
I first heard about the drug crack cocaine when I was in Grade 2 and all the kids on the playground accused me of being high on it. I was a manic kid; crazy was one of the many labels I came to adopt. I remember one day thinking very clearly to myself that I have the ability to be normal. Up until that day, I had been reasonably normal. But I realized being abnormal could potentially be more exciting. However, once on that path there was no going back. Nervously, I tested the waters by yelling, “FUCK,” as loud as I could with no one around. It felt good, and bad. Slowly, I would slip further into deviance until I had developed a persona that, as predicted, was reasonably successful.


One of the first changes I made was that I stopped combing my hair. I envied the hair of the other school children. I wanted hair like theirs. My classmates had hair like the kids on television. Some looked like baseball players, some looked like the heroes in movies, my friend Clint had something unique called a mushroom cut. I would later learn that the mushroom cut was grossly uncool, but at the time it seemed like the height of fashion. I had no idea how to get hair like that. My mother combed my hair into a part down the middle of my skull and I felt like a good student. I wanted to be a good student, but I didn’t want to be seen as a good student. I wanted to surprise people with my intelligence. I didn’t want it to be assumed.


My parents took me to a local Portuguese barbershop. They cut my hair like I was a little nerd. I wanted to be a nerd, but I didn’t want people to be able to tell without talking to me. My brain must be a concealed weapon. I couldn’t control my haircuts, so I simply stopped combing my hair. I still did not look cool like the other boys, but at least I didn’t look preppy.


I began to run around the playground in circles while screaming. When I got bored of this I would run into a wall. People said I was crazy, but there was approval in their voice. I craved this approval and became bolder and bolder. Eventually my antics attracted the attention of some of my peers. Clint devised a system where I got points for doing things like running into the wall. Even more points for flapping my arms like a bird and screaming, “mur mur.” Recesses were nonstop public demonstrations of bizarre behavior. 

This brought imitators, who were soon indoctrinated into our “cult.” Clint created a ranking system that had no end. The points grew exponentially, and it became necessary to inflate the number of points needed to attain the next level. It became necessary to create more bizarre ways of attaining those points. Flapping your wings and screaming, “mur mur,” or, “tweet tweet,” was the kind of basic behavior that allowed one to progress through the first few ranks. Then it became necessary to do something more difficult. Eventually the cult evolved into a truth or dare type game, with the truth part left out. Clint and I were the only people who could assign challenges. We were perpetually at the very top of the food chain. It was Clint’s job to keep track of the points and imagine new titles for high-level “Duhs.” It was my job to think of crazy things for us to do to earn those points and receive those titles.


It grew and grew until, at one point, it seemed that half the school was on our side. I reveled in my cult leader status. My dark mind used my shrill voice to turn my minions against the bullies who dominated the hill. En masse we attacked. The next day, a splinter group was formed called the “Docs.” I did not learn this until later, but they were created to tend to the scraped knees of our fallen comrades. The “Duhs” shrunk in numbers to a core group of friends. But the lesson was learned: Being weird is good.


I mention this story here not because I think I was medically insane during this time period. I mention this story because it embodies the joy that I hope a lot of us feel when we are young. The “Duhs” were built around a happy energy that I think is common among young people. As I got older, especially once I started smoking pot, this energy diminished. When I became manic this energy returned. Mania involves more than just being happy and energetic, but it is that happy, reckless energy that feeds a lot of the negative aspects of being manic. That energy is at least the backdrop to what goes on in my mind during an episode.

<Chapter?>


Time passed and I entered high school. My parents wanted me to attend a school named Harbord, but none of my friends were going there. The majority of my friends were going to a new school called Ursula Franklin Academy. I heard through the grapevine that the four-year-old school already had a good academic reputation, but that didn't matter to me. What drew me to the school, primarily, was that my friends were going there, and when I later learned that they had something called the Wednesday Program, that was just icing on the cake. On Wednesdays, at UFA, students did not have to come to school until 10:30 a.m. Additionally, students were allowed to pick specialized Wednesday sessions, which ranged from watching anime movies to building robots. I was also attracted to the above average computer-to-student ratio the school boasted. 


I had visited UFA when I was in Grade 8 because I had programmed a video game in a simplistic programming language called HyperCard. The year before my older friends Werbie and Kane had programmed an impressive RPG called Regicide. In Regicide, the goal was to train in an arena to gain strength, skill and money. With these you could equip yourself to kill various monarchs. It was a simple game, but impressive for something a 13 year old could come up with. Werbie and Kane had demolished the competition at UFA that year, and came back celebrated heroes. My middle school didn't have any sports teams, so they were the closest thing to heroes in our school. The next year when it was my turn, I designed a rip off of their game called Star Wars. It was basically exactly like Regicide only this time it was the Star Wars world instead of a medieval setting. When I got to the competition, I was the only contestant. I won by default. I got a coffee mug, a mousepad and a sweater, all with the Ursula Franklin Academy logo on them. 


While I was visiting UFA, I was led on a tour of the school's computer labs. I can't remember if the building had three or four rooms completely devoted to housing computers, but the fact that they had more than one blew me away. The major, obvious downside of UFA was the uniform policy. However, the uniforms were relatively casual. A white t-shirt with with the school logo and navy blue dress pants was acceptable. I did not particularly care about fashion, so I found this tolerable. I would wear the bare minimum required of me in terms of uniform for the next five years. Often I did not change out of uniform until I had to change my clothes for reasons other than fashion. 


At the end of Grade 9 I had established a tentative friendship with an older boy I admired. His name was Simon. When summer came, he invited me over to his house to smoke pot. I had thought to myself for a long time that I would one day smoke pot, but having turned down the opportunity a year before, I had told myself that I wouldn’t do it until I got to university. As Stan's dad once said in South Park, “There’s a time and a place for everything and it’s called college.”


Simon was a couple of inches taller than most of the other people in our school. He was tall and skinny with brown hair. He wore contact lenses. Simon was like me in physicality, and like my father in mentality. He was hyper rational. At the time, I was into absurdism, as that is what got me attention. But my heart was rational. The core of absurdist behavior is a rational voice. Being absurd is a reaction against being rational. It is an escape from the crushing reality of rational thinking, where everything makes sense, everything has a reason, and all the bad things that happen in life had reasons that make being upset about the bad things seem immature. I had immersed myself in the absurd to escape the rational, and I had immersed myself so fully that Simon’s rational voice was refreshing. No longer did my friends just nod their heads and say my absurd escapism was cool, now there was a voice that reminded me that we lived in an ordered universe. Simon became like my older brother, keeping me in check.


I respected this man and trusted him to lead me into the gates of marijuana. It was exciting. I was afraid. Even though everyone says pot is harmless, I felt an element of danger, the same danger I would feel later when I jumped roof to roof, three stories high, so I could escape from my ex-girlfriend’s apartment. That comes later.


We got to his house. He asked his brother if he had any weed. His brother said no, but told us that his mother had some Sambuca and homemade wine. I got drunk for the first time.


The Sambuca tasted like burning black licorice. The first second after downing my first shot I was immediately repulsed. Then the second passed and the alcohol hit my bloodstream. It was an instant realization. My parents had given me a sip of beer when I was young and it tasted disgusting. I did not see the point. Around the same time I saw my first example of pornography. I did not see the point in either of them. Why drink something that tastes bad? Why look at a picture of a naked woman when flesh and blood women teased you every day? The result was always the same – a feeling of dissatisfaction. I had discovered masturbation on my own, and now Simon was showing me the reason why it was worth drinking disgusting liquid. 


Sometimes we would set the Sambuca on fire, as that’s apparently what you do with Sambuca to make it taste better. We discussed the merits of setting it on fire – it tasted better, but it became less alcoholic. I was not yet an addict, so I was firmly, yet passively, in the flaming camp. I forget how much we drank. We finished one of the bottles, saving the other so Simon's mother wouldn't get upset. I’m not sure how full the bottles were when we started them. I don’t think we consumed that much by today’s prodigious standards. 

I was definitely drunk, and definitely happy. I grew tired of the temporary bliss provided by the hammock, and I moved to the grass. I lay in the grass and stared up at the tree above me while making pathetic attempts to maintain my end of the drunken conversation. I began rolling around in the grass. Simon’s brother came out and said that grass-rolling was dirty and inadvisable. Simon explained to his brother that I was drunk for the first time. His brother chuckled and said, “Alright then, if it’s your first time getting drunk you gotta do whatever you want to do.”

We went inside and listened to The Doors. Up until meeting this friend, I had been ambivalent towards music. The Beatles amused me when they were on, and I had purchased an Our Lady Peace CD on the peer pressure of my friends, but music was an extremely minor part of my life. But The Doors; this was rock and roll. This was the rock music that played in movies and on television when something exciting was happening. Murder, sex, drugs; during these acts it was The Doors that swelled to highlight the moment. Now I was drunk for the first time and The Doors were playing. I was entering life and becoming a man. The future seemed wide open.

I don’t remember if it was the next day or the next week, but I got a phone call from Simon inviting me to finally come “smoka da pot”. Some friends were coming over to his house and pot was to be a sure thing this time. I came up with a lie to tell my parents, as they were still keeping pretty close tabs on me at the time, and walked to Simon’s house. It was exciting to lie to my parents. Until I started doing drugs, I had no reason to leave the house. I saw friends occasionally, but my parents usually accompanied me to their houses. There was always a reason for going to my friend's house. Something we were going to do. Usually it was video games. I had made the mistake of telling my parents that Simon didn't play video games. My gamble hitched on my parents assuming I was trying something new. This “hanging out” thing teenagers did. I hoped they would accept that I was going to “hang out” and hoped their minds did not immediately jump to the conclusion that I was off to do drugs. I don't know what they thought, but they let me go.

The room was full of older schoolmates and I felt out of place, awkward, and silent. They were very friendly towards me, but I just could not respond. I was humbled in their presence, feeling unworthy of their company, so I remained silent so as not to betray my pathetic nature. I believed this shyness made me seem like an asshole or a loser. This belief only intensified the effect of making me feel out of place. 

The ringleader, a goateed drama-whore who oozed cool, had bought the prized marijuana. He gave us all a lesson in smoking pot. Put the pipe up to your mouth and inhale. Don’t suck it into your stomach or it won’t work. Instead, inhale like you're breathing air. He warned us this was tricky at first. Inhale as much as possible. Hold it in as long as possible. This might make you cough. Don’t worry if you are coughing. Coughing means that you did it right and you’re going to get especially stoned.

We formed a circle and passed around the pipe. I didn’t realize it at the time but, looking back, I’m pretty sure that when the bowl got to me it was almost always almost cashed. I inhaled and didn’t feel any different. 

“How do I know I’m stoned?” I asked. The answer was that being stoned was a subtle feeling. Not all people get stoned the first time. I was assured that I would know when I was stoned. The rest of the night I kept asking these people, “Am I stoned?” 

“You tell me.”

In an effort to show me that I was probably stoned, we began to explore stereotypical stoner activities. I was given a bowl of corn puffs with milk. They told me I would especially like these corn puffs because I was stoned. They tasted awful. The drug-crazed maniacs decided to up the ante. We went to the store and bought some chips and chocolate milk. I didn’t have any money, so I just got one sip of chocolate milk. It was amazing. It tasted like stars of sugar were cascading down my tongue. Then again, I’ve always liked chocolate milk. Another factor may have been that my mouth was coated with ash, and the milk rinsed my mouth clean. I begged for more and was not given any.

I did not get stoned that night, but as the summer progressed, I continued to smoke pot. For the next two or three times I also did not get stoned. I continued to smoke because it was free. Smoking was exciting and dangerous, and it gave others and myself an excuse to hang out. I had low self-esteem, and felt honoured that these superior people were including me in their activities. This is not to say I smoked purely to fit in. I smoked to get closer to a social ideal embodied in the popular portrayal of counterculture. The fact that I was gaining new friends through the use of marijuana reinforced the perception that smoking weed bonded you with the intangible hip. Finally, one night, I got stoned.

I was sitting in Simon’s room when he decided to put on Pink Floyd. Simon's room was simple – a computer, a bed, a stereo. I thought the stereo was redundant but, despite Simon's brilliance, he was not raised on computers. Strangely, he probably spent more time focusing on the obsolete stereo than he did the computer. I was constantly drawn to the computer. By now my addiction towards those accursed machines was in high bloom. However, when I gave into playing with the computer, Simon grew silent.  The computer was a number of years out of date, and did not have anything on it worth using. If I recall, it was not even hooked up to the internet. Simon's friendship drew the poison from my veins and provided me with brief oases where I was technology-free. 

The door was closed and the window was open in a vain attempt to conceal the smell. Every time we heard the footsteps of his mother walking past the door, a wave of uneasiness washed over us. When the footsteps weren’t there, there was a sense of excitement, as we could be found out at any time and be punished. Did she know? She had to know. Knowing what I know now about the smell of weed, she knew.

Pink Floyd was playing. Smoke hung low in the middle of the room. My favourite part of weed up until this point had been the smoke. It wafted about and made the room smell beautiful. Smoke is living art, constantly morphing into new, beautiful shapes. Suddenly the song Echoes came on. 

Ding. Ding. Ding. 

What was that noise that came next? Guitar? Piano? Synth? It sounded like the electronic music that we had listened to eariler, but calmer, like classical music. I sat mesmerized. We had already sunk into silence, as we often did when we smoked. Either he would talk and I would listen, or we would just sit quietly and listen. Now the music was there. 

“How are they making these sounds?” I asked. My musical ignorance had not prepared me for this. 

“They are a rock band. They use guitars and drums and stuff like that.”

“They must be geniuses. How did they create these amazing sounds with those primitive instruments?” 

“Well… they took a lot of acid.” Ah, acid.

That summer I smoked pot many times. If I recall correctly, it was on a weekly basis. I did not buy pot because I had very little money, and the pot was free when I was with my friends. They made a few grumbles about this, but my habit was light and I reckon at first I was a small burden. Eventually September came and it was back to school. Sometime during the fall I was going to Simon’s house when our mutual friend Wesley commented that I never really got into pot. We agreed that I enjoyed pot, but it wasn’t taking over my life the way it was with my other friends. This is not to say that the lives of my other friends were going to shambles. It just meant that I appeared immune to habitual use.

Simon’s influence towards my becoming more rational was tied in with my drug use. Pot made me feel more emotionally secure, and I no longer felt the need to act out in order to gain acceptance. Instead, I would sit in Simon’s room and talk with him for hours about what he was learning, and what he was reading. He would read me passages from Sartre. Pot made me introspective and the existentialism hit home. I realized there was progress to rational thinking, that rational thinking wasn’t just explaining away the negative things that happened in life. 

As I communicated with Simon, he used language that up until that point I had only heard used by my parents and in books that I had read. There was a power in that language, and I began to use it myself. I was no longer afraid to use larger words, and I found people treated me with respect when I used them. I found ways that I could gain acceptance through the words I used, as opposed to through acting out. The pot brought me down into the armchair, and whenever I felt the need to get up I would just smoke another bowl. I felt truly satisfied.

The Canadian Legal system classifies marijuana as a regulated hallucinogenic under schedule II of the Controlled substances act. I never agreed with this term until after I quit smoking. I have rarely seen visual distortions as a result of smoking marijuana. The first truly psychedelic drug I did was psilocybin mushrooms. Shrooms, as they are often called, induced so many visual distortions that I came to associate psychedelic experiences with trippy visual effects. A comparison could be made between the morphing of smoke in the air and the warping of all reality when under the influence of shrooms, but pot smoke is concrete. Reality is still present under the influence of pot. 

Marijuana definitely changes your perceptions. I never truly appreciated music until I started smoking pot. But it is important to distinguish the effects of pot from the effects of harder psychedelic drugs. Pot is more of a spice. If music is rice, pot is soy sauce. Some of my friends believed smoking pot made them smarter. I never felt this way, but when it came to music my mind was definitely expanded. Most of the pleasure that came from smoking pot was derived from being able to appreciate music on a much deeper level than I had ever before.

I smoked pot to grow closer to the counterculture. Marijuana aided me in appreciating the music of the counterculture. I soaked in the attitudes of music and I learned from the grooves. My thoughts started pulsing to the rhythms of psychedelic rock and electronica. Pot changes you as a person, and I would say I was pleased with the change. The only downside was that I became quieter.

Pot is a relaxant. Until I started smoking pot I was a pretty frantic guy. I had cut my social teeth by being off the wall. Pot forced me to sit down and listen. Marijuana users form strong social bonds. One doctor I had said that pot was my passport. I no longer had to do something weird to gain approval. I just had to bring the pipe up to my lips and inhale. I felt mature making this exchange since my old personality was so immature.

The dark side of this is that too much relaxation brings depression. Heavy use causes you to sit in your room and think. And think and think and think. Pot is a teddy bear; you are hugged when you breathe in that smoke. The way out of a pot induced depression is more pot. I believe alcoholics go through similar cycles.

I used my goofiness as my calling card. I came to be known as someone who would do anything for a laugh. Because of this, people felt more comfortable taking liberties with my personal space. It was all in good fun. The more I allowed them to get away with, the bolder they got. I was a thin young man and therefore pretty light. It wasn’t an original idea, but it was a fun one: My friends lifted me above their heads and ran screaming down the hallway with me in a Superman flying pose above their heads. This eventually progressed to Superman out the window.

We were sitting around in a 4th floor math class when one of my good chums idly asked the surrounding congregation, “Say fellas, who do you think could fit out the window?” 

The Toronto District School Board windows were designed in such a way that students weren’t supposed to be able to fit through them. My wiry frame, however, was a clear exception. 

My friend Mitch took up the challenge: “Why, I do say, my good man, I think Superman could fly out that window with ease!” 

My fellow students looked at me like a mob of hungry dingoes in a nursery. This time I did not have the choice, or the time, to give my consent. My friends swooped down on me and lifted me up. I got about halfway out the window before the teacher came in and stopped us.

This Superman routine is the perfect metaphor for how I navigated through high school. Head first, out of control, being held up by my friends. I reached great heights but was never stable, always wondering when my friends would let go and I would fall.

Soon, pressure was increasing for me to get high on my own supply. I bought a dime of pot and brought it home. The novelty of having my own pot made me want to smoke it, and smoke it right away. It was then that I realized I didn’t have a pipe or papers, or even a lighter. I had seen my friends improvise a pipe, so I decided to give that a try.

I found a toilet paper tube, an old faucet head, and a window screen that wasn’t being used anymore. I duct taped them all together, cutting up the screen to use for the bowl. I hastily broke up the pot into large chunks, not knowing how fine I was supposed to break it up. I found a box of fireproof camping matches and tried out my creation. It barely worked, and it certainly did not work well enough to get me stoned. I gave up, disappointed, my whole dime wasted. I had spent all the money I had for the week on that dime, and I didn’t get any enjoyment out of it.

The next time I bought pot I told Simon my story. He laughed and loaned me one of his pipes on a long-term basis. I bought another dime. At that time a dime was more than enough to keep me happy for a week, and by the time I ran out I would again have money for more. On top of this I smoked my friends’ pot when I was with them. My friends always seemed to have a lot of pot so I didn’t think this was an issue. But as time progressed they demanded I pitch my own stash when I was getting high with them.

I hated joints, because when I pitched on a joint I would pitch enough pot to last me for a full day, while only momentarily getting high from the joint. As well, my meager offering was looked down upon as it was so small. I was introduced to bongs.

One toke from a bong and I would be high for hours. With bongs, my pot would last longer, and I could get high more often. A bong would certainly be worth the $20 investment. In order to buy my first bong I had to go to a head shop. 

The head shop I went to was called T.H.C. (Toronto Hemp Company). The trip was filled with a feeling of dangerous excitement. I arrived at the door, and could smell incense coming down the stairs. Something about the place made me want to leave. It was like the attraction and repulsion I feel with adult video stores. I walked up the steps that lead to T.H.C. and my paranoid, stoner mind was on alert in case I was attacked. I half expected the police to be waiting there for me. There were lines of pipes in cases, followed by rolling papers, followed by plastic bongs. Along the back wall the expensive, glass bongs were kept. As I saw the merchandise my earlier fear left me. I wanted to buy everything. But I only had $20, so I asked the shopkeeper what the cheapest bong was. I bought a simple, purple plastic tube with a bowl attached.

Afterwards I wished I had a reason to go back, but I had no money to buy things I didn’t need, and window-shopping didn’t hold much appeal to me. Sometimes I would go there with a friend and feel a small vicarious thrill by being there, but I also felt unsatisfied by the fact that there were so many things at the head shop that I wanted and could never have.

The first real party I was invited to when I was in High School was hosted by a man named Paul. I had been friends with Paul's younger brother, Frank, when I was in middle school. I was excited to see Frank again. My older friends who I had followed into High School would be at the party to see Paul, and my friends who were my age would be there to see Frank. It was a merging of social spheres. Paul and Frank lived in a large house in one of the better parts of town. All three floors of the house would fill up with people. Because I was shy I would go from room to room, ease dropping on conversations until I got bored and moved on to my next target.

Paul had bought a 40 ounce bottle of vodka with the money his parents left him for food. It had been declared that the vodka was communal. I had not brought anything to drink for myself and was happy that this seemingly infinite amount of liqour was available. I had a couple of shots, secure in the belief that I could come back to the bottle any time I wanted. But like a large pizza at the now antiquated sleep-overs of time gone by, the vodka was demolished within 20 minutes of it being opened. The reality of the situation didn't present itself to me immediately. My first thought upon seeing the empty bottle was that some fuddy duddy had poured it down the sink in protest. I asked Alex what happened. Alex explained the reason the kitchen had been so crowded a brief while ago was no accident. A fist fight had nearly broken out over the quest of young teenagers to get as drunk as possible, as quickly as possible. However, there was still free beer for me to have.

I sat down in the kitchen and someone handed me a beer. Then all-a-sudden a girl sat down on my lap. I opened the beer and took a swig. There was a huge smile on my face. I looked around the room in triumph. In the corner was a guy with his head in his hands. The music was blaring. Everyone was talking excitedly. Except for that guy in the corner, looking so morose. “Why isn't he happy?” I slurred drunkenly. “It's a party, aren't you supposed to be happy?” At that moment I could not imagine how one could possibly not be happy at a party. It wasn't that I was morally opposed to being unhappy at a party. I just thought it was scientifically impossible to not be happy in this situation. Alex leaned to my ear and whispered to me that the girl sitting on my lap was dating the guy in the corner. “Well that's bad,” I said, a little too loudly. “But still, it is a party. Why doesn't he just have a beer and be happy?” I was very drunk and being an ass. I didn't know any other way to be. It all seemed perfectly reasonable at the time that this girl would want to sit on my lap in front of her boyfriend. I didn't even consider that this might constitute her cheating on him, in front of his own eyes. 

I had arrived at the party with Simon and Nate. They were the older boys. I craved to bask in their presence almost more than I enjoyed this girl sitting on my lap. When Simon and Nate saw me behaving like a boor with this girl and her boyfriend, they shook their heads and walked to the back porch to have a talk. I tried to get up so I could join them. I could tell by the looks on their faces that they were going to have a juicy talk. I enjoyed listening to their back and forth more than I enjoyed watching television. Before I could get up, Simon told me to stay where I was. He said I was enjoying myself, and that he wanted a word alone with Nate. I felt rejected, but the feeling soon passed as I drank more beer and enjoyed the warm behind on my lap.

I had to get up to pee. I went upstairs to the washroom. The door was closed but I assumed no one was inside. I opened the door. “Close the door!”  someone inside shouted. Oops. I waited five minutes. I needed to pee and I didn't know where the other washroom was. I knocked on the door. “We're in here!” came a voice from inside. “I need to pee really badly,” I begged of the voice. “Get in or get out.”

The door opened. A cloud of smoke washed towards me. “You're breaking the seal!” someone protested. I went inside. “Can I use the toilet?” I asked. “Not while we're in here, but do you want this?” I was handed a joint. As I smoked my urge to pee dissipated. The door opened again. “You're breaking the seal!” came the same cry. My friends from middle school, Werbie and Kane walked in. They were holding a mirror. They put the mirror on the sink and pulled out a baggie. They poured pink powder onto the mirror and began chopping it up. “Is that cocaine?” I asked.

“No, I wish,” said Kane. “We wanted to get some Acid but all we could find was this stuff from some raver kid. It's either ecstasy or speed. Do you want a line?” I was not ready to try something so hard. Alex was bolder than I was, and he partook. The bathroom became a repeat of the kitchen with the vodka. My friends crowded around the sink, taking turns taking lines. For some reason, somebody turned on the faucet at one point. Half of the pink speed was washed away. The mourning period for the loss of drugs was brief. Destroying the rest of the drugs with their noses was the primary focus on everybody's mind. Eventually I got uncomfortable and left the bathroom. “You are breaking the seeeeal!!” came a familiar cry as I left. I remembered I had to pee. I found the other washroom in the basement and did the deed.

Later as I cycled through room to room, I came upon Werbie and Kane lying on a futon in a 69 position. They were kicking each other in the head with steel toed boots. Kicking as hard as they could. The thing is they weren't even mad at each other. They were high on speed and just mindlessly releasing energy at each other. They were laughing. I asked them if they had any of the pink powder left. They couldn't hear me. Someone else said no.

The next day during cleanup, somebody found a turd in the sink of the downstairs bathroom. No one knew how it got there. Speculation was that someone was forced to poop in the sink because all of the toilets were being used to vomit in, and all the other bathrooms were permanently spoken for, for the use of doing drugs.

For a while I reveled with my bong. I could get higher, and get high more often, because of its efficiency. As a result of this, my tolerance began to adjust. Soon, without my realizing it, I was back to the same mediocre highs in terms of bang for your buck. But I had had a taste of the good life so, to compensate, I would smoke more in one sitting. Eventually this meant that I would run out of my personal stash before I had money to buy more. Around this time, Simon introduced me to the idea of a 20 sack. I would get more than twice the amount of pot I would from a single gram for double the price of a gram. The physical amount on the table before me seemed much larger. I decided it was worth it.

I asked my parents for an increase in my allowance. My allowance had remained stagnant for some time. After some bargaining my allowance was increased. Once again, for a period of time I had more pot than I knew how to deal with. But the more one smokes the more one needs to smoke, and things quickly equalized.

When Simon was in Grade 11 and I in Grade 10, Simon ran for treasurer of the student council. He asked me to be his campaign manager. We stayed up all night smoking pot and drinking. We came up with ideas like the “E-condom-y”. We drew a little graph with a giant condom representing the line bar. We planned to throw condoms from the rafters of the auditorium during his campaign speech. The next morning we were sober, and scrapped all these ideas. Simon ran a relatively bland campaign and won the position. The next year, following in his footsteps, I decided to throw my hat into the ring.

I sat down in front of a computer in the library and came up with a page and a half of one-liners, like, “Ben Robinson is not a pineapple,” and “Ancient Chinese Proverb: Vote Ben Robinson.” I printed out a few copies of this document, cut it up and taped it all over the school. It was a big hit. I was into improv at the time, so I did not prepare an election speech. I got up in front of the school and compared my opponent to Pepsi: “Coke’s better.” Then I asked all the teachers to come up and dance the can-can with me. Most of them did. I was elected as treasurer.

My greatest achievement as treasurer was the “Pizza Orgy.” Student council was known for never doing anything, and I proposed we blow a bunch of money by selling unreasonably cheap pizza. That’s why I was treasurer. 

Around this time, Simon introduced me to shrooms. First he showed me them. I felt fear even looking at them, from being in their presence. For a long time a had wanted to smoke pot, but shrooms were never on the agenda. My reaction would have been the same if he had pulled out a bag of heroin. Out of politeness and respect, I did not freak out in front of Simon. In the next few days, he described the psychedelic experience. I asked him if it was safe. He said it was less safe than pot but, “It’s not like anyone dies from shrooms.” 

Nobody? 

“Well maybe sometimes, but you have to do a lot and it is very rare.”

Slowly, I warmed to the idea. One week, instead of buying pot, I bought a gram of shrooms. Simon provided tickets for the comedian Sean Cullen. That evening, I laughed my ass off. I thought I was laughing too much, that I was making a scene, even though it was a comedy show. As we waited in our seats for the show to start I could feel the energy of the crowd rising. I could feel it as a physical reaction. I had an amazing time. Any idea that shrooms were not to be toyed with was lost that night. 

When I was younger I had eaten grass and chewed on twigs and ate dandelions. The shrooms tasted like a certain kind of soft twig that I used to chew on. When it was just the twig I didn't go very far, thinking it might be unhealthy to eat something I found on the ground. Something a dog probably pissed on. I had that same thought while I chewed the shrooms, but I pushed the thought down. Of course it is going to taste weird. It is a drug. People don't eat shrooms for enjoyment of the tongue. Once I got past the tartness of the shrooms, they admittedly tasted pretty good. I was told the longer you chew them, the more effective they were. I chewed them until they were liquid.

The shrooms were white, blue and brown in appearance. Alex says the flavour reminds him of licking a barnyard floor. I find this misleading. Shrooms do not taste like shit. They do taste like wood, and musty wood at that. Shrooms are an acquired taste. The taste may be acquired by the associated developed between tasting the shrooms and having a psychedelic trip. I craved the taste because my mind wouldn't admit that it was constantly craving the trip. I had seen the other world and I wanted back inside of it.

Psychedelics like shrooms and acid typically take an hour to kick in. The classic experience is that you will begin to trip the moment you have convinced yourself that you got ripped off or bought some defective shit. I remember thinking to myself that shrooms were the opposite of pot. Instead of being relaxed, I would wake up. Instead of being quiet and introspective, I would be lost in the swirl of the world. Something shiny floats by and suddenly the shiny is everything. It was like being a baby. Suddenly the world was new. Objects melt and flow. I have never seen a movie that accurately portrays a psychedelic hallucination. I don’t know if the technology exists. Perhaps the faux-psychedelic scenes in movies are unsatisfying because you don’t feel the rush of happiness and wonder to accompany the visuals. 

One time, I was looking at a nature scene on the wallpaper in Simon’s room, and I could literally watch the seasons change before my eyes. The nature scene was a snow-covered mountain looming above a lush green forest. As I looked at the forest, the snow from the mountain bled down onto the trees. At first I didn't notice that there wasn't supposed to be snow on the trees. I saw the snow on the trees then looked at Simon. I looked back at the trees and the snow was gone. My mind said, “Isn't there supposed to be snow there?” and in response to that question I saw the white snow drip down back onto the trees. My mind told me this wasn't right. 

My mind listened to itself and the snow receded back up to the mountain. 

“But I like the snow on the trees,” my mind pleaded to itself. Soon I could control the snow coming up and down off the mountain.

The shroom trip itself helped increase my taste for pot. Being high on shrooms is different from being high on pot, but I had a craving to return to that intense psychedelic sensation, and getting very stoned brought me closer to that warped reality. I was also drinking occasionally at the time, though I preferred to spend my limited money supply on marijuana. I hated the taste of alcohol, so when I drank I liked to get as drunk as possible. 

I began to have the same attitude towards getting high. When I was marginally stoned I craved additional pot more than when I was sober. I was not high enough! And with marijuana, there is no hangover to worry about. Passing out from smoking was not common for me then. Maybe this was because I did not have unlimited resources, or maybe it was because I had a certain amount of fortitude that comes with being a newbie.

I had already developed the habit of smoking every day. Now that I wanted to get completely stoned every day, I was smoking a fair amount. My pot intake was further increased by my growing tolerance. 

My 16th birthday was in Grade 11. My friend Hardie had dropped out of school to pursue life on his own terms. He was making good progress. He started working on the website for a Japanese furniture company. With the help of our friend Mitch, he figured out how to optimize the site's ranking on a Google search for “Japanese furniture.” Apparently, after he did this, the company's sales doubled. He was made partner in the company, and was able to buy his grandfather's old house at the edge of town.

Hardie was obsessed with constantly bettering himself. He would befriend anyone in high school whom he thought could teach him something. After making a quick assessment of me, he probably realized that I didn’t know anything that he didn’t know. 

I met Hardie around the time I met Mitch. Mitch was a sympathetic loser with whom I desperately tried to ally myself. Mitch and Hardie were already good friends. Hardie did not approve of my friendship with Mitch at first, and even said so in front of me. 

“He doesn’t deserve to have any friends.” 

I think that, eventually, my specialty became doing drugs. While Hardie had a friend who was a better soccer player than him, a better chess player, a better computer programmer, where I excelled was my drug intake. He kept me at a distance, but I was allowed to be part of his circle. The Hardie circle of friends were a group of hardcore nerds who were enrolled in the Grade 9 enriched math class. The friends who I really enjoyed spending time with were the older students whom I had followed to UFA from my previous school, Delta. Them and Simon. But as they were in more advanced classes, I was initially forced to interact with the nerds who were my own age. These friendships formed in Grade 9 carried through for the rest of our stay at UFA. Hardie was central in this group of people.

Mitch was a humble guy who didn’t let on how intelligent he was. He loved anime and always had the newest computer. He ate New York Fries for lunch every day. He started working part-time before any of our friends. I always wondered how he could work part-time, afford New York Fries, always have the newest computer, and supposedly save up for university, but he managed it. He was a tight spender. We were all tight, but that was because we had no money. Mitch knew the value of a dollar from the moment he was born. He didn’t start smoking pot until much later in high school. He would always go on about being “naturally high.” I suppose I resented him for this. I tried to imagine that he was being closed-minded by not trying drugs, but I think secretly I was jealous. Since then, he has fallen in love with drugs with a reckless abandon.

I had not realized the extent to which my reputation had grown. It seems that I was now known as a pothead of epic proportions. Hardie and Mitch conspired with some of my other friends to buy me an amazing birthday present. The present was the Zong. I was told it cost $200, and that was after they had talked them down from a higher price. My present was unveiled to me at Hardie's house. When I saw the Zong, I immediately felt a wave of sadness, because I knew it could not last forever. Nothing that beautiful ever could.

