assignments home and tried to concentrate on them. I read the assignment outlines, but nothing sunk in. The words I was reading weren’t making sense to me. I would just stare at the pages just looking at the words as they went out of focus, only to stare longer at the blur, then into an endless void of self-deprecating thoughts. The blur symbolized my life and where it was going.
At this point I realized I could not finish high school. The thought of attending in humiliation of my demeanor was too much to bear. Now that I thought of myself as stupid, I didn’t see the point of reinforcing these feelings, which would just add to the depression. I worried about everything and I stayed away from alcohol and drugs during high school for fear that it would ruin me. This attitude faded in less than a week, and I didn’t care if I finished school anymore. I didn’t care whether or not if I finished the rest of my life.
What came next was a dreaded meeting with my school counselor and with my mother. She dragged me in and I didn’t have the strength to put up a fight. On entering the school, I had to walk past some school acquaintances; with my mom beside me. I knew pending rumors were lurking. I didn’t feel very comfortable. In addition to my mother and I, the counselor brought in a specialist, a psychologist. Far from making me feel special, it made me feel, well, fucked up enough to need a specialist. I was now officially a difficult case and it only took a week or so to get this way.
“How are you today Aaron?” she asked.
“Not good.” I couldn’t look anyone in the eyes. My stare fixated on a specific fiber of the carpet.
“What’s been happening lately?” “What’s wrong?”
“I don’t know,” I said and then looked up at her honestly, straight in the eyes and told her that I wanted to die. To avoid that common response of, “oh no you don’t, c’mon now,” I said it and she knew it, and there was really nothing left to say. I take it that I sounded and looked convinced against any attempt of therapy, since there was none that followed. Though, maybe I could have used some consoling.
For the first time, I said out loud that I wanted to die, and that there was no reason for me to go on living. Discussing this topic in the same career counselor’s room that I previously had serious conversations regarding my future was a disappointment to my counselor, to say the least: she started to sob. This made me want God to come right then and there and rip my heart out and send me deep into hell. At least in hell you belong with all the others. How long could I be amongst people who wanted to live?
The specialist had hardly said a word. He looked at me with those ‘son, good luck,’ eyes. The young can only assume what a person is thinking when they’re saying nothing. The school psychologist had a few words with me and I wasn’t very responsive. My counselor tried to suck back her tears, but she wasn’t doing a very good job. I didn’t blame her though. This only showed she cared for me as she did for all of her students. She couldn’t fathom how a bright boy, who had everything going for him, so they say, could drastically change like this. Nor did anyone else understand, for that matter. The psychologist told my mother that she needed to get some help for me, meaning a psychiatrist. They suggested that I try to attend a couple classes or even one day starting the following Monday to see how I’d feel, then take it from there.
My mother and I walked out of there shortly after we walked in. We went home and I felt the kind of anxiety that wasn’t believable. My cousins had come over to visit that day and I couldn’t even speak to them. My eyes glazed over with a type of psychotic notion, a type of mental attempt to numb all feeling, a defense mechanism to void it out like a heroin junkie on a high.
The weekend passed and on Monday I tried to attend some classes. I heard whispers around me in class making me cringe. I walked home like a zombie on that very vibrant day. I wasn’t even aware that I was walking, but aware that I had to get home fast enough so no fellow students could converse with me. The embarrassment was unreal; I went from a basketball player with good grades, to a pathetic sight, as this was baffling. Accompanying this embarrassment was total disinterest in what anyone else thought of me. I was embarrassed because this wasn’t like me, but I couldn’t feel any other way. I could only feel my anxiety and numbness inside. I just wanted to be away from prying eyes; I managed to escape these eyes of judgment by leaving school; I could not deal with school anymore and I did not go, so I was given my credits with the help of my counselor. This would enable me to start fresh next year and put all of this behind me. I knew, however that I would not be around come next fall.
Chapter 3
At this time, I started to pretty much spend my living existence in bed. When a mind is riddled with anxiety to an extreme degree, it gets to the point where it physically hurts to move. I knew what I was feeling was not normal. But how often do we question our own state of mind? We just feel it and react to it: I acted no differently. I accepted this state of being, as if I didn’t know I had any other choice. It was physically, mentally, emotionally and spiritually impossible for me to think a positive thought. My brain would not let any serotonin in or any spark of anything stimulating into my concept. The spring of 1997 was blossoming and so was I, at least that’s what I had thought. I embraced the way I felt then because there was no feeling any other way and now there was no getting around this pounding throb of infinite dread.
This dread didn’t pass with the onset of that girl returning to see me every so often. I wouldn’t come out to see her, but she would talk to my mother about me. They would talk about how I was and how I was feeling. How she really did like me but, blah, blah, blah. It didn’t matter anymore to me. Obviously this wasn’t all about her; I had much deeper problems to think about and think about, analyze, and reanalyze. She was the trigger and the infection was the climax of something else, maybe. I didn’t care about anyone that might care about me because my life as I knew it would be over. Soon, I hoped.
How can a dream become death?
We think death is rest.
A fantasy of an execution.
Brightened by lightening.
Everything anybody wants.
No matter how disheartening.
Is only what we think,
Is the best for us at the time.
Every night I had aches and pains which was followed by anxiety about the present, about the future, or about whatever. The anxiety that would normally keep someone awake was outweighed by a tremendous need to escape from reality. I was never a substance user and getting drugs would take some effort. This anxiety never kept me awake because I slept to escape. My sleep was my only salvation. Nightmares were my reality with every waking second; they were not in my dreams. It’s amazing how much one can sleep with some determination.