The Zong was a two-and-a-half-foot high, clear glass bong whose shaft snaked in a Z-like way. But it was large, so it was like two Zs on top of each other, facing in different directions. If you stretched the curving shaft to a straight cylinder, if would probably stretch 7 feet long. For beginners, it was impossible to take a hit from The Zong in one toke. One toke was needed to fill the shaft, and a second to suck in the air. A large, $20 bowl was also bought at the time of purchase to make The Zong's monstrosity complete.

Smoking objects become loved ones to potheads. Accordingly, they are named and worshipped like a normal person might worship a cat. The Zong, however, never gained a name. The Zong was The Zong, and would always be The Zong. It was a self contained entity that did not need external support to live. Nor to thrive. The Zong filled itself with smoke, the smoker was more an extension of The Zong than the reverse.

The Zong knocked me off my ass. Going from a pipe to a bong made me able to reach new levels of pot smoking awareness. The Zong lifted me even higher. A bowl would do me for hours, and I mean do me. I would sit in my chair and just stare at the ceiling. I tried to read Naked Lunch around this time, and I came across a passage describing the effects of junk. The words expressed perfectly what I was going through. Burroughs made clear that he was talking about heroin and not marijuana. Burroughs claimed you could never get addicted to marijuana. But there were far too many parallels between this passage and my life. 

Burroughs writes: “I found this vaccine at the end of the junk line. I lived in one room in the Native Quarter of Tangier. I had not taken a bath in a year nor changed my clothes or removed them except to stick a needle every hour in the fibrous grey wooden flesh of terminal addiction. I never cleaned or dusted the room. Empty ampule boxes and garbage piled up to the ceiling. Light and water long since turned off for non-payment. I did absolutely nothing. I could look at the end of my shoe for eight hours. I was only roused to action when the hourglass of junk ran out. If a friend came to visit--and they rarely did since who or what was left to visit--I sat there not caring that he had entered my field of vision--a grey screen always blanker and fainter--and not caring when he walked out of it. If he had died on the spot I would have sat there looking at my shoe waiting to go through his pockets. Wouldn't you? Because I never had enough junk--no one ever does. Thirty grains of morphine a day and it still was not enough. And long waits in front of the drugstore. Delay is a rule in the junk business. The Man is never on time. This is no accident. There are no accidents in the junk world. The addict is taught again and again exactly what will happen if he does not score for his junk ration. Get up that money or else. And suddenly my habit began to jump and jump. Forty, sixty grains a day. And it still was not enough. And I could not pay.”

As my tolerance grew higher, I naturally started packing the bowl more and more. Soon, the bowl was packed to the rim. Out of curiosity I weighed it. I was smoking 1.1 grams of pot, in one hit, at one time. Sometimes I would smoke two or three grams at once.

The reason why I could fit so much weed into that admittedly massive bowl was that I had stolen my parents coffee grinder. I had a powerful jet lighter shaped like a gun that I had purchased off of eBay in one of my “become a legitimate small time businessman” phases. I did not want to become a drug dealer, but I needed some way to supplement my habit. I decided to capitalized on the fact that all my friends were marijuana junkies. I bought large amounts of candy and lighters and novelty lighters. I never made back my money. I was always too stoned to really care about pushing the product, and too self-loathing to put the prospect of making $5 off a novelty sale above my friendship with a person. So the end result was that I had even less money for pot, a room full of candy and lighters, yet I always got high.

The Zong was the consumer of men, the destroyer of worlds, a violent succubus, its glistening curves seducing any onlooker with an affinity for dope. Sucking potheads down through its twisted recesses towards the bubbling Neolithic core. Ejecting the hapless participant into a dirty brown sea of old bong water and yellow smog so thick you got lost and never found your way back. I owned it for about a year before I realized that it was destroying me and I could not handle it. I met my friend Che through the Zong. I would see Che after school and ask him, “Excuse me, little boy, would you like to smoke my huge bong?” Che was 4 years my junior, but pot tended to equalize things.

The Zong was always in the hands of a great dope fiend. First it descended from heaven onto my lap. Oh, it was so huggable. Che offered to take it off my hands at a ridiculously low price. I believe he offered me a quarter ounce, which at best would be worth $70. The Zong was bought at $200 and since the company that made The Zong went out of business, The Zong was probably increasing in resale value. Despite all this, I just wanted to get rid of it. It was destroying me. But my dealer, Aiden, convinced me that Che had ripped me off. 

Aiden kept packing me bowls and filling my increasingly paranoid brain with lines about how I could get higher if I sold The Zong to Aiden instead of Che. The whole point of selling The Zong was to smoke less weed but now that I was getting stoned, the hunger was in my mind. I started to estimate how much pot I had left in my pocket. How many hours I would have after that. When the next time I would get money would be. How much I would be able to buy with that. Sobriety was a blinding light and I was a vampire trying to spend as much time in the comforting darkness as possible. My mind began to rationalize that certainly Aiden was a larger pothead than Che was and certainly Aiden would get more use out of The Zong, and maybe like me, Aiden would become sick of pot as a result of owning The Zong and I was doing good by healing the sick addict, Aiden, and protecting Che. Che who was just beginning to blossom in the world of pot. Che must not be exposed to the darkness yet. Aiden could give me more than enough weed to pay Che back, and then I would have a little extra for myself, and what's the harm in that?

 So instead of delivering Che the goods, I redirected them to Aiden. Aiden was already a dealer, and smoking a lot, but this just put him over the edge. Eventually Aiden couldn't handle it, and gave it to Mitch, towards the beginning of Mitch's smoking career. Mitch blossomed into an epic pothead, like the rest of us. Until one day it was reported the the Zong was broken. The curse had been lifted. I thought I was free.

<Chapter>

My mother would sometimes ask me to go into her purse to take money so I could go to the store for her. When I brought home the change, she asked me just to put it on the table. As my need for more intoxicants grew, I began simply to keep the change. It went a long way. Anything went a long way. I also began skipping lunch for the extra money. All this went unnoticed. 

My mom kept a wad of $20 bills in her wallet, and I estimated that if I took one she would not notice. I guessed correctly. To be safe, I only took a twenty if she had at least three of them. It was not until after I had been hospitalized a few times, and my drug use became more of an issue with my parents, that I was asked to stop doing this. So, for a long period of time I was set. This was not an unlimited cash cow, but it served my purposes.

One day I got a phone call from Simon. I was in my parents’ living room watching robots fight each other on TV. It was my dad’s favourite show – BattleBots. I heard Simon ask me over the phone if I wanted to try LSD. I knew acid was like shrooms, only cheaper, longer lasting, and more powerful. I definitely wanted to try it, but I was worried that my parents could hear Simon’s side of the conversation. Somehow I got through the phone call and went out to meet him.

We dropped the acid and put on Apocalypse Now. Simon had cleaned out his pipes and bongs and there was a shot glass full of resin. We smoked it continuously as we came up, and continuously after we were already tripping. At first I wasn’t sure if I was tripping. I could tell I was high because the resin wasn’t getting me stoned at all. Instead of getting high there was the feeling of anxious euphoria that comes with the beginning of acid trips. Then I looked in the mirror and pulled my hair back. The hair seemed to pull back further than possible. 

“Am I going bald?” 

“Don’t get lost in the mirror.”

We got a call and took off for a LAN party. LAN stands for Local Area Network. A LAN party is a party where everyone brings their own computer, and they hook them all together to play video games and swap files while ingesting vast quantities of intoxicants. On my way to the party, I bought two Big Macs which were on sale for the price of one. The first one I ate was delicious, but the drugs wouldn't allow me to eat the whole thing. I really appreciated the taste of the burger, especially the special sauce, but my body would not allow me to stuff it full of food. I talked loudly and excitedly about how I was on drugs and how the city seemed so strange. It seemed like I was finally in the great metropolitan city that was portrayed in the movies. Power emanated from everything around me. 

Cars were no longer passing distractions and obstacles but shiny metal emblems of technology that were worth their ridiculous sticker price. Each car that we passed was worth at least $20,000, and we passed hundreds of them. Their lights shone brilliance, seeming to be more a representation of their luxury than simply a means of lighting their way so they would not crash into things. It seemed incomprehensible that these perfect machines could ever crash. 

I realized the buildings around me were all worth at least $200,000. I was walking through maybe a billion dollars of merchandise. As a resident of the city, all of this belonged partly to me. If I liquidated all this wonder into billions of cans of Coca-Cola and then attempted to consume them all, one after another, I still would not be able to get as much enjoyment as I did now, simply by walking through this concrete paradise. I heard police sirens going one way, then police sirens going the other way. 

“Am I tripping? I must be tripping…” 

“Shhh… not so loud.”

The acid built and built. It wasn’t like shrooms, things weren’t melting all around me. Things just seemed unusual, but within the realm of reality. I began questioning everything. I wanted to know why everything that I normally took for granted was the way it was. I told Simon that I seemed to be questioning things a lot and Simon said something cryptic like, “That's the nature of the drug – the question!” 

Now that I had identified that the drug was about questioning, that seemed like all I was able to do. My   skeptical questions on whether, for example, that car was real, and maybe just a hologram spiraled to, is Simon real? Am I real? Is anything real? If I cease to believe in what is real, will what I thought was real cease to exist? What happens then? I began to fear that I was about to kill myself with disbelief. 

We arrived at the party. I was jutted back into some semblance of reality, as now I had to present myself to near strangers and convince them that I was worthy of continued existence. I gave someone the remaining Big Mac. “Buddy gave me his Big Mac!” I felt really good.

Being on acid is the closest drug induced experience I have had to actual madness. This may be because it was on acid when I finally crossed the line. I remember telling my friends, “This is more than just the drug, something else is happening here.” 
Unfortunately, this is a typical response all sane people have while on acid. The hallucinations and the thought warps are so mind-bending that it seems more than what a tiny tab of paper could possibly produce. The unreal seems real. The real seems unreal. As a result, everything you know comes into question. It is suspect. It is from this state of mind that someone tripping, and also someone who is manic, is able to reach bizarre conclusions. To a sane person, these conclusions stop making as much sense once the drug wears off. To someone in a manic episode, it can take months of anti-psychotic medication before reality presents itself again.

I was on the shittiest computer at the LAN party. The LAN party was held on the ground floor of a house inhabited by an upper-middle-class friend of mine. The dining room table was occupied by about five computers, and other tables were brought in for additional computers. There was a touch-screen computer by the stairs that led to the upstairs bathroom. Through this terminal, MP3s were selected. All of the computers were networked. The party was as much for swapping illegal copies of games, movies and music as it was for its conventional purpose, the playing of games. The sounds of the MP3s – mostly Pink Floyd - were accompanied by the sounds of machine guns firing and people screaming in the sweet release of death.  

My friends showed me drempels, which is a screen saver of melting images: “Yo, you're on acid, guy? You gotta check this out!” 

It reminded me of what I would see when I was on shrooms. A brightly coloured background shifted and swirled, zoomed in and out, became fuzzy then became clear again. It was a simple program that got closer to a true psychedelic experience than anything I had ever seen before. Unfortunately, I found that when I was already tripping the program was redundant. It was still a neat little screensaver. 

I pathetically tried to play Return to Castle Wolfenstein, but my video game skills were shot. I could not tell if I was playing poorly because of the drugs or because by that point in my life I had more or less grown out of video games. The video game certainly seemed simplistic compared to what was going on inside my head. Still I needed something to do. In the state I was in, the simple act of flipping a coin in the air repeatedly would have kept me happy. 

After playing a few rounds I got up and walked around the room. Most of my friends were engrossed in their games, but I still found interacting with a real life environment more enjoyable than virtual reality. I looked at pictures of the host's family and marveled. I was not experiencing any visual hallucinations, but my questioning mind proved to be quite imaginative. I tried to understand this man's life.

Pink Floyd was playing at full volume. I was incredibly happy. I felt like I must be on ecstasy or speed because things weren’t really all that trippy in the way that things on shrooms are trippy. Things were just incredibly godlike and perfect. I managed to sleep that night, but not until late in the morning.

In Grade 11 I was part of the school's Improv team. My budding mania was the perfect companion for improvisation. I would free associate wildly, and my eyes and body would explode on stage, my voice chipped. I came to be the focus of the team. The other students would support my wild fantasies. When it came time for more group oriented games, I fell short. The key to improv is to support the other players, but every sentence uttered by someone else lead me to my own tangent. One exercise we did was to mime being hit by a spear. I stood up and I basically did a back-flip onto my head. “That was awesome!” said one of my team mates. People laughed and laughed until they realized I couldn't stand up. After a minute of disorientation, I regained myself and walked it off.

Grade 12 arrived, and midway through the year I got my first real girlfriend. I had asked another girl out on two dates when I was in Grade 9, but after intense peer pressure from my friends, I did not pursue it. The girl in Grade 9 was the least popular girl in the school, which I admit influenced my decision to ask her out in the first place. It was a training mission that went horribly wrong. I had gotten dating out of my system and was content to pine unrequitedly for girls from that point on.

But in Grade 12, an older girl took an interest in me. Her name was Michelle. At first I didn’t recognize it. I recognized that she was being friendly towards me, but my ego would not allow the idea that she actually liked me. Eventually things became so obvious that, while sewing up a couch together, I kissed her. The following weekend I went to her house and we made out for two hours straight. It was wonderful.

Michelle’s parents were heroin addicts, so she didn’t do drugs and she didn’t drink. I was really good friends with Simon at that point, and I was torn between the bliss of a girlfriend and the bliss of drugs. I did both. Schoolwork suffered but, surprisingly, I got by. 

High School seemed to get easier the further along you went. Assignments became big projects that we would have all month to complete. I was capable of pulling off a passing mark for a month-long project when I had only two or three days of work put into it. It was with this added flexibility that I was able to juggle school work, a drug habit, and a girlfriend at the same time.

Around this time, I got a job doing telemarketing. I worked there for two weeks and then I quit. The job made me want to do drugs even more. For four hours a day, I would call people who did not want to be called. I was forced to read from a script that I  endorsed neither in content nor style. Then I would be rejected, over and over. I quit after two weeks and got a paycheque for around $100. Strangely, when I quit my manager said I had done a good job and might have a serious future in telemarketing. I had made maybe a total of three sales while working there. 

I had run into an old friend from middle school at a Marijuana March, and he told me that one of his friends was growing shrooms. I loved shrooms. I took my whole paycheque and spent it on an ounce of shrooms, which was a great deal. I began doing shrooms often. I sold half of the discount shrooms I had bought, unloading them at regular prices to my stoner friends, and was able to buy another ounce. The second ounce I did all by myself over the next month.

As we have established, Michelle did not approve of me doing drugs. I had to hide my accelerating drug use from her. I did shrooms and went with her to an art school exhibit. I did not feel high because my tolerance was high, but I was giddy that night. My pupils must have been the size of Portobello mushrooms. She had to know, she must have known, there is no way she couldn’t have known, but she was polite enough not to get angry with me. 

At the show, there was a telephone with a note that said, “Call my mother.” I spent five minutes in an excited state. I wasn’t supposed to call, because that would be bad, but I was supposed to call, because that was the whole point. I gesticulated wildly by the phone, pointing at it, whimpering, while Michelle watched with disdain. An equal mix of worry and disgust was on her face as she said, “I think we should go.” 

We left.

School was out and I decided to throw a shroom party. My basement had developed into quite the little pleasure dome. There was my computer, my television, and a record player. About ten people showed up. I decided to make a tea made out of shrooms as I had heard that ingesting the drugs with that method made the shrooms more potent. I drank my cup early on, because I could not wait to trip. I did not weigh the shrooms; I just estimated based on previous trips. I had heard that caps were more potent than stems, so I included a big cap in my tea. It seemed a little too big so I took a bite out of it. There. Now that was roughly the size of the pile I had consumed last time.

My friends started to arrive. My trip began to take hold in a serious way. I became manic. I entered perfect host mode. I began offering to make everyone a cup of shroom tea and I would not take no for an answer. We turned on MP3s on the computer, put music on the record player, turned on the TV and turned up the volume. It began to be too much. I got hungry and used that as an excuse to make food. My parents had frozen chicken wings in the freezer. I took them upstairs to the oven. As I began to prepare them, I thought to myself that it was silly that just because we had cooked chicken wings our whole lives, we thought chicken wings should always be cooked.

I brought the frozen chicken wings downstairs and began to eat them. I excitedly told my friends my revelation about how people really didn't need to cook chicken wings. Mitch, who was doing shrooms for the first time, got very concerned and browbeated me about safety. I went upstairs and asked my mom if Mitch was right. She was very concerned too, but brushed off my stupidity as me being stoned or drunk. I went back downstairs. The music was clashing and swelling and I was having a bad trip. 

I went upstairs to my dad's study and told my dad what was going on. He told me to lie down in my parents' bed. I laid down. While I writhed in pain, my parents kindly asked all my friends to go home. I lay in bed and I began to feel like I was experiencing all the births and deaths of all the humans and living creatures that came before me all the way back to the beginning of time. It was incredibly painful. When I collected myself a little bit, I went downstairs. My parents were watching Saturday Night Live. I watched it with them. It was extremely unpleasant. Eventually I came down from my trip and I crawled off to my room to sleep.

That night was horrible, but I knew that bad trips were inevitable when dealing with psychedelics. I was psychologically addicted to the psychedelic experience and I did not want to stop. I kept doing shrooms and stopped being able to hallucinate from them. I would try to force a trip by listening to music and drawing. I got some good drawings out of it, but I did not feel high so I kept doing more and more. I stopped being able to sleep. I became paranoid and delusional. I began to suspect all of my friends were plotting against me in some way. I became moderately agoraphobic. Past conversations raced through my mind, and I found hidden meaning in innocent comments. 

As the week after the bad trip went on, I still could not sleep. I decided to stop doing all drugs. I began to feel pain in my mind. It felt like a hand was pressing down on my exposed brain. There are no somato sensory neurons in your brain, so theoretically if someone were to press his hand on your brain, it would not be physically painful. But theoretically if the brain could experience pain, this is what it would feel like. Later when I told the doctors about this they seemed skeptical. I could not understand why. It seemed logical that someone going through drug withdrawal would have some brain pain. I talked about this with a patient when I got to the hospital and the patient told me there is a passage in The Bible where an important figure has his head pushed down by God. I don't remember which figure or any of the other details, but apparently my story matched up with the myth quite well. Religious delusion is common among the insane, and the doctors must have smelled something fishy when I told my story. 

I groped for a way out. I was skipping class an unreasonable number of times, so my vice-principal called me into his office. I trusted The Penguin, as he was affectionately referred to. A Napoleonic gnome of a man, I imagine he was better suited placing Batman in diabolically fatal, yet easily escapable, positions, while constantly adjusting his purple tuxedo and monocle, than disciplining children at a Toronto city alternative school. While this demeanor put many people off, it strangely endeared him to me. I told him my story. He recommended that I see a therapist, but I didn’t want to admit my weakness to myself so I refused. I thought I could get out of this situation by myself.

That Friday there was a sleepover at the school. I had bought a ticket to go, but I was exhausted. Instead of going I decided I needed to take the night off to sleep. I could tell I was messed up. I spent the evening in turmoil. Thoughts of my friends betraying me in various ways plagued my mind. My mind hurt, and I didn’t know how to make it stop. I still could not sleep. I wanted to sleep. I wanted release from my thoughts and from what could loosely be described as a headache. It wasn’t like any headache I had experienced before. It was the thoughts themselves that caused the pain. The thoughts burned me and I felt the fingers of God pressing down on my exposed brain. I had grown too quickly. I must be put back in my place.

Later that night, I changed my mind about going to the sleepover. I remember getting a phone call from my philosophy teacher. The phone call seemed so unreal that afterwards I questioned whether it was real or if it was a hallucination. If it was a hallucination, I have never had a hallucination like it before. In the phone conversation, my teacher said he knew I was going through hard times, and that I just had to go out there and do something for myself. He said I needed to do whatever I wanted to do. 

I made one last effort to prevent myself from going out and doing something stupid. I began to journal. Here is what I wrote, before I left the house:

I have to feel this pain, right here, right now, so nobody else does. I have to allow myself to accept what I’ve done. I’ve hurt other people. I’ve hurt other people because other people have hurt me. I did not start this, but I also don’t want to leave it. I was born a pure, innocent child. I had done nothing wrong, and others decided to take out their pain on me. I don’t hurt other people any more than they hurt me. This really is all Simon’s fault. I know he to was born pure and innocent, but he pushed me to hard. I need to relax, and that means not seeing Simon. At all. Ever. I will not do it, because if I do, I will need to hurt someone else. Simon needs to feel this pain. And by feeling my pain, he will smoke his pot, and feel better. Simon is an extremely depressed, extremely dangerous person. The longer I stay with him, the more I become like him. The more he tells me how much he hurts, the more I will hurt. I need to stop feeling his pain. I need to put something between him and me. And that someone is Mitch. Mitch also is in a lot of pain, I can tell. People don’t like him as much as he wants, although he does have plenty of friends. Still, Mitch needs to be comforted. My English teacher is a stupid bitch. She hates me. She absolutely can’t stand me. She is trying to hurt me, trying to push me harder. She wants me to try more. What more can I do? How much harder can I try? I can’t. Other people invent reasons to be unhappy. I invent reasons to be happy. They want to know why. They want to steal my happiness from me. I have to hide it from them, push it inside, let it heal me. I have healed other people for to long. I need to heal myself. I need to let myself be healed. The more I understand, the more I hurt. The more I hurt, the more I need to understand. I need to make it stop. I need to make it go away. I am making it go away, nobody else, I am feeling better now. I have that power. I have power over my own emotions. What did Simon say to me? It’s not about controlling yourself? See, he wants something from me. What else did he say? Someone threw a rock at him when he was young and he doesn’t know why? I knows me to well. He knows how to push my buttons. He knows how to make me hurt in order to make me feel better. If I ever see him again, he will just make me hurt more. He is a jackass, always trying to take something from me. And I’m always resisting him. Well, it’s time to put up the final resistance. It’s time to make it all go away. Fuck you Simon, I never want to see you again. I will not call him and say that, that would be me trying to control my pain. I will wait until he calls me, asks me to do something. Then I will fuck him over. Then I will let him know what it really feels like to be rejected. I will reject him and he’ll just have to find someone else. Like I have. And if I’m rejected, I can find someone else. So many girls find me attractive. Laura wants to fuck me. She wants me so bad. If Michelle dumps me, I will find Sid, and I will fuck her brains out. I will make her please me, and she will feel the pleasure of finally getting what she wants. I’ll cum inside her body, and she will ask for more. And I’ll tell her to suck my dick. Cause that’s what she wants. She wants to suck me and fuck me, and my dick is hard. I’m ready for her. If Michelle hurts me, I’ll do exactly what she doesn’t want me to do. Go fuck someone else. And love every second of it. I’m going to do that right now.

I asked my friend Mitch to come take a walk with me. I respected his opinion, and thought he could lead me out of the psychic pain. Mitch approached the problem from a philosophical angle. I don’t think he realized that I was actually in pain; rather, I think he felt that I was going through an existential crisis. I told him I was going in one direction and I didn’t know if it was the right direction to take. He said, “Then maybe you should go in the other direction.” 

I took this literally. I turned my back from him, and I walked to the school. 

While walking, I thought of what some of my teachers had said in class. They said that sometimes if you were a repressed homosexual you felt a lot of mental pain, and once you accepted that you were gay, things were much better. I was grasping at straws. If there was a chance that performing a sex act on a man would calm my mind, I had to take that chance. Psychotic states evoke desperation. There is no immediate fix, and - especially to someone who can’t conceive of any fix - any wild hope for salvation is pursued. In this case I thought I could save myself by being gay. Later, I would turn my efforts towards god.

I arrived at the school exhausted. I had not slept all week. I found Michelle and told her I was gay. I told her I had to break up with her so I could be with Simon. I asked her to find Simon and bring him to me. He came to me, and I offered to suck his dick. He could tell I was distressed. I don’t think he knew what to do. We left the school, and went to the mall across the street to buy a can of Coca-Cola. He asked if I was serious. I said yes. He asked me where I wanted to do it. I said the park. He asked me if I wanted to be gay or if I just wanted to make a spectacle of myself. I said I didn’t know. He told me to go home. I called my parents and told them Simon had stopped me from doing something stupid. It was 7 a.m. My tired mother told me to come home.

The next day I cried and cried as I called my Michelle and begged her to forgive me. I asked her to take me back. She refused. My dad watched on with a quiet sadness. That night I still could not sleep. It had been over a week since I had a full night’s rest. I needed to get out of the house. I needed to escape myself. The only way I could think of doing that was to move myself around physically. 

The next day I walked east along King Street. I saw a pretty girl and began talking to her. She was a courier. I followed her into a building and grabbed her wrist. A very large, muscular man came out from the back and yelled at me. He chased me into the street. He sat me down and asked me, “Is this how you get a woman?” Then he told me to leave.

I walked further east. I saw a church and it made me angry. I don’t remember why. I began to tear flowers out from the church. A man from an apartment above yelled down at me, “Are you crazy?” 

I became giddy. “I’m a monkey!” I yelled back. I tore out a few more flowers and then went to the parking lot. 

Reality didn’t seem real anymore. I was the only true being in the universe. This Earth was my playground. If this was a playground I should play. How should I play? I saw some cars and began jumping on their hoods, denting them in. This was very tiring, as I had not been sleeping, and I had been walking long distances everywhere. I stopped and headed north.

I went into a store. I didn’t know why I was there. A woman came out and must have seen by my appearance that I was up to no good. She asked me to leave. I got angry and chased her into the back room. Then I left. I continued heading north. I walked for some time, all the while the world inside my head getting more abstract, more chaotic.

I came to another store. The world was my playground. I could do anything and get away with it, because I was god. I took out a Gatorade from the refrigerator and told the shopkeeper I was taking it. He insisted I pay for it. I went into my wallet and pulled out the ticket to the sleepover. I gave it to the shopkeeper and quickly left the store, with the shopkeeper shouting at me to come back and pay for my damn drink. I had gotten away with it. I must be god. I could do whatever I wanted.

I decided to go to my Michelle’s house. I thought about raping her. When I got there I knocked on the front door. No one answered. I went around to the back. There was no way in. I climbed the wall up to her bedroom. I was on the patio and there was a BBQ. I took the anti stick-spray can from the BBQ and broke through the screen door with it. It started to rain. I got water in the room. I didn’t want to mess up the room so I only went in a little way. I found a notebook, open, with writing in it. It said in the notebook, “I’m glad you’ve finally figured it all out.” I took this as a message from God that I had defeated reality and I was entering the next stage of existence.

I was god, but I was hiding myself from myself. I thought of a book I had read, by Scott Adams. God’s Debris. In the book, a man proposes that if you were God, there was only one thing you didn’t know. That thing was what it was to not be God. So God blew himself up, and his debris was slowly recollecting itself back into God. The explosion was the big bang, and God's newly forming brain was the birth of the internet. I used the internet a lot. I thought that was me, God’s debris, suddenly realizing my power.

I left and went back to the patio, putting the notebook in my pocket. There were no stairs down from the patio, and I thought if I tried to climb down I would fall. But I noticed that the neighbor’s roof was lower than the one I was on now, and there was an even lower roof next to it. I jumped from roof to roof to get down.

It was raining heavily now. I decided that I had ruined my life, that my life wasn’t real anyways, and that I must from now on live as a hobo until I shed physical form and became god. I felt the rain dissolving my physical body. I felt that I was becoming one with nature and all that was around me. I walked under a bridge. There was a sign on a fence that said, “Danger: Electrified” I knew I could not die. To test this I grabbed hold of the fence. Nothing happened. I laughed. I walked north and north. I found a garbage can and stole the lid to use as an umbrella. I kept walking. Eventually I became very tired. Something changed in me, and allowed me to go home. I took the bus home.

When that something in me changed that told me I could go home, I realized that I was not god, and what I had done was horrendous. I was in a state of tired panic. On my way home I stopped off at the 7/11 near my house and checked to see which movies were playing. I planned to tell my parents I had gone to a movie. I disposed of the notebook in a public trashcan. No one had seen me break through that screen door. If I didn't tell anyone I would be fine, but the guilt was too great.

I told my parents what happened. My dad took me outside and began lecturing me. He said that I obviously didn’t want to be part of society. Because that was accurate with my delusions, it hurt. I was trapped in society now because I was too weak to keep walking. Maybe the Goddess Sophia had given me my one chance to transcend, and I failed the test. I told myself that if it was meant to be, it would happen again. The delusional world, though painful, was so beautiful. It was certainly preferable to the reality I was living in. 

My dad took me to the trashcan where I had thrown out the notebook. He forced me to go through the garbage to find it. Then he drove me back to Michelle’s house. I told him I was too ashamed to deliver the notebook in person. After some arguing, he went and did it for me. Michelle returned my Gameboy to my dad. Although it must have been difficult for my dad to walk up to that door and do that for me, I thought it is better that she didn't see my face. I was a wretch, and did not deserve to be in her presence. 

Afterwards we went to the police station to tell them what I had done. The police officer sat me down, and gave me a stern talking-to. He said that I could not get any of the jobs I wanted in life if I had a police record, and that I was very lucky that my Michelle’s parents did not press charges.

My parents placed me under house arrest for three days. They may have been mad at me, but they also knew that this was uncharacteristic behaviour for me, and so my house arrest wasn't as much a punishment as it was an attempt to contain an explosive situation. I wasn't sleeping and I was in no state to do pretty much anything. I was highly agitated, and being confined to the house was something I felt I could not handle. To help ease things, my parents rented a couple of videos. They went to Blockbuster and asked the clerk what videos he would recommend for someone my age who was going through some hard times. They came back with Vanilla Sky and Training Day. Vanilla Sky deeply disturbed me as I was becoming psychotic and the movie questions the nature of reality. I began to identify with the main character and then, surprise! He jumps off the  top of a tall building at the end. I was very mad at my parents for showing me that movie in my state. Then we watched Training Day. All the drugs in the movie disturbed me, but it wasn't as bad as Vanilla Sky.

<Chapter>  

I was under unofficial house arrest for a week. I had broken into my ex-girlfriend's house and stolen her notebook. I had confessed my crimes to my parents. I had driven to her house with my father, and he had returned the notebook. I got my Gameboy back in return. I hadn't had the courage to face her myself. My dad brought me home. I had agreed to get a job to pay for the broken door. I still could not sleep. Normally I slept in the basement, but during my house arrest I “slept” in my old bedroom, next to my parents’ room on the second floor.

My father was making every effort to clear my name with my Michelle. He met with Michelle regularly to talk to her to tell her that I was a good guy. My father told me that he liked Michelle, that she had recommended books to him, and that he was interested in those books. I began to suspect that my father was having an illicit affair with Michelle. That fueled my insomnia, that and the guilt. I knew what I had done was wrong. I was amazed that I had done it. I needed to get a job as soon as possible, so I could pay for the broken door.

I hastily made my resume. It was a poor show. I did not know how to improve my resume. I decided that to make up for my poor resume, I needed to have moxy. I needed to get out there and apply for as many jobs as possible. I printed out 20 copies of my resume. I went downstairs and told my parents that I was going to go out to apply for jobs. I fantasized about walking down Queen Street. There were a lot of stores on Queen Street. I would apply to every store, and if I still had resumes left over I would make my way to the Eaton Centre. Teenagers always get jobs in malls.

My parents disagreed that now was the time to look for a job. They said I needed to rest. I knew I could not rest and it had pained me, lying awake all night, wracked with guilt with what I had done. I needed to work on the positive. I needed to start fixing things. I knew how I could fix things. I could get a job and pay back the money for the broken door. It was the beginning of summer. It was job season.

I took my resumes and headed out the door. My father screamed at me to stop. I could not listen. I needed to fix things. He threatened to call the police. I considered his threats empty. I walked out the back door and into the alleyway. I walked down the alleyway into the street. I walked towards Ossington on Royalt. This was the path to Queen Street. This was the path to redemption. At the end of Royalt, right before Ossington, was a parked Cruiser. As I got closer, it blared its horn. I stopped. A policeman got out.

“Where are you going?” he asked.

“I am going to get a job.”

“I think you should come with us.”

“What?” I was confused. I was going out to get a job. I couldn't think of anything more legal in a capitalist society. But I was scared. I got into the Cruiser.

The Cruiser took a left. There were two policemen. I was handcuffed in the back of a Cruiser. I deserved it. I did not question it. I was scared.

“Isn't CAMH the other way?” asked the policeman in the passenger seat.

“I think I know a better place for a person like this,” responded the officer.

We drove to the Centre for Addiction and Mental Health, located at College and Spadina. There was another CAMH five minutes away from my house, located at Queen and Ossington, but I would later learn that the College and Spadina CAMH was a friendlier place. The policemen asked me questions. I tried to answer. I was scared. I was afraid that even though I was answering truthfully, I was not answering truthfully enough. I was afraid that I was going to say something that I thought was true, but wasn't really true. I was afraid I was going to jail. I deserved to go to jail. I had been wondering, while under house arrest, why I hadn't gone to jail immediately after what I had done. I was lucky. Now the universe was righting itself. I was relieved. I was scared.

We pulled into the back entrance of the Centre for Addiction and Mental Health. The policemen took me out of the Cruiser and through the automatic sliding doors. We went past reception. Words were exchanged. I went to the emergency chamber.

Someone came and asked me some questions.

“Do you hear voices?”

I wanted to be honest.

“Well, I hear your voice. I hear my voice. I don't hear any voices that are detached from a body. Except for people who are behind me.”

“Do you hear voices in your head?”

“I don't know. I hear my thoughts, but they are not like voices. But they are in English. Sometimes I speak them.”

I was not trying to be smart. It made sense that I was insane. I wasn’t quite sure how I was insane. Maybe I did hear voices and didn’t know it. I knew you could be depressed and not be aware of it. I assumed it was possible to be schizophrenic and not aware of it. Any number of things could be wrong with me, and I almost wanted to confirm the interviewer’s suspicions. If they knew what was wrong with me, they could fix it. On the other hand if they decided nothing was wrong with me, that would mean I was perfectly sane, and I had done all those horrible things for no reason.

“Do you ever meet people who can take thoughts in or out of your head? Do you ever meet people who know what you are thinking?”

I was tired.