My parents tried to be supportive. They understood that something was wrong and they told me that they would try to get me help if this didn’t pass. My mother would talk to me everyday and try to shed some light on the situation. She had experienced depression before and had some idea of what I was going through. They asked questions like, ‘why did I feel this bad? and ‘how did it happen so quickly?’ They knew in their hearts that there was a reason for this, and it was something beyond what I, or they could see. It didn’t seem rational to them that I could have been faking this depression to get attention. That just wasn’t like me. I didn’t fit the profile and I had no reason to stir this up. This depression wasn’t normal either, considering what had happened being fairly minuscule. There had to be some underlying cause, something that would explain this pain. However, the answer would not be necessarily easy to swallow. My parents would stop at nothing to find out what was going on. I was lucky because of this, but I didn’t the time to wait for the answer.
My mother would come and talk to me each day to try to get me out of my numbing slumber. The conversations would usually go something like this:
“Hi, Aaron? How are you feeling?”
I normally wouldn’t really respond, just barely look her in the eyes and giving a pathetic frown, indicating how I felt.
“Hmm? How do you feel? She would ask again.
“Not very good.” I moaned.
“Oh, how did you sleep?”
“Ok.”
Her real reason for checking on me wasn’t to see if I was feeling okay; it was to make sure I was alive. Understandably, if your son says he wants to die what kind of parents sit back and call his bluff.
“Are you having bad thoughts still?”
“Yes.” And this seemed to be the answer for longer than was bearable.
A suicidal person can get to the point where they want to kill themselves just out of embarrassment. He may not actually be ready to do it, but it is jump-started by his realization that he is causing strain on everybody. I wasn’t the kind of person to accept being embarrassed.
“What are you thinking?”
“That I feel like dying.” I would always underplay it by using words like ‘feel’ and ‘want,’ instead of ‘are’ and ‘will.’ I didn’t want to upset her too much.
“Have you heard the saying, ‘this too shall pass?’
“Yes.”
“It will you know. Nothing stays constant in this universe. Everything changes. You won’t feel like this forever. You just have to hold on and try to overcome this.”
“But I don’t feel like its going away.” I thought it was getting worse.
“You have to trust me. You remember when I was sick when you were younger? (my mother had coming and going trials with MS). I was so sick and I couldn’t move. I wanted to die everyday. I would pray to God every night that he just take me. But you know, I’m glad he didn’t because things started to get better. Things will for you too.”
It sounded fair enough, and it was something that could lift my spirits a little. Then my mind would think well, she couldn’t kill herself, she had a family to live for, and she had kids who needed her. Even if she wanted to kill herself, she had no excuse to do so. People depended on her. What and who did I have, really? This was my twisted rationalization that started to sink in. The anxiety and fear was so much that my mother would have to lift me out of bed so I could wash myself some days.
What did I have going for me now? Everyone who did love me was being brought down by me. I wasn’t in school and didn’t plan on going back. I didn’t have a job and couldn’t have one in my current state. My friends couldn’t be bothered with this, and I wouldn’t let them be. In less than two weeks, I made myself inconsequential to the world.
It’s very possible to trick your mind into believing no one will miss you in order to serve your selfish needs. Human beings do this all the time; we choose to see the angles we want and deny the ones that will cause us guilt or pain. Because we are all in need of momentary pleasure, we think we’re pulling a little white lie over the heads of people we care about, when in actuality, we are only tricking ourselves.
A couple more days passed and the need for the deed grew inside me. I didn’t think about anyone else anymore. I didn’t think about how my mom would feel if I were gone. Not that I didn’t care, it just ceased to cross my mind. Dying became a constant in my psyche, drawing more power every hour. This addiction of thought soon became fixed until my brain cells began to die. My fix would become a permanent one and I wasn’t afraid to check out anymore. Anyway you want to look at it, this was my temporary solution; temporary because I knew that this isn’t a long term solution. I had been taught and knew through belief in my heart that our lives don’t end when our bodies die. So what did this mean in my realm of belief? It meant I could be stuck somewhere in a haze of spiritual bafflement until I was sorted out by the law enforcement above. Alternatively, I could be stuck on earth just hanging around people that gave me warmth for awhile. Another possibility is that I could find another womb, embody it and possibly go through this same problem again at the age of 17, only so God or whoever could test me again. Believing this, I still wanted to blow my fucking brains out my ear.
The answer was meaningless because it was nowhere to be found. It would not come into focus for some time. Until then, I had no real rational reason or excuse for my emotional overtones, which is what sent me so deep, so quickly. There was no humiliation this conceivably bad, I thought. It’s funny, in a non-humorous way, how nothing in reality is as good as our dreams, but everything can get worse than our nightmares. The itch was about to reach a climax.
Chapter 4
From what I heard it wasn’t the easiest or most effective way to get the job done. Furthermore, I wasn’t feeling social enough or motivated enough to go out and find a gun. I knew from stories how often alcohol and pills fail. I was never one for heights and worried that I might survive the jump. I had been wanting to do this for what seemed like an eternity (only two weeks actually) but I just woke up from sleep at 3 a.m. and decided this was it. Anxiety becomes like an excruciating pain both mentally and physically when it stresses the mind enough.
I was looking at my kung-fu belts I had received years earlier and thought they might be good for a hanging. Then I saw some shoe laces on my dresser and made what looked to be something I didn’t learn in the boy scouts. Whatever little knot I made, I tied around my closet pole for clothes and wrapped the laces around my neck pretty tight. It seemed as though this might do the trick. In my mind I hoped it would, although I’m sure that somewhere in my unconscious I still had a flicker of life. Nonetheless, I lifted my legs up and let the rain pour down.
I was surprised at my determination. This wasn’t an orthodox hanging of course. But this way I had to fight to keep it up. It was painful until my legs started twitching and convulsing. My legs kicked and ironically broke the little man on my favourite kung-fu trophy. He symbolized me as triumphant at one point in my life, therefore breaking him at this juncture in my life was incredibly symbolic. I remember the day I won that trophy and how
proud I was to make my father so happy. This was one of my few glorious moments as a child. I felt like I was still a child now, but with nothing to hold on to. I kept clenching and keeping my legs up with my arms with the laces tightening around my neck, and the blood was rushing very quickly to my head, so I couldn’t lay my feet on the ground and stand. This is what I was sure I had wanted and before I could question myself, I was gone. Only black surrounded my world as it had previously, but without thought. Like a dreamless sleep, something I would’ve taken any day or night of the week to escape my consuming thoughts.
I don’t know how long I was out for. I assume it was until the sheer pain around my neck kicked in, knocking me into consciousness. I tore the laces from around my neck and head and crashed to the floor, gasping for breath. Flashes of thought came in between deep, hard breaths of how stupid that was. How stupid that was, I thought. But in a strange way, I also forgave myself because the agony of life was so great. If anyone felt the way I did, I was convinced, they would surely seek refuge in a similar way.
I gasped and cried. But I was still lifeless. I could put no energy forth, I could only sob. But I stopped from this as soon as I could because this was no time to cry and feel this pain. It was time to sleep more and escape this feeling for at least the next few hours. I crawled along the floor to my bed still trying to breath, calmed myself and somehow fell asleep fairly quickly in my mental desperation for rest.
You would think it would be hard to sleep after passing out from strangulation, and you would be right if I was actually suicidal under my own volition and behavior. I had to forget rather than confront what I had just done. I did what I had been doing for a few weeks; I was used to shutting down my mind of thought. Focusing on the sweet nothingness of sleep was motivation enough for my body to soothe itself and give up energy. All would be fine until the next day, but I didn’t have to deal with the next day until it came.
My mother was making her usual daily morning rounds the next day to check if I was okay, dead or still there. She sat at my bedside and asked how I was doing. I was non-responsive as usual to indicate that I was not really well. She sort of pulled down the sheet as I was covering my neck with it. Again, I didn’t really respond except for a look of fear and utter shame. I always pretended to be asleep to avoid conversation, until she woke me up, which was fair considering it was mid-afternoon. I thought there might have been a mark left behind from the incident the night before, although I was hoping of course that there wouldn’t be. She sensed something though, as some mothers do, whether it was something in me or possibly seeing some commotion around my closet area. She eventually got me to bring down the covers to reveal a reddish scarring encircling around my neck. She gasped when she saw the sickening sight before her. Even though she expected something like this to happen, actually witnessing the evidence was an unbelievable event for her. I grasped at the sheets and pulled back up to my neck. After this, we didn’t own our lives anymore.
How do you explain to a mother (a good one at that) who has done her best to raise you, why you want to end your life? The shame is too great to harvest words and no words will suffice the pain. I sank lower into my pillow and at that moment I would have been happier if I were the mattress so she couldn’t see my face. However my despair was so high and my tone was so low that I couldn’t actually muster shame toward her because that would entail me caring what she thought. I was in such a state of apathy and at that point I didn’t care what others thought because my need to die heightened and brought on more selfish ideas. Normally, I definitely would’ve cried in that moment. But of course crying is a healthy thing and I was something indescribable and definitely not that. My tears were spent and my fear was so overwhelming it was hard to cry; I was just completely quite numb.
Terrified of what someone might see.
Always being, what we are afraid to look at.
All absolutes in this world,
Seem to have some contradictions.
Are we meant to understand anything?
I now cope with all afflictions.
I recognize all addiction.
I understand nothing.
We all long for something,
That doesn’t even exist.
She took the suicide attempt as any good mother would, and that was badly. There was no demeaning or verbal punishment. She didn’t freak out or get hysterical; she was probably expecting that I would eventually try something, but just hoped it wouldn’t be that. After her gasp subsided she sat there with me, wondering what to do next. There wasn’t much to ask me. She couldn’t ask why, because she knew why. Her mind was definitely racing at this point; however, she had to do something quick. If I could’ve spoke, I wouldn’t have told her that I wouldn’t try anything like this again just to calm her nerves. I could not guarantee it. I really didn’t want to cause her pain; I just wanted to end my own, although telling her this might not have been truthful because I didn’t know when the pain would end or if it ever would. I didn’t know when I would be myself again.
I wanted to say how sorry I was, but I’ve always been quite selfish. I wasn’t worried about anyone else because I was directly afflicted and consumed by this sickness. Also, I wasn’t capable of empathy since I was feeling so sympathetic towards myself. I would describe myself more as apathetic, since this degree of sympathy would require a reason. I wanted to say, ‘I’m sorry Mommy, I know this isn’t right and I can do better.’ But I wasn’t in control of my emotions. People aren’t always in control of themselves or their future. It wasn’t me that hanged myself; it was a zombie version of my altered state.
It’s interesting to wonder why I didn’t die, whether it was luck, my own unconscious fighting will, or simply not enough pressure put on my neck. What is fascinating is the predicaments people put themselves in, and their outcomes and the reasons for these outcomes. Fate, will, luck, conscious and unconscious drives, and karma are all what we might consider reasons for things that happen, but to consider all of these at once creates confusion. To lessen this confusion in varying degrees, we instead generalize and say everything happens for a reason. It’s just funny that no one ever wonders if it’s a good reason. I suppose it’s implied, but not always true at all. It was not my time to die that night. I am not saying this wasn’t good in the long run of course, but after attempting this and surviving it made me see how numbingly alive I still was. It always seems better to be dead than be completely void of emotion. The point of living is not to be alive, but to feel alive.
My mother became increasingly panicked. The threat of suicide was not taken lightly up until now, but this couldn’t go on any longer. I could hear her upstairs phoning people in desperation for some help. She called my best friend to come over and talk with me that day. I didn’t want my best friend to see me in this compromising, pathetic state but I hadn’t wanted to see anyone in weeks anyway and he was on his way regardless. The panic of someone with the ability to spread the word of my state was scary. My mind was warping into ways of thinking that had no logic or sanity. Then again, in my experience you can’t really trust anyone in high school anyway. But to escape or to say anything different was impossible because I was speechless with my discontent.