“Sometimes people know what I'm thinking because of the way I act. Like body language. Things are said in body language. I don't pay attention to body language and sometimes I think I am saying things that I don't know I'm expressing, and people know what I'm saying, and I don't know they know.”

“Do you ever having racing thoughts?”

“I don't understand.”

“Do your thoughts ever go really quickly?”

“I think so, yes. Is that not normal? I think faster than I can speak. Is that what you mean?”

“Well, some of my friends, for example, think faster than they can speak, but they are perfectly sane. Is that the same with you?”

“Are you asking if I'm sane? Yes. My thoughts move quickly, and sometimes they disturb me, but I'm not insane.”

Although I did believe that I was in some way crazy this question made me defensive. I knew what I had done recently indicated that I had some kind of mental illness, but the interviewer was asking me questions that did not directly relate to what had happened. I thought I had some kind of break. These questions were about my natural state. I did not think I had been insane my whole life. I felt I was defending my existence.

“What kind of disturbing thoughts do you have?”

I paused. These were highly personal questions. I wanted to answer as truthfully as possible, but I could not help but censor myself. Anything that I didn’t omit I subconsciously spun as to make me appear to be normal. My goal was to make it appear that it was only natural that I was the way I was. 

“Just things people say, or things I say. I go over what has been said in my head, and it bothers me. Sometimes if I’m alone I’ll make a noise, and then the thoughts go away.”

“Do you get any messages from the television or radio or newspapers?”

“What do you mean?”

“Do you ever feel that the television is trying to communicate secret messages to you?”

“Well, all the time. The advertisements on TV are designed so you think certain things so you buy their products. I took an English Media class at school, and it taught us how to decipher the advertising on TV. I don't fall for it. I don't like advertisements.”

She was writing this all down on a notepad. I felt I was digging myself into a hole. I was being too honest. Are they smart enough to know that I'm not crazy? Or maybe I am crazy. Maybe education has made me insane. Maybe my education was interrupted. I didn't know how to contain my explosively insane thoughts. Is this the price of education?

 “OK.”

The woman left the room. I was alone in the room. The door was locked. I waited. I was less afraid now. I was in the system. A man came in the door. He gave me a pill with water. I swallowed it. He took out a piece of paper from a notebook and handed it to me with a pen. The paper was a consent form of some kind. I read it and surmised basically that it meant that I understood I was messed up and that I would be under observation for a little while. It had the old Government of Ontario logo at the top of it. It did not seem like a legitimate document. It had been photocopied again and again. I did not want to sign it, but I had no choice. Theoretically I could have refused. A good analogy would be, when you are installing a program in Windows, it asks you to agree to the terms of service. If you don’t agree, you can’t install the program. I was too weak to test the idea of refusing to sign. I wanted to consult my father, as he was more familiar with legal matters, but he wasn’t there. 

I asked the man what the form meant. He explained what I had guessed – that it was me admitting I was messed up and needed help. I agreed that was the case but did not feel I was in a good position to sign a legal document. Then I remembered one of my friends telling me, or hearing on TV, that if someone is not capable of signing a legal document, that document is not binding. I thought that since it was an exercise in futility, since I thought I wasn't legally capable of signing a binding paper, I may as well play along. I signed the form. The man brought me to another room with a bed. He told me they were going to keep me overnight. Maybe I would be normal in the morning. I had the pill inside me. I felt tired. This must be a sleeping pill. I will sleep, and I will explain things in the morning, and I will go home.

I lay in the bed. I was provided a thin sheet. There was still light in the room. The door was kept open. There was light in the hall. Every so often I heard the nurses talking to each other. I lay in bed. I wanted to sleep. If I could sleep I would be normal. This was just a bad drug trip. But I hadn't done drugs in a week. That was probably a bad strategy. I should have stopped doing mushrooms, but kept smoking pot. Pot makes me sleepy. I wish I had some pot right now.

I got out of bed. I looked left and right. I felt like I was in a video game. If I left the room I could be shot. If I didn't leave the room I could never play the video game. I went back to bed. I lay in the bed. I could not sleep. I tried to listen for the nurses. Every so often I could hear words. Were they talking about me? Was I the most important person in the hospital? Was there anyone else in here?

I got out of bed. I slowly walked out of my room. The hall was empty. I started walking down the hall. A nurse came out.

“Go back to your room.”

I went back to my room. I climbed up on to the bed. I put my head on the pillow and my ass in the air. I assumed a normal sleeping position. I turned left and right. I could not sleep.

I went back out into the hallway. I was bolder this time. I walked to the nurses’ station.

“I can't sleep.”

They gave me another pill. I swallowed the pill. I went back to bed. I lay there. I was tired. I could not sleep. I heard the nurses talking. I looked at the light. I wondered what was happening. I thought of my parents. I went back to the nurse’s station.

“I want to phone my parents and tell them I'm alright.”

“Your parents know where you are.”

“But they haven't heard from me since I left the house.”

“Your parents have been informed about your situation.”

I began to suspect foul play.

“Let me talk to my parents. Why won't you let me talk to my parents?”

“It is 2 a.m. You should be sleeping. Go back to sleep.”

I stood there. I did not know what to do.

“Go back to your room,” they commanded in a more authoritative voice. I knew that even if these people were evil, they were in control, and I could not defeat them. I waited in my room until the morning. I think I might have slept for a little bit although I'm not sure.

In the morning the nurse brought me out of my room.

“We're not quite sure what is wrong with you yet, but we are going to keep you here for further examination.”

They brought me into an elevator. They brought me up to the 5th floor.

<Chapter>


The 5th floor looked like a long lobby with a row of glassed off bedrooms. I did not see any curtains as they were all drawn, but my first impression was that there was no privacy. A rotund, grey haired man with a baseball cap played chess in the middle of the room on a long wooden table with a raven haired, dried out thirtysomething woman. The woman was very quiet.


A man with a policeman’s moustache and a large bandage over his neck walked around in circles, wearing a blue sheet that had the north and south poles on it. He muttered to himself, warming up for the day.


The nurses showed me a bag of clothing my parents had packed for me. I was amazed it had been packed so quickly. It didn’t seem possible. They set me loose. The world around me seemed sterile. This did not seem real. The other patients had the quality of actors about them. My mind began to process the information presented to me.


I thought about how they had not psychiatristed me yet. I thought to myself, I thought to myself: If I were to design a craziness test it would not be the same test as in the images and stories that the public saw. It would be important not to be fully prepared for a test that judged sanity. The test must be complicated in order to be effective.


I walked around the room. The actor-patients mulled about, stupefied by drug. I was full of energy. I was disturbing the peace merely by breathing. The dark-haired woman was already afraid of me, and retreated to her room. I approached the gruff old man with the baseball cap. He was full of life. He was full of charisma. He asked me why I was here. 

I told him I did too many mushrooms. He began to tell me stories of how he had detoxed himself by locking himself in his room. He blocked the doors with old newspapers and drank prune juice. He said prune juice was really good for getting the drugs out of your body. We talked. I liked him. This actor represented the deceitful dealmaker in me. I began to realize that this was a test. I must confront my personality traits and overcome them. This old man would be the trickiest. We talked about books. He saw my Dragon Lance books. He said he collected them. I gave one to him. I was being the opposite of deceitful. I had defeated my first enemy. The game progressed.

It was a test. None of it was real. It was all designed for in-depth analysis of my mental state. There were goals and objectives. It was a game. I was in a real-life video game like Myst. This does not mean that I thought I was in a computer, but that I thought I was in a highly sophisticated interactive environment. Since there were goals and objectives, I would be rewarded if I played well. If I wanted to leave, I could just rush through the game. I understood that I was not allowed to leave until the game was over, and that made things exciting.

I found a man in his glass cell. He was sitting down. His eyes were Neanderthal. I thought about how good the makeup people in this game were. I asked him why he looked like that. He was holding a wet cloth to his face.

“I did an ounce of drugs,” he said. I thought about all the mushrooms I'd done, and how I wasn’t sure how much I'd done. I didn’t think that I had done quite an ounce, but decided that this must be a dramatization of my situation for my learning benefit. Humans designed this game, after all, and I led such a complex and interesting life that some errors were inevitable. 

Maybe he didn’t mean he had done the “drugs” all at once. I had certainly done an ounce of drugs in my life. I told him I had done an ounce of drugs too. He said he actually had done them all at once. I asked him if there was anything I could do. He told me to just leave him alone. I told him that the old man recommended prune juice. He sat there in silence. I wasn’t sure if I had won. I moved on anyway.

The man with the large bandage over his neck was going to the washroom with a toothbrush. It was obvious that he had attempted suicide. Was I a suicide attempt? Maybe I was. If I didn’t know how I was crazy it made sense that I might not know that I was suicidal. I told the nurses that the man was trying to commit suicide. They took my warning seriously and rushed to the bathroom. The guy must have been pissed. Or just tired. Very tired. I had shown the nurses that I would not tolerate suicide. Not even an actor pretending to commit suicide. I was winning this game in record time.

I made my way towards the raven-haired woman when the nurses stopped me. I was given another form. This one had a higher number than the last form. Each form had a number. The first form was called something like “Form 23.” This form was labeled something like “Form 42.” It said I was to be monitored for two weeks. I had already signed my life away once, so I figured I might as well do it again. They gave me a copy and I kept it with me in a prominent place. I was convinced that because this was some kind of legal form, legally they would have to release me after two weeks. Also, they said if my recovery was fast, I may be allowed to leave before then. So I figured it would be two weeks at the most. I had gone to camp when I was younger for two weeks. I figured I could handle it. I wouldn’t even be out of the city. They told me they were taking me up to the 10th floor. I had won level 5 in less than two hours and I was heading to level 10. I would be home soon.

We came up to the 10th floor. There was a set of airlock-type doors to trap you inside. They were a set of double doors. If you got past the first set of doors, you would still have to get past the second. This was because one of the doors also led to the kitchen.

"Who's this?"

"New patient, Ben. He has privileges."

"He has privileges already?!"

It looked like I was earning some bonus points from my smooth progression through this test, this video game. A male nurse showed me to my room. He opened the door and let me in. He showed me that the door locked, but there was a door within the main door that the nurses could unlock. I didn't see the point, as they could unlock both doors just as easily, but was amused by the novelty. This door-within-a-door reinforced the game perception idea.

The 10th floor is shaped like a doughnut. There is a hallway that runs around the unit. This is what forms the doughnut. On the outer edges are bedrooms. In the middle area are the nurses’ station, washrooms, and laundry. At each extreme of the hallway is a living room. 

When I got there, half of the doughnut was locked away from the other half. The other half scared me. As time went on I felt like I was trapped in this video game. I asked to return to the 5th floor to talk to the old man, but they said no. When the other half was eventually unlocked, I was afraid of going to the other side because I was afraid I would get trapped there. I felt that every spatial progression was getting me further away from my parents. I just wanted it all to stop. I went into the living/dining room area. The TV was turned on to Much Music. There was a man eating a chicken dinner. I said hello. He said hello. I asked him if he represented the time I ate raw chicken while high on mushrooms. He didn't know what I was talking about.

"You think you've got problems, let me tell you..."

But he couldn't. I was crying. I was brought back to my room. The nurses came in, and told me to phone my parents. There were two phones next to each other. One was a payphone, like you would find on the street. The other was a free house phone. Incoming calls came to the payphone. 

This was madness, but this was a game. It had a certain style to it. Perhaps the message was if I continued on this path of reckless excess I would end up on the street, so I had better get used to using a payphone to make my calls. I picked up the free phone and called my parents. They said that the doctors wanted to meet with them and me. They came over.

My parents had another bag with stuff for me. My mom was worried. A male and female doctor came. The female was not quite a full-fledged doctor, yet she did all of the talking. My parents asked me if I had ever done crystal meth. I said no. They said I had tested positive for methamphetamine hydrochloride in a blood test. I insisted that I hadn't done it. The doctors said that sometimes mushrooms give a false positive indication of crystal meth use. 


I was suspicious. Maybe the doctors were saying that to put my mind at ease. Maybe some of the drugs that I had been doing were laced with meth. I had not been sleeping; crystal meth might explain how I was acting. Or if I was insane, it was possible I was doing all kinds of things without being aware of it. That was a frightening thought.

The doctors said they were going to keep me in the hospital for two weeks. They were unclear whether I was going crazy or if I was just a troubled adolescent. They said they were in no rush to diagnose me.

We watched videos of families dealing with "first episode psychosis". The videos emphasized the responsibility of the patient to get better. Afterwards, my father said that he empathized with the parent characters who came to visit the hospital every day, only to have their child relapse when he got home.

I had been given a sheet of paper with the expiration of my hospital stay on it before I had been taken up to the 10th floor. I started counting the days. As the days went by, my parents would visit me. I think they felt a need for some kind of reason to visit me, besides just to be there with me. Every day, they would bring me something from home. Slowly my room filled up with stuff. I didn't touch any of my objects, but they put me more at ease with where I was. I would look at the Monopoly board sitting on the top of my closet (the closet ended before the ceiling began) and remember when I used to play Monopoly, or even when I had been home in my room and glanced at the board as I walked towards my computer. One day, I tried to play a game of Monopoly with my parents in the hospital, but the magic of the game that had held me in its grip when I was at home was transformed by the bleak monotony of the hospital where I was currently stuck. 

I could not escape from the hospital environment, even by importing my old environment. Nonetheless, my new room began to feel more like my own, and whenever things got particularly bleak, I would pop my head in for a few seconds, as if I were gasping for air. The boost I got from going into my room was temporary, and if I lingered, the pleasant feelings I derived from sucking in my room would quickly be replaced by the smothering nothingness of the hospital. I stayed away from my room to keep it pure. When I closed my eyes at night, the feeling of my room remained until I was able to sleep. I did not want that feeling to be compromised by abusing the blessing of my personal environment during the day.

My ex-girlfriend visited me one day. I was so happy to see her. She came into my room, and I tried to hug her. She jumped away. She gave me a Rubic's Cube. Previously, when she had visited me at home, she had enjoyed playing with my Rubic's Cube. She had twisted it so many times, it would take a genius to unravel it. We were allowed to go outside to the picnic benches outside the hospital. She asked me why I wasn't playing with the Rubic's Cube. I didn't tell her the truth, that this cube was to become a symbol for my sanity. I would not disturb the order. I would keep it in its finished position for as long as I had it.

I forget how it came up, but she got angry at me. She said that I had never worked a day in my life, that everything was handed to me in life. This wasn't true, but it really hurt. We sat in silence for five minutes, and then she said she had to go. She brought me back upstairs and they locked me away from her.

On the day I was supposed to be let out, I took some milk out of the fridge. It smelled bad, so I didn't drink it. I put it back into the fridge. I had been waiting for this day for two weeks. I had consulted my paper many times to confirm that today was the day. This was a legal document. It had the government seal on it. They had to let me out on this day. I had packed my bags. The nurses asked me what I was doing. I said I was waiting for my parents to let me out. They said that I wasn't scheduled to get out today. I told them I had a piece of paper that said I was set to leave. They checked their records. Eventually they let me be, sitting on my suitcase, near the door. They wouldn't let me get too close to the door. I got as close as I was allowed, and waited.

There was an Italian patient whom I thought to be quite the ladies' man. He had attractive women visiting him every day. He seemed to have the mind of a child. He giggled and gurgled. I don't think I heard him ever say a word. He just danced around the doughnut. On this particular day this child-man drank the rotten milk. He vomited, and had explosive diarrhea all over the living/dining room where I was waiting. He was given ice cream to feel better.

I was not willing to take any chances. I waited in the stink of the room for at least two hours. Eventually a doctor came and asked me what I was doing. I told him I was waiting to leave, and that the form said I could leave today. He said that this was not true. He told me to go look at the form. I went back to my room to check. The dates must have been changed on me. The day I was set to leave had somehow been altered to be three days from the present time. All my hope was lost. I had been holding on for this day and I could not hold on any longer. How did I know that they would not change the date on me again? In three days, my fears were confirmed when they brought me another sheet of paper to sign. At this point I knew that I had no choice. It was a cruel joke that they were asking for my participation in my captivity. I was so bored at this point that signing a piece of paper ensuring my slavery and continued detention was a blessing. It was something to do. It gave me 15 seconds of distraction, and I drank those seconds down thirstily. 

This situation ramped up my paranoia. This was no longer an innocent game. This was a game being played at my expense. The people benefiting from this game were those in charge, not me. 

The doctor asked me if I wanted to participate in a "chorus" of doctors. I would tell my story to them and they would all put their heads together and decide what was wrong with me. I declined. I did not want to play into their sick fantasies. I had to wait. I waited until lunchtime.

There was one nurse whom I particularly related to. His name was Mamode. He was always kind to me, talked to me regularly, and was able to calm me down when I was feeling manic. This was before I knew what being manic was. My perception at the time was that I was being punished, but that the authorities understood that I was a good guy and normally did not intend harm. I thought of myself as being in a minimum security prison. I was emotional, for sure, but I was still partially in denial about having some kind of mental illness. Mamode spoke common sense. He helped alleviate my guilt.

I was still manic and I was feeling guilty. Mamode told me that he had mental problems as well and was on medication. I was filled with respect for the man, and I started obsessing, trying to figure out ways I could work at CAMH. I wanted to pay back my debts.

Across the hall from the nurses' station was a list of group activities. I decided to start with Arts and Crafts. At the appointed hour, two beautiful women arrived with construction paper, glitter glue, bits of foam cut into shapes, Popsicle sticks, and magic markers. I felt like I was in kindergarten. I was excited; I was insane and I was going to express my insanity in art. People would pay money for this.

I began by gluing two Popsicle sticks together with the glitter glue. There was no white glue. This did not give me the effect I wanted. I do not know what effect I expected. I think I assumed that my insanity would bless any artistic endeavor I undertook. Like, I would glue those two Popsicle sticks together and a nurse would come out and proclaim, “My God, this perfectly symbolizes the struggle of man!” I glued the sticks to a sheet of construction paper. I drew squiggles all around them with crayons and magic markers.

“Try drawing a face!” one of the ladies exclaimed. We all drew faces. It became apparent that my art skills had not progressed since kindergarten, and neither had those of the women who were helping us. Still, the women were pretty, and this became one of my favorite groups. I started gluing things together randomly. I cut things up with the safety scissors. I felt so bad.

Later, it was volleyball time. One of the main strategies in the game seemed to be to give the other team paranoid delusions.

“Where are we?” someone screamed.

“Do you know what this is?”

“Oh look, a doctor!”

My dad came to visit me one day and told me about my new doctor. He had a printout about him. His name was Doctor Shammi. I thought his name was a code for him being a sham. This was not a real doctor. This was a fake game doctor sent to me as a decoy. As the nurse took me to meet him, she told me to tell Dr. Shammi that he looked like Spock. “He loves that.” He did kinda look like Spock. He looked like a brown Mr. Spock. He did not look like the man in the printout. SHAMMI!

“There were two pictures in the printout. Maybe he's the other one,” pleaded my father.

He wasn't. This was all a sham. The other patients were undercover University of Toronto students. I was the only real crazy person in the hospital. They were all watching me. There were cameras in the halls. (There really were.) I was being filmed for a reality television show. I was finally famous. Oh, the price of fame. I had wanted this. I had known the risks. I explained this to Dr. Shammi. Dr. Shammi first gently told me it wasn’t true. Then he asked me if I still believed it to be true. I said yes. Dr. Shammi said if it was true, that still meant I was being treated, so what’s so wrong about that? I didn’t have a proper answer.

The food wasn't so bad. It was all pre-made, then microwaved in a huge oven. The chicken looked like plastic, and responded to the knife and fork as such. If you cut into the chicken it looked like there was a small sliver of chicken in the centre, and around that sliver was plastic. But it tasted good. It was a little rubbery, but there was some gravy. The gravy was slightly above KFC standards, which isn't saying much. The desserts were wonderful. Little chocolate pies. The juice was tiny. 200 mL per container. I took as much juice as they would let me have. I drank a container down in one gulp.

There was bad Arts-and-Crafts-session art all over the walls. One of them was just badly scrawled writing. The writing looked like my high school philosophy teacher's writing. He was watching over me. This was all a psychological test. I had done as he had asked. I had done something for myself. I had allowed myself to see my true god nature. This gave me an idea as to where I was going after this test was over. This was a training ground to godhood. I would probably never be able to return to my old life again. I thought about the times in the past when I graduated from one school to another. I was leaving my childhood. I missed my old life and wanted it back, but I was excited about what might happen next.

I liked volleyball because it allowed me to go outside for 30 seconds a day to travel between the hospital and the gym. On the way, there was a basket full of free condoms. The nurse told me to take some. I was embarrassed, but also thrilled. I didn't know what to do with them. I certainly was not going to have sex. Or maybe I was? Maybe this was to come later as part of the test. Maybe the sex would be so powerful, and God knew this, that they would have to lock me away from society first so they could protect the innocent. I hid the condoms in my pocket and didn't let anyone see them, so that they could get nice and warm.

There was a washer and dryer in the unit. They gave us little cups of white powder soap. For some reason these cups of soap seemed highly illicit. I didn't like doing laundry because the laundry room was in the connection hallway of the doughnut. There were a number of doors that could slam shut by themselves, and did so, especially during fire drills. I pretended to be really bad at laundry so the nurses took care of it for me.

Everyone seemed to hide out in their rooms. I could not stand to stay in my room for long. I would wander the halls, back and forth. There were names on the doors. I looked at the names. They were strange names. One of them was Mohammed. Over my next few hospitalizations I would notice that a number of Muslim patients had changed their names to Mohammed. At one point two Mohammeds visited each other. I don’t know if they actually believed that they were Mohammed, like how a lot of patients have delusions that they are Jesus, or if it was a statement. “I am not insane. I have faith.”

The television was encased in a clear plastic box so it could not be damaged. There were little holes in the plastic. When the remote went missing, people took chopsticks and poked at the manual buttons on the TV. BET was always playing. I heard many R & B love songs, and I missed my ex-girlfriend. Court shows were also popular. The heroin addicts loved to sit on the couch all day watching Judge Joe Brown. We received full cable. There was a sign-up sheet for television use, and there were surprisingly few fights over control of the TV.

The hospital staff recommended that I get a haircut. My hair was at that ideal length where it was not too long (in my opinion), but very unruly. I hate when I get a fresh haircut. I always feel like I'm a little boy afterwards. I feel like I'm a square. People must look at me and assume I get good grades and would always do whatever my mother tells me. I like my hair medium-long. Unfortunately, in a matter of weeks after obtaining the ideal hair length, it starts to look really ugly. It also gets really sweaty, and it gets in my way. I'd always have to be adjusting my hair out of my eyes and scratching the side of my head.

Soon I would need a haircut anyway. To sweeten the deal my mom gave me money to get it cut. Even sweeter, the haircut would be an excuse for them to let me go outside. I wasn't getting a whole lot of fresh air lately. My delusions were receding, and the hospital staff was preparing me for the transition back into the real world. This would be the first test drive of my less delusional state. The doctors were testing me. I was given a handsome sum of money, so naturally I wanted to go to the cheapest barber possible. By the time of my first hospitalization, I had established myself as a pothead whose only source of pot was money received from my parents. Although I had neither the hope of nor the desire to buy pot, my instinct to make this manna from heaven last kicked in immediately, and I did not question that instinct for a second.

I planned to cut my own hair at first, but when the hospital staff got wind of this they made it clear that this behaviour would not be tolerated. Especially because of the rules on the ward protecting suicidal patients. Next, I planned to go to the cheap Portuguese barber near my parents' house. The nurses said that they would not let me go that far, and besides, they demanded to accompany me on my expedition. I did not know any of the hairdressers on College Street, but I knew they were all expensive.

I explained to the nursing staff that I wanted a simple haircut. Nothing fancy. My style was humble and... cheap. A muscular, bald man jumped up and exclaimed, "Cheap? I know just the place!" From that moment on the bald man took me under his wing and treated me like his nephew. 

We immediately set forth across College Street. He tried to charm me the whole trip. There was something unsettling about him, though not in a sexual way. He was being overly friendly in a defensive way, putting on a heavy “buddy” attitude in order to keep from interacting with me in a real way. Soon, we arrived at our destination. It was a clothing store. We briskly walked through it to the back room. Everyone in the room told each other, for my benefit, that they were family. 

"Who's this?" asked the barber. 

"Uh... he's a kid from... work." 

The room got even more uncomfortable.

To ease the tension, the men talked to each other about how they were family. They maintained this conversation for my entire haircut, which was brief. At first, the bald man tried to convince me to shave my head. "Like mine, and aren't I cool?" I let him down gently. I asked for it not too short. They cut it very short. No scissors were involved. The man just quickly shaved my head, using a comb to prevent me from being bald. Then came the issue of payment. The barber said it was $10. The bald man paid him with my money, and gave the barber a $5 tip. It wouldn't have been polite to object, though these men certainly didn't deserve my civility. 

We left the store, to my relief. The bald man was so happy. "Now you've got all that leftover money to spend! Do you want to spend it now?" 

"Uh... no... forget it." 

"You might not be allowed to leave the hospital for awhile," he grinned. 

"No, just the same..."

We walked back to the hospital in silence. Five years later during my 4th  hospitalization, the bald man literally stepped on my neck while his goons held me down me. It was one of the times I was restrained and not aware why I was being restrained. I never asked, as I was too frightened. Obviously, I must have done something to deserve my neck being stepped on, since that bald man was such a nice guy.

They told me that they were going to put me on 3 mg of risperdone. They told me that it was a low dose, since they thought my madness might temporary. I asked my mom if she thought it was a safe dose. My mom had been dealing with her own bipolar disorder for the past 10 years, and she said that she was on 2 mg of risperdone. Because three is such a small number, I was OK with the dose. Could it be that I was crazier than my own mother?

They also said that I could take an Ativan whenever I felt nervous. I tried one and it kinda felt like being stoned, only less potent. I started taking as many of them as I could. Eventually, they restricted my access to one during the day, and one before I went to bed. There are two kinds of Ativan tablets. There is the normal pill, and then there is the sublingual pill. The sublingual kind melts under your tongue. The sublingual seems more potent, as it hits you faster and all at once. Both kinds were prescribed to me in 1 mg doses, to be taken “as needed”. Ativan is in the same family as Valium.


I have met people who are knocked out for hours after taking a single Ativan. While I was in this state of mind, which is the only state in which I’ve done Ativan, barely slows me down. At first, when I was taking three of four a day, I stopped noticing any effects at all. It was like smoking a cigarette. There was a brief moment of relaxation, and then the mania started to bubble up again.

I would go and ask for an Ativan and the nurse would smile at me. "You don't really need this, do you?" 

"Yeah, I need it." 

They let me get away with that once or twice before they weaned me off. I became more stressed out from stopping than I had been before I started. I had a cigarette or two in the smoking chamber, but did not pick up the habit at that time. It was gross in there, as the fan was broken, and the room was full of creepy-looking patients who were chain-smoking.

Slowly, the risperdone began to take hold. I would sleep in later and later, which made me miss breakfast. Normally, we were fed three meals a day plus a snack. The meals were custom-made to be just enough of what you need. But sometimes they were kinda gross, and I didn't finish them all. Especially the chicken. In order to get the most of the chicken, one would need to pick the bones, and they were all greasy and fat, so I didn't. I began to get hungry. My mom would bring me food. A lot of salad and fruit. Some potato chips. My favourite was when she brought me Burger King.

I was supposed to gain weight on the Risperdone but I did not. The nurses said that I looked much better after I got my haircut. I suppose I started to look less like a drug addict. I was probably looking like a medicated zombie though. My steps up and down the halls became slower. I kind of shuffled along, trapped in a box. My world was shrinking. My thoughts were shrinking. My freedom of movement was shrinking. But I was feeling more and more like I was on drugs all the time. The trade may have been worth it.

Risperdone works cumulatively, so I did not notice the effects right away. It helped me get to sleep. It was like taking an Ativan. Gradually, it started to feel like I had just taken an Ativan all the time. My delusions receded, and as they did my guilt increased. People who visited me asked what the doctors had put me on; I seemed doped up. I didn’t feel very doped up. I felt relaxed and relieved that I wasn’t having as many scary thoughts anymore. A new kind of scary thought came. The new thought was, “What are the consequences of all of this?”

My days would be spent sitting in my room playing with some toy, and then wandering around to the main room. I was too freaked out to watch television. Television triggered paranoia. The doctors call this, “Getting messages from the television.” I don't like this description, because it implies the television was actually speaking to me. It was more that I felt the things said on the television were directed at me, like there was some grand plot. I suspected that CAMH was showing certain programs on purpose, trying to get us indoctrinated to the doctors' messages through sitcoms and such. 

I would sit with my back to the TV. I enjoyed the chairs. I would try to sleep on the chairs by moving them around. The nurses made me move them back to their default position almost right away, and told me to sleep in my bed. I could not sleep in my bed during the day. It was too bright in my room. I was used to the dark basement I had inhabited most of my life.

I spent the majority of the summer in the hospital. The nurses and doctors asked me if I wanted to go back to school. “I’m not finished high school yet.” I thought they were asking if I wanted to go to university. They kept asking, and eventually it dawned on me that they were asking if I wanted to finish my high school diploma. I did, but I did not want to go to the same school. I was afraid that everyone would be talking about me, and that I would have lost all my friends. I did not have many visitors during my first hospitalization because I was so ashamed. I made no effort to invite people to the hospital, and my parents were lying to my friends about where I was.

First, the doctors allowed me to go on brief “passes” to the outside. I did not know where to go. I was not the kind of person who just hung around outside. Whenever I left the house, it was to get from point A to point B. So when I went on my passes I left the hospital, wandered around a bit, then came back after only 20 minutes.

Then, they allowed me an overnight pass to my parents’ house. I came home to find my room thoroughly cleaned. I did not feel comfortable in my room. I realized that I felt more comfortable back at the hospital, even though I hated being locked up there. About halfway through my hospitalization, in the attempt to make the institution realize that I should not be there, I had declared that I was confusing the hospital with my home. Now it was becoming true. My parents asked me if I wanted to go back, but I did not. I wanted to power through the process of exiting the hospital. I was miserable for the night. Being in my room made me want to smoke pot. I listened to music but it wasn’t the same. I took my pills and went to sleep early.

Shortly after the overnight pass, I was free to go home. I packed up my room in the hospital. The room had grown quite full of my stuff after spending so long there. We drove home. I had a prescription for one week's worth of Ativan. I took Ativan and retreated into my room. I was too uncomfortable to be around my parents.

For a long time after my first hospitalization, I would tell my story to anyone who would listen. I would go in-depth, with no detail left out. I wanted to pre-empt any gossip that was told about me. People listened and said that it wasn’t so bad. I vowed never to do any psychedelics again, but I did not believe that pot was bad for me. The doctors had said that, since this was first episode psychosis, it was possible that it was a one-time fluke and it would not happen again. They said that after two years I might be off my medication. I took this to heart.

Slowly, I resumed my life. I started going out and smoking pot again. For a time, I hid my pot use from my parents, but then I became too lazy to care. My pot use worried them, but it seemed they felt powerless to stop me. 


I entered my final year of high school. The school had moved to a new location further away from my house. A large number of my friends had already graduated. Simon was gone. I was left with friends who I wasn’t as close with. I told them everything. They said, “That’s fucked,” and took a bong hit. I made new friends, and strengthened bonds with existing ones. I got a job.

There was a new, large movie theatre that seemed to be a sure thing for kids at our school who wanted a job. When a classmate of mine named Guntar got a job there, I knew that I would be able to get a job no problem. That is what I wanted: An easy job that I didn't have to try hard to get or keep. At the theatre, there was a line of applicants who were interviewed one after another. I saw the majority of applicants walk out with a smile on their faces. Ahead of me in line were a group of mentally retarded people who were being coached by some handsome social workers. I saw a man with Down syndrome walk out of the interview with a smile on his face. I was filled with confidence. I was also filled with fear: If I did not get this job, I must be a real loser. I made minimal effort during the interview. I think the recruiter saw my minimal effort and assigned me a particularly easy position. I worked at the Burger King in the movie theatre. 

The Burger King job went through rushes and lulls. I quickly learned to master the cash register, which was like playing a video game. I excelled during the rushes, and enjoyed them, because time would pass quickly as I was constantly forced to react. The rushes were beautiful because they gave you nothing to do but react. You didn't have time to think about how bad your day was, you didn't have time to think about what was happening at home, all you had time to think about was that the 300 lb man in front of you wanted an extra large fries, and he wanted it now. During the lulls, I would stand and pace, my legs growing tired. Eventually, I found that doing small tasks like making sure the ketchup was stocked was a good way to keep myself busy. I became a model employee because I was so bored. There was room for advancement, but this job was my whore. I would use it and move on.

I was going to school part-time. I had three classes left to finish my diploma. Most days, I would not have to come in until 1 p.m. On the rare days I had morning classes, I would often skip them. For years, I had been perfecting a strategy of getting by at school while doing the smallest amount of work possible. I had always exceeded my low expectations. The year before, I had won an award for being one of the top 10 students in the school, in terms of grade point average. This year, I pushed myself to new lows. I had a lot of free time. I had money for the first time in my life, and I had a very good reason to escape into drugs. I began spending all my money on pot. I smoked prodigiously. I also had sex for the first time.

Two of my smoking buddies, Alex and Russel, came over to watch The Matrix: Reloaded. One of our female friends came over as well. She had been hitting on me for some time, but she reminded me of my mother, so I did not pursue her. That night, I was very drunk. This girl came up behind me and played with my hair in a certain way that excited me. I realized that I could have sex. This realization trumped my aversion to her. We went into the bathroom. She shaved my head bald, and then we had sex in a pile of my hair. Her head was banging against the bathtub. I said that we should move over a bit so she wouldn’t hit her head, but she said she liked it. My friends sat in the other room trying to watch The Matrix, while hearing thud, thud, thud. In revenge, Alex and Russel drank the rest of my booze and helped themselves to a healthy portion of my remaining marijuana.