When he arrived we sat at the end of my bed together uncomfortable and awkward. He attempted to make small talk. However, I wasn’t feeling chatty, to say the least. He asked me a few questions and made some light comments to which my responses to both were “ya” or “I dunno:” basically grunts along with a shoulder shrugs. He brought up reassuringly that basketball season would be up and running and we need to start practicing because the team needed me. It felt good, but how could I think about basketball when it made me sick to walk. How could I be this ill? Before I wanted to die, but now I felt that I deserved to die. No one can be this pathetic and deserve to live. How could I justify to my best friend, a guy with whom I was always in competition and who was like a brother to me, that I wanted to tap out for good? The vulnerability ate me up and I hung my head and he left. I didn’t mind.
Chapter 5
I would not be able to remain in the sanctity of my room away from peering eyes forever. This attempt on my life meant something had to be done, and now. No one trusted me not to risk my life again and sadly I couldn’t give anyone any assurance myself. Therefore, I found myself in a car on the way to the hospital. Surprisingly I didn’t put up a fight against those judging eyes; I was still passive, and for some strange reason I’ve never felt safer anywhere than in a hospital aside from home. I’ve never been a hypochondriac, and although school seemed socially unbearable for me, the hospital provided a break from this and seemed safe. I did want the safety, which I couldn’t trust within myself and I knew I needed help. I was just too fucked up to give a shit whether I got it or not. I just wanted to get better or die, not sit in this ultimate funk forever.
I don’t remember entering the hospital, but I remember being placed a gurney and rolled onto the elevator. Before going down, a nurse came into focus when she approached my mother and I. She was a friend of my mothers. When I was younger we went on road trips with her and her kids, and I always had a crush on her daughter. She said a few words to my mother before looking at me and said “Aaron… How could you do this? What’s going on? Why would you want to do this?” I looked in her eyes for a short time, and then turned my head. I couldn’t face this and I was gone. How could she question me when she didn’t know what was going on? In my irrational brain chemistry at the time I thought she had no right to ask me this. It was none of her business. Looking back at it now she had every right to ask this, but it wouldn’t be until later that I would realize she actually didn’t understand what many health practitioners didn’t understand at this time. I’m not talking about being another pathetic teenager who felt sorry for himself, but whatever was wrong was not complicated but apparently not easily detectable.
She didn’t stay around long because she was working. The elevator went down a floor and in no time I was on my way to the psychiatric ward. I always believed that the psychotics belonged here. Ending up here could’ve made me think that anyone could wind up here, but it pretty much reaffirmed my idea that I’m going crazy or that I obviously already was. This did not initially help the recovery process.
Sitting on the end of my new bed and holding a pill in my hand felt unreal to me. I was sitting and staring at it in a dream-like state, not knowing whether to take it or not, just as my dad entered into the room after pacing around outside in a nervous mess. This pill symbolized a defeat of a dream in the palm of my hand: the dream of being both a son and a productive man for his parents. I knew little of my parents’ religious beliefs, but I knew this pill was against theirs. If I took it and went to sleep in a Psych Ward everything would be over, even though people around me were telling me that it was okay to take it, and so I did, because it wasn’t as if it didn’t seem over already. I looked up in my parents’ eyes to verify that this was the correct choice, and they told me to go ahead. At this point, it did not seem as though there was another choice.
As the night came, the darkness stayed. I lay in my bed, pretending to be asleep, but I actually couldn’t sleep because of the medication. My mother stayed late and watched me. I faked sleep as she sat there crying and sobbing. I probably could’ve said something but her crying almost annoyed me. This was my problem I thought and something I couldn’t help. Something was overtaking me, something seemingly evil. For all I knew it was myself now. I would later realize that when the human being feeds the idea to give up and give in is the true and only evil that really exists. I couldn’t even muster the words to say that I was sorry. I listened to her bawl on what happened to be Mother’s Day, while I was not aware and totally void of emotion. Being too consumed with myself to even know what day it was, I lay there as the nurses came in and consoled her. Something I couldn’t do for what I was doing to her.
I was put on the anti-depressant Paxil. It started to make my mood better quite quickly. Over a ten-day stay at the hospital I was out and feeling better. This wouldn’t last very long and neither would my relationship with Paxil. I was feeling better with the pill, but I was taken off it around the time I was released from hospital. My father, persuaded by his belief in Scientology, demanded that I be taken off Paxil because it was against his religious beliefs. As a result, within a two week period I went from a psychotic severe depression, to becoming a little better and actually seeing friends, and finally into a comatose normal depression that would last the rest of the summer. It would turn out an anti-depressant wasn’t what I needed anyway.
In search of assistance, as well as to report their ethical mistake in parenting with medication, my father reported our dilemma to a bigger Church of Scientology than our own mission. It was kind of like admitting your sins. Even after I was off the anti-depressant, my mother received phone calls insulting her and accusing her of child abuse because they were supposed to know better, as they were quite high up in Scientology. As if anyone else knew what we were going through. As if I could’ve actually gotten worse on medication than I had already been. There was no worse. The fear Scientology has of medication is that it numbs the senses and makes people into zombies. Also, the church is worried that the medication will produce addictive personality traits towards drugs and when taken off will affect people heavily producing symptoms of withdrawal. The general theory is that all psychiatrists are still trying to lobotomize everyone, which I’m not sure was ever the case in general. The point is I was a threat to myself already and I’ve met several junkies and zombies that weren’t.
My parents were torn between their sanity and mine and torn between what was best for me and what the church said was best for me. No one knew because it was not known what was going on. I suppose the hope was that this would pass and that I would turn back into the motivated young man I used to be.
The summer had to go on whether or not I wanted to be a part of it. As it lagged on, the phone calls from the church kept coming. They told my mother to do this and that and what they thought was right. My father was the main incentive of importance being higher up the ladder in Scientology and having money, which seemed to be a reason to keep on their lines frequently.