Afterwards, we went out to the alley to smoke a joint. It was the beginning of spring. I had my winter jacket on, and I was getting too hot. I took off my jacket and laid it on the ground. Because I was so drunk, I forgot to bring the jacket back inside when we were done. My cell phone was in the jacket pocket. The next day when I retrieved my jacket, my cell phone was gone. I also kept a number of blank CDs in my jacket pocket. The thief left the CDs. He also left dirty, greasy fingerprints all over them. My coat had that peculiar yet disturbingly familiar smell common to the homeless during high summer. The smell was of someone who has not showered all year, but has instead been basting in their own juices. I was so embarrassed by the incident that I did not ask for another cell phone for a number of years to punish myself for my own stupidity.

I was spending my full paycheque on pot. I would buy an ounce every two weeks. A court ruling in Ontario effectively decriminalized pot. Pot was not legal, but in some kind of grey area. Then came the blackout. 

A large proportion of the North American power grid went down. Being addicted to the internet, my friends and I felt a void from suddenly being alone in our rooms. A number of us converged at Aiden's house. Aiden was our dealer. Simon and Jeeves were there, among others.

Aiden was a charming young man of above average intelligence. Something in Aiden made him want to escape. He had a seemingly normal life – attractive to girls, an excellent soccer player, did well in school. But there was a drive in Aiden to destroy all that. Aiden was a soldier. When he reached a time in his life when he wanted to destroy himself, he would, with reckless abandon. He amassed a small empire in narcotics and was his own best customer. He spent most of the days in his room, being visited by his clientele, playing CounterStrike and watching cartoons on his television. Often, he made the chaos a threesome by blasting some gangsta rap on top of everything else. Aiden had respect.

Jeeves was a friend of mine who, quite annoyingly, grew from shorter to taller than me. At least that's what I thought, until someone pointed out he had been standing on his toes. What a rascal. Jeeves is not his first name, but his last name. He was born in England and has a very English last name, and somewhere along the way everyone started calling him that. Jeeves was incredibly good with robotics. One time, Jeeves and I built a chicken egg incubator out of spare parts and never even tried to use it. I remember that building the incubator seemed like a perfectly natural thing to do. This was probably because we were stoned the whole time.

The lot of us high school junkies smoked a few bong hits while listening to inferior, battery powered music. All the lights were off in the city and we wanted to take this opportunity to actually see the stars. Simon and I also took the opportunity to pick up. We each bought a half ounce on spot, aka we were given the weed before we could pay for it. Our group left Aiden's house and went to the park attached to the local school. We were halfway through our joint when a police car drove up next to us.

Simon and Aiden began to run. I normally wouldn't run from the cops, but I was stoned and in a kind of herd mentality. We escaped for about five minutes before the police car pulled up next to us and stopped us. Another car pulled up and some undercover, plainclothes cops got out as well. They began asking us questions. 

“So you guys have been smoking weed. You know that's against the law.” 

I was feeling cocky. “Actually I don't think it is.” 

They lined us up against the hood of the car and pulled our arms behind our backs. My arms are very flexible, but again, I was feeling cocky and I thought I was going to jail. I thought if I planted evidence that I was being mistreated it might work in my favour. So I said, “Ow!”

They searched our pockets and found our weed. 

“You can go to jail for this.” 

Cockiness abounds. “I don't think so.” 

They put me in the back of the Cruiser. Aiden didn't have any pot on him. They asked us separately where we got the herb. I couldn't hear Simon's answer since I was in the car. I thought I was going to jail. I didn't want Aiden to take the fall as well. I wasn't so cocky anymore. But I guess I was cocky enough to tell a white lie. I told them I got the pot from a friend who lives north of me. They assumed I lived in Aiden's neighborhood, which is in the north end of Toronto. Simon had told them that he got the weed from a friend of his girlfriend, who lived in North York. Accidentally, our stories matched. We were set free.

The school year ended and I quit my job. I could no longer afford my biweekly ounces, but Aiden kept spotting me. He was trying to get me to deal. I sold some, but when it comes to pot I have no willpower. I sold some but smoked most of it. By the time I cut myself off, I owed Aiden over $200. I assumed I would get another job in a little while and be able to pay him back. One night, I got a phone call from Aiden. He spoke in a quiet, desperate voice. He needed the money and couldn't say why. I scrounged together about $60 and went to meet him at Ossington subway station. There was a black SUV with black tinted windows parked outside of the station. I looked at Aiden and asked some indirect question to the effect of, “Are those the people who are after you?” He told me not to worry and not to look directly at the car. I gave him the money and did not see him again for a year. I never found out what happened.

I was accepted into the Humber School of Comedy. I thought about how I was coming from an academic background and was going into the field of fine arts. I thought that in order to prepare myself, I must dedicate the summer to breaking out of academic thinking and into artistic thinking. I smoked a lot of pot and forced myself to write every day. I bought a pill of mystery E from someone I worked with at Burger King. I took it and had a very bad time. I could not sleep, and I needed to smoke pot all night to deal with my mind. I chewed the top off my plastic bong. 

I wrote the first version of this story that night. (See Appendix) It was 14 pages long. I sent the story to anyone who would read it. Among the people to whom I sent it was Alex, who would later encourage me to keep writing this story. 

Exam time came. My friend Che had a friend who had a severe case of ADD. They prescribed him a drug that doctors use when Ritalin isn't effective: Dexedrine. These drugs calm down and focus someone who has ADD and/or ADHD, but to someone who does not suffer from these conditions they act as a stimulant. Dexedrine is basically speed. Che gave me some and I considered for a few moments whether it was safe for me to take. I figured that it wasn't a psychedelic, so I would be fine. Besides, it was a prescription drug, how bad could it be? I did a few pills with Che and I enjoyed it. Che's friend told me that he was selling them for a ridiculously low price. I think I got a full bottle of pills for something crazy like $10.

I would not be surprised if Che and his family are connected to the mob. Che's family is wealthy and always buying new luxury homes, then moving out of them in a couple of years. Che has a mixture of aristocracy and lower class thuggery about him that he blends seamlessly. Che likes to eat large meals and then often can not move for a long time afterwards. Che is funny. Che can make you laugh in the same way that he can put a dagger to your neck. He threatens to kill you, so you laugh, because it is impolite to run. Perhaps you should have just ran.

The word "sycophant" springs to mind. Oh, he may mask it by getting grumpy and telling you off, but Che is a suck of the highest degree. His whorish appeals to your ego are crude and obvious. The truth is that he hates you. He hates everyone. Che lives in psychic pain. He is a vampire, who will lure you in with platitudes just to distract himself from the pain of his everyday existence. But do not feel sorry for him. Che enjoys human suffering. The only reason he keeps a harem of ego whores is so he can make them pay. If he were a happy man, he would live to make you happy. But he is a wreck, and watching people suffer makes him feel less alone. I would not be surprised if Che has already killed a man. Or probably a woman. If he could get away with it, he no doubt would, and it is my guess that he has. I say that it is probably a woman he has killed because of his twisted relation with the opposite sex. Che is by no one's definition an attractive man. His hollow, dead eyes, if focused on someone, can be quite disturbing. I can only imagine what it must be like to be a woman whom Che finds attractive. As a result, women are repulsed by him. This fuels Che's demonic world view that life is shit. And it is only a matter of time before he kills again. In some societies, the proper thing to do with Che would be to make him an untouchable. Put him out on the street, completely ignore him, and let him starve to death. Unfortunately, we live in Canada. If you meet Che, just smile. It is what he hates most. 

I coasted through most of my exams, not caring if I passed or not, but there was one class I was worried about. Normally, I didn't worry about tests or exams because I had found that by paying attention in class, I could usually bullshit my way past the exams. But I definitely had not been paying attention in this class. I skipped a lot of the course, and when I was actually there, the teacher just kinda droned on and I tuned him out. I decided to stay up all night studying on Dexedrine. After all, it was intended to be a study drug. I stayed up all night using Google and this new thing called Wikipedia. The course I was studying for was World Issues. I did not learn much about what I was supposed to learn about, but the combination of political themes and a speed-addled brain made me very angry.

I came in to write the exam. I was shaking because my body needed sleep and was only supported by the Dexedrine. My philosophy teacher asked me about the shaking and I said that it was my meds. I went to the class for the exam. A computer-nerd friend of mine who had an excellent sense of humour convinced the teacher that he would write a much better exam if he was allowed to use the computer. The teacher was a bit of a softie and asked the class if anyone else would like to use the computer to write the exam. I jumped on it. 

I swear that I started on the topic I was supposed to write about, but as I wrote about the wrongs of the world I began thinking of the wrongs of my life, and my essay turned into a manifesto. My softie teacher let me keep writing for a full hour after the exam was scheduled to be finished. He kept asking if I was finished. “Yes,” I replied, “but I want to make it good.” 

In the end I had written about five pages. It was a rant that expressed more about what was wrong with my life than what was going on in the world. I was extremely proud of it and printed out an extra copy to show to my friends. My friends read it. They gave me concerned looks and said, “It's good,” in a tone that suggested they were only placating me, “but I'm a little concerned it has nothing to do with the topic you were supposed to write about.” 

I didn't care. I was manic. I passed the course. I don't know what mark I got on the essay, but it must have been at least over 50% in order for me to get a passing grade.

On the day we were taking our graduation photos, I showed up painfully under dressed. I had been given a piece of paper that listed the minimum requirements for dress wear. Being the minimalist, that I am I wore the minimum. Most of my friends were minimalists as well, but to my shock and chagrin, they all showed up in suits and ties. All I had was a clean dress shirt and navy blue pants. I wanted a tie. I wanted a tie so bad. 

Mitch was taking karate and had his orange belt with him. He joked that I could use it as a tie. I accepted his proposal with enthusiasm. He warned me that he was only joking, but we had developed a relationship where he knew that once I got that look in my eye, I was going to go through with it. It worked perfectly as a tie. We were given gowns and sat for the photos. Most of the people to whom I show my graduation photographs don't notice that it is not really a tie, which disappoints me.

On graduation night, my friends and I arrived at the school. There were a bunch of burly, hunky-dunky, jock-jock-McFootball-player, fine young men at the door of the school when we got there. My friends and I, nerds all of us, displayed our ignorance when none of us could deduce that these were the boyfriends of all the girls in our school who had refused to go out with us all these years. We questioned them, assuming that they were from another school and were either crashing the party or just lost or something. They responded with vague and evasive answers. We moved on.

The valedictorian gave a speech about a car accident she had been in and how it was a life changing event. Afterwards, Mitch, who had in the car with her that day, gave us the full story. He explained that they hadn't even been in the car when the accident had happened. I suppose the speech was a fitting end to a school that had been full of such hubris. 

Sitting through the ceremony was excruciating, and as soon as it was done, I made a bee-line for the nearest semi-concealed area outside of the school. I hunched down behind the school sign on the front lawn and lit up my pipe. My friends filtered out from inside and joined me, and soon we were not just behind the sign but on top of it and all around, smoking and drinking and making noise.

A petite girl to whom I was attracted came to say goodbye. I asked her for a graduation present. She asked me what I wanted. I said her lips. She said that I was charming, but no. I wanted to party. I lit the fire under my friends' asses and arranged for them to come to my friend Wesley's place to continue the fun. On the subway, I told myself that it was my graduation and I should let myself live a little. I took out my pipe on the platform and prepared to smoke it. Mitch asked me if I was crazy. Alex said, “Relax, there are no cameras that can see us.” 

We happily toked away while we waited for the train, and then my friends continued to toke on the train. They were going to stop when we got on, but they saw some frat boys drinking beer and thought, “If they can drink beer, we can smoke.” I, however, was not so bold.

That summer, I wrote in a journal every day, trying to write as much as possible every day, even if it was garbage. (See Appendix II) I told myself I had to accept that it would be garbage, because I was stuck in the mold of academia, and though I had natural talent it had atrophied. 

September came and I entered the Humber School of Comedy. I expected to meet the girl of my dreams there. A girl who would be my equal. She would be funny, and  capable of understanding my sense of humour on a level that my previous friends never had been. I expected everyone to be into drugs, and felt that I was prepared to be one of them. I was disappointed. No one seemed to smoke pot. Some people drank. I went to bars with them and had a really bad time.

My parents were so proud of me for finally getting into College. They thought I had my life back on track. They decided to reward me by buying me tickets to see George Carlin. The tickets were given to me last minute. The day of, or the day before. I called up people to see who was free to go with me. I wound up connecting with Alex and Che. We met downtown in front of Massey Hall. Alex asked me if I was excited to see George Carlin. I told him, “Not really.” I was only a minor fan of George Carlin. Right then I really just wanted to get high. I didn't have anyone to get high with at college, so I was smoking less. I no longer had a job, and I had spent all my money going to bars with my new college friends and having a really bad time. I proposed that we tried to sell the tickets.

I wandered off into the crowd trying to find someone to buy my goods. I had no idea how to properly scalp tickets. I meekly asked random people if they were interested in buying my tickets. I found a real scalper who offered me $5 a ticket. That would barely be enough for more than a dimebag. Meanwhile Alex and Che were lighting a joint off the eternal flame that symbolized something in front of Massey Hall. The bastards were aware that I was fiending for pot but they were also fiending and wanted to smoke all the pot to themselves. At least that is my interpretation of events. Alex probably claims he just couldn't find me. The bastard.

I gave up on selling the tickets and found Alex and Che. They were just putting the joint out. They told me they smoked it with some kooky guy, possibly a homeless man, which I'm sure made them feel hardcore. I hated them with my soul. Their lungs burned with smoke, my soul burned with lack of smoke in my lungs. The sobriety was powerful. I was so sober I thought I was going to pass out. I stayed quiet. My revenge would come later. Yes. Yes. We went inside and found our seats.

Carlin told two hours of jokes directed at middle aged men. Every 20 minutes he would slip in a joke that us young bucks could appreciate. Halfway through the show I noticed Mark Breslin was sitting in the audience. After the show I went up to him and introduced myself. Breslin actually talked to me, which humbled me. The highlight of the show was getting to talk to Breslin. It certainly wasn't smoking a joint lit off the eternal flame with a homeless man. Curse you Alex and Che. Curse your bitter souls. My soul burns! 

I had convinced myself I would find the girl of my dreams at The Humber School of Comedy. I set my sights on a funny girl named Lara Tennesey who was in the year above me. She had the face of a grandmother and the personality of a vintage 1983  heroin addict, model, Sandy Speedfreak edition with all the ripped denim included. She was beautiful. I was so nervous around her. I kept going up to her and saying, “Hi,” and then staring at her awkwardly. Because of this she started to refer to me as “stalker.” I thought that since we were in the Humber School of Comedy, I should run with this concept.

One day, she told me that she couldn't find her notebook with all of her private writing in it. I took this as a challenge. I assumed that she had hidden her notebook somewhere, and I was supposed to find it and read it and laugh. I searched high and low, but could not find her notebook. I asked her what, exactly, it looked like. I went to the store and bought one just like it. I wrote as many angsty diary entries in it as possible, and included in those entries that I loved her. 

She lived in the house next to my friend Wesley. I waited all day outside of the subway station near her house until she arrived. I gave her the notebook. She laughed powerfully. I asked her if I could kiss her. She said no. I was heartbroken.

My parents were set to go on vacation, and for the first time in my life, I had the option of not joining them. This meant I could have the house all to myself. All throughout high school I had felt like I was indebted to the people who threw those wonderful parties where I was able to fruitfully indulge my addictions. I wanted to throw one big party as a thank you to all those people who had had their houses completely smashed on my behalf.

I told all of my friends to come, and I purposely told them to invite everyone they knew, even if they didn’t particularly feel like hanging out with whoever they might invite. I singled out Alex and Che and sat them down. I told them, “Bring everyone. I know you guys know a lot of people, and I want you to bring everyone you know.” Che shrugged his shoulders and told his friend Teo to invite everyone he knew. Taking this suggestion quite literally, Teo stood up on a bench in his school cafeteria and declared, like Moses coming down from the mountain, “There shalt be a party at Ben’s house. Everyone is invited.”

The day of the party, I was at school. I gave Alex and Che the key to my house so they could party-proof it. I thought that I would have a reasonably sized party. I knew that I had told people to invite everyone, but I did not consider myself popular enough to attract epic crowds. Alex has told me that while he was party-proofing my house a picture of me was knocked over and shattered into a thousand pieces. Alex thought that this was somewhat ominous, but also thought he was being superstitious, so he never actually mentioned it the night of.

Alex is a straight pimp. He eats babies for breakfast. Alex got style like you got yesterday's newspaper. When Alex tells you to do it up you fucking do it up or you ain't got no remorse left in this broken down shell of a world. Don't worry, baby, Alex will hold you. Alex been holding many babies, 'cause Alex so good looking. Alex is a musician and a philosopher. Stunt men get zonked from Alex's wimble womble style.

I got home and people slowly started filtering in. There were under 10 people there, and I started to get a little disappointed. Alex had made a special pasta dish that he had learned to make at his school, but that was being saved for later – after the ritualistic drug use. Then, around 10 p.m., I got a phone call. I was told to come out to the porch to meet the new arrivals. Stoned and drunk off my ass, I was a little perturbed that I was being made to stand up to answer the door. “It’s unlocked…” I mumbled. I was told, no, I really should come out and see this for myself.

As Alex and I came out to the front porch, a wave of humanity, horrible, horrible humanity, approached my doorstep. Teo shouted from the middle of the group, “That’s Ben!” A cheer erupted among the unwashed masses. I raised my hands in victory, a smile beaming from my face like Care Bear defeating the No Heart of being a social pariah. I basked in my temporary popularity, not realizing that they were cheering for the religious sacrifice of my house, a base from which they could freebase. Or at least get really fucking drunk and have sex in my parents’ bed. Alex did not look quite as pleased. His eyes were wide and his face was slightly paler than usual; perhaps he was more sober than me. 

There were about 40 people in the crowd that approached the house. I was a little nervous that the neighbors would call the police and I would get in trouble, but I was drunk enough to be able to push that worry aside. Among the guests was a flamboyantly gay man in a shiny gold shirt who spent the entire party going up to people, introducing himself, and then going on to the next person. The rest of the party was a blur. I stopped recognizing anyone and the house no longer felt like my own. I wanted to go home, but my home had been invaded.

Alex was being “seduced” by a girl. By that I mean he was being forcibly dragged up to my parents’ bedroom. These shenanigans were interrupted by Mitch, who told him he was needed on the porch. I was on the porch realizing for the first time that there were too many people in my house. I was trying to tell people that they could not come in, but they just walked past me. Mitch and Alex arrived on the porch at the same time as a group known only as “The Island Crew”. I now had some muscle to back up my threats. We stood in their way and argued with them. Alex was talking to the soberest one and was making good progress, but the drunkest one was talking to me and began making both verbal and physical threats. I pushed gently against him with my little stick arms to get him away from me and my house. 


Hardie was getting into an escalating confrontation as well. One of The Island Crew pushed Hardie. Hardie is not a man to be pushed. Hardie yelled, “Don’t fucking touch me!” and all hell broke loose. Hardie and his opponent got into a drunken fist fight and forced the rest of The Island Crew to the edge of the stairs. Alex, seeing an opportunity to end the altercation, pushed the frontmost person backwards onto the steps, knocking them all over. After that, they left. I went back inside and walked from room to room, trying to defuse any loudness and potential fights. Whenever I got involved in one skirmish, another more pressing one seemed to pop up five feet away from me

I was minding my own business, panicking wildly in the corner, my arms over my head, breathing into a brown paper bag while all around me evil was afoot. Some breed of thug was slowly disconnecting my DVD player and stuffing it under his jacket. The power cord dribbled down his pants and onto the floor, dragging along behind him while he made for the back door. My very good friend Russel, God bless his soul, noticed this happening. Russel is a timid sort of fellow, always looking out for number one and seldom doing the altruistic thing. He is about as intimidating as a pushbroom. But what a clever mind this sapien has in his pot addled skull.

Russel stepped on the power cord as the thug snookered toward the end of the alleyway that led to freedom – the street. The thug thugnificized, “Get off that cord, bitch! I got crackheads for days to bang you up!” Russel stood strong, like a pushbroom standing on the power cord of justice. “What cord?” he asked, examining the alleyway for smaller rodents than the fatfaced thug, that would perhaps be more his size. Oh, look! A rodent hole! Perhaps he could flee into there. Luckily, by the time the pushbroom was knocked off the power cord, a posse of my boys were on the scene. I was still inside, exhaling into a paper bag, but when Alex went out to see what was the matter, the thug was on the ground.

Whenever I got the wherewithal to escape from my dark corner and try drunkenly to police the party, I would get pushed aside. No one knew it was my house, though I doubt that would have made a difference. Alex says that I was punched a number of times, but my booze soaked mind remembers not and I also do not recall having any bruises. It was probably a replay of my grade school days when I would literally be thrown several feet away by a bully, only to land on the soft grass unscathed. 

As the party got more and more out of hand, my real friends gravitated towards the basement. My basement was already a disaster zone, since I lived there. The “normal” partygoers stayed away. A very short friend of mine, Max, was in the habit of drinking twice as much as an average-sized person. Max didn’t drink that often because he perpetually looked like he was in Grade 8, but when a party gave him the opportunity, he drank spectacularly. Max spent most of the night curled up in my bathtub, puking his guts out, while Mitch ministered to him.

Around 11:30, all of my friends began recommending I call the police. I did not want to get the police involved because I did not want to get in trouble. I also didn’t want to ruin my reputation. I didn’t want to be the guy who called the police on his own party. I think I was still in denial. I thought that to the average person at the party, things were going great, and I didn’t want to be a fuddy duddy. 

Then I had a brilliant idea. I started telling people that I had called the police and they were on their way. This tactic had little to no effect. 10 minutes after I started trying to do this, the house was just as crowded, and anyone who might have believed me before definitely didn’t believe me anymore.

Someone ended up calling the police for me. I lived close to the police station, and they were there in two minutes flat. The house vomited high school kids from every orifice, just like Max’s good times were leaving him in my bathtub. I was left to mop up the loose ends. I regret to say that I severely cockblocked a nice young couple who were about to make whoopee in my parents' bed.

After the police had done their rounds, I asked them to allow five of my friends to stay to clean up. We tried cleaning up a little bit, but we all needed to get stoned to come down from such a hectic night. When we woke up, we spent a few hours cleaning the place, but it still looked like a disaster zone. Exhausted, I told my friends they could leave. When my parents got home there was no hiding the fact that trouble had been afoot. I was genuinely sorry, and they knew that. They knew I had never intended to let the party get so out of hand. My punishment was the look of depression on my parents’ faces. That was a very stupid party.

<Chapter>

I was immediately singled out in my class when I was the first to volunteer for an open-mic night at Yuk Yuks. I was shocked that people weren’t jumping over each other to get spots. People were friendly, but I did not know how to relate to them. 

We were taught how to stand up straight. I have an overbite so when I stand up straight my chin recedes. My classmates gave me the nickname Harland, after Harland Williams, one of the stars in the movie Half Baked. I think Harland Williams is a good comedian, but I did not know whether to take this nickname as an insult or a compliment. At first, before I did my act, I think I was treated with admiration. The thought was that if I was willing to do an open-mic night already, I must be funny. As time went on a classmate named Mark made all the wisecracks in class. I got more and more depressed, and the term Harland started to take on a more derogatory meaning.

My time at Humber felt very bipolar. Some days, I was so happy to be fulfilling my dreams. Other days I wanted to quit. Eventually, apathy won out. I purposely missed the classes taught by the Dean of Admissions until he kicked me out right before the end of the year. I told myself that if I devoted the time I spent learning about comedy to actually doing comedy, I would be able to establish myself. I started doing as many open-mic nights as I could. At my peak, I did nine shows in one week.

One of my Humber classmates approached me after I had been kicked out of school. He had heard that I was doing standup and wanted to do a show with me. His name was Bradley Pooch. Bradley was a surprisingly hip young man from an incredibly small town that I had never heard of. He described his ethnicity as “Persian.” To a cultural dimwit like myself, this went by unnoticed, but when I talked to my parents about him they told me that Persia is no longer a country. I later learned that his parents had come to Canada from Iran. In his hometown, it was clearly not an accepted thing to tell people that you are of Iranian descent. He told me he was one of the only “coloured” kids in his high school. Bradley said he was “the nigger.” It is in Bradley’s character to sculpt the personalities of the people around him, and he loved to get our white classmates at Humber to say “nigger.” He was charismatic, and soon the word “nigger” was heard every five minutes in our 99% white classroom. I thought Bradley was really funny, so when he approached me to form a comedy duo, I accepted his proposal without question.

 I had booked a show at a gay bar named The Looking Glass. I asked Bradley to come along. Alex had asked me earlier in the week if he could trip at my house. I agreed, on the condition that he come along to Brad's and my show to record it for us. A deal was made 

It had been Alex’s birthday the week before and one of our friends had given him a research chemical as a present. He was not told what it was, but was assured that if he tried it he would like it. Alex came to my messy basement bedroom with the drug already in his system, having dosed on the bus. I wondered what could possibly make someone coming up on a psychedelic want to inhabit the chaos of my post-apocalyptic bomb shelter of a room. I kept the room dark at all times. Cans of Coca-Cola littered the floor. My desks were covered in old papers from school that I never gave a second glance to, much less threw out. Everything in the room was sprinkled with ash. Bits of plastic from cigarette packs and candy wrappers gave the whole place a real homey touch. Soon, the ceilings would be stained with the deranged thoughts and drawings of drug-addled youth. Only my computer was ordered, because my computer is where I devoted 90% of my attention. 

The main exception was that I had written “murder” over and over on my monitor with a black sharpie, with the additions of “segregation” and “KILL HITLER” in centre view. One night when I wasn't feeling too well I took a straight razer to the plasic casing of the murder-soaked monitor and slashed gashes all around the screen. I was a modern day Miss Havisham from Charles Dickens' Great Expectations. A skeletal ghost, I sat for days in front of the moldy wedding cake. The glowing corpse amused me with bleeps and boops of illegally downloaded mp3s. My parents were always fighting with me about clearing a path to the laundry room. I think I subconsciously kept the place a mess so that my parents would stay out. For the most part, it worked.

Alex thought he was going to throw up, so he stood up. Then he sat back down. Then he stood up again and walked towards the bathroom. Halfway there, he had an existential crises and sat down on the floor. Retreating to my bed to stare at his blue jeans, he saw the entire universe unfold before his eyes. After composing himself, Alex rejoined me in the main area of the room. I was mostly unaware of what transpired in the course of his drug trip. I knew that he was in another realm, but because of my pot-induced apathy and his inability to communicate, I focused on the movie that was flashing before my eyes on the computer screen. Alex was another instrument of my pleasure, another drug in the mix, and his silence did not disturb me. I was surrounded by ways of keeping away from my thoughts. I took a hit of Alex's friendship whenever the other stimulants started to wane in efficacy.

Alex turned his head towards the laundry room and stared for several minutes before turning to me and whispering, “There’s a dead girl looking at us.” I was skeptical, never having hallucinated actual people. This intrusion into my bliss did not warrant my full attention. Alex seemed like the typical stoner who said dopey surreal things to get attention. I wanted to reply, “Come back when you've thought of something mindblowing,” but instead I asked, “What is she doing?” Alex replied, “Nothing. She is just looking at us.” I asked him what he thought her intentions were. He told me he didn't think she was malicious. 


This was the first, but not the last, time that someone has reported seeing this dead girl in my room while under the influence of psychedelics. As I have said, I was skeptical at first, but as reports continued to pour in from my tripping friends I became paranoid. During times of psychosis, I would feel her presence. 


A few months later, I started encouraging my friends to draw on my ceiling. Mitch’s girlfriend wrote a depressing poem above my bed. A girl named Karma was offended by this poem. Karma was with me in my bedroom one night when I was really stoned. She read the poem and got me to stare at it. She told me to watch it to see if it shifted and moved. I was baked and I started to see it moving. Karma said that this was because the poem was evil. She spray-painted a pentagram over the poem to seal in the evil. She said that the pentagram wasn’t powerful enough to seal the evil – it was still there. I found it hard to sleep with a pentagram over my bed so I spray-painted a black cat over the pentagram. The cat was misshapen and evil due to my poor artistry. I started to see the black cat shifting and moving at night while I tried to sleep. I took this to mean that the evil was still there, and it was leaking out of the seal of protection Karma had placed on it. Indeed, I believed that the evil was magnified by the pentagram and the black cat. I had angered the spirit beneath the spray paint and it wanted revenge. Or perhaps... could I trust Karma? Was the source of the evil Mitch's girlfriend, or the wicked Karma? They both claimed to be witches. Most Wiccans insist that they are “good,” but Karma confessed that she dabbled in black magic. There was a dead girl in my laundry room and Satan was in my ceiling. 

I had paid my dues to Alex, paid dearly it seems, and it was time for him to pay me back. Alex and I met Bradley at a subway station near The Looking Glass. Then we walked to the bar, psyching each other up. To hear us talk, you would think we knew everything about comedy. We were bear traps waiting to be sprung. The question wasn't whether we were going to be good, but how we would do it. What was the best way to show the assembled gay audience that we were brilliant performers? There were so many easy ways to do what we had to do, but what was the most stylistic? 

When we got to The Looking Glass, we found out that the show had been canceled due to the fact that we were the only comics who had shown up. Our standup teacher had been feeding us lies, that there is always another open-mic night just around the corner. With this in mind, we began trolling all the gay bars on Church Street in search of a stage.

Walking south on Church Street, we came to a bar named Zelda’s. Really annoying dance-pop music was playing at full volume. Bradley noticed that there was a six-foot-five blonde lady with a microphone. 

“Hey, there’s a stage, do you think they’d let us do our bit?” 

“Why don’t we ask?” I said. 

Alex interjected. “Have you ever heard of Zelda’s? I mean do you know what kind of bar it actually is?” 

Bradley and I looked at each other. “Well, it’s a gay bar right? So is every other bar here.” 

Alex would have explained that this was not a gay bar but a drag bar, had Bradley and I not already walked inside.

We finagled a spot at a table near the front. I was too embarrassed to take my eyes off the table. I slowly dissociated. I didn't have my glasses on and I couldn't trust my eyes. I was afraid I might accidentally look somewhere provocative. Granted, I would not be able to see the obscenity myself, but the object of my gaze might take my innocent  stare to be an invitation. I did not think I could handle being hit on by a drag queen. 

Finally, it was our turn. Bradley went up and started doing standup. The plan was that when he said a certain word, I was to run up on stage with my shirt off, the words “Bradley’s Conscience” written on my chest, and start humping him. Bradley was bombing. I was already dissociated, and I became even more so from watching Bradley bomb. I missed my cue. Alex nudged me and told me that it was time. I ran up to the stage but was stopped by a drag queen. “It’s part of the act,” I meekly mumbled. She allowed me to pass and I jumped on Bradley. The joke was ruined from poor timing and execution. “Get off me, faggot!”  Bradley hissed. The music in the room swelled. 


Before we knew it, it was over. While we were sitting at the table packing up to leave, the host of the show, the tall drag queen, said she needed volunteer backup dancers for her next act. It was more like being drafted than volunteering. I don’t think we would have been allowed to leave. After dancing for what seemed like hours, the song ended. Every last man in the bar was cheering for these three random straight boys who had innocently wandered into their den. I was ready to get out of there pronto. I made for the door, but they called us back. Oh no, what now? They gave us all t-shirts. My shirt said “Trailer Park Diva.”

I recently wrote an article for MONDO magazine describing the open-mic experience. Here it is:

The Open-Mic Scene


Hello. My name is Ben Robinson, and I’m a failed comedian. I have a passion for comedy that dates back to before I can remember. In Grade 7 we were given a class project: What kind of job do you want to have? I took that project more seriously than any other assignment that year. Which is to say I spent about 15 minutes on it the night before. After much soul-searching, I decided I wanted to be a comedian.


Here were my reasons. I did not spend much at the time, so I didn't factor money into my decision. As most of you probably know, comedians do not get paid very much. Something I did factor in was the desire to do good. Even back then, I knew I would never be a doctor. But I did seem to have the ability to make my friends laugh. I also thought it would be really fun.


After high school, I went to The Humber School of Comedy. It was there that I met many fine young adults who wanted to be famous, but who did not want to exert any effort towards becoming famous. I also met several excellent students who were merely trying to escape university. With the field clear of any real form of competition, I was able to manage a one-on-one dinner interview with Mark Breslin, owner and founder of Yuk Yuks. Yuk Yuks is the largest chain of comedy clubs in North America.


My mother gave me money to pay for my part of the meal, but I needed that money for pot. We went to a very fancy restaurant on Bay Street, and I refused to order any food. Mark would have paid, but I couldn’t tell my mother that. I was a very honest hustler. Mark insisted that we order some bread and I acquiesced. Although all that we had was bread and water, the meal ended up costing about $20. 


Mark could tell that I was destined to become a successful comedian from the way I kept asking him why someone of his stature would lower himself to having dinner with me. I asked him what the secret of becoming a good comedian was. He said to acquire a group of friends who laugh at everything you say. When these friends really laugh hard – then you have a joke. I told him that I knew people like that, and they were a real drag to be around. He recommended keeping two sets of friends.


Later that year, I got myself kicked out of Humber and dove into the open-mic scene full time. I will tell you what it is like to do amateur comedy. A man never truly knows what it means to be depressed until he starts doing standup.


Open-mic nights can be found in the entertainment listings of NOW magazine. But if you really want to be hardcore, you gotta network. Comics run open-mic shows so that they have an opportunity to get more stage time. Comics are lazy, soulless people, and often do not advertise their shows. At all. 


Situations like this create the ultimate hip-hop type “realness” that I have come to associate with open-mics. Eight people are in the audience. All of them are comics. All of them have heard all of your jokes before. None of them have ever laughed at anything anyone has ever said, and never will. If you are lucky, they will be drinking beer with their backs turned. If you are unlucky, they will be in the front row staring at you with dead, soulless eyes. The judgement of God does not compare. Then again, after doing enough comedy, God is the ultimate punchline.


You become one of them. You are on last. This does not mean that you are headlining. This means that most of the other guys get to go home before you. Every word that is said by the man before you fills you with hate. You wish it was true that open-micers got free beer. Mmm, beer would help you cope. But you don’t have a job. No beer for you.