The rest of the summer consisted of more of the same. I was usually in my bed or watching television, basically. What would occasionally give me a twinkle in my step would be if my parents would leave and I’d go to the kitchen and gorge on whatever food to feel some comfort. I understood obesity after a few weeks. When you have nothing food isn’t a bad friend, very fleeting but at the ripe age of 18 everything I ever had seem to leave anyway. There was always more food.
Some nights I would steal my dad’s BMW and go out for a joy ride. I would normally be quite panicky about driving with no license, but I felt I needed some stimulation due to the lack of it in these last months. I’d been feeling dead or next to it for some time, but you can’t help but feel somewhat alive going 100 mph listening to “Welcome to the Jungle.” Of course the idea crossed my mind to drive that car straight into a fucking cement block. That however would’ve been gory and if it failed I would be more suicidal than even before, laid out in a hospital bed. Ultimately, I didn’t have the courage and why ruin a beautiful expensive automobile to end my worthless life.
As the summer ended, my tone went up a little. At least on the Scientology tone scale it did, from apathy to angry. I’m not belittling this idea, I agree that this is a progression, but this was scary. Scary because I found myself packing a duffel bag with rope, tape, tools, a knife and a mask. Before I was sick emotionally, but now I felt sick in the head and unable to identify what was happening. I was just packing this bag of violence.
Part of me was possibly thinking that if I couldn’t kill myself maybe I wanted to kill someone else because I didn’t care anymore and I was engulfed with negativity. Maybe killing someone else would force the issue on my own motivation to take my life. I remember no plan just this action. The other part of me wasn’t thinking at all and that was because I was beyond thinking as a human being, out of any prior self at the moment. When a person leaves their mind, the body is controlled by something else. Forgive me if I can’t remember clearly. Clarity sometimes never comes to one, let alone when consciousness is riddled with afflictions.
So I waited until my parents went to bed until I got on my black clothes. Thinking back now, I don’t know why I wore black because it wouldn’t have made a difference and it didn’t help me to look inconspicuous. Maybe I wanted it to match the mask or maybe I had watched too many movies growing up. Maybe subconsciously I wanted to be caught and locked up so I wouldn’t hurt anyone or myself. I proceeded to take my father’s Infinity 4x4. I remember pulling into a drive-through for a coffee before my trip and crashing into a big garbage bin on the way through, again being inconspicuous. After the coffee and donut I was about to begin my adventure into the downtown core to find whatever it was I was looking for.
It felt apparent that I had turned from a literally innocent teenager to a demented, tortured being. As the sleek truck drove straight my eyes scanned the sidewalks watching people who had purpose. After driving up the main street I came to my senses and questioned what I was doing, knowing I wasn’t going to do anything. Just before turning off the main street on my way home I pulled behind a police cruiser. I was equipped with all the evidence anyone needed to put me away for a while, not to mention driving without a license in a stolen car. After staring at the cruiser for a while, it clicked that I had to act normal. My inability to care anymore kept me calm and something told me to put my seatbelt on that night. The cops turned off and my heart felt human with rational fear for the first time in awhile I felt a little human. I realized after fifteen minutes that even being psychologically impaired, I didn’t have what it took to commit any heinous act of violence. Hurting someone like that was only something I could fathom because of a lapse of reality caused by something partially unknown. You can’t suddenly lose your conscience unless you lose your mind and that hadn’t happened yet. I drove home and decided to put the fact that this was ever in my head behind me.
Coming home I pulled up to my block. Our neighborhood block was so small and open that I could see my backyard from the other street. I could see that the light was on in the kitchen and then the shadows of my parents pacing around. I panicked and kept driving for a little bit. I was already busted for taking the car but I couldn’t sneak a duffel bag in the house because they were waiting.
I had to lose the bag and the only place I could think to do this was the park near by. This was the same park where I learned to swim and play baseball. The park where I took walks with my young classmates before I had any independent thoughts of my own. Back when I was innocent and pure. I was now, so few years later discarding a sick sack of cliché, to the likes of which I might never be able to call myself innocent again. That wasn’t important now, I just had to get rid of it and go home. I discarded it in a dumpster. I had to now go home and face the music.
The bashing lecture which I was sure to come home to was surprisingly disappointing and very opposite to what I expected. It was disappointing because when parents won’t even waste their breath anymore, you know they’ve given up on you. As I came in the back door with my black garb all I received was a let down tired gaze in their eyes followed by “Give me the keys” and then “Go to bed.” This was done without a fight, just as complacent and pathetic as the night had begun.
To look through the eyes of someone else,
To be someone other then yourself.
The most unfortunate day,
To have ever graced ones stay.
On this whirlwind that only few spin through.
Chapter 6
After getting caught, the grand theft auto slowed down for awhile. I spent the rest of the summer in bed or watching television or going to doctors to find out what was wrong with me physically or mentally or both. I went to specialists for blood work and tests. I even went to a neurologist to have tests and an M.R.I. After words he sat my mother and I down and explained simply that it was his expert opinion that this dilemma was behavioral, meaning there was no internal or external force causing my irrationality. (He decided to only test me for M.S) I was basically just suddenly a burden on society and this was my fault. My mother was neither impressed nor convinced by this conclusion. As we left and crossed the road she screamed my name out as I took a step forward into oncoming traffic, thinking I was walking into it purposely. This was not the plan; I was just getting ready to cross the street. I was however thinking about it after her assumption. For her to think that I was purposely walking into traffic didn’t make the day any better, although I couldn’t blame her. Her nerves were shot and I was beyond feeling mine.
Aside from having doctor’s appointments throughout the summer, the rest of it was spent in the basement in solitude, just waiting out my bout. Not sure if it would pass, but at least hoping it would which was hope for the future. This was an improvement from the absolute grimness I had felt before. If I did go out I would see all the pretty girls in their summer clothes and it started to come into focus that with all the terror in this world, the pretty girls that were around was something to live for. This didn’t quite end the depression yet.