Right before your act, the local celebrity comic waltzes in and does a 10-minute set. Everyone loves him. You can tell he’s good because you don’t hate him quite as much. He blows everyone away. Then he goes out front to smoke a cigar and the sycophants join him. You are left with yourself and the bartender. You can’t remember anything you wanted to say, so you just make monkey noises and go home. Sleep is your reward. The next day you have to do it again.

There was a girl from UFA who was Che's age. Her name was Karissa. One day at school she was tripping on some kind of psychedelic. We crossed paths in the hall and she asked me if I had any cookies. I did happen to have cookies in my coat pocket. It was sheer coincidence. I gave her two cookies. From then on she referred to me as, “Cookie Guy.” It was clear that she liked me, but I thought she was a little young. Not only was she literally younger than me, but she spoke with a squeaky, childish voice. She wore pigtails and it seemed she played up her already youthful disposition.

I enjoyed being called Cookie Guy and made a point to always have cookies for her. But I kept a distance because the whole thing kinda creeped me out. I had nothing to do for hours a day, and we talked on MSN. She invited me to go clothes shopping with her. I agreed, thinking there was nothing wrong with being her friend. She was a cool girl, and I didn't really have any platonic friends who were girls. I thought I may as well expand my horizons and start a friendship with her. We went to the Dufferin Mall and wandered around. She bought some pants. I had earlier agreed with Simon that I would visit him at his dorm room. I invited Karissa to come along.

We got to Simon's dorm room. Her young age stood out even more in a university setting. Simon left the room to go to the bathroom. Karissa and I kissed. It was good. Simon came back and one of his floor mates asked if Karissa was my friend. I misheard. “She's not my girlfriend,” I protested a bit too loudly. The floor mate left and Simon asked if something happened between us. Karissa got a little closer and we began to kiss again. Simon had received a blowjob in my bathroom the month before in a situation similar to the one I was in now. He felt he owed me, so told me he was going to leave the room for 10 minutes. He put a mat on the floor and told us to just not do it on his bed. Karissa went down on me. I wanted to have sex with her, but she was worried there wasn't enough time. She sucked me for 7 minutes and then stopped. I was not able to orgasm. I blamed the medication. I decided to go off it from then on.

Simon came back. Embarrassed, I told them I was going home. I was hoping Karissa would volunteer to come with me. Later Simon told me that Karissa told him that she felt rejected that I hadn't openly invited her. I was stoned and probably a little drunk and just wanted to get out of there. Simon and Karissa eventually had a brief fling as a result of him comforting her while she felt rejected.

As spring came, I realized that it had been two years since my hospitalization. I remembered the staff at CAMH saying that after two years, they might take me off medication. I warped this in my mind that to mean after two years they would take me off medication. I was no longer content to just take it, as I felt that the medication was interfering with my sex drive. I told my doctor that I wanted to go off my medication. He refused to let me. I told him that I would stop seeing him. I was already angry at him because I didn't like any of the advice he gave me (stop smoking pot) and I didn't like how he repeated everything he told me a million times. A session with him was like indulging a drunken friend who goes on and on about the same thing while you yourself are stone-cold sober. When it's a drunken friend, you can forgive him, because he is drunk and will soon be sober, and you are earning your brownie points. But with this doctor, you knew that as he told you for the 10th time that the brain is plastic and stops learning things after you reach a certain age, you would have to hear it again. I started missing sessions to get high and being high at sessions, but, disturbingly listening to this man's voice had the unfortunate side effect of completely killing my buzz. He cautioned me that maybe going off my medication and discontinuing all my therapy was a bad idea. I stopped seeing him and discontinued my meds cold turkey.

Around this time, I developed an unrequited love for Karma. Karma and I had met through a mutual friend. Alex, Che, Karma and a few others were hanging out in the park, smoking pot. We got pizza and something about Karma made me want to know her better. I got her MSN contact information from Che. I kept bothering Karma online about hanging out with me, and finally She invited me to a New Year's rave. This lead to another rave, then another. She began crashing at my place, and eventually we were spending all our time together.

Karma was full of confidence and leadership. She was a chubby raver-girl who wore parachute pants and sucked on pacifiers. She had spent time on the street and wore that experience on her sleeve. She was basically trying to spend as little time as possible with her parents. I believe her strategy was to go from person to person, sucking them dry, and then moving on. She was very successful. Karma made me realize things about myself that I didn't know. Like how much money I could get from my parents to support an ill-advised lifestyle. She would talk and talk and I would listen, in love. Every so often, when she ran out of steam, I would give her a verbal poke by reiterating what she had just said. Then she was good for another five minutes.

We went to clubs and slept over at each other’s houses. We would spend four days together, part for a day, then spend another six days together. To my friends, I started referring to her as my “substitute girlfriend”. When I was around her, I smoked less pot, but I started doing E. A few times we tried 2-CI, which is a psychedelic research chemical, likely the same one Alex had been on that night he saw a dead girl in my basement.

I had a huge crush on Karma. She had a boyfriend in California, and I thought that was the reason nothing could happen between us. However, I was also skeptical of this claim. I suspected that her boyfriend was an invention to keep me at arms' length. Either way, the result would be the same. Whenever we seemed to get close to being intimate, she would mention her boyfriend and I would back off. When she slept over at my house, I would take the mattress off the box springs, and each night we would trade who got to sleep on the mattress and who was forced to take the box springs. One night, Jeeves was sleeping over. He slept next to Karma on the box springs. I was trying to get to sleep when I heard the two of them groaning. I looked up and saw that the sheets were raised in a tent. 

“What are you doing?” I asked, groggily. 

The noise stopped for the rest of the night. I fought for hours to get to sleep, then finally passed out.

The longer I knew Karma, the less I slept, and the less I slept, the more I was able to delude myself into thinking that Karma would one day be my girlfriend. A small voice in the back of my head warned me that this was trouble. This voice added to the combined voices of most of my friends. But I was too wrapped up in the whole thing. Karma’s boyfriend apparently paid for an apartment for her to live in until he moved to Toronto. Karma and I started to live there. One night in particular, I could not sleep. I was in bed next to Karma. She was making the same groaning noises that I had heard her make with Jeeves. I could not tell if she was awake or asleep. I reached over and touched her.

She screamed. She told me to get out. I left immediately. I sat outside her apartment door wondering what to do. I searched my mind looking for ways to fix what I had done. I sat there for five minutes before I heard her talking on the phone with her boyfriend. She was telling him how she had thought I was such a nice guy, and now I had done this. I couldn’t handle it. I left in search of a police station. The area I was in was very far away from the police station. I did not know which precinct I was in. I walked around for two hours, asking people where the nearest police station was. Eventually I found it. I told a police officer what I had done, and what the situation was, and he laughed. He said it was only normal for someone who had been sleeping in the same bed with a girl for that long to make a move. I still felt horrible.

Afterwards Karma said that she thought I might be having another episode. I told my parents this, saying at the same time that I didn’t think I was. They asked me if I thought I was having an episode. To make things clear, I repeated, “No.” They agreed with my mental self-evaluation. However, I would be back in the hospital within a month.

Karma forgave me almost instantly. She called me a few times, asking me to hang out, but I forbade myself from doing that. She continued to talk to me on MSN, but I felt that I would not feel comfortable or safe around her. I was afraid of making the same mistake twice. I was afraid that if I hung out with her again, things would spiral out of control again, and I might repeat my mistake. 

This was probably unlikely. In the back of my mind I knew that my relationship with Karma had been very unhealthy, and this hideous incident was an excuse to break free. I would not say this to anyone, because I felt that my role in this situation was to be the one who had done the wrong, and all I could do was apologize. Criticizing my relationship with Karma bordered on criticizing Karma herself, and I would not allow myself to get close to that.

Wesley was hospitalized during this time. Later, he told me he was having delusions. He was in a Chinese, restaurant and there was a customer there who, Wesley had somehow learned was named Wa Ching. Wesley thought that his name was code for “watching.” He believed that the police were observing him at all times. He wound up at CAMH. While he was on the 10th floor, another patient punched him in the arm very hard. Wesley had a massive bruise for weeks after that. Wesley brought his laptop computer and played video games all day.

I visited Wesley. His father had just arrived when I got there. His father said he would leave so that Wesley and I could hang out. I felt very bad about that. We hung out and it was very awkward. There was nothing for us to do. We were used to socializing over booze and pot and now that those were gone, things were just strange. Being there for the first time since my own hospitalization, I started to feel the delusions I had coming back. They were just shadows of delusions. I would think the things I used to think and start to believe them again. I kept having to reign in my brain. It was very scary. I tried to stay with Wesley for as long as I could, but I was getting freaked out from being in the same place I had been when I was at my worst.

By now, Simon had a steady girlfriend. The two of them were getting pretty dopey lopey from love. They started talking about how they were so similar. They compared their friends to heighten their perception that they were the same person. I was matched up with Simon’s girlfriend’s friend, Seven. It was decided that I was to hook up with this girl. Seven has told me that we had met a few times before that night and that she had immediately set her sights on me. 

She only really popped up on my radar when Simon told me that she was into me. I was going to a lot of social gatherings and I was attracted to a lot of women, but to save my self esteem I told myself that they were all out of my league. Before this night, Seven was another woman who I could never have. She taunted me with her desirousness, and I allowed her to enter my consciousness only enough to be polite to her. Any more, and I would have torn myself apart with unrequited feelings, like I had done with so many women so many times before. Even when Simon told me she was into me, I only allowed myself to believe it to a certain extent.

I met Seven at a party hosted by a friend of Simon’s girlfriend. There was definitely one similarity between us in, that the girl and I both liked to get completely shitfaced. Things were maneuvered so that we could be alone for a while. It did not take long for us to hook up. 

I was nervously playing a piano when she came over to me and said we should have sex. Even this was not enough to get past my rough callouses of rejection. I assumed that she was joking. We chatted briefly. A lull came in the conversation, and while looking into my eyes she said, “You’re really cool.” 

I think that after my first hospitalization I was afraid of taking any kind of risk, because of all the dangerous risks I had taken that made me wind up in CAMH. There was a battle in my mind between, “If you kiss her, you'll show yourself to be a fool,” and, “If you don't kiss her, you will be even more of a fool.” 

I leaned over and kissed her. We made out on the front porch. Simon came out to find out how we were doing, and found us sucking face. “Get a room!” he joked. We looked at each other. “OK!”

We went upstairs to a bedroom. We undressed. She asked me if I had a condom. I said no, and asked her the same thing. She said no. We decided to have sex anyway. It was then I noticed that she had red scars all over her arms and thighs. I was a little shocked by this, but the prospect of sex kept me from saying anything. We started to have sex. Simon opened the door and threw in a condom. I put the condom on and continued. At one point she got on top. I could see all her scars, and her bloodshot eyes were rolling back in her head. It was a disturbing image.

I was still doing standup at this time. I was inviting friends to open-mic nights. Not because I was proud of my act, but because it was a form of payment to the host of the show. I invited Seven and her friends to one of my shows. The sex I had had with her was so disturbing that I tried to turn it into a joke. Standup comics are supposed to take powerful moments of their lives and turn them on their heads. I was a terrible comedian. My jokes were crude, and this joke was especially crude.

One of my open-mic buddies asked me who my friends were. I told him. He said that I had to tell my very crude joke. There was an air of desperation to my life both on-and off-stage. It was a wild idea. Doing wild things gave me a buzz. When I was depressed, I went into my shell. I stopped myself from even kissing a girl who clearly wanted me. When I was manic, as I almost always was during standup performances, I desperately lunged at any idea that might bring me closer to my goal. I justified the idea  by telling myself that I wanted to be like the comedian Bill Hicks. Bill Hicks told raw truth, and never allowed himself to be censored. He fought with the David Letterman show when they censored him, and was lionized for it.

I told myself that if I wanted to be free from censorship, I should never allow myself to be censored under any circumstances. If I stopped myself to spare someone’s feelings at this level, I would definitely stop myself from telling the raw truth when I got to the big leagues. I stepped up to the mic and told the audience that she had so many scars that when I took off her clothes it looked like she was still wearing underwear.

My friends were furious. I did not think it was such a big deal. I thought that since she enjoyed physical pain, she would either enjoy emotional pain or she just wouldn’t care. It was not until much later that I realized what I had done. When I didn't hear from her for a long time after that incident, I did not assume that it was because she was upset with me. I thought she was another person who had test-driven me and decided that there were better things she could do with her time. Simon kept telling me that I had done a terrible thing, but by this point Simon's criticisms of me were constant and had lost all weight in my mind's eye.

This incident, along with hearing stories about other people who do the same thing, made me want to try self-harm. At Humber, I had a friend who burned herself with cigarettes. She invited me to a Humber party. I did not want to go because I was no longer in Humber, but we formed a plan to drink 40s and then burn each other. I was also attracted to this girl, and thought that if I let her burn me I would seem more hardcore. 

We each drank an Old English 40, then went out on the porch. She burned the underside of my right arm, right on top of a vein. When I burned her, I kept taking the cigarette away “too soon,” so I ended up burning her twice on the upper side of her left arm. It was almost more painful to do it to her than to myself. I thought about how I was doing this for her approval, and as the cigarette sizzled on her flesh, I thought she might be doing the same thing. “No,” I thought to myself. I approve of you; we do not need to do this. But she kept telling me to do it, so I did it a second time and tried to hold it to her skin for longer. Again, I got freaked out and removed the cigarette before she was satisfied. I refused to do it a third time. My burn mark bubbled up and is still in the process of healing, five years later. I think I was supposed to pop the blister but I didn't want to do that. The experience had been a test to see if I liked that kind of stuff. Before doing the test, I thought to myself, “I don’t like unintentional pain; why would I like this?” I was right. It really hurt and it’s really embarrassing. 

While I was doing standup pretty regularly, I heard of a contest called “Standup, Sit Down, Fight, Fight, Fight.” The winner would get $5000, and there was a good chance that the whole thing would be televised. I was doing standup full time, so I had the time to go an audition. I did six minutes of my “A” material and got a shot on the show. This would be the biggest standup thing I had done. I would be competing among professionals. Did that make me a professional? I thought maybe it did.

I was really nervous before the show. I knew that there was a 99% chance I would bomb. I was listening to a lot of Iggy Pop and The Stooges at the time. I thought that if I couldn’t do a good comedy show, I could at least do a good rock and roll show. I decided not to sleep the night before the show. I figured that I was nervous and would get little sleep anyways. Instead of sleeping, I would spend all night doing every drug I could get my hands on. I didn’t have much. I smoked pot, drank beer, ate morning glory seeds, and smoked cigarettes. I felt awful. This is what I had dreamed of when I was growing up.

Around 4 a.m. I fell asleep. Before I slept, I thought to myself, “Fuck it.” I would just sleep through the whole thing. Rock and roll! Unfortunately a number of phone calls woke me up. My friends were looking forward to seeing me perform. I had to do it. It was the day of the Gay Pride Parade. I knew I couldn’t deliver my jokes properly because I hadn't slept, but I had a backup plan. The venue was located on the beach. I brought with me a jar of peanut butter, inspired by Iggy Pop. I told my bisexual joke. 

“A lot of my female friends say to me, 'You know if you swung both ways you'd get a lot more action.'

“I say, 'Really, so if I go suck that guy's cock over there you'll sleep with me?' 

“'Maybe'

“So I go suck the guy's cock and I film it and I show it to her, and she's like, 'Are you really bisexual or are you just pretending to be bisexual to sleep with me?'

“So this time I go all out, I get 8, 9 cameras, surround myself with them, and really go down on this guy, I mean like fierce. Get it edited by Peter Jackson, put it on DVD, give it to her, and she wouldn't sleep with me because the production quality was too high. So I raped her.”

Then I took off my shirt, smeared peanut butter on my chest and ran into the lake.

I did not bring a towel. I shivered by the stands for half a hour as I dried off. My friend drove me home and I went to sleep. I was briefly mentioned in NOW magazine in an article about the event. A year or two later, I was mailed a DVD of my performance. I watched the first 30 seconds, and it was so embarrassing that I couldn’t watch the rest.

It was only a matter of time before I ended up back in the hospital. One night, things were getting intense while I was alone in my room. I came upstairs to be with my parents. My dad was watching a Chris Rock movie. I began to think Chris Rock was talking to me. The movie seemed to be about a god who did standup. I did not like the message. Chris Rock said, “Of course they are laughing at you, you own the club!” I thought of myself as god, using my power just so these illusory bodies would laugh at me. I recognized these thoughts weren’t real. I was having an episode. I asked my parents to take me to CAMH.

My parents brought me to CAMH and they sat me down with a counselor who interviewed me. The counselor determined that I was not critical. They prescribed me some Loxapine, gave me some Ativan, and sent me home.

In the car, I still did not feel right. I told my parents that I didn't think I would be able to survive at home. They took me to Toronto Western Hospital. On the car ride over, it seemed very dark out the windows of the car. I felt like the city was shutting down. I thought the world was ending. I thought that aliens controlled the world. Robots controlled the aliens. God controlled the robots. A new layer of global control was being added, and the old one was being made obsolete. Mankind was no longer needed and was being deleted. 

They interviewed me at the hospital. They gave me another sedative and told me to lie down. My brain was slowly shutting down and I thought I was dying. I prayed to a God I did not know. I prayed to the Devil. I screamed in my mind, “If anyone is listening, save me, I don’t care at what cost!”

I passed out for about 20 minutes, and when I woke up, I was in one of the rooms in the emergency ward. There was an empty bag of blood in the sink. I recoiled in horror as I imagined what had happened while I was unconscious. I imagined that the Devil had heard my prayers. I was now in an alternate reality. I was in the Devil’s world, where all humans were vampires. I was now a vampire, and they had just fed me my first feast of blood to wake me up. I felt a pang in my heart and I thought it was the sensation of a stranger’s blood rushing through my body.

In another room nearby there was a dog. I heard a woman’s voice saying, “Here Layla, good Layla. Get the ball. Good Layla.” My dad’s favourite musician is Eric Clapton. My whole family suffers from various forms of mental illness. I began to formulate a theory that mental illness was a human construct used for intergenerational oppression. What I heard in the other room was my father on his knees, believing that he was a dog, doing tricks for the doctors as punishment for letting his wayward son get out of hand. I had to fight back.

I stripped off all my clothes and walked to a door marked, “Control Room.” I peed on the door. Burly security men accosted me and strapped me to a bed. A doctor came out. 

“Are you sure it’s gonna work this time?” asked a nurse. 

“Yes.” 

They injected me in the arm with some unknown drug and I passed out.

I woke up in a bed that had barely concealed harnesses poking out from under the sheets. I had no idea how I had gotten there. I did not remember the past few days. My head was in a fog. I walked to the door and was greeted by a nurse, who gave me some water. There was a bruise on my arm from where the needle had gone in. I did not even realize that I was in a hospital. I had no idea where I was, and it didn't matter. I was stupefied. I waited for the doctor. I do not remember what he said.

For the next week, I was in the small emergency wing of Toronto Western Hospital. My memory from this time is hazy, as I was highly sedated. It was very peaceful and very boring there, as I imagine a Buddhist temple must be. It was there that I met Michael the Archangel.

Michael was a robust man in his 40s. He had sandy blond hair and looked part Asian, although most of the time you didn’t notice it. It was something in his eyes that came over him sometimes, all of a sudden. 


Soon I began developing delusions that the doctors were performing experiments on us. Everyone is born white. The exceptionally brilliant among us are taken to hospitals, where, slowly, with the use of drugs, our cognitions are warped to a higher form of being, and we become Asian. Somehow, all this science changes the eyes. Chinatown was a village of freed lunatics, speaking in code that only the mad could understand.

Michael said he was an Archangel. At first, he just left it at that, as if we were expected to fill in the blanks. I imagined he was quite well versed in The Bible. He often made bizarre references that I did not understand. I attributed them to madness. With time, I realized that these references were biblical, and they were flying over my head. 

Michael assumed that I was Jewish because my name is Benjamin. At one point, the TV showed an advertisement for some Israeli liberation fund. They started to play the Israeli national anthem, and Michael made me stand up. Michael took off his ring and said, “Normally I’m Catholic, but you need my help right now.”

Michael enjoyed taking baths, claiming it heightened his psychic connection with the doctors. He said that the pills they were putting him on were making him psychic, and talked of experiments. This reinforced my delusion about the doctors turning us all Asian.

The black patients in the hospital were always very quiet. I felt that they had a wisdom that even exceeded the Asians'. They were very calm, and would look at you serenely like they had been through it all before. My delusion evolved. I thought that after you were transmuted into an Asian and sent loose to earn money in Chinatown, you were brought back into the hospital for further development. Being born white, you had never really worked a day in your life. Work brings discipline and wisdom. While you are Asian you are very busy, but it is all merchant work. 

The next step was sending you to Africa, where you worked under the hot sun all day, and your skin slowly turned brown. This was the final stage, and this was freedom. But those who broke the rules in Africa were sent back to the northern cold of Canada, where they worked as gurus, wise masters hidden in the fringes of society doing small things to set the children right. I kept most of these delusions to myself.

After about a week, I was deemed stable enough to be transferred to Toronto General Hospital. We took a cab there. After being inside for so long, driving through the traffic of downtown Toronto made me feel like I was in a big city. When you live in a big city every day, you take the city for granted, but when it is fresh the city is amazing. I felt almost like I was in another city. Had the city grown? Had I traveled through time to the future? Did they fly me to New York while I was asleep?

Toronto General Hospital’s psychiatry unit is built similarly to CAMH’s, but there are differences. It is bigger, and higher up in the building. The halls are wider, whiter, and cleaner. The television room has its own area. There is practically no dining area: The food is brought up on trays, and most patients eat in their rooms. The view from the rooms is spectacular. The area also houses a program for people with eating disorders. Schizophrenic patients would regularly hit on the anorexic girls. I found this disturbing. I did not want to take part in that messed up situation.

I was surprised to find that Michael the Archangel was there. This brought back the delusion from my former hospital stay that all the patients were undercover therapists. Michael had been trying to “help” me. When he saw that I still had my ID band on my wrist, he removed it with his teeth. He gave me all kinds of advice that didn’t make sense. This was because he was insane, but I thought it might just as likely have been because he was profound. Maybe during the first hospitalization I had been surrounded by nurses, whereas this time they had hired an undercover doctor for some intensive care. 

This was another reason I stayed away from the eating disorder girls. In my deluded mind’s eye, I saw them as a harem of undercover nurses whose function was to assess my interaction with the opposite sex. I did not want to participate in this distasteful game. Some of them were attractive, but I saw them as a trap. I had to stay away.

For some reason, the elevators frightened me. They displayed inaccurate floor numbers as they navigated through the very tall building. Sometimes, I would watch the floor numbers flash by as I waited for the elevator, and it would pass by my floor without stopping to pick me up. I took this personally. The elevators were often crowded, and they creaked. I started to think that the elevators were taking me to a different plane of existence, a plane of existence containing my hospital unit. I didn't know how I felt about that. It could be good that we were being protected in this way. I told my doctor about this. It was one of the first times I identified a delusion while still being delusional.

My roommate claimed that he was Jesus. He really missed his girlfriend. The other patients would whisper that she had broken up with him months ago. Whenever Jesus talked, he talked about how when he got out of the hospital he would see his girlfriend. He drew a picture of a Lich, and underneath it was a quote from the Book of Revelations. He hung the picture on the mirror.

(edit)

Wikipedia says, “In modern fantasy fiction, a lich (IPA: /ˈlɪtʃ/) (sometimes spelled liche, cognate to German Leiche "corpse") is a type of undead creature, usually formerly a powerful magician or king, who has used evil rituals to bind his intellect to his animated corpse and thereby achieve a perverse form of immortality. Liches are depicted as being clearly cadaverous (as opposed to the generally more appealing forms of vampires), their bodies desiccated or even completely skeletal. Liches are often depicted as holding power over hordes of lesser undead creatures, using them as their soldiers and servants, and thus are a threat both individually and as leaders of belligerent forces. “

I can find no connection with The Bible in this description.

One day I was getting my lunch when I noticed that there was a lunch nearby for a patient named Rebecca. The name Rebecca had been repeatedly poking into my mind, and I took this as a that I must meet this Rebecca. While I was doing standup, there was a comedian named Deborah Robinson. I was very attracted to her, but whenever I thought of her name, I thought “Rebecca” instead of “Deborah”. Rebecca poked at my mind at other times, randomly, while I walked down the street. There seemed to be significance to Rebecca. She must have all the answers. I asked Michael who Rebecca was, and he told me that she was in the smoking room.

I brought her her lunch. She was sitting cross-legged by the window smoking a cigarette and sketching in a notebook. She was beautiful. I took her beauty to be a sign that I was supposed to meet her. I’m not good at approaching strangers, but I forced myself into a conversation with her. She picked at her food, more interested in her cigarettes and the radio and her sketches than at the microwaved meal. From then on, I took up smoking cigarettes so that I could be around her more often. One day after I met her, I passed Rebecca while she was walking down the hall. Her skeletal frame supported a shirt printed with newspaper comic designs. Her hair was blonde with brown roots, possibly dyed, and cut short. I could see her arms, and there were scars all up and down them. Her appearance made her all the more intriguing.

Some of the nurses whom I had never met seemed to recognize me by name. This sparked a new delusion. Mark Breslin had paid a lot of attention to me while I was at Humber. My mind was racing. There were cameras everywhere. Patients looked at me with knowing smiles. I began to develop a delusion that Mark Breslin had singled me out to be famous. There had been talk of a reality television show at Humber. What if I was the star? I had already decided to go to Humber and be a comedian before my first hospitalization. 

It takes a lot in these days for a human man to be a star. In order to handle fame,  reasonably, one should be trained. Carefully administered, specialized medication should probably be introduced into a famous man's blood stream to help him cope with the stresses of being famous. Hell, some of the medication may even aid with the artistic process. Being in the rush of manic psychosis, I was certainly feeling the buzz of my creative energy. What came first? The madness or the pills? I thought it was the madness, but the street drugs had come before the madness. Either some talent scout had slipped talent juice into my mushrooms, or perhaps I had brewed up a homemade recipe for brilliance. Madness was prohibited in this conservative era, but, like the ancient bootleggers, I had been brewing up a moonshine of my own. I howled at the moon as I felt my godhood being realized. Should I go back to my drugging ways? No. Science was taking over and giving me modern recipes that they restricted from the public. The common citizen didn't have the fortitude for what I was now embarking on, but I had proved myself in the trenches and had been promoted.

This delusion put me at peace with my entrapment. I separated myself from the reality of being a 20-year-old in the mental hospital for the 2nd time and started to think of myself as being in boot camp for glory. I wore large shoes and slapped the soles of them on the tile floor as I proudly marched the halls. I came to the nurses station to take my pills as soon as it was time. I loaded up on extra Ativan, figuring the more pills I took, the greater a man I would become.

The medications they put me on during this hospitalization were lithium and Olanzapine. It takes a lot of lithium pills for them to be effective. I was on 900 mg. This translated into three large pills. Plus the Olanzapine pill. And on top of that, I often added an Ativan. I would swallow them all in one go.


My Jesus roommate was on even more lithium than I was. I asked him what he thought about it. He shrugged and said it wasn’t so bad. He also said that he was able to drink more beer while he was on lithium. A shocked nurse scolded him and told me not to drink while I was on lithium. I secretly looked forwarded to testing out Jesus' hypothesis. Rebecca had the most interesting pills. They were all different colours. One of her pills was transparent red. I thought her pills were designer-made for the supermodel-type person that she was.

After a few weeks in the hospital, my Jesus roommate told me that there was someone he wanted me to meet. He took me to the TV room, and sitting there on the couch was my old pot dealer, Aiden. Apparently he had had a breakdown as well, and now here we were at the same place at the same time.

Another patient was a co-worker of my mom. My mom works at an organization called Houselink, which provides subsidized housing for people with mental illnesses. The woman's name was Irna. My pot dealer told me later that she and Michael the Archangel were an item. She was very nice to me. Her skin was grey, she was a twig, he nails and eyes painted grotesquely. We went to Shoppers Drug Mart together and she bought a lot of makeup. She hovered over shoplifting some nail polish remover. She seemed to be asking for my advice. “Do you have a problem with that?” I asked. She nodded. “Maybe you shouldn't.” She thanked me. She liked my vampire teeth so much that she bought me the book Interview with the Vampire. This brought on a host of new delusions about being a vampire, and my parents took the book away from me. I felt like an asshole for not being able to appreciate Irna’s present.

I noticed that a lot of the other patients at the hospital reminded me of patients and staff I had met in my previous hospitalization. I was fairly certain that they were not literally the same people. But it was like in a video game, where environments have certain archetypes. Patients and staff looked like they were genetically related to other patients and staff I had met. They went one step further by wearing the same kind of clothes. I started to see a woman walking around who looked like a girl I had a crush on when I was in grade school. The girl’s name had been Rebecca. This woman became the second Rebecca on whom I fixated in the hospital.

The woman’s name was actually Sonya. She was a doctor of some kind. The other patients were afraid of her. They kept a good distance away from Sonya. Because Sonya was a Rebecca, I was intrigued by her. As luck would have it, my doctor had plans for Sonya and me. At this point, I still did not have a diagnosis. The doctors at CAMH said that they did not want to rush into diagnosis. They said that what I had gone through earlier was called “first episode psychosis.” Now that I had lost my mind a second time, they were less timid in giving me a diagnosis. My doctor set an appointment for me to meet Sonya. 

I excitedly told my fellow patients the good news. Aiden and Rebecca in particular warned me against it. They told me to cancel the appointment. Somehow Sonya had slighted Rebecca, and Rebecca held a grudge. Aiden and Rebecca just did not want me to get hurt. I asked them to explain why they felt this way, but they would not. I did not ignore their advice, but I did not follow it. I decided to proceed with caution.

The time came for me to meet Sonya. Rebecca came to me and told me to hide. I told her no. Rebecca stood nervously by me for as long as she could, while trying for last minute persuasion. When it came close to the time that Sonya was supposed to show up, Rebecca fled in terror. Sonya arrived. She had long brown hair and a funny face. She spoke in an Eastern European accent.

We got into an elevator and went down a number of floors. Sonya led me through a series of cryptic hallways, seeming to get lost herself. As we walked, she asked me if I knew that what was happening to me was what I needed. I told her right now I needed a priest. There was a pause. She asked me, “You feel you need a priest?” I said yes. She asked me if I was religious. I told her I had been raised without religion, and suspected that was my real problem. There was another pause. She told me that I couldn't see a priest right now. A doctor would be the necessary second best. I feel she agreed with me that I needed a priest. I suspect she was not allowed to talk about religious matters in the hospital. 

Finally, we got to her office. It was about twelve feet by eight feet. Books and printouts were piled up everywhere. I would say it was very Kafkaesque. She apologized for the mess. I was in love with her. We talked about our mutual love of Star Trek, and though she said she was married, I convinced myself that the supposed marriage only existed to keep people like me from hitting on her.

After some searching, Sonya found a booklet of papers. I was told I was to be tested according to the DSM-IV. She asked me a lot of the same questions that I was asked at the beginning of my first hospitalization. Because I was in love with her, I tried to answer as many of the yes/no questions “yes” as I could. 

She asked me if I ever thought that some people were other people. I said yes. She asked me for an example. I told her I thought that she was a girl, Rebecca, whom I had known when I was younger. She asked if I actually thought that she was Rebecca. I said that I didn't think so. She asked me why. I said, “Because you told me you are not Rebecca.” She asked me if I still thought it was possible that she was Rebecca. She smiled. I thought she was sending me a hidden message. “Ben, this is your long lost love Rebecca. Give into delusion and we can finally be together.” My answer was yes. She asked me if I thought that she was Rebecca. She looked serious. It was hard to read her. My brain was going into overdrive trying to decipher the world around me. I said yes, I thought she was Rebecca.

She asked me if I had ever had any hallucinations. I said that I had when I was on mushrooms. She asked me if I had ever had hallucinations when I wasn't on mushrooms. I said that I had minor visual distortions when I was in the bath and I was stoned. She asked me if I had ever seen someone's face change while I was talking to them. While she asked me this, I saw her face morph into a slightly different face. After the morph had occurred, it seemed that her face had always been that way. I told her what I had just seen.

After about an hour of questions, Sonya brought me back up to the unit. She told me I had schizo-affective disorder. I asked her what that was. She said it was very complicated, but an easy way of thinking about it is that it is schizophrenia with bipolar tendencies. My current doctor says that I am bipolar-affective. It is basically the inverse: bipolar disorder with schizophrenic tendencies. The question is whether the schizophrenia causes the bipolar or the bipolar causes the schizophrenia. I thought it was pretty cool that I was schizophrenic. I was not disturbed – no more than usual – and I resumed life in the hospital.

Shortly after I was diagnosed with schizo-affective disorder, the doctors said that the Olanzapine was not working. They switched me to Loxapine. I liked the effects of the Loxapine. The new pills changed my perceptions. It was like I was on street drugs again. I looked forward to my nightly dose. I began to feel high all the time. And this was treatment! The adventure of the hospital continued. Without a doubt, my 2nd hospitalization was my favourite.

Sonya asked if I wanted to participate in an editing process she was working on for a consent form that would be offered to future clients in a highly delusional state. She said that she and a team of doctors were working on a presentation of the proposition of an experimental treatment for people with schizo-affective disorder. I agreed to help her. She warned me that the process might be frightening, and told me she had to consult my doctor and my parents before she began working with me. She was afraid that working on this project may trigger some delusions in me, and wasn't sure if I was stable enough to participate. She asked me again if I would like to participate. I said yes. She repeated that she had to consult the doctor and my parents. I felt slightly annoyed, as if she thought I was stupid. I frowned and said, “OK.”

My in-patient doctor later came to me and asked if Sonya had proposed the editing project to me. I said yes. My doctor asked me if I wanted to participate. I said yes. My doctor said it could be dangerous. I told her that Sonya had already warned me of this. My doctor asked me if I wanted to participate anyways. I asked her what she thought, as my doctor. She said she thought I was capable of participating. Again, she asked me if I wanted to participate. This was strange. Up until this point the medical professionals hadn't been treating me as if I were stupid. While I was often delusional around them, they usually used logic to unravel my strange thoughts. My doctor and Sonya were really hammering home that this study was optional and dangerous. I didn't see what the big deal was. I recognized that reading a proposal for treatment might make me paranoid, but I was paranoid about a lot of things. What could one more delusion hurt? Maybe they were bracing me against the coming paranoia. Still, it was irritating.