I learned many things that would allow me to empathize with humankind during this time, things that would allow me to have supporting conversations with people in the future. At this point I could already relate with others with depression and suicide. I could relate to an obese person. When I wasn’t hiding or sobbing in the basement I was sneaking food from upstairs. It was comfort in replacement for having nothing else. Maybe it’s not complicated at all and easy to understand but, going through a time, even it being short, can cause a realization for a more important understanding.
Experiencing a serious depression over only the course of two months has enabled me to understand depression in general. I had gone through all possible stages in three months. When none of your friends have ever been through anything, you start to feel like an outcast. But later on I would meet people that I could talk to and understand. In later life, you see how the harshness in this world can make your existence more livable in the long run. You can’t learn anything fully without experiencing it firsthand: what we read and what we hear will always be secondhand knowledge and always possibly unreal. It is only what we know, which is knowledge, and we only know what is our own.
Stepping briefly behind the eyes of the irreversibly violent I could take with me a pity for this kind of person walking your street or mine. Not to accept, but to have a general understanding of not the actions but what lead to them, because you cannot explain what isn’t rationally human. Make no mistake; there is no empathy or sympathy because we all of course have a choice to make in life before every partaking. But I had a sort of crash course in what would normally be years of degradation, abuse, misguidance, and self-loathing to get to that point. I wasn’t ready to hurt anyone, but I touched an area in my brain that entertained the idea and realized what it took to get to this point, also realizing that this place is conceivable for anyone to reach. This void of emotion I would come to know as a negligence of self and self love, a point where no love is let in anymore and all attempts to enjoy life through these means have been sabotaged. After words, I did not see a reason to know these things, but instead a reason to know how to stop these things from happening.
I did not know what was going to happen or what to do. I remained fairly docile until the end of the summer. Watching the idiot box one night did actually have an effect on how I felt. As I said, I had lost confidence in all aspects of what a young man needs, and an important part of that was my intellect. I had convinced myself that I was stupid, and when you are young and stupid you relay all judgment of intelligence towards academics in school.
So as I began, I was watching T.V. one night and the advertisement for Mega Memory comes on. I’m sure most of you can remember - they’re going on about all this crap you can remember, and saying high school has nothing to do with intelligence anyway, that it’s just memory work. Some have it some don’t. I knew this deep down, but I felt that this was my way to feel smart again. If this was for real I could go back to school and get straight A’s and everything would be fine, although getting good grades in school was never a problem for me. However I jumped up with a tenacity like I used to after too much sugar and a Jean Claude Van Damme movie as a kid. I felt better now. It was that easy and that fast. A silly fucking trigger.
It seems ludicrous, that an infomercial would get me in high spirits; nonetheless I was jumping for joy, literally. I went to bed that night with a smile on my face for the first time in two and half months. The next day I told my mom to order the Mega Memory Kit for me, which she did. It wasn’t long after that when I informed my parents that I wanted to go back to school, about two weeks into the next year. This one and only stupid thing brought me out of my deep depression, which in turn would be the real thing that questioned my sanity or the believability of my affliction. I needed something to spark an interest back into the game of life and if it was this I wasn’t going to complain. It felt good to feel good again. In fact it felt great, as not only was I going to enjoy it but I was going to make it my business to only feel great from now on and to never feel that sickness again.
Chapter 7
Returning to school late still seemed like a feat that would be better left unfulfilled, however I could hardly sit around the house for the rest of my life especially since I was feeling better. I had to not only enter school two weeks late, which might cause some talk amongst fellow classmates, but I assumed there was still a bit of a buzz about me leaving early last year. I was never one to give a shit what people thought and that’s what bothered me so much, the fact that I cared so much about what they thought at this point, but high school was insidious. The lower your confidence is, the more you care about others opinions about your person; this is simply because you don’t respect your own opinion, so in turn you seek approval.
Whether a person’s confidence was high or low, I’ve never understood nor trusted anyone who has described high school as a tolerable, or even worse, as an enjoyable experience. I had a fairly non-humiliating high school experience. To be in a building with a thousand plus people who are all different and expect things to coincide splendidly is ridiculous. This is obvious. High school is where we can build strengths and learn to survive social hardships. It’s just troubling that we have to do it this way where the halls are filled with judging eyes and people who pry into the lives of others. Anyone who liked or got along with most people were either too scared to say what they meant or were so desperate for popularity and acceptance that they gave up a part of themselves. I suppose maybe we don’t always know ourselves and maybe I would’ve had a better time if I was even nicer than I tried to be. It just didn’t seem real. I didn’t want to know an adolescent who didn’t judge, or anyone who was a prep hiding behind an opinion-less face - whether or not they were aware of it. I never believed anyone could have anymore than five close friends; it seems statistically improbable unless you’re a droid. School does prepare us for work, but not in an education sense, no not at all. It prepares us for having to share space with people we dislike and unconsciously prepare us to keep a straight face. This is how it seemed anyway, but each day was getting more blurry.
The first week or so back I kept it quite hush hush. I attended classes and just hoped no one knew how I was the previous summer. No kid wants to be the subject of ridicule or rumour and this time was no different personally. It’s a mind tearing experience being a self conscious teenager and not knowing if someone is looking at you - for a reason or for no reason at all. I knew what those troubled kids felt like in this instant. A summer’s worth of hardship and now I felt like “one of those kids.” To be in a box and be labeled is to be young. I felt like a certain type now, which has no reality as an adult. Not because it stops, but because later in life we can surround ourselves with people that would never judge us. It was an eye opening experience to walk in about 3 different pairs of shoes in 3 months, I felt like I understood people a little more now. This acceptance was something I learned, but I wouldn’t learn how to practice it for quite some time. Before full-maturity and full-confidence to which all of us do not ever attain judgment of others will always be our main form of fleeting self-fulfillment. This is a true testament of our lack of growth and evolution.