Finally I got the document. I was given three days to read it. It was quite long. I was to read it, and make notes, and tell Sonya what parts made me feel suspicious.

The document outlined a patient with a disorder very similar to mine. I went into it assuming the document was not about me. That had been made clear. Then it talked about a combination of pills, accompanied by some electro-convulsive therapy (ECT). Some of the pills I was on were listed. But I wasn't supposed to be on ECT, and I had no reason to believe I ever would be. Talking to the other patients, I got the impression that ECT was used mainly to treat depression. The person outlined in the document was more messed up than me. ECT seemed reasonable for this patient, but not for me. The document explained why the pills were being given, why the ECT was being given, and the estimated time it would take for all this to happen. The document said if the patient was resistant to medication, some of the drugs may be given surreptitiously. The paper mentioned something ridiculous like an 83% chance of recovery from the pseudo-patients illness. I was jealous. I read the entire document in the first day, then read it again the next day, as I had nothing to do. The document did not make me especially paranoid.

Sonya came to talk to me after four days. The third day I waited for her all day. I had wanted to see her, because I had a crush on her, and because there was nothing to do most of the time spent locked away. Sonya asked me what I thought of the document. I was all excited. I had prepared. I had taken notes. I told her all in all it was good, and I had few complaints. Still, I ached to be a part of the project. I went over some areas I didn't understand. She explained them to me. I went over some parts that I felt I understood, but thought was a little ambiguous. She explained those parts as if I didn't understand them. I told her I understood their meaning, but they were ambiguous. She explained what they meant again. I told her that all I was saying is if she wanted my advice on how to improve the document, she should change the document, instead of explaining it to me. She explained it again. She had a thick eastern European accent, and I gave up trying to communicate what I was trying to communicate, chalking up her stonewalling as a language breakdown. Then I told her I was done.

She asked me, if I were presented this document, would I consent to this treatment. I said yes. She asked me if I wanted this treatment. I said that the document predicted a high success rate in terms of full recovery, so yes. She said that this was just an experiment to see if a delusional person would accept the treatment. I said I knew that. She asked me if I wanted the treatment. I was puzzled. I said that she just said this treatment wasn't for me. She said that was true. She asked me if I wanted the treatment. I said, “Theoretically?” She said yes. I said yes. She told me the treatment wasn't for me, but was being designed for someone else. 

I said, “I know.” She asked me if I knew the treatment wasn't for me. All this repetition was dulling my senses. I hesitated, as I searched for deeper meaning. A moment later I told her I knew it wasn't for me. She thanked me and left.

During my 4th hospitalization the doctors came very close to giving me ECT, but my dad, who was my substitute decision maker, told them they couldn't. When I was first put on Lithium, I was told a good blood level was 0.6%. Then I had an episode and they told me it was good to keep it at its maximum, 1.2%. I had thought my doctor said 0.9% was the highest it should go. He told me it was a little subjective. During my 5th hospitalized, they found my blood level was 1.4%, which is a toxic level, despite the fact that if anything, I had been taking less Lithium than prescribed. They lowered it to 0.9%. During that 5th hospitalization, I saw Sonya visit the nurses station. I was completely non-delusional at the time. Sonya worked at Toronto General Hospital, which I think is only loosely connected to CAMH, the place I was during my 5th hospitalization. A small part of me thought back to that document that promised ECT, and hidden drugs disguised as other drugs. 

Some of the patients at the hospital were too old and frail to leave their rooms. One of them was brought out from time to time. She was brought into the television room for meals, and left there unattended. I was eating a late dinner with Rebecca one evening in that room. The old lady was there also. She had a tendency to talk to herself. Usually, I ignored her, but on this day she seemed to be talking to me.

“You think you can just sit there and watch television and laugh at me?”

“I'm not laughing at you,” I responded. 

What I didn't know was that not only was she not talking to me, she didn't even know of my existence. She continued to throw insults at the person in her mind to whom she was talking, and I continued to defend myself. She was a dirty old woman when it came to language. Eventually, Rebecca and I looked at each other and just started laughing. The old lady got more and more worked up until the nurses had to come and sedate her. I felt bad for laughing, but it was really funny.

I didn’t like cleaning myself in the hospital because the showers were all messed up. A centimeter in one direction and it was too hot, a centimeter to the other and it was freezing cold. Then I found out that there were baths. Normally, the baths were locked, but sometimes they were unlocked for the old people. The old people would take their baths, then leave the door unlocked.

I settled in for a bath. As the water was running I realized that I hadn’t masturbated in a month. I wondered if there was a hidden camera. I decided it didn’t matter and I began. Shortly after I started, the water turned green. At first, I thought I was hallucinating and decided to ignore it. Then I realized it was sewage. That meant I was being watched. They were sending sewage into my bath so I wouldn’t masturbate in front of the hidden camera. I hadn’t had a bath in a long time, and I hadn’t masturbated in a long time, and the water was warm. Out of defiance I finished my bath.

I stopped bathing after that. A week went by and the nurses told me that I had to clean myself. They brought me to a shower and I showed them how it was either too hot or too cold. They offered to let me use the bath. I turned on the water and it immediately turned green. A week had passed and they still hadn’t fixed the problem. I told them what had happened last week. The nurse shrugged and said that there were a lot of repairs that had to be done at the hospital and they were always behind schedule.

I smoked cigarettes with Aiden and Rebecca while we listened to the radio. Somehow, moving the radio left and right changed the station. This added to the surreal mindset I was already in. Sometimes we would detune the radio on purpose, just to feel the strangeness. 

Then my dealer revealed that he had snuck a small brick of hash into the hospital. I didn’t think it was that great an idea, but I wanted to be there with them, so I joined them in smoking it. Hash has never really gotten me stoned anyways.

We smoked hash and stared out the window to the city below. It was a breathtaking view. The smoking room felt separate from the rest of the hospital. It felt like a French cafe to which we could escape when the prospect of being locked up got to be too much. Rebecca sketched her fashion designs, my dealer talked bullshit, and I hung around like a groupie. It was a scene.

Aiden advised me to stay up late with him. He told me that that is when life in the hospital really gets good. We would quietly wander the halls in our socks as all the lights went out. (I used to wear socks back then.) Then the nurse would come to us and tell us to go to bed. Aiden politely asked if we could stay up a bit longer. We got permission. “That one plays,” the pot dealer said. I asked him what he meant. He avoided a direct answer. 

We came to the smoking room. The janitor was locking up. Aiden asked to be let in. The janitor kindly opened the door. We began a marathon of hash and tobacco hits out of an old Chinatown pipe. Aiden explained that he had been paying off the staff of the hospital with hash. I was amazed. And skeptical. But I went with it. This was a cool place to be.

Aiden, Michael, and I were allowed to go out on passes together. Michael would take us along the islands between traffic. He would read to us from Genesis like a preacher, which I’m sure at he was one point. As he read about the snake in the grass, he would walk alongside the island, hiding himself in the trees, then snake in and out around us.

One time Michael took me to the bus terminal. He said he had to get something from a locker. He kept hinting that he was going to flee the country and I was paranoid that he was going to kidnap me. He asked me to come down into the locker room with him where it was deserted, but I was afraid so I stayed up above with all the other people. He disappeared and didn’t come back.

The nurses said that I could have Michael’s clothing. Aiden had been Michael’s roommate, so when Michael disappeared I moved in with Aiden. I started seeing Aiden less and less. However, we did go on outings to tobacco shops, and through Chinatown to buy pipes and tobacco to keep us busy while we were trapped in the hospital. 

Aiden apparently had a good amount of money left over from when he was selling pot. I only had the money that my parents were nice enough to give me. I envied Aiden; he had reasons to go outside. He could go shopping. I had a number of passes I could use each day, but I had nowhere to go. That’s why I liked to go shopping with Aiden. When he wasn’t around one day, I went to the AGO. I thought that I could get in for free and look at some pictures to kill some time. It cost something like $15 to get in. I was flat broke. I talked to the security guard for awhile and walked back to the hospital.

I began smoking more and more, and smoking alone because I was bored. There was also a computer in the unit, and I learned how to get past a lot of the disabled features. I would smoke, use the computer, smoke, computer, smoke. Then I would go for a walk or take an Ativan. They were long days.

Aiden brought in watermelon one day and I threw up immediately after eating it. It had this slimy coating on it and I thought I had been poisoned. I feared whatever kind of disease I may have contracted. I owed Aiden money from when he used to sell me pot, and I thought he was taking revenge. Aiden apologized repeatedly. I can’t say that I forgave him right away. I was quite delusional, and I was torn between being scared of him and being angry with him.

I had been given Ensure to help me gain weight. I think Rebecca and Irna had genuine, full fledged eating disorders and they considered me a pretender. I would happily gulp away my Ensure and ask for more, because it was chocolate. I was eating like a piggie and gluping this Ensure and not gaining any weight. I think Irna hated me for this. One morning I was eating my oatmeal breakfast and I threw up. Something disgusting was in it. Rebecca and Irna laughed. “I'm sorry,” said Irna, “I just wanted to see you throw up.” I pretty much stopped eating breakfast after that. Irna's dark plan worked perfectly.

Michael came back one day to retrieve his clothes. He told me some of them were missing. He said it in a very accusing manner. I was too frightened to immediately tell him it was I who had taken his clothes. When I got my courage together I told him the nurses told me I could have his clothes. He brusquely went through my drawers and retrieved his clothes. He did not find them all. I was left with a few t-shirts which I came to love wearing, despite the fact that they were so ratty.

Around the end of my 2nd hospitalization, I found out that my dad had lost his job. There was an incident that my dad didn't go into great detail about. What sketchy details I got was that he was stressed out, overworked, and depressed. Someone cut him off in a parking lot, and then on his way to the office he pushed a woman in the elevator. His employer and himself agreed that he should take some time off. He spiraled into depression and never returned to work. This filled me with anxiety. I was at the age where I was expected to start taking care of myself, but because of my illness I could not reasonably be expected to do a complete job of that. 

My family has never been rich, but money was never a major issue. We lived comfortably, but there were boundaries on what we were capable of. I feared with my dad losing his job, we would fall on hard times. Surprisingly, this never happened. My dad went on unemployment insurance, and while he was not paid as much as he was before, there was not a noticeable difference in our standard of living. Perhaps my parents took the brunt of the cutbacks upon themselves, and perhaps since, although I was certainly a soft drug fiend, I never expected more pampering than a working computer and food in my stomach, it did not feel like we were suddenly poor. 

My mother continued to buy me new clothes twice a year, something I almost never requested of her. We would go to a movie every other month, usually visiting the bookstore where my parents generously offered to pay for a book or two, and almost every year we took a family trip somewhere, usually somewhere modest, like a bed and breakfast in the country, though after my 4th hospitalization my mom gave into my long time dream of a trip to New York.

I felt bad for my mother. My dad had been the responsible parent in my eyes. Whereas my mother struggled with diets, quitting smoking, quitting drinking, my dad's only obvious addiction was to the computer and television. My dad seemed like the sane one when I was growing up, though I knew he went to therapy and was fond of asking me, “What's it like to have two crazy parents?” I thought his therapy sessions were the reflection of a responsible middle aged man who was going to extra mile to keep himself healthy. Now it was up to my mom to be the strong one. I was worried if my mother broke down, we would be definitely in trouble. The only family we have in the province is my half-brother. He was just starting his own family, and it wouldn't be fair to lean on him. In fact, he was still regularly asking my parents for large loans and donations, to help put a down payment on a car or a house. My mother must have known that she was our last line of defense, and that knowledge alone, let alone the weight of carrying out the responsibilities that came with that position, must have cause a great deal of stress. Aesop Rock has a line that goes, “This one goes out to my mom, who braved the storm to raise the seed.”

I was given a new outpatient doctor at CAMH. I had abandoned my old one months before ending up back in the hospital. There was no talk of going back to him. I was told that my new doctor was in charge of the mood disorders clinic at CAMH. I was told that he was a very busy man and would not tolerate me missing any appointments. I had a history of skipping appointments, because I found them so unpleasant. I think I missed the 2nd appointment I had with this new doctor and he didn't say a thing. I found the new doctor less painful to work with, but appointments were a chore and I continued to miss many.


The first thing that happened with my new doctor is I told him they had diagnosed me with schizo-affective disorder. That is literally the first thing I said to him and immediately after that he said that he didn't think I was schizo-affective, but thought I was bipolar. I was a little shocked. Didn't he have to get to know me before he made judgments like that? Obviously he had read my case history, but I found that to be a rather bold move on his part. In accordance with my new diagnosis of bipolar disorder I was taken off the Loxapine. I was still to take the Lithium. I did not object. I wanted to be on as little medication as possible. 


I went to the pharmacy with my new prescription and they said they didn't have any lithium. They ordered it, and a week later they gave me my pills. The Lithium that I got was in a capsule instead of a tablet. I was worried at first that they had carelessly changed the brand of Lithium I was on. Combined with the elimination of Loxapine I thought it would send me back into the hospital in a matter of weeks. I had just gotten out of the hospital and I had realized that it was highly possible that I might wind up back in there one day. I wanted to do everything possible to stay out.

I became big into escapism. I was out of school. I had never had a job that I liked, and I certainly didn’t feel like working after what I went through in the past two months. I told myself, and the world that I was focusing my energy on standup. The first week I didn't even try to do any shows. I told myself I was still recovering. Standup was essentially unpaid work. Not only was it unpaid, but also I was accountable only to myself. I let myself slip. The time I had set aside to recover stretched further and further. I eventually got back on stage and did a little standup, but the fire that had been under my ass was put out. I decided to try to find my voice. Finding your voice involves going completely off script and just going up there and talking. It is very punishing work. If I thought the silence I received from the audiences before was bad, now that it seemed like wasn't even trying the silence and annoyance turned into outright hatred. This made the idea of standup less appealing. Here were my options: stay in my “pleasure dome” of marijuana, coca cola and free music, or go out sober into the cold night and wait in line to be despised. The only thing that kept me doing comedy at all was the fact that I had mortgaged so much of my future on the idea that I would one day be a comedian. 

More and more of my time was devoted to smoking pot. I stayed away for a few weeks but I was never convinced that pot was dangerous to my mental health. I thought the doctors said to not smoke pot because they were doctors - who would reflexively say that. There are a lot of small vices that are mostly harmless that a doctor will tell you not to do. That was my line of thinking. I thought pot was a small vice. It wasn't like I was a health nut. Everyone needs a few small vices to cope, and those who don't have any are very lucky. Not smart. Lucky. If you were able to live without having some kind of vice, it wasn't a sign of being intelligent, it was a sign of good genes. I was gifted in some areas and stunted in others. One of my stunts was smoking pot. 

I sat in front of my computer in my parents’ basement and downloaded movies and music to absorb passively while getting stoned. Being high all the time, it became difficult to sit up relatively straight in a chair for 12 hours a day. My parents were throwing out a love seat, and I told them I wanted to keep it in my room for when friends came over. After a few weeks with it in my room I switched the computer chair with the love seat. I would lie in front of my computer watching movies and listening to music. Sometimes I would fall asleep there. After a few years I found the love seat to be too cramped. I took a saw to it and cut off one of the arms. That way I could completely stretch out. I lived like the for awhile until my parents offered to buy me a futon. For many years I would be in the prone position while using the computer.

Because I was smoking more pot I was eating less and less. I would never spend money on food. I stayed away from my parents, because I didn’t want them to see me while I was stoned. This combination made me eat very rarely. I did not come up for dinner when it was made because I didn't want my parents to see me. If I ever did come up to eat after that, the food was usually cold, and I decided I wasn't that hungry. I think I was slightly manic this whole time. My mania kept me functioning at a level that was near normal. I don’t remember many people commenting that I was off, but that may be because I already had a reputation of being off.

I had exchanged contact information with Rebecca before leaving the hospital. We began hanging out. She lived pretty close to my house. I would walk over to her place. We would sit awkwardly, talking. She would drink wine and I would be stoned, perpetually stoned. She didn’t have a computer but did have a very small TV. I hated TV. I didn’t know what we were supposed to do, but I wanted to be around her.

She said she was going to lie down and moved into her bedroom. I sat in the living room drinking a glass of wine. I was confused. She said I could come into the bedroom. She was naked under the sheets. She told me to lie down. I was very uncomfortable. I was attracted to her, but I didn’t think she was interested in me. Then she told me there were condoms in the drawer. This exact scenario repeated itself a few times. Each time I was equally surprised. One time I pulled out and there was blood all over the condom. “Are you ok?” I asked. “I thought I told you that I was on my period,” was all she said before turning her back to sleep and telling me to leave.

I invited her to come along with me to a Halloween party. I was supposed to dress up as Kenny from South Park. Three of my friends were going to be the other characters. I was given 8 hours notice. I went to a dollar store to find an orange parka, but I could not find one. I bought some orange garbage bags. I went to Rebecca’s place. She was dressed up in purple stockings, a black corset and a pink wig. She looked quite good. I showed her my costume of garbage bags. She insisted we change it. She had a wall rug that had a hole in the centre of it. I wore it like a poncho. Then she put a Mexican sombrero on top of me.

We got to the party and I explained to my friends that I was a Mexican Kenny. They thought I was lame. The party was a kegger. Rebecca wandered off so I drank with my friends. It was a University of Toronto party. U of T students are snobs, and I could only really interact with my friends who I already knew. They seemed to have less problems interacting with new people. Maybe it was because the typical opening line of a U of T student is, “so what do you do?” My answer was I was trying to be a comedian. “So you're not taking a triple major?” was what I imagined them thinking in their heads. I would fill my beer in the back, then wander back into the house and walk around drinking until it was time to fill up my beer again. I got quite drunk. I could not find Rebecca. I asked around for her but no one knew where she was. I assumed she had gone home. I left the party.

Afterwards Simon told me that he had to wrangle a very drunk Rebecca into a cab after I left. He said I had abandoned her. I had thought she had abandoned me. Rebecca still phoned me but said she didn’t want to hang out. I was very stoned one night when she called. I began finding hidden meaning in everything she said. I found it hard to talk. We talked for about 20 minutes with me in this state. Afterwards I did not hear from her for awhile. I was embarrassed and thought I had made a fool of myself, so I did not try to contact her.

I met a large, funny man at a kegger. His name was Bart. Bart found out that I was a comedian. He told me he had a radio show. At first I thought, “So what? He probably has some Podunk little show that has 10 listeners.” But then I hung out with him at the kegger. Back then my primary mission at parties was to get as trashed as possible. I gravitated toward the kitchen, because that’s where many bottles of hard liquor were located. Bart sat in the centre of the kitchen, at the feeding table. Empty bottles crowded the table. Bart was free styling stream of consciousness comedy. Bizarre hypothetical scenarios evolved into full fledged sketches, complete with character voices. He did amazing impressions of nearly every cartoon character on television. I felt green with envy. This man was clearly much funnier than I was.

I convinced him to try standup with me. I thought it was in his blood. He was very nervous. I thought he’d kill. Not only was he funnier than me, but that drunken night he had been better than any of the other standups I had the displeasure of associating with. He seemed to me a professional, who was not yet professional. However when he hit that mic he choked. He did well for a first timer, but badly enough that he never wanted to do it again. I probably should have gotten him drunk first, but I was spending all my money on my own intoxicants.

He kept inviting me to his radio show. I didn’t want to go. I wanted to stay in my room and smoke weed and be happy. But eventually one night I was dry so I figured what the hell. The studio was located at the corner of Bay and Dundas. It was one block away from the Eaton Centre. This was the heart of downtown. There was an old office building that apparently despite the location had cheap rent. The routine was set where to get upstairs I had to call from a payphone. Bart would then throw the keys down to the street, praying he didn’t accidentally hit a passing pedestrian or chuck the keys down the sewer.

The radio station was called NatRadio. It was called this because the broadcast was streamed over a Nat router. A Nat router is ancient technology. Perhaps when the radio station started the name NatRadio was a source of pride, but as time went on and technology progressed, the name just advertised how ghetto the situation was. But nonetheless I was impressed by the set up. There were about 7 computers, 10 microphones, couches, coffee. We chainsmoked the whole time, just as you should at a radio station. Each night I was there we formed a ritual where we put on Pink Floyd’s Echoes and went out the fire escape to smoke a fat joint.

NatRadio was a side project of a larger company called XenMedia. Basically a bunch of middle aged nerds got together, pooled resources, and bought infrastructure. Each shareholder had a different use for the office. Among the things that went on was: a recording studio, a radio station and a web hosting company. Free lance programmers rented cubicles and paid part of their rent by maintaining the computer network and improving upon it.

I kept coming back to the studio until Bart started referring to me as his co-host.  I was flattered. Then he repeatedly suggested we go to the washroom so he could suck my dick.  I weighed my options: Passionless orgasm with possible strings attached or just be content to play normally in an adult wonderland while smoking copious cigarettes, downing litres of coffee, and having the occasional joint. I abstained from the free blow job.

One day I got an email from Rebecca inviting me to Rebecca’s funeral. I thought it was strange that I would be invited to her funeral with her own email address. The email said she had killed herself. I did not go to the funeral. For a long time I doubted that she had actually killed herself. I never heard from her again. From time to time I thought of her. I remembered that she had told me she had tried to kill herself a number of times. I remembered the scars I had seen on her arms. I decided she was dead.

I walked everywhere. I walked to my dealer, then I walked home, all on an empty stomach. I would have a small and fast dinner and go out to meet my friends for the night. Mania kept me afloat and weed dulled the pain. One night I went to Simon’s. A bunch of us were going to go to a bar. When it came time to go to the bar I stood up and fell to the floor, utterly exhausted. I lay on Simon’s couch trying to recover my strength until Simon and our friends came back from the bar. Then I walked home.

I watched the movie Alien vs Predator. I was smoking pot and taking my medication infrequently. I was having strange delusions. The delusions were interesting and I was not afraid. While watching this movie I began to think I was controlling the aliens with my mind. I lay on my back and moved my arms and legs in the air like they were tentacles. I could feel in my mind the alien across the universe who I was controlling. I could feel what it was like to be in that alien’s body. I enjoyed this. Then I took a few more bong hits and passed out.

I got some kind of job and managed to make a fair amount of money. I coasted along buying large bags of weed. I knew it couldn’t last, but I loved having it while I had it. As the money decreased I thought I should start selling drugs to make it last longer. I started selling weed. I had never been very good at selling weed, because I always smoke my own product. So I decided to try selling something that I wouldn’t do myself.

I bought a number of E pills of different varieties. Somehow I knew a good connection – I’m guessing I got a good price because I wasn’t a user. I began selling them off but the months of smoking pot nonstop were getting to me. My sleep schedule was completely detached. I did not have a normal order. Some days I would wake up at noon, other days I would wake up at 5 pm. Likewise I would fall asleep at random times. Because of this chaos I was not taking my medication regularly. I would fall asleep from smoking too much pot and not have the energy to take my pills before I passed out. I never took my pills in the morning, afraid that if I took my pills in the morning and in the evening I would be over medicated. The reduction in medication threw me off balance and I smoked more pot to compensate. The pot in itself added to my psychosis.

My mom and dad sat me down one day and had a brief talk with me to see how I was doing. I tried to assure them I was fine and they needn't worry about me. They said they wanted to take me to CAMH to have me assessed. I told them I did not want to go back to the hospital, because I had such a bad time there in the past. Earlier in this story I may have described my 2nd hospitalization as enjoyable, saying it was the best hospitalization I ever had. Although it was the best hospitalization I ever had, it was still a hospitalization and it was quite traumatic. Coming out of the hospital can be just as bad, and this can be seen with my escape into drugs. 

My parents took me to CAMH, and the intake doctor prescribed me a new drug regimen. Included in these new pills were a prescription for Ativan, and a reinstatement of Loxapine. I was told to come back the following week. But it was too late. My psychotic episode ramped itself up and I decided that pills were the devil. I flushed all pills of all varieties down the toilet. Down that toilet went Lithium, Loxapine, Ativan, and three varieties of ecstasy. Whatever monster that had been living down there was certainly dead. I was brought back into the hospital.

After getting out of the hospital I wrote in my livejournal, trying to express the highly subjective experience of going insane. Every time I try to tackle this subject I usually end up only covering one aspect of it. In this case I am satisfied with the result, but I had only exposed a piece of the process. Here is my attempt:

[Aug. 23rd, 2005|10:31 pm] there is the normal world, where my thoughts are private unless purposefully spoken, and then there's the other world, where my thoughts are answered by overheard conversations. this stage is the first step towards the manic episodes i have had. 

when the line blurs between fantasy and reality my mind starts debating whether this new reality is to be trusted. it is certainly seductive, the revelations and thoughts that are produced when you ask yourself a question and overhear someone else say something that seemingly answers it, these answers cannot be produced by ordinary thought, or through normal conversation. nor can these thoughts be understood as rational when spoken aloud, but inside you know they're true. the closest example of what these thoughts feel like for someone who has never experienced this form of madness is the feeling you get when somebody says your name while your back is turned to them. 

a delirium follows, a fever of the mind which spreads like wildfire through the brush. what is the cause of this aberration? 

the internal world blames the external world. what is it, some kind of conspiracy by higher beings who are trying to train me in a completely artificial world designed solely for my instruction with the goal of using me as some kind of super soldier in a war of pure thought? 

reality begins to phase in and out like a radio signal in a rainstorm.

perhaps i'm the only one alive, reality as an egg with the yellow stuff my being, the white stuff the world around me: my blanket that eventually becomes food as what is inner annexes the outer layer and my thoughts bloom in the bodies of others until it seems that the whole world will crack open and i will fly into a completely different phase of existence where my old life is not lost, but no longer relevant.

or maybe it's what they tell me and i'm going insane but i resist asking for help because if i can weather the storm and the mania rights itself naturally than i will have overcome my illness and i can live medication free with the bright glowing emotions that lay beneath the layers of smothering medication.

then i believe i am transcending reality again. only the fear of a total loss of my personality brings me back to reality long enough to seek help.

the outer world blames the internal. a chemical error in my brain, brought on by bad genes and recreational drug use, correctable with the right medication. my brain mourns the loss of adventure and struggles feebly to summon it's beautiful delusion that, while terrifying, was a hell of a lot more interesting than a life of constant longing towards greater things, with only momentary islands of satisfaction.

my friends express concern for me, ask me to try my best to not slip back into the madness. "you don't want to be hospitalized again do you?" of course the sane, rational thing to say is, "no," which is what i say of course, but inside i secretly yearn to go back to the other world, to know what happens once the eggshell cracks and i pass the threshold of no return.

i am addicted to the notion of benjamin robinson, and the symbols which surround him. i am so addicted to being benjamin robinson that i take copious amounts of prescription medication in order to stay in this reality. i tell myself the best way to experience the cracking of the eggshell is to live to be an old man and die naturally, as the reality that i live in does still have many aspects which interest me.

i aspire to greatness but the hospitalizations have left me feeling that i will never achieve what i want to achieve because whenever i push past my limits i get smacked down. so i think to myself if i cannot have greatness in this reality maybe i could have greatness in the other reality. afterall it is the result of much difficult striving, maybe it's not a cursed world of delusion but the beautiful result of the other half of my brain taking over.

500 mg seroquel
1050 mg lithium

As my parents drove me to CAMH my rationality began to slip. I was feeling very strange. I did not trust the world. What kind of world would let me become what I had turned into? What was I turning into? I felt physically different. I had been on medication for some time. Were they experimenting on me, like I had thought during my 2nd hospitalization? I felt like my DNA was being restructured.

They brought me into the emergency room. Classical music was playing. My mother and I sat in silence. There was an overweight woman in there with us. She said to no one in particular something along the lines of - the doctors were tricking us. I told her sometimes I thought all the patients in the hospital were undercover nurses. The woman smiled. With this smile I knew she was a highly trained professional who was there to monitor me during the beginning stages of my intake. The intake nurses told us not to talk to each other. I began to feel my DNA mutate again. I got really quiet. My mom asked me if I was OK. I stared at her with desperate eyes. I needed my mother to fix me, but at this point I didn’t know if she was part of the conspiracy. I was angry with her for raising me for the sole purpose of being slaughtered, or maybe to transform into an alien and fly into space. I started to miss her. I thought I would never see her again.

Someone brought me into a room to assess me. I was not wearing socks. I stared at my ankle. I could see purple veins sticking out of a greyish patch of skin. I thought this bruise on my ankle was the physical manifestation of the beginning of my transformation into an alien. The intake doctor asked me a few questions. I did not answer her. She offered me some juice and a pill. I was afraid to consume them because I thought they would make my transformation into an alien complete. My mom was with me. She asked me to speak. She told me to drink the juice. I just looked at her, begging her with my eyes to make it stop.

The doctor left and a Chinese man walked in. He was very gentle. Something about him made me trust him. He asked me if I had ever heard of Xu Shen. I said no. There was a pause. I asked him who Xu Shen was. It was the first words I spoke since I entered the hospital. He explained Xu Shen was a major figure in shaping Chinese language. In my mind I felt released from my fear. This had all happened before, and great men are born out of these painful processes. I swallowed the pill and drank the juice. I was left alone for awhile. My fear turned to anger as I became slightly less delusional. I realized what I was about to be subjected to.

The intake doctor came back in and calmly told me that I had to stay for a little while. I was full of energy. I kept standing up and sitting down. I did not want to be on medication anymore. They tried to give me more pills. I was sick of the pills and I was sick of the blood work. I said, “I’m putting my foot down, no more needles!” and I slammed my foot on the ground. Security came and stood there. They asked me to follow them. I was led into the ground for Acute Care Unit.

As I was led into the ACU something in my mind relaxed and I became fully delusional. I had taken the pill and drank the orange juice and I believed I was being led into a spaceship that would take me to the next planet. In the main area of the ACU was a raised television. The television was tuned to CNN, where George W Bush was thanking the troops for their efforts in the war. I thought Bush was talking to me. I had been selected among millions of people to go into this spaceship and represent humanity to the aliens. I was being turned into an alien so I could be a better ambassador.

I sat down in the middle of the room and began taking off my clothes so they wouldn’t get ripped when all the extra arms burst out of my skin. A nurse ran out and told me to put my shirt back on. I put it back on then walked around the unit checking things out. Most of the other patients were in their rooms. There was a smoking room with a glass door. A couple of patients kept going in the glass room, taking a few drags of their cigarettes, then going out only to go back in and repeat the process.

There was a fat man with long, black hair and large round glasses. He kept muttering to himself. I got the idea into my head that he was so fat because he had eaten my mother. He was chosen to go on the spaceship with me, and he consumed my mother to protect me. 

“Oh, he’s got it now! He knows who I am!” he declared after I had been staring at him for quite some time. 

There was a camera above the TV. Millions of people back on earth were watching our brave flight into space. I began to receive messages from the television. I read in between the lines of George Bush’s propaganda. I translated what the alien mind was transmitting to me for the viewers back home. I sat on top of the chairs around the TV and made my pronouncements for the ever watching camera. “He wants us to know that we are not alone. He wants us to know that we are safe.”

A nurse came out and told me to be quiet. It was night time. He told me to go to bed. My room was shared by a frail man who looked mundane yet dangerous. I could tell he was a hit man of some kind. The nurses warned me to be very quiet so this man could sleep. I knew the smallest thing could set him off. There was a window in the middle of the room. A screen was permanently placed over the glass window to block the light, but there was a street lamp right next to the window and light got through anyway. I took off my sweater and held it over the window. It was then that I realized the sweater was the Shroud of Turin and I was Jesus. I was protecting this poor, misunderstood assassin. A nurse came in and told me to go to bed. Eventually I fell asleep.

I woke up. I was hesitant to leave my room but the idea that I might somehow escape the hospital changed the hesitation to eagerness. The common room was chaos. A group of patients were loudly talking to themselves (not each other) and cackling wickedly. There was a very tall woman who wore a pink bucket hat that made her look like a baby. She was talking into the phone. “Daddy, I’m scared.” I put two and two together and realized this was my daughter from the future. She was having her first hospitalization and I was sent forward in time to help her through it. Before I could help her she ran away to her room and did not come out.

A doctor came to see me. He had sideburns shaved into lightning bolts, a number of piercings, and a few tattoos. He said he worked with my outpatient doctor, Dr K. I was fully manic. He asked me a few questions that I managed to answer without registering what was asked of me. He was behind the counter at the nurses’ station and I saw a schedule sheet. On the sheet was written, “James will return.”

“Who’s James?”

“I can’t tell you that.”

“Is it KING JAMES!?” 

The doctor left. I mulled around a bit in the living area of the ACU until my parents came in. With them was a black doctor. I only mention his race because he was probably the first black psychiatrist I had ever met. He said his name was Bert. “Like Bert and Ernie,” he explained 

“Or like Bertrand Russell,” I countered. 

“No one in this hospital has ever made that comparison.” My parents left me at the elevator and we went up to the 10th floor. 

The sky was dark with rain. The 10th floor was strangely empty. Bert left me by the piano. A thing young man with black hair and a black leather jacket walked up to me and said, “You’re gay,” then walked away. A beautiful goth girl decked out in full black spider finery came up to me. I said hello. She didn’t say anything. She put her hands up. I put my hands up close to hers. There was a static spark. She smiled and walked away. I was strangely calm. Bert came and told me there had been a mistake and I was to inhabit the 5th floor.

Bert brought me down to the 5th floor. I saw my freedom slipping between my fingers. A surge of fear swelled in me. The door leading next to the GPU is right next to the elevators. I dropped to the floor and did not stand up. I told myself I would resist this hospitalization. I would not let them push me around. The nurses dragged me through the door and left me on the floor. I stayed on the floor awhile longer, hoping it would help my cause. The floor was cold. I transferred myself to a chair next to the door.