I remember one day this week, I was passing through the halls and I was stopped by two people who hardly knew me. I supposed they felt they knew me well enough or that we were even friends, because they asked me if it was true that I had been on anti depressants last summer (Back in 1998 I suppose this was a big deal, but only five years later one of every three teenagers would be introduced to medication of some kind). I was not yet at the emotional ability of boldness to show any kind of resentment towards their blatant rudeness. I just answered a few of their questions and tried to make light of the situation, even though I was quite embarrassed. When the slew of questioning was done, I left.
Everyday I started to talk to fellow classmates more and more, and eventually warmed back up to the school experience. My vacation was only as long as the summer basically, but I felt as though there had been somewhere from which I could never quite return. The experience didn’t change me, instead it changed my view of what could happen and nothing could ever be worse than that feeling. Nothing in me would let that feeling happen again. I wanted to experience the best in life now. I felt exhilarated that I wasn’t dead and I could feel every air molecule making up my breath making me feel alive, and more alive than I ever was before.
Over time, the comfort that I was beginning to feel became confidence. I enjoyed this confidence and what better way to build confidence than to do something that you’re good at. So, I began playing basketball again. Tryouts were coming up and I had to be in tip-top shape. I felt I had to go to the other extreme to get as far away from the past as possible, so this confidence would soon become an ego. Even false confidence feels better than self ridicule. What made me feel like a real person again was basketball. I played harder than ever before and I was working out more than ever. I was becoming strong and my energy was abundant. This new-found energy and understanding for life would soon isolate me at the other side of the border; not from embarrassment, but egotism. I remember thinking that I was better, but not knowing the reason. It was real to me and I wasn’t faking, just acting out the other side of the spectrum, since it was much more pleasing. Maybe I felt I was someone special for getting over a teenage crisis or that I had a revelation. Or maybe I was angry that it happened and still had blame. Maybe I could be stronger on my own. I just knew I couldn’t be scared anymore and I couldn’t hold on to my personality without changing it. Thus, every game on the court became a battle and it became violent. Every game with a friend got ugly and trash talking got personal. A little bit of me died that summer and this alter ego was fun. He didn’t take shit and had the balls to say whatever he wanted. I wasn’t that sweet kid anymore, but that never seemed to get me anywhere before anyway. At least this way I was reciprocating some of the pain I went through, outwardly. After a crisis you must get through the sadness, and then face the anger. The anger always feels better because we project it upon external factors. The sadness involves blaming inwardly: a person can only blame self so much before an emotional collapse and that pain ends up being directed elsewhere.
That part of my life was over. There was no worry about much anymore. As worried about grades as I used to be, I began to not worry about them at all, as I assumed that things would work themselves out. I was intelligent I didn’t need a piece of paper to prove that. As I thought more, I came to the conclusion that school was a joke and any teacher worth mentioning in my school still didn’t have a clue or the IQ for that matter to match my wit, so why try for them? Everything seemingly was going to be fine. I was sick, and now I was ok; I was sad, and now I was happy. I was starting to think a lot about things I could do and things I had to do, so much so that I was beginning to lose sleep at night, but I thought that this was all part and parcel with a productive life. I had reason to live now, so why waste time with sleep. I started to adopt a personal policy that sleep was for the weak. It wouldn’t be long until I would have personal challenges with my mind and body to see how long I could stay awake and how much I could do in a day.
This energy didn’t really subside, it just seemed to grow. I would get tired here and there, but sleep time turned into more of a nap/pass out period, for an hour or two. In that fall I remember biking to my best friends house after walking and biking all morning and having not slept the night before or that week for that matter. I knocked on his door to see that he wasn’t home. I kind of wanted to see him and waited on the lawn for a bit, I then just went to sleep all sprawled out on his front lawn beside my bike. My mother heard about this later, so I assumed that my friend came home with his mom and they left again feeling uncomfortable that I was there. This didn’t seem strange to me.
On weekends, I spent time at the universities in town playing older players or other players from the high schools. I would usually get in a pushing match with someone or a whole group of guys. It didn’t matter to me. I would do this on weekends, only to come back to high school and start fights with my teammates. I didn’t seem to care anymore; I wanted the ball and I wanted to embarrass my own teammates so I could prove something. Coaches thought at first I was on steroids because of a massive attitude and some mass added to my body from lifting weights a 3 a.m. I had never played with such energy as I had in those few months. Not just energy, but also an over–aggressive attitude as well. I remember practices when I rejected shots down teammate’s throats with physical and vocal authority and a game when I fouled out before half time. However, I felt that the coach was an idiot for not pulling me sooner. There was a justification for every action.
Right or wrong, this didn’t seem to pierce my psyche. I can’t remember if I had the sense to tell the difference between them. No, I was not myself but who was I? I was still a teenager and my make up hadn’t been fully generated; who was I to say that I knew who I was when I didn’t? This attitude didn’t feel so much right as it felt good. This false confidence was serving a need to not be scared of life or people anymore. As time passed, it felt like this was it, there was no other way to feel. I was on a constant high, something the burnouts could never buy. This was who I was meant to be. If no one else could match my energy why was I in trouble if not spectacular.
Hatred underneath, for people’s strengths.
A jealousy for something you don’t know exists.
You can’t see in yourself the good that others do,
And won’t accept an opinion they have of you.
Torn between a negative and a negative view,
Only to end up alone, praying for a positive in solitude.
I found out later that during parent teacher interviews with my parents my English teacher had a clue to my behaviour that could have possibly helped us. She sat down with my parents and, after a discussion about my ignorant behavior; she asked if I was Bipolar. My parents said no, because I had never had any mental problems before this summer. I hadn’t been diagnosed with anything. She must have known a little about the condition and thought that I displayed some of the symptoms. She said I’d walk in the class like I owned it. However, this theory was soon thrown out; possibly my parents took some offense to it, but they still took note of the suggestion. They considered my actions a teenage phase that I would grow out of. I was just having some problems adapting to puberty, it will work itself out. This teacher, although rather bitchy in the classroom, displayed a keen sense of awareness at this point that should have been jumped on or even discussed further at this meeting. This was a surprising observation, but as some teachers tend to do, it was given out as more of a judgment than an educational guess or possibly life saving suggestion, and therefore it was thrown out.