The 5th floor's walls was covered in large paintings done by patients. They ranged from bad to impressive. My favourite painting was a picture of a muscular black man with his shirt off, sitting down on a green hill, looking up to the blue sky. Behind him, standing, is a thing white woman wrapped in a black shawl. I interpreted the man to be a black Jesus, just come down off the cross. The woman is Mary Magdalen, wrapped in the Shroud of Turin.

The 5th floor feels like a hotel. The 10th floor felt like a prison, but despite this the 10th floor seemed better funded. I asked the recreational therapist and she said I was right. Also paradoxically the 5th floor was more like a prison. Rules were stricter and I was tied to the bed more often.

Straight ahead was a television in its glass box and a plastic banana tree. Near the television were couches and chairs. Behind the seating area was a refrigerator and a computer and beyond that the dining area. Across the hall from the nurses station, also to the right of the TV was the smoking room, and further to the right led the hall to people’s rooms. The hall zig-zagged around and eventually led to a glass door separating the 5th floor ACU, where I had briefly been during my first hospitalization, from the 5th floor General Psychiatry Unit, where I was now.

The nurses wanted me to take my pills. I was afraid of the medication. I told them as much. I was staying as close to the floor as possible, to participate as little as possible. The stronger nurses lifted me up and carried me to the medication station. They told me to come and get my pills. It was night time and I needed my pills to sleep. Everything was dark and apocalyptic. I was so tired and so anxious and so scared. A large Philipino nurse came out and talked to me. I was ready to receive help from an ally. I explained my fears to him and he did not contradict me. This made him trust him. He told me to come get my pills. He said, “only get your pills from me.” This played into my delusion. I committed myself to only trust him, but after I slept, everything was reset.

Syd the Squid wore blue, reflective sunglasses at all times. He had a black baseball hat and mostly black clothing. He was about 5 foot 6. Based on my racist assumptions of how he was acting I thought he was Jewish, but at one point, once I had known him for awhile, he made a point of surprising me by taking off his sunglasses and revealing his half-Asian eyes. Syd was always yelling about his rights. Syd would horde snacks in his room, and always got a nurse to lock the door to his room when he left it.

One day he tried to get me to suck his dick. He told me to follow him as he went from camera to camera and waved. Finally we went into the activity room and he pulled it out. I watched as he struggled to get it up and I told him I wouldn’t do it. “Of course not, you’re Queen Elizabeth.” That was his name for me. I assume because of the teeth and the curly hair, though I think he believed I was wealthy as well. Also I drank a lot of tea, since the coffee was decaffeinated. He put his penis back into his pants and told me to follow him.

We went into his room. A drawer was open with loose newspaper and magazine papers. He told me he got high by running his fingers over the pages and absorbing the ink. He went in depth about a conspiracy of the printing world to get people addicted to reading. This led to a business plan of his to transmit drugs through Ethernet cables on the internet. One would never have to leave his room.

He put some newspapers under his desk and told me to sit on them. They were my bed and I was a donkey. He was a spectacular performer and it was the least I could do. He left the room for about 5 minutes and told me to wait. When he returned he mixed a bunch of milkshakes and energy drinks together. He told me not to look. I think he spat in it. Maybe even peed in it. He told me to drink it. I did. He left again. I waited for a bit then left his room.

I was depressed at the same time I was manic. I saw the way my life was going. This was my third hospitalization. The only thing that kept me from being homeless was my parents. My parents were old and starting to show the signs of age. I decided that I needed to prepare myself for the time when I would eventually be homeless. CAMH has a powerful air conditioner. I knew it would not quite as cold in here as it would be on the streets, but that might even be good, as I would slowly become accustomed to the frigid temperature. I began sleeping on the couch instead of the bed in my room. At first I used blankets, but then to up the ante I only slept in a t-shirt. It was very cold. I managed to do it. Next I tried sleeping on the hard floor, but the nurses would not let me do that.

One day my mom visited me. Syd was always talking about Seaton House. He had been living there for some time and it had obviously traumatized him. As I understand it, Seaton House is one of the worst places to live in the city. Syd railed against my mother by calling me a prince and asked her why I had it so good. Syd explained that he was a much more capable man than I was, so why was it that I was the one who was blessed?

There was another patient there named Mary. She was very old and very short. She carried a white cloth around with her. Before sitting down anywhere she would throughly clean the chair first. When she had nothing to do she would go from table to table, wiping it down. It was only a small delusion, but seeing her do this I thought to myself that whatever that sacred rag was made of, it certainly made things very clean. She had a chair that was closest to the television. She guarded it with jealous zeal. Her right over the chair was undisputed. Whenever someone accidentally sat on that chair, even if Mary wasn't around, another patient would say, “that's Mary's chair.” Sometimes a defiant patient would purposefully sit in the chair, and a fight would ensue. It was best not to sit in Mary's chair, because if you did she would clean the chair for hours afterwards before she sat again. 

I would not be surprised if she soaked her rag in Holy Water. She carried a copy of the New Testament with her rag, but she didn't carry it with her as much as she carried that cloth. She was never without that cloth in her hands. She was always wringing her hands, so she was always wringing the rag, which is another reason why I thought it must be so clean. Despite the fact that I was probably twice her size and a third her age I did not want to get into a fight with her. She had this look in her eye that I didn't want to mess with. I was psychotic and bugging every patient on the floor, hoping to ease my mind, from the heroin addicts to the crackheads, but from Mary I kept a safe distance. She would scream religious insults at no one in particular. She cursed people. I did not want to be cursed. Once I did something and she cursed me and I begged her to take it back. She was nice enough to do so, but I did not feel as if the curse had been lifted.

My doctor on the 5th floor was named Dr. Shugar. He was a very old man with sunken in eyes and at first I mistook him to be very kindly. His name certainly implied that. He had his own office with a secretary. I have never had any other inpatient doctor who had their own secretary. His office had many expensive looking statues and potted plants. My mindset would change from walking out of the GPU and into his private chamber. The doors were very heavy and would slam behind us, signifying the change in environment and mindset. It was very peaceful in the doctor’s office, though there was something brutal about the peace. He seemed like an elephant hunter. I had the idea that people had to die so he could live like this. I thought I might be the next trophy on his wall.

Dr. Shugar employed student nurses. A student nurse would be present during most of my sessions with Shugar. This was ostensibly for the nurse’s training, but I came to think it was mostly to defuse the tension that Dr. Shugar could not help but create. The doctor frequently made veiled suggestions towards the attractiveness of the student nurse. He would say things like, “and by now we know that you don’t mind her being here.” Or say that he had a treat for me – there was a student nurse who would join us. I may have commented in my livejournal about how I thought he was using the student nurses’ attractiveness as a tool to work with me. He read my livejournal, but I was getting that vibe before I made those comments on my online diary.

I would see Dr. Shugar four times a week. I had nothing to do all day every day. I would wake up to anxiety, because I knew I would have to see Dr. Shugar. The rest of the day was boring, aside from watching the antics of myself and other patients when we started to freak out. The rest of the day was boring, but at least it was relatively stress free. Dr Shugar evoked a lot of stress. I just wanted to get him over with so I could putter about in peace. I would always be waiting for Dr. Shugar as soon as he started his shift, and I would always be the first to be seen.

There was another patient on the 5th floor named Hud. He was quite open about his heroin use. I was into the band the Velvet Underground at the time and was intrigued to meet a real life heroin addict. I told Hud I liked the Velvet Underground and mentioned that Lou Reed was addicted to heroin. Hud said, “Let me show you how to play guitar.” He found a guitar and sat down with it. Hud held the guitar next to his arm so the blue veins sticking out of his arm paralleled the strings on the guitar. Hud played a note. “You see where I’m hitting there? That’s a good note. You see? Between this one and that one, that’ll get you a real good, real clean note.” It was obvious that Hud was using the guitar to show me which veins were best to shoot up with. Hud promised to show me how to play guitar. He never did.

Then there was Richard, a muscular old man who had, “built this city.” Richard thought the CN Tower was the, “original Tower of Babel.” He repeated this phrase often. The CN Tower got stuck in my mind. I remembered back to when I was in grade school. There was a class trip to the CN Tower. The class went on this virtual reality ride in the basement of the CN Tower. Part of the deceit was that after being vaccinated by this laser needle (nothing more than concentrated light and water in reality), our class was supposed to have been taken to another time period or another dimension. The only way to get back was to go on a space voyage. The whole field trip was traumatic for me. I cried several times.

My delusional mind went back to that earlier trauma and expanded on my fears. What if I never made it back from that other dimension? What if the government was training a group of young Canadians for a special mission? What if that mission was being undertaken by me, right now? Earlier I had felt like I was on a spaceship. Was the CN Tower a launching pad? Richard talked about a man in the past who had jumped off the CN Tower and landed on a plane. He said it could be done again, and he had friends in the aerospace field who could make it happen. I hooked onto his words and believed that Richard was to be my superior officer.

 My whole life was a training mission for a very dangerous mission. I was being given all these drugs so I would develop super human powers. I would become like Superman. Whenever someone in the city was going to jump from a tall building, I would run to the top of the CN Tower with super human speed, jump off, catch them, then land in a plane. I would be a government made super hero. It was all incredibly dangerous. I did not have a choice in the matter. The project was too big. When Richard introduced me to his friend from the aerospace field and I shook his hand, I knew I had signed my name away in blood.

Richard saw Syd and I running around in a manic haze and commented that he didn’t know who to be more afraid of. Richard had a certain charm about him, like a lot of the patients on the unit. He wanted me to read The Bible. Every morning at the break of dawn Richard would sing Oh, Canada. One time Richard was talking excitedly to me and he accidentally let a little spit slip and fly into my mouth. Richard was old and I thought he was diseased. Combined with what Syd had done to me I was sure I had caught some kind of virus. Later I was tested and I was fine. But the idea that I could have any kind of live threatening disease stayed with me the whole hospitalization.

I would walk the halls mostly to pass the time. Back and forth. Walk to the ACU door, look to see what’s happening there, then walk to the living area, check out the TV. When the Pope died I came to the living area to see the news being broadcast on CNN. It started to snow out the window as I watch on the television screen confetti raining down on a crowd of worshipers. It was early spring and I thought it was a mighty coincidence that it was snowing right when the Pope died. I tried to figure out what it meant. Was this snow of joy? Was the world happy that the head of an oppressive religion had died? Or maybe it was ashes. There might even be a chance that such a powerful religion could force the sky to snow with expensive technology. Maybe the snow was a marketing campaign.

I took up smoking again. It passed the time. I had been smoking on and off when I was out of the hospital, but was able to keep my habit in check by smoking lots of pot. Now I didn’t have any pot, so I smoked cigarettes. I hung around Hud in the smoking room. I hung around him like a little puppy. Actually it was more like he was a mobile television. Hud started referring to me as his dog. I didn’t interpret this as, “You’re the man now, dog.” I interpreted this as, “You’re my bitch.” 

There was a young Asian man who didn’t speak much English. He would walk into the smoking room and ask for a cigarette. He would take a few drags then butt it out. I think he was just lonely. I didn’t think I could have a conversation with him, but I wanted to connect with him, make him feel less lonely. I told him to come over to me and raised my hands like I had done with the goth girl. He did the same. Hud exclaimed, “He’s not my dog anymore!” I felt so gay. I was really embarrassed. I left the room and avoided people for a while.

The next time I saw the Asian man he was in the ACU with Syd the Squid. Syd was going nuts. My room was near the ACU and whenever I left the ACU Syd would call me over. He would do something intentionally, hilariously insane and I would hang around the door for a few moments until we both got bored and I wandered off. This time Syd was with the Asian man. Syd liked to induce delusions in people. One of his attempts was to try to convince me that Asian people were Zergs, the insect-like aliens from StarCraft and that they had come to invade our planet. Today was a play on that. He said he and his friend there were going to get guns and shoot me. They turned their hands into guns and said, “Bang bang,” as they pointed at me. I pretended to dodge the bullets. It was all good fun until the thought had festered in my mind for some time and I began to believe it was true. I left Syd with Syd saying I looked like John Lennon.

We had community meetings every Tuesday morning. It was a chance for patients to become more involved in their care. There were a number of positions from secretary to vice-chair to chair. I worked my way up the ladder of importance and responsibilities,  then abandoned the whole thing. I felt obligated to participate. I was still thinking like a student. I was afraid I would somehow fail if I didn’t participate, even though I knew there was nothing I could do that would make me fail if I tried. However I felt pressure to be a fair and just secretary and chair person, and was afraid I would offend some of the other patients if I failed to give them the opportunity to speak.

It was at one of these community meetings that I first encountered another man who claimed to be Michael the Archangel. He was shorter and thinner, but still muscular. He was covered with tattoos, the most notable being a sword on his left forearm and a shield on his right. At a community meeting Dr. Shugar asked if anyone had any announcements they wanted to make. Michael the Archangel stood up in front of the assembled community and announced the prices of the discount cigarettes he was selling. 

“Now I understand Stacy is selling DK's for $4/pack. I would like to say I am selling these DK's for $3/pack. DK's do not have any added chemicals to them so you will not get addicted. I guarantee you that if you are smoking for the first time, and you start smoking DK's for… 3 weeks… you will be able to quit if you want to or I will give you your money back.”

Michael was literally a cult leader. He showed me his cult’s Geocities page. They claimed to be the true Catholic Church. For some reason the existing Catholic Church was illegitimate. For some reason his cult of maybe 100 guys in hiding, who were financed by some eccentric, dead millionaire, were the real Catholic Church. He tried to impress me with small scripting back doors that led into secret areas of the cult’s homepage. It was like he was trying to make me believe that he had the power of God by the fact that he could use the internet. I told him I was never baptized. He said he could take me into the bathroom and give me a baptism. I wasn’t into that idea.

About a month into the hospitalization I realized that the computer that was in the living area actually worked. It was an ancient machine with a lot of features locked out. But either the tech guys didn’t know what they were doing, or they assumed none of the patients knew what they were doing. Either way, I was able to get around the lock out. I checked my email and my inbox was overflowing with messages. I tried reading some of them but I was reading into them too much and getting frightened. I felt like I was experiencing the computer with a child’s eyes.

I loaded up a web-based version of MSN Messenger. I started to talk to a girl who I had met online. I was feeling philosophical. “How do I know you’re real?” I asked. 

“Am I real, how do I know I’m real!?” mocked the nurses who were reading in my conversation. They were across the room. I thought the only way they could see my screen would be if they had a remote desktop from the nurses’ station. I was ashamed and closed the program, vowing never to use the computer while I was in the hospital. The next day I was back on MSN. I began inviting my friends to come and visit me.

I invited Maggie to come to the hospital. Maggie was like a kid in a candy store. She loved all the crazy people. She had no shame in enjoying the suffering of their deranged minds. I’m sure she felt sorry for them, but that didn’t prevent her from interacting with them like they were her personal playthings. Maggie met Syd and Syd told her that he was going to shoot me. Maggie said she wouldn’t let Syd shoot me. “Would you take a bullet for me?” “Yes, but not in my chest. That would hurt. How about in my ass?”

In addition to the living area there was an exercise room. The room had a stair machine, a piano, a desk for art supplies, some mats for aerobics, and a CD player. Alex brought me some old burned CDs for me to listen to while I was in the hospital. My favourite among them was the Joy Divison CD and the Aesop Rock CD. I found it very enjoyable to exercise while listening to Aesop Rock. I am an amateur hip hop aficionado and I usually cannot follow the lyrics. But I had looked these particular lyrics up on the internet.

Zoom in to the fuming of an aggravated breed

Via the study of post-adolescent agitated seeds.

Half the patients wasted self prior to commencement,

So I focus on the urban Oxygen samples, the half that made it breathe.

This old Pompeii impression sways infection in 12 steps or less

And cretins swiftly tippy-toe on hard to swallow barter concepts. 

Above is example of typical Aesop Rock. Angry, depressed, and beautiful. The anger of the music fueled me to exercise, and the bass line that accompanied the lyrics set the pace of my steps on the stair master. I would work out for the entire album, and often start the album over again when it ended. One day a patient walked into the room and listened to the words of the song. “This is what you listen to, to get better?” Yes.

The drug the doctor put me on for this hospitalization was Seroquel. This is a simplification, but I was told in terms of the strengths of the popular anti psychotics, the weakest was Seroquel, followed by Loxapine, then Haldol. There is also Risperdone and Olanzapine which are about equal strength, somewhere between Seroquel and Loxapine. I was told Seroquel was a new drug, and did not have as many side effects as the other anti psychotics. I was put on 400 mg. Like Loxapine, I felt stoned the first month of taking Seroquel. My friends would visit me and ask me if I was high. After I got out of the hospital a number of different friends all said more or less the same thing. “I was really worried about you when you were in the hospital. It seemed they really had you doped up.”

Being put on a new medication shocks the mind. The brain continues to operate as it had before, but it feels like there is a blanket on top of it. Eventually the mind gets used to the fact that there is a blanket on it all the time, and your brain adapts. It is as if you were walking around with weights on you all the time. At first you would be impaired, but after a few months your body adjusts and you emulate normal functions. The problem with medication is, if you go off the medication, you have to go through another period of adjustment. Going off medication almost certainly means a psychotic break. Not just because the person who is medicated has an illness, but also because the blanket has been removed and the person is permanently disoriented.

Dr. Shugar called me into his office and told me he was going to increase the Seroquel by 100 mg. I told him I did not want him to do that. He said I didn't have a choice. Medication is not a choice. I have tried to go off it many times. I have tried to prevent them from putting me on it in the first place during the beginning of hospitalizations, but not being on medication is not an option. I did not want to be on medication at all and now I was being told they were upping the dose. I already felt doped up.

During hospitalizations, the doctors consider me unable to make rational decisions. Because of this, I am assigned a substitute decision maker. I get some say as to who this is. I always ask for my parents to fill the role. I believe my father has the official position but my mother shares responsibility. Whenever there is a change in my treatment, my parents have to OK it. I imagined that my parents mostly went along with whatever the doctors recommended, so I assigned most of my anger towards the doctors. During my 4th hospitalization that would change.

I got very angry when Dr. Shugar told me they were increasing my medication and I didn't have a choice. We were with a student nurse. Dr Shugar then casually explained to the student nurse that I was a violent schizophrenic. He said some other things that could be interpreted as a diagnosis but to my hears sounded like a plain insult. I stood up straight. I sat back down. I stood up again. I sat. I was powerless. First, I do not make a habit of attacking people. Second, even if I had attacked Dr. Shugar, that would not solve anything. In fact, it would make things worse. Dr. Shugar told me to leave his office. I did. I needed to rebel. I felt completely powerless. A few weeks previous I had told Dr. Shugar about my time in grade school with the Duhs. I got the idea in my head to express my anger that way.

I ran 20 feet as fast as I could into the door leading to Dr. Shugar's office. I did this two or three times until security arrived. They surrounded me. I stood still with my arms raised to chest level in a gesture of, “OK guys, you win.” A few seconds passed then they pounced on me. They carried me to my room and put me on my bed. There were straps under the bed. They strapped me to the bed. A nurse came in and injected me with a needle. She did not say what was in the needle. Everybody left the room.

I lay in my bed. I tested the boundaries of my restraints. I relaxed a little. They had injected me with drugs and I thought to myself, “I'll just lie here until they untie me.” I lay there waiting. My nose started to itch. I could not scratch my nose. I am a twitchy person, and I wanted to stretch my arms above my head. Time passed. I grew bored of this game. “Hello!” I cried out. No one answered. I struggled against my bonds. They were secure. The locking mechanism that held me in place seemed flimsy, but I could not reach it. I started to scream. A nurse came in. “Please untie me,” I asked.

“Not yet. You have to calm down.” Being tied up made me very uncalm. The nurse left. “Help! Help! Help!” I screamed. I screamed, “Help!” until my voice wouldn't let me any more. I struggled against my bonds. Finally I was too tired. I lay there and felt miserable. A nurse came in. She asked if I wanted me to untie one of my arms. I said yes. She untied my left arm and left. This was a little bit better but it was still horrible. I suffered.

After some time I was set free. I walked into the living area where I had run into the door. I wanted to do it again. Then I thought about being tied up. Pure intimidation. I hate CAMH. Patients like me are dehumanized. The goal of CAMH is to make patients like me less of a threat to society. Rehabilitation comes second. Medication is not a choice. Treatment is legally enforced. Failure to cooperate is punished. I do not want to be crazy. I often think it would be more noble to fight against the system continually than to submit daily. I am weak. I am not a fighter. If someone knocks me down it takes a long time for me to stand up again.

Going insane ruins my life. It takes months for me to collect myself after a hospitalization. Then I live in fear of it happening again. I fear what happens to my inner reality as much as I fear what happens when I enter the hospital. The only thing that keeps me going is the inability to do nothing. I can't help but get back in the ring and go back to school and get a job. Staying still reminds me of being trapped in the hospital. When I get out I cry for hours because I feel like I'm on a roller coaster. I just went down a very steep incline and now I am going back up. Going up is as automatic as going down. I want to stay down so I don't fall again. I don't have the willpower to stay down. Every hospitalization gets worse. It is starting to become physically dangerous. Fuck you, CAMH. Back to the story.

Around this time a new Muslim patient came in. His name was Donan. He was very sensitive. I had the idea that he had done something bad in the past and he was trying to make up for it. He would offer everyone in the smoking room as many cigarettes from his pack as he could. Even if people already had cigarettes, he would try to give them cigarettes. On days when he had no cigarettes he would ask someone for a cigarette and if they refused to give him one he would get upset and say, “fine, you want me to be your Lucifer? I will be your arch Lucifer.” Then he would find a bucket and a rag from somewhere and begin scrubbing the smoking room floor. He would scrub for half a hour and then lie down and not be seen again for the rest of the day. 

Because I didn't have any money I quit smoking. I had a light habit and it wasn't that difficult. I took a few more Ativans to cope. A few weeks went by and I was let out on a overnight pass. It was Mother's Day. I tried to stay around my parents to celebrate the occasion, but I felt very uncomfortable. I asked if it was OK if I hung out in my basement room for awhile. Once again my mother had throughly cleaned my room, and once again I felt very uncomfortable there. I was used to the hospital. I did not want to go back. I started to crave pot. I looked in my drawer to see if I had any. I saw I had an old pouch of tobacco. I rolled up a cigarette and smoked it. I felt terrible. I asked my parents to take me back to the hospital.

It was sunset when I got back to the GPU. I went straight to the smoking room and sat on the floor and rolled a cigarette. Right as I finished rolling, the door opened and a woman entered. Her name was Harriet. She was a new age hippie. She sprouted off new age wisdom. I smoked my cigarette as she floated about the room. I finished smoking and began to roll another one. Harriet became concerned. She prayed for me. I felt better. I finished my cigarette and kept rolling more until I smoked the whole pouch. I was in pain and I wanted the pain to be deeper so I could get over it. Like when you scrape your knee and you press down on the wound. It stings, then quickly goes numb.

Harriet showed me that if you took the foil off the paper that wrapped cigarettes in their packages you could use them as rolling papers. I began taking off the foil all the time because it was fun. I had all this extra paper. I got it into my head to roll a large cigarette with the tobacco from the butts in the ash tray. I was going to smoke it but Harriet told me not to and I saw her point. Donan came in and asked us for a cigarette. I told him I didn't have any cigarettes, I only had this “cigar”. He said, “You want me to smoke that, that's fine.” Harriet told him not to. I told him not to as well. He said, “you want me to be your arch Lucifer, I will be your arch Lucifer.” He lit up the “cigar”. He began to smoke it and pace about the room.

You could tell he thought he was the devil while he was smoking the cigar. He looked like the devil. He had an angry expression on his face, except when he inhaled. When he inhaled, he looked pained. I told him to smoke. He insisted he wanted to be my Lucifer. He told a half story about how he felt a call from God to go to New York on a bus to do some bad things but then he realized they were bad and he stopped. Now he felt a call from God to smoke this “cigar” and he felt this calling was justified. He finished the “cigar” and began to scrub the floor.

A nurse came in and told him that the doctors had decided that they were going to increase his medication. Donan got very upset. He tried to reason with the nurse that the doctors had promised not to increase his medication. He went on to say that he only came to CAMH in the first place because he was promised that they would not put him on medication. He said he knew what he had done was wrong and he needed to be in CAMH but he did not need to be on medication. He was getting worked up. The nurse asked the other smokers to leave the room. We did. I watched through the glass as Donan got more and more upset and started to shout. The nurses called security. Donan holed himself into the smoking room. Then he ran into the closed door three times until the glass on the door shattered. Security rushed in and tackled him. They medicated him and dragged him to his room where he was strapped down to his bed for hours. I did not see Donan for three days.

The rest of the hospitalization was pretty boring. I got a new roommate named Gabriel and I tried for a little bit to see if he was the arch angel Gabriel. I liked him and was interested in him but at the same time I was afraid of him because he was very gay and I am uncontrollably homophobic. I don't hate gay people, I am afraid of them.

Gabriel was a freelance artist. He gave me his business card. He would take most jobs that were offered him. I saw him making tshirts that say, “Do you want a $2 Dance?” He was making the shirts out of the meager hospital art supplies. It seemed privative equipment for someone with his business card.

I think I was starting to annoy Harriet by following her around like a puppy dog. One day I was having a lot of pain in my head. Nothing would make it go away. Lying on the couch didn't help, lying in bed didn't help, not even pacing the halls. I paced anyway. Being dramatic by closing my eyes and slowing my walk seemed to bring temporary relief. This evolved to me following any impulse that paused my suffering. I staggered to the men's bathroom door and lay down on the tile. I closed my eyes and listened to the world around me. I began to believe that I was hearing the sounds of Jesus being carried to his cruxification. I didn't know the story, but I imagined myself, Jesus, in an old ox cart. The undecipherable chatter of people down the hall was a witch giving me my final prayers. The lunch cart rolled by and I saw that wheeling sound as the sound of the cart. When the bathroom door opened and closed that was the sound of the nails being driven in to my wrists. Later, Harriet asked me if I thought I was Jesus.

“I don't know,”

“Do you think you are Jesus?”

“Yes.”

“Do you think no one should ever have to work and we should all just do what we want?”

“Yes.”

“You are not Jesus. You are the Antichrist.” I don't know if that was an insult or a compliment.

I was purposefully not going on passes because I was afraid of them asking me to leave the hospital prematurely. Dr Shugar said I had to go on passes so I did. There was nothing for me to do out there anyway. After a little while when I had gone on enough passes, Dr Shugar asked me to leave. I did not think I was ready to go. I begged for more time. He gave me two weeks. The time went by uneventfully. I still did not want to go. I did not have a choice.

They let me out of the hospital. The night I was released, Maggie invited me to visit her house. She let me sleep in her bed. The world was new again, reality had shifted. I was no longer in a sterile environment but the messy room of a teenage girl. She mumbled something about Wicca and lit a candle. I was intrigued. I had been told many times that Wiccans aren't evil, but isn't that exactly what an evil person would say about themselves? I sensed evil in that room, but it was warm and dark and I liked it. For now I had the evil Wiccan Maggie's favour, and I was fully prepared to embrace the moment. We did not have sex, but she held me until I fell asleep. I was restless. I kept looking out behind her bed to the small window, where I could see the street lamps I feel the joy of being returned to the city.

I returned to Natradio, convinced I could inhabit the drug den and say no to the drugs. The first few nights were fine. Then finally this crackhead-looking computer programmer pulled out a huge joint and asked if I was joining him. I told him no, that I had just been in the hospital. He said, “I thought you were a pothead for life!” and gave me a yellow grin. Something about his scummy appearance broke the wall. I identified with how he looked, all fucked up, holding a joint, about to smoke it. I joined him, and from then on I just kept smoking.

I wrote in my journal about how I had finally realized I was fucked up and life would never be as I expected:

[Jul. 10th, 2005|03:13 pm] 

When I was younger I used to watch the TV and identify with the industry more than I identified with the characters and the plots. After years of repetition with slight variation, and after consuming book after book of biography or some famous heroin addict I felt that my destiny was to become one of those larger than life figures. I felt I understood them and what they went through and thought I was going through it myself.


Now recently in my life I have been slapped around by mental illness so much that it's hard for me to not think of myself as some cripple. I think of karmic rebirth and decide maybe this is my first time through the cycle as a human. All my friends seem to be doing better than me and I feel like I'm living my life with training wheels. I am functioning but it's at the lowest of levels and any fantasy that a glamourous life as an entertainer I might have is absurd. Right now I strive to have a full time job that pays at least 10 dollars a hour. I think if I had that job I could live on my own and start building a microcosm around me. Upgrade my computer, buy toys and gadgets, become an adult.

This is not to say I give up on becoming a comedian, just that being a comedian seems very far away from reality now. I'm stuck with welfare reality.

Shane was an introverted kid from my high school Improv team. I had played a critical role to introducing him to pot. He thought I looked down on him, which was partly true, though the way in which I looked down on him was the same way I looked down on myself. He and I were pretty similar.

Shane had introduced me to Maggie in my final year of high school. I was walking to the subway to get home, and Shane and Maggie were walking back to the school. Our paths crossed. Maggie struck up a conversation. Her beauty compelled me. I was able to maintain a conversation with this woman who I had just recently met because I was fueled by my instant crush on her. Shane stood and listened, fading out of existence, while Maggie and I talked. It started to rain. Still Maggie and I talked. Still Simon stood there. Finally I felt the pull of the bong and I went home.

Now Shane and Maggie were older. Shane was selling drugs and I needed a replacement dealer. Aiden had dropped out of existence after he got out of Toronto General Hospital. Aiden got straight and started working out. There was cheap pot coming out around then from the Chinese Mafia. It was very potent and practically half price. I began buying ounces from Shane.

I got a job working at StarBucks. I went to the interview stoned. I would have to wake up at 5 AM to get to work to open the shop. I was forced to be nice to the customers, which I never got the hang of. I was to become a coffee consieur. I learned how to say “espresso” and not “expresso.”.It was my job to regularly drink coffee and form opinions on the different varieties. I was given a notebook, free coffee, free coffee grounds, and permission to stop what I was doing during the slow periods and drink some coffee. I already was a fan of Coca-Cola. Being stoned made me tired. My caffeine addiction began.

Che continued to come over to my house to smoke pot. Che started to bring his friend Doug. Che and Doug were in their final year of High School together. Doug was focusing on developing a drug habit and taking photographs with his expensive digital camera that his twin psychiatrist parents bought him. Doug and I began to go out and take photographs of my neighborhood. It was the time before snow and people would throw their old trash out on the street. Flatscreen televisions were dropping in price and the streets were littered with the older models of television that were being made obsolete. I began to fill my room with televisions. Eventually my room had 3 televisions and two computer monitors. I would turn them all on at the same time and turn off all the lights. It was a little piece of heaven.

My room filled up with things from the street. We found a full collection of shitty old vinyl records about 10 minutes away from my house. I picked up as many as my arms could carry. “Anything good?” asked a passing hipster. “I don't know yet!” I manically replied. We made our way back to my house. We passed a shopping cart. “Are you thinking what I'm thinking?” Doug asked. “What?” Then it dawned on me. A few hours later we wheeled the overflowing shopping cart into my room.

I was very angry at this time. Most of what was happening was going on in my mind. I spewed vitriol at my livejournal. I would express my rage, and then stop posting for days because I was embarrassed by my words. To make this story complete I feel I should include an example of one of my drugged out rants.

[Oct. 18th, 2005|03:48 am] I'm going through cocacola withdrawal today. It is very real. It is a physical addiction, which is good in the fact that my mind is strong enough to prevent me from drinking more coke because my body keeps sending me signals of, "I feel like shit," and I know that if I drink just a little coke I'll feel better, but I also know that if I drink a little bit of coke I'll feel like shit later on.

See, pot is more dangerous than many people think. I remember when I first started smoking and asking questions like, "is it addictive," people would brush it off with, "yeah, but it's psychologically addictive, not physically," and the hidden message in that statement is, "you won't feel any pain from withdrawal, and you can stop anytime you want, cause you're in charge of your brain, right?"

Truth is psychological addiction is worse than the physical. With the physical addiction of coke I'm like, "uh... if I just had a sip maybe that would make me feel normal for a bit," with pot it's, "I'm bored, I want to smoke," but the "boredom" is in fact just the manifestation of the withdrawal.

Also, pot is a gateway drug. Because of pot I started smoking cigarettes. Because of pot I was drinking the copious amounts of coke in order to balance the sleepy effects of the ganja. And because I tried pot I tried acid, DXM, mushrooms, E, and probably a lot of other things. Very few people try acid before trying marijuana.

And then all that addiction helps push my mind over the edge. But I'm not blaming drugs on my madness. There was a patient in the hospital last time I was there who asked me if my insanity was the result of drug use. I said yes, and she said then it wasn't real. Apparently she went mad due to sun stroke, and because she wasn't a drug addict she felt she was more genuinely insane than me.

Well it's called a concurrent disorder. Did me doing drugs make me bipolar? Or did I start doing drugs because I was bipolar and I was self medicating? It's a chicken and the egg syndrome.

Once again I have more to write but my brain isn't functioning properly.

I was spending my full paycheque on pot, like I had done with most of my other jobs. StarBucks offered to sell employees shares at reduced prices. It seemed like a bit of a scam. People I talked to said, “Naw, that's an alright deal.” But I needed that money for weed.

My sleep schedule became completely detached from reality. I would be forced to wake up early, so sometimes I just wouldn't sleep. Or I would wake up at 9 pm and go back to sleep after my shift was over the next day. Sometimes I would sleep in the middle of the day. Sometimes I slept at night. This bizarre sleep pattern was further complicated to my obligations at the radio station. I do not remember a whole lot from this period. I am referring to old livejournal posts to aid my memory.

I pursued Maggie. One night she invited me and her friend Bob over. Bob and I had the same intentions. She toyed with us and suggested we buy condoms. Bob loved the idea but I was skeptical. Bob insisted that we buy them. We went to the store and Bob picked out the largest box of condoms he could find. Then he told me he didn't have any money. I reluctantly bought the condoms.

We got back to Maggie's apartment. Bob spent an hour trying to get into Maggie's pants while I lay in bed in the other room. Then it was my turn. She came to me. I told her I just wanted to sleep. I left the next morning. I don't know who kept the condoms.