The Canadian fall with its magnificence carried me a little further. The air and wind was my breath giving me all the energy I needed to carry on and on with no sleep and I did so ever cherish in my younger days. I had become more confident in my abilities as a person and my arrogance seemed to leave me more alone. I preferred to be alone, but when I did want company I found I had none because I had alienated my friends with my insults. Normally they would have told me to fuck off, but I was starting to scare people. During this period of no sleep my eyes had a permanent glaze over and my pupils had dilated some. I started to look intimidating and somewhat insane and for awhile they did become eyes of hate. Everyone walking by was an enemy and it seemed like me against the world. My friends appeared to be gone and I hated my basketball team. I shrugged this off and anything else at this time because who needed them. I felt they couldn’t make me better because I thought I was the best, so why bother playing with them, I thought. I couldn’t figure out if I had hurt my best friend or if he was ashamed of me. I would say so much sometimes and not even remember what I said, and even if I did, I was too stubborn to apologize. It was possible that I didn’t fit the image he was always trying desperately to convey. In the confusion I would just say to hell with them. So I said to hell with all of it.
The decision was to quit school. I felt school was holding me back. What was it holding me back from? Well I had a lot of egotistical ideas at the time and I felt as though I could do anything. Of course we’re all capable of basically anything, but I knew in my mind that all of these things I could do without any previous experience. I believed that I was so talented in whatever I chose to do that I didn’t need an education to back it up. However, upon recollection, nothing really came to mind in what to do. My mother wouldn’t just accept “I’m quitting high school” without a backup plan. In a right mind, I wouldn’t have given up all that was becoming for me. All that I ever wanted was recognition and respect on the basketball court. I made the paper for the last two months for scoring and now I was bored of it and I felt that I could do more.
My excuse to my coaches was that I was moving somewhere to have more of a challenge in basketball. My excuse to my mother was that I wanted to take courses in Scientology. I was hoping they could see it as following in their footsteps. My coaches accepted my statement in disbelief and probably didn’t want my attitude around anymore, and my mother accepted my excuse too, probably to save me from anymore trouble in school. She wanted my high school diploma but could recognize maybe this wasn’t the best time.
Before I replaced school with anything else I had some down time. I mostly roamed the city going to malls from one end to the other flirting with girls and getting numbers. A pile would amount on my dresser, not having interest to phone any of them, but stimulated at my newfound ability to mingle with the opposite sex. I spent all the money in my account, mostly on music and challenged any guy who I passed with stare competitions. Late one night, I was walking to the convenient store with my brother and his friend. I saw two guys in the street. I already had an idea of who they were, as I lived in a small neighborhood. I was talking loud with my brother as I had been lately and when we passed them the one boy asked if I was talking to him. I wasn’t, but I said that maybe I was. I knew both of them, although the one had a reputation for deplorable acts. There was a confrontation and I ended it verbally by yelling, “I know who you are and you ain’t shit!” Spitting in his face. As I turned around I realized my mistake before I could turn back. He ended it physically, by whacking me with a blunt object that I would later realize was a lock wrapped in a bandanna. My knees buckled for a second and I rose again to see them walking off I could see his mouth moving with a final reply, but could not hear the words. My ears buzzed from the force to my head. This happened to be directly in front of my grade 11-math tutors’ house. This could be symbolic of why you should stay in school; it was probably just a coincidence though.
I stood there shocked from the trauma. The impact was so strong that I didn’t feel the pain. I screamed for my brother and his friend to run home. I was afraid for them. I couldn’t protect them anymore. As they left I stood and felt the blood run past my hat and down my head. I had passed out from much less before so I started sprinting home in fear of passing out and having no help. As I ran, I was in disbelief at what had happened since where I live is fairly peaceful. This guy had a bad track record however, and instantly blamed myself for turning my back on him.
It turned out that I got home before them, the blood smearing the house before getting into the tub. I ran the water and called the ambulance. When my parents got home the medics were lowering me onto the stretcher. I was yelling at them to do it faster because I was on the verge of passing out and that feeling of nausea and motion sickness, plus the pain was not bearable. This blow put me off my high horse for a little while, though a little undeserved. In the hospital I became a little more modest and blamed myself for knowing better. Everyone said it wasn’t my fault and after examination I couldn’t agree more. This made the anger thicken.
When I recovered a week or so later I went to see a friend at work. He worked at a gas station. That night I took it upon myself to steal some dirty magazines from the convenient store attached. The woman actually caught me and made me return them. She also banned me from the store. I got away with one and was looking at it talking to my friend. I noticed a crow bar he had in the gas station shop and I said I was going to borrow it. He didn’t put up much of a fight and within minutes I was off to the guy’s house who assaulted me, who I remembered just lived up the street.
I was told earlier that he was dragged out of bed that night by the cops. I wasn’t sure if he was home or not I was just going. When I got to the house I crept around the opposite side of the street, still not sure what the hell I was doing. I peeked around the back and saw his sister with friends. I said that her brother was fucking dead, as I pounded the house with the crow bar. Still scared, I slammed the house a few more times as I ran away. When I was clear a friend of my family saw me walking with a crow bar in my hand thinking God knows what.
Chapter 8
I didn’t begin a Scientology education right off the bat. My parents had been in talks with a teen counselor in Toronto who was also a Scientologist. She wasn’t any kind of licensed counselor, but she worked at the YMCA and could get me playing with a lot of good basketball players. This was good enough for me at the time. I’d be staying with her as long as this worked out, which was also good for my parents who needed a break.
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