Eventually Maggie and I had sex. And then we kept having sex and smoking pot and having sex. Maggie made clear that she wasn't my girlfriend. I came up with the term “consentual love partner” because I liked her so much. Things were at their wildest with Maggie. I would hammer an Oliva Chow poster to my bedroom wall at 2 AM and encourage my friends to deface it. I would invite my friends over at 3 AM and we’d get really stoned and improvise a song called, “Lighter on a String” using a broken Toys R Us guitar and a Casio keyboard that I had bought for $10 at Value Village. The song was called “Lighter on a String” because we had duct taped a lighter to a string attached to the ceiling. We were tired of always hunting for the lighter amid the wanton mess of my room.

Three months went by and then Maggie broke up with me. I had quit my job to spend more time with her and the drugs. I had $20 left to my name.

I decided I could sit in my room and sulk or I could do something productive. I called up a friend and invited him over. I gave him the $20 in exchange for some weed. I told him of my plan to walk to New York. He thought I was joking. I told him I was going to go now. I went upstairs and told my dad my friend had invited me on a camping trip. I asked my dad if I could borrow his sleeping bag. He gave me his consent. I went up to the attic and got the bag. I went out the door and started my journey.

It was mid February and everything was covered in snow. I walked west along Dundas until Dundas ended. I had no idea where I was. I walked along some streets I didn't know the name of until I reached highway 5. The highway split to “The King's Highway” and “The Queen's Highway.” I took the King's highway. I had packed my bag with books, as I thought that was the most important thing to take on the trip. Now I was hungry. I passed a Church and stopped by the side of the road wondering if I went in, would they feed me? I kept walking. Two teenagers ran up to me from behind. I told them my story. They gave me $5.

I saw a mall and remembered that I had gotten a Chapters gift card for Christmas. I found a Chapters and banged on the door. They were just closing. A panicked looking employee came to the door. He asked me what I wanted. I asked him if I could use my Chapters' gift card to buy food at the StarBucks inside the store. He said the store was closed. I said, “OK!” and moved on. In the parking lot a car honked its horn repeatedly. I heard the excited shouts of some women. I turned around and the car flashed its lights and honked its horn. Anyone could hitch hike to New York. I was walking to New York.

I kept walking and found a store. I bought a loaf of bread and some peanut butter with the $5. I ate a hunk of bread with a handful of peanut butter smeared over it then I kept walking.

I had been walking for 24 hours. It was snowing. I was on the naked highway. A thought came into my mind that I should dramatically collapse and freeze to death. I was just about to execute this thought when the police pulled me over. They asked me where I was going. I saw no reason to lie, despite the fact that I was aware that my plan was illegal. When I had set out I knew that if I didn't make it to New York I would be sent back to CAMH. It was a risk I was willing to take. Now I knew it was over.

The police took my bag and started asking me questions. Why was I out on the highway in the middle of the night. I had told them I was trying to get to New York but that answer didn't satisfy them. They said if I was coming from Toronto, it would be faster to go in the other direction. I told them I had heard the border was undefended in this direction. They mumbled something like, “What do you think we are?” Still they were not satisfied with my explanation. I was exhausted and just wanted to get this fiasco over with. I repeated over and over again that my girlfriend had broken up with me. As I talked a number of other highway patrol cars came to see what was going on. I imagine they didn't have anything better to do. Or maybe they were all getting a chance to see my face since I kept insisting that I would try this again – soon.

Finally I was put in the back of a car. The cops drove me to McDonalds, and said we would wait here for my dad. They hinted, or maybe just speculated for their own amusement, that my dad might take me the rest of the way. They pretended like they were high on acid, “I'm tripping,” they said. They were either making fun of me or trying to gain insight into what had made me do this. They offered to buy me anything I wanted from McDonalds, but I refused. I was hungry and exhausted but I didn't want anything from these men. We waited a long time while I struggled not to throw up or pass out.

My dad came and drove me back to Toronto. I asked him not to ask me about what happened. I was too sick and tired to speak, and I was embarrassed by what I had done. The trip took over a hour by car. I was proud. All this sitting in passenger seats of cars had given me a second wind. I made a plan to get back on the road as soon as we got home.

We got home and I went inside, put down the sleeping bag, then immediately went back out the back door. I walked along Dundas from Ossington to Yonge. My dad followed me in his car. Halfway through the trip a Cruiser joined him. Once I got to the Yonge and Dundas intersection the Cruise pulled me over. My dad told the police man he could take me to the hospital, but the policeman insisted that he take care of it. They drove me to Toronto Western Hospital.

I was rushed past Admission and brought into a back room marked “Shower.” I was afraid they were going to kill me. I thought to a scene in the Animatrix where a long distance runner exceeds his human potential and the Agents force him into a wheelchair for the rest of his life. I thought I had finally broken free of society and now it was time to die.

The nurse in the Shower room told me to take off my shoes. My feet were covered in blisters. I asked the nurse if she was going to peel the blisters or if I should do it myself. She looked at me in disgust and said she would do it if I couldn't do it, but maybe it would be better if I did it myself. I grinned and set to work. The nurse was impressed with the speed at which I was able to tend to myself. I overcame my shyness and ate a piece of dead skin in victory. The nurse was appalled. I asked the nurse if I had done a good job, and she pointed out a few areas that could use some trimming. I finished the job. Next they led me to a foot bath. I washed my feet and applied lotion. This was the most painful part.

A doctor came in and we had a brief interchange. I don't remember what was said, but I think that from hearing how I had gotten to the hospital he knew  He gave me a pill and told me to lie down. He left the room and went out to the hall to talk to my father. I heard the name CAMH, I lose consciousness.

I kept waking up feeling like my mind was in a plasm cage. I would pass out after a minute spent in this clouded, sub-real state. My moments of consciousness slowly extended. By the time I was awake for hours at a stretch I had already become accustomed to my environment. It felt perfectly normal to be where I was, like I had been there my entire existence. Meals were brought to my bed, my bed in the glass cage, the glass cage was the sum of my universe. Slowly I built strength. I was able to leave my glass cell and sit at the table in the ACU. I would eat half of my meal, then go to sleep immediately afterwards. I was utterly exhausted from this simple task.

I was eating lunch one day when I remembered where I was. I was in CAMH. My universe expanded to the confines of the building. Slowly I remembered the building was located in a place called Toronto. Toronto was a city. The idea of Toronto was abstract. There were words and phases that I could connect to Toronto, but no images, no memory. Suddenly the doors by the elevator burst open and a black girl was wheeled in on a stretcher. She was surrounded by nurses. She was brought to a glass cell and strapped to a bed. The nurses were injecting her with something. She started groaning. They told her to wake up. She groaned. The were shaking her and telling her to wake up.

“Leave her alone!” I cried. I stood at the entrance to her glass cell. My back straightened itself. It was an odd sensation. I have lost the ability to properly straighten my back with conscious effort, but seeing this spectacular flooded me with adrenaline. Doubtless the reason why I had been in such a stupor for so long is because they had given me heavy doses of medication. Seeing this admission was naturally disturbing, but something about it particularly disturbed me.

“This doesn't concern you, go back to your room,” one of the nurses' commanded.

“That could be me!” I exclaimed, somewhat hysterically.

Silence.

“Go to your room and stay there until we tell you it is OK to come out.”

I felt shell shocked. The mania and adrenaline left me. I stumbled to my glass cell like a zombie. I sat on my bed. “How did I get here?” I asked myself. I was on the highway, I was at Toronto Western Hospital... this isn't Toronto Western Hospital. How did I get here? A nurse came into my cell. He was holding a needle. “I am going to give this to you,” he said. I asked him, “How did I get here?” He told me we'd talk about that after I got the needle. He injected me in my arm. “How did I get here?” I repeated. “Just lie down,” he said. I put my head on the pillow and I was gone.

<Chapter>

I woke up. The highway. Why was I on the highway? Maggie. I stumbled towards the phone. A patient and a nurse were in my way.

“My name is Clark damn it, say my name, my name is Clark!” I did not want to get too close. Clark was loud. He projected power in his voice. The nurse who was trying to calm him down was all puffed up, preparing himself to restrain Clark. I went back to my cell. I tried to remember Maggie. It was difficult. Maggie belonged to Toronto, and the universe my brain was allowing myself to be aware of was confined to this building. My mind's eye got brief glances of Maggie's face. All I could remember about Maggie was that I wanted her. All I could remember was that she made things better. Outside of my room Clark was being restrained. I fell asleep.

I found out the girl who had been brought in on a stretcher had been on Canadian Idol. She was black and she was beautiful. I was intimidated by her. I made every effort to not get to know her. She sat in front of the television all day watching soap operas and eating junk food. She had the body of a model yet somehow she was able to eat chip after chip, cookie after cookie. Her mom came in on Easter and gave me a chocolate egg. “Are you black?” her mom asked me. It seemed like a ridiculous question, but I was afraid if I said no they might think I was racist. “I don't think I'm black. No.” I said. They both laughed. “Yeah, you're black,” the singer's mother told me.

The CAMH at College and Spadina had previously been known as The Clarke. During my first hospitalization the staff at CAMH had been proud of the building's history. They referenced the name Clarke like a hipster would name drop a obscure celebrity he once got drunk with. Now the name Clarke was being officially removed from the building's history. The staff were under orders to refer to the building as CAMH. All documents were being modified to read CAMH without reference to the name Clarke. At first I thought Clark was mocking CAMH. His most obvious delusion was that he insisted on being called Clark. It was as if Clark was the human manifestation of the building.

As I regained my strength my mania became more apparent. The ACU was tiny. It consisted of five bedrooms and a nursing station. I was not allowed to leave this tiny bubble for any reason. I began to walk around the unit in circles like a tiger trapped in his cage. Each day I would walk a little longer, my pace a little faster. Clark took it upon himself to interrupt me. He would stand in my path and engage me in conversation. He was very funny. He told jokes and did impressions. He did impressions of characters from The Lord of the Rings. Because my mind was more susceptible to suggestion than it normally would be, these impressions were highly effective. When he pretended to be Frodo, my mind made all the necessary connections and Clark's face actually looked more like Frodo's than I had imagined before. The more often he did these impressions, the more accurate they seemed, until I started to speculate that he was the actor who had played Frodo in the movies, and this was his subtle way of letting me know. Then he would pretend to be Golum, and the delusion morphed to make me believe that he was exactly as Golum was on the big screen. I searched my muddled mind. Were Frodo and Golum played by the same actor?

Clark was always yelling at anyone who would listen that people were to stay out of his room. He put pennies on the sliding door, so if the door was moved he would find out. Our rooms were made of glass, and it was easy to see inside of them without actually stepping inside. Clark's room was nondescript. It had an unmade bed, and the floor was covered by loose papers. In the corner was a coffee cup. My room was far more interesting. I had more reason to demand people stay away from my room. I had a stack of books that I was never quiet enough to read. I had some chips and pop. I kept notes on my insanity, trying to remember my past life, and trying to understand my current one. I was no longer the same person I had been when I came into the hospital. I felt like I woke up in another person's fully formed mind. There was all this knowledge that I suddenly had in my brain that I wasn't aware of before. I took notes trying to figure out how to access that knowledge.

Clark showed me that he brushed his hair with shoe polish. I asked him why. He said because it made him look older. He showed me a few strands of his hair that had turned permanently grey from the abuse caused by the shoe polish. Clark told me that was also the reason why he smoked cigars and drank hard liqour. He wanted to look older. He asked me how old I thought he was. I estimated 30. He would not tell me his real age. He could have been 18, he could have been 50. It was hard to tell because he was constantly destroying his physical appearance.

Maggie started visiting. She and Clark were a perfect match. I became jealous of Clark. Maggie would buy Clark subs from across the street. He asked her to bring some tea. I thought that request was code for, “Bring me pot,” but Maggie brought in actual tea, and Clark seemed happy with that. One time when Maggie was leaving Clark got permission to walk her to the elevator. He was gone for awhile and when he came back the nurses were angry at him. “What? All I did was go into the elevator and got off.” This seemed to have two meanings. The sexual one was unlikely but it burned my brain.

Clark told me he was going to buy me a present. I was flattered, but also paranoid. I did not deserve a present from him, so why was he giving me one? He must want something. Later that afternoon he came back with a plastic bag. He told me my present was inside. I looked inside and there was a broken, glass juice bottle. I carefully removed the bottle. Underneath was the box set of the Superman DVDs. I told him I could not accept such an expensive present. He conceded immediately and took the DVDs from me. I asked him if he still wanted the broken bottle. He thought for a moment and said yes. I paced the unit a few times until Clark stopped me and invited me into his room. He picked up on of the loose pages on the floor and told me to look at it. It was a print out of a Google Images search result for Superman. Finally I put it together. The dyed black hair. The obsession with Superman. The insistence of being called Clark. Clark thought he was Clark Kent. Clark thought he was Superman.

Clark came up to me with an escape plan. He was going to start a fire and that would automatically unlock the doors that kept us prisoner. We would make our way to the roof and jump off to freedom. I told him I was afraid of heights and wasn't confident that I could land in the giant fireman freedom pillow that I had seen on TV. Clark told me not to worry. Clark would jump first.

Alex and another friend of mine from high school came to visit me. After I got off the phone with Alex I remembered a MSN conversation I had with him shortly before being hospitalized. I told Alex that if they ever locked me up again, I wanted him to bring a bomb with him when he visited me so he could blow up the building. Alex had agreed. Now Alex and our friend Peter were in front of me, grinning and clutching their backpacks. “What's in the bag?” I nervously asked. “Oh, you know...” Alex replied with a sly smile. The three of us sat at a table. Alex and Peter told me stories about the outside while I laughed uncontrollably, convinced that the bomb would go off at any moment. Whenever one of them shifted their feet, those evil feet sitting right next to their backpacks, I braced myself for impact. After about half an hour of laughing like a madman, not really hearing anything that Alex and Peter were saying, the two decided to leave. “What about the bomb?” I meekly asked Alex.

“Ben, you da bomb,” Alex cooed with an evil grin.

I spent the rest of the afternoon convinced the cola Alex had bought me was responsible for some kind of space age bomb that was now hiding in my bloodstream.

I had told myself that if I was going to be hospitalized again I would not take my medication in the hospital. I suspected that I would come out of my manic phases naturally, regardless of if I took the pills or not. I got away with refusing to take the medicine the first two nights, but then they started to strap me down and inject me. The nurses said the doctor wanted to speak to me about my medication. Clark recommended I force the doctor to speak with me in the unit. He said the doctor would have less power over me that way. After some arguing with the nurses, the doctor gave into my demands. Our debate was like a game of speed chess, with the doctor winning easily. He told me I only had to take .5 mg of Risperdone. I thought that was next to nothing, and a good compromise. The next day the nurse brought me 1 mg. “But the doctor said it was .5,” I pleaded. 

“He wants you to take more now,” she said. 

“I don't want to,” I mumbled, with resignation in my voice. 

“If you don't take the pill, we will have to inject you,” she said. I took the damn pill. Soon I was taking 2 mg. Then 4. 

“But this is more than I was taking before I came here.”

“I know,” said the nurse with sympathy.

My mom came to visit me. She asked me why I tried to walk to New York. I started to cry, and did not stop for 40 minutes. Outside there was a shouting match between Clark and the Canadian Idol girl over whose hospitalization it was. They were both divas in their own way, and both of them saw this hospitalization as a show staring them. I howled like a wolf, full of sadness. It seemed I could not escape from the recurring fate of being locked away at CAMH. After one particularly loud howl, I heard a nurse say, “Well I guess we know whose hospitalization this is.”

A week later my mother called to tell me she couldn't make it to the hospital on that day. I went to my room and started to cry, the same as before, but without my mother. A nurse came and sat with me as far away from me as possible. She had a box of tissues. I went through half the box. She asked me if I wanted to talk about it. I could not express myself in words. I was just experiencing pure sorrow.

After a week of me accepting the medication, the powers that be decided it was safe to move me up to the 10th floor. I left my cell without question and boarded the elevator. On the elevator I realized that I was not being set free, that I was just being moved to a larger cell. They brought me to my room, and I could have sworn it was the exact same room I had inhabited during my first hospitalization. I had a bag of a few days worth of clothes and a stack of books and papers. I put them in my room and wandered the halls. The doughnut was open on both sides. On my side the television had been removed and replaced with a ping pong table. 

I started to play one player ping pong. I lifted one side of the table up, so when I volleyed the ball it would bounce back. This method was flawed, as when I hit the ball and it landed near the net, on the other side of the table, it often fell between the crack. The ping pong was right next to the nurses station and it clearly annoyed them. They eventually told me to stop.

I paced the halls, circling the whole doughnut. The fear I had during my first hospitalization, that I would be trapped on one side of the doughnut, was expelled by the second time I passed through the halls. 

I did, however, have an intense fear of the doctors. I felt I had been coerced by the bald, handsome and muscular doctor downstairs into going back on to my medication. I was afraid what the next stage of my treatment would be. During my 4th hospitalization, when I had tangled with the nefarious Dr Shugar, Harriet had told me that I should just refuse to speak to him during my sessions. She said that would really throw him for a loop. At the time I thought I could reason with him. But I was learning there was no way to win when debating a doctor. My last thread of hope was that  I could just wait the doctor out.

My current doctor on the 10th floor, Dr P, was the same doctor who had asked me to participate in a chorus of doctors during my first hospitalization. In the time that had passed between then and now, I had come to regret turning him down. I thought if I had allowed the chorus of doctors to diagnose me, maybe I would have had better medical treatment in the intervening years, and maybe I would not be in this situation. So there was a conflict in me between being afraid of this doctor, because all doctors are evil, and holding out hope that this doctor might be a skilled psychiatrist who could finally fix me.

Dr P came to my room a few times and asked to talk to me. I hid in my bed, looking out at him from under the cover with desperate eyes. I did not know what would happen if I continued my silence. A few days of this went by. My arm started to hurt. It was the arm where I had burned myself with a cigarette. The burn was right over a major vein. I could see the vein through my skin, and the burn going over top of it. Years had past since I had burned myself, and the mark was still red. I was already paranoid from being in this mental state. The paranoia was aggravated by my self imposed silence. Finally I had to ask Dr P what he thought of my arm. Dr P ran his fingers gently over the burn and said it should be fine. He asked me if there was anything else I was worried about. I shook my head no. Unfortunately, it was with this the wall was broken. Slowly I opened up to Dr P more and more.

On the Other Side there was a room inhabited by a short girl who wore all black at all times. This included a black baseball cap that she wore over her shaved head. I was intrigued by her, but she frightened me. She was always yelling on the phone. I suspected that no one was on the other end of the phone. She would say things on the phone that I just knew were secretly directed at me. 

The third day I was there, I could not sleep, and I went from room to room asking every patient in the hospital if they would marry me. Now this black robed girl was talking on the phone and she asked the “other person”, “Did you say 'marry you' or 'bury you?'” This just made me love her more.

There was a patient there named Colin. He lived in the room next to mine. The first night I was there, as I felt myself falling asleep, I could hear Colin murmuring in his rooms. His murmurs became my thoughts, became my dreams. He described holing up in his parents basement, brewing up more and more powerful weed. Eventually the weed became essentially crack, and he described how he used the crack-weed to influence girls to sleep with him. In my dreams I became Colin, and when I awoke in utter fear I realized that in a way I actually was Colin. How much of Maggie's company had been because she loved me, how much had been her desire to smoke the boundless pot that inhabited my room? 

A nurse came to my room and told me they were taking blood. I was thinking of my other friend Colin. The first friend I ever had in life. Colin the first had been so smart. Colin the first had been present at my birth, he had taught me how to play Dungeons and Dragons in preschool, he had given me pride in being tall and skinny, saying that people like Colin and me were “elves.” Colin could help me out of this situation. 

“I don't want to give blood,” I protested. 

“Colin's giving blood,” came the nurse. That did it. I gave blood. It hurt, but it made me feel closer to my past, to my childhood, to being normal.

Maggie came to visit me. There was not much to do on the 10th floor. She asked me if I wanted something to drink. I told her there was coffee and tea, but the coffee was decaf and tasted horrible. Maggie said she could make it taste good. She made me a cup of coffee and it actually did taste good. We talked and drank coffee and I felt great. It felt similar to the time I had spent in the smoking room during my 2nd hospitalization. The crushing reality of being in a hospital melted away, and I was left being in this cool, interesting place, having a good chat with a friend.

I asked Maggie to make me another cup. Then another. By the fourth cup she got worried, but I assured her it was decaf and there was nothing to worry about. The coffee really did taste good, and I tied its pleasant taste to the good feelings I was having with Maggie. I did not want this oasis to run dry. But after the fourth cup she had to go. I did not want to let go of the feeling. I kept making myself coffee. Soon the milk ran out, and then the sugar. I was no longer enjoying the coffee, I was holding tight to the idea of the coffee, and drinking as much, as quickly, as I could. I felt myself getting sick. 

Thoughts of suicide entered my head. I did not actually think the coffee was going to kill me, but I hoped it would, and I hoped it was at least bringing me closer. At least this masochism was a good dry run for when I might try to do something like this again, with something more dangerous. I drank and drank and threw up. I threw up a lot, because I had been drinking so much liquid. It felt really good. I was right in front of the nurses station, and the nurses ran out immediately and told me to take a shower. I did not want to shower. I said I would just change my clothes. The nurses told me I had to take a shower, and I knew by now that I had no choice in the matter. I knew the water would be cold and unpleasant and completely kill the buzz that I had been desperately holding on to. But I had to do as I was instructed. I went and showered.

The water was surprisingly warm. I made it as hot as it would be. My skin felt strange. The water on my veins felt sharp, while the rest of my skin felt numb. I felt like I was slitting my veins with the water. It felt good. It felt like I was dying. I did not want to let go of this feeling, but the feeling was subsiding. I exited the shower with a smile on my face. I put on the thin blue robe and walked out into the cold hall. The air conditioner was always too high. The cold hurt, and I liked it. By the time the water dried off, I was back in the hospital. Locked in a box.

<Chapter> 

A student nurse encouraged me to do my laundry. She brought a cup of laundry detergent to my room. It was all lumpy. She was disgusted by it. 

“I want you to eat this!” she joked. I reached for it. 

“No, don't eat this!” she squealed. She handed the soap towards me. 

“Don't eat this,” she said. 

“What does it taste like?” I asked. 

“It's poison, don't eat it,” she said. I looked at it. It was soon to be Easter. The tiny soap pellets looked like little Easter eggs. Later when she wasn't around I ate some. It tasted like Cadbury Mini Eggs. 

The nurses and the patients were commenting on how skinny I looked. 

“You need to gain weight!” 

They would give me cans of Ensure with my meals but no change was happening. I was a little twig of a boy. My eyeballs bulged in my sunken in, grey eye sockets. I would wear the hospital gowns and slippers and glide through the halls like a ghost. I wanted extra portions at meals but so did everyone else, so I was afraid to ask for them, afraid of the competition. My breakfast would be light, if existent. Breakfast was never my strong suit. I watched television sitcoms and saw how the fat men were adored. People thought the fat men were stupid, but they loved them. 

“I'm 80% nougat!” one fat man exclaimed to raucous laughter. What did that mean, anyways?

I pooped long turds into the toilet and got up and stared at them. That turd was a significant portion of my body weight, just down the drain. 

“I'm 80% nougat!” came the fat man's cry. No. That is madness. Then I thought to one of my High School teachers who waxed philosophic about how birds eat seeds from shit, so what was so bad about eating shit? You gotta try everything in life once, did you not? Or how would you know you didn't like it? It all made sense. I am underweight because I refuse to eat my own shit. All my other friends were heavier because they were good boys and girls and they knew that a little shit is part of a balanced diet. 

The mother of one of my other emaciated friends took us to a Chinese restaurant and ordered us 1,000 year old egg. It was supposed to taste like shit. Traditionally the egg is kept in a pile of manure for a long time until the shit has soaked through the whole egg. Then the skin in peeled and you eat the egg. In this case, the egg was made using some chemical. It still tasted like shit. My friend's mother was concerned about our weight, and was showing us the path. No one talked about eating shit because eating shit was taboo, but everyone ate some shit.

I started to pee in the garbage can in my room at night and drink the piss in the morning. My mom brought me oranges, and orange peels mixed with pee tasted quite good. The janitor was disgusted. The janitor looked like he ate a little shit himself. I called Maggie excitedly up on the telephone. I told her I was going to eat shit. She sounded distracted. 

“OK, I'll be right back,” I told her. I went to the washroom and ate a turd. I made it back to the phone and told Maggie that I had done it. I had been holding the shit down the whole time. It was the worst tasting thing I have ever swallowed. Worse than 1,000 year old egg. I threw up all over myself and the phone. I became delirious. I dropped the phone. 

“Ben? Ben?” I could hear Maggie calling from the receiver. I had vomit all over my hospital gown. I heard the nurses in the nurses' station, a few feet away, talking about seafood. I saw the vomit as seafood. I see. Nougat is shit and seafood is vomit. No wonder I'm so skinny. Look at all this food I'm not eating. I began to eat the seafood. I threw up some more.

Maggie called me back 10 minutes later and told me she was coming over. She said she had some real food for me. She brought me two plain pieces of bread with some butter and sticks of cheese in them. With them she brought a Mars bar. She told me to eat all of it. The sandwich was disgusting. She had a doctor look at me. The doctor was amused. 

“You're not going to do that again, are you?” he asked with a sly smile. 

“N...no...” I said. I wasn't sure if he was speaking in code. 

“Are you?” he asked while raising an eyebrow. 

“No.” I said more firmly. Maggie told me to finish my sandwich. I told the doctor I had already eaten half of it. He chuckled and said it was OK.

Maggie said, “You need to eat!” 

“You want to see what I can eat?” I boasted. I took her to the laundry room. I scooped some laundry detergent out of the machine. 

“No, don't eat that!” Maggie shouted. 

“No, it's fine I've done it before,” I raised the soap to my mouth. Maggie wrestled the soap away from me and pushed me out the door. Maggie was stronger than me. Once again I saw the doctor. The doctor looked into my mouth. He chuckled. 

“You have to stop eating things,” he said. “Except food,” he smiled. “You know what food is, don't you?”

<Chapter>

For a long time I wasn't given any privileges.  The nurse who had taken me on a haircut during my first hospitalization, I never did catch his name, came around telling people that they were going out for basketball. I desperately wanted to get off the unit. I had been inside the hospital for at least a month. I remembered going out to play volleyball and those brief moments of freedom when I walked from the main building to the gym. I joined some other patients by the elevator and anxiously waited to be led downstairs. The demon nurse asked another nurse if I was allowed to go outside. Apparently I wasn't. I was led back inside, more wound up than before.

I started to pace. Another nurse offered me an Ativan. I didn't even want to be on the drugs they already had me on. Ativan was optional, and Ativan was addictive. Even the staff at CAMH didn't deny that Ativan was addictive. I turned down the Ativan. I began to pace some more. I went to where the smoking room used to be. It was now being used for video games. I didn't want to play any of the video games. I paced. A nurse came with a pill in her hand and told me to take it. I told her that Ativan was optional and I didn't want to take Ativan. She said that yes, Ativan was optional, but...

The message was conveyed that if I didn't agree to take the Ativan, I would be strapped down and sedated. I was already too fed up to deal with having to deal with being strapped down. I just wanted to sleep, in my own bed, at home. I took the pill and sat down in front of the TV. Something stupid was on. TV was boring, video games were boring, the only thing interesting were the other patients.

I slowly walked up and down the hall, trying to catch a glimpse of someone else's madness through cracked bedroom doors. A nurse told me not to loiter in the halls. Either stay in my room or watch TV. I tried playing some video games. I tried watching TV. I tried calling some people. No one picked up, and the people who did pick up didn't have much to say. Including my parents. My mother kept promising she would come tomorrow. That I just had to be patient. I was a patient.

Finally something interesting happened. Someone freaked out. A patient was refusing to take his pills and was being cornered by some nurses and security guards. I watched with wonder. So this is what it looked like from the outside. Watching him being dragged off to his room calmed me down, and I sat down for a night of mindless TV.

The next day, I saw there was something called group walks. I asked if I could participate in the group walk. My nurse consulted another nurse, and it was decided that I could. All day I looked forward to going out on the walk, that was to take place around 7 p.m. Most of the enjoyment I had from that day came from looking at the clock. I would find some task, any task, that would take my mind off time, and perform it swiftly – for I was hungry – before looking back to see how much time had passed. Killing 15 minutes was quite satisfying. Killing an hour was amazing. More than an hour and it almost had the reverse effect. I enjoyed that time had passed, but I did not get the pleasure I would have had if I had watched it die.

The sun was setting as we started our walk. The nurse asked the four of us which way we wanted to go. We decided to walk west. I tried to stay as far away from the nurse as possible. I thought I heard the other patients murmuring to each other dares to make a run for it. My mind delighted in the possibility of mutiny. It was one nurse and four patients. If we all scattered in different directions, there was no way she could catch us. 

A black patient took a few drags from a marijuana cigarette that he bummed off a drunken man smoking outside of the bar. I could clearly smell the pot smoke. He offered a hit to me, but I was too afraid. The nurse asked what it was he said it was just a cigarette and laughed. The nurse, who was short, fat, and black with dyed blonde hair laughed as well. I thought to myself how much I would enjoy going on these walks. If I could stay in the hospital for the rest of my life, and every evening go out on a walk like this, I would be happy.

A tall white patient kept getting distracted by the LED lights of the many computer shops that littered College Street. I thought they were mildly entertaining, even more so now, since I was shielded from stuff like that in the hospital, but I got it into my head that once we passed Bathurst, all hell would break loose and we could run away. I would go home. I knew the police would be there to pick me up, but at least I would be home, just for a moment. It was only a 20 minute walk from College and Bathurst to my home, and the hospital had kept me in good shape. I was well fed, well rested, and felt I could jog home no problem. The tall white patient lingered from store to store, and I kept pushing forward, eager to get to Bathurst. Eager to get as far away from the hospital as possible. 

When we got to Bathurst, I stood at the curb. The light was red and I was ready to cross. The nurse asked if we wanted to go further. The consensus was no. I was not in charge of this expedition. I felt like I was lucky to have been allowed to come. I felt I had no voice that could persuade my companions to go further. And further, if my companions wanted to turn back now, my thought that we were all going to make a break for it was incorrect. The trip back to the hospital was a reverse of the trip there. Everyone was eager to get back except me, who kept dragging along behind.

4th

Before I left I met with Dr Sony. He told me I had to quit pot. I told him I didn't think I could. He asked me how I got my money for pot. I told him I stole money from my mother. He asked who I would steal from when I no longer had my mother? I said I didn't know. He said he was going to tell my mother to call the police the next time I stole from her. All this was strangely effective. Before meeting with Dr Sony I had told myself, “fuck CAMH, when I get out of here I'm going to do so many drugs.” But the fear of my mother's death made me quit. I stayed away for two years.

Appendix

The following was written in one night while I was working at Burger King. I had taken a pill of E that I had bought from a co-worker. It was the dirtiest E imaginable. I stayed up all night smoking pot, chewing the cap off my bong, and writing this, because it was all I was able to do. I sent this to Alex, and it laid the seed for me writing the larger story that you have just read. I have changed the names of the people in the following story to the names of the people in the main book. Enjoy.

This may take awhile. Please read though, it's very personal and important to me. It's long, so I divided it up into parts. 

Feel free to skip to the part that you think you'll find the most interesting.

Part One - Drugs

Part Two - Girlfriend

Part Three - Boyfriend

Part Four - The Breakdown

Part Five – The Hospital

Part One - Drugs


Oh sure, they're fun, but they're dangerous. Stuff like pot you don't really have to worry about in less you smoke it chronically, which I've started to do in the last couple months. Pot's bad for your health but it’s debatable how bad for the brain.


I would like to relate an experience that happened to me. Last summer I had a psychotic episode and was hospitalized at the Centre for Addiction and Mental Health (CAMH). This will be the clearest and the fullest telling of the most intense period of my life. As a result it's a little long. It's got sex drugs and rock n roll tho, so i recommend you read.


At the end of the school year, June, I had gotten a really good shroom connection, plus I had a job as a telemarketer for a week which paid as much as it sucked to work there. My past history with drugs had been smoking pot since the end of grade 9, though not much. I  tried shrooms and acid about 3 times each, I once stole codeine from the medicine cabinet, and even once in desperation one night, DXM.  Yes large doses of cough syrup stolen from the family supply. (Don't do this by the way. It melts fucking holes in your brain. Read more about Olney's Lesions at http://www.erowid.org/chemicals/dxm/dxm_health1.shtml ) Also, I once tried to take a large dose of nutmeg, but that didn't work.


Everyone draws lines around what drugs they will or won't do, and those lines are always shifting. For a long time I never snorted anything because it seemed so dangerous or at least painful, but I did it once and there's nothing to be afraid about. Actually there's a lot to be afraid of which i mainly why I rarely if ever snort something. (I snorted prescription pills they give to the unbalanced teens who tend to hang out drug users, not something like coke) Some people only do things that grow naturally on our planet, I don't see how that's any safer, as poisons and lava are quite natural, but whatever makes you feel safe. Whatever lets you think, "hey, well at least I'm not as out of control as THOSE drug users." 


Back to the story. I had recently gotten a killer shroom connection. I was picking up Half-Os for $100, which is a good price for shrooms, I've heard better, but you generally have to personally know the grower for prices like these, and I was getting this amazing deal from some random guy who I didn't know outside of dealing, well technically I met him at the Marijuana March and smoked a huge spliff with him at 420, but there were so many people in that circle that I'd still call us strangers. I started selling some shrooms to my close friends, to keep this one time fat paycheck growing  (to buy more drugs in the future of course. Ya gotta think ahead, even when dealing with drugs. Especially when you're dealing with drugs!). Well, I'm not sure if it wasn't just my close friends who I sold it too, anyone really, hopefully I was smarter than that and I had enough friends that I didn't need to hustle. I don't remember. I'm surprised my pothead memory remembers as much as it is. 


Money wise I broke even most of the time. This wasn't a stable business, I'd slowly have less money at the end of each cycle. I'd have to pitch an extra $20, and by the ends go halves with a friend, but you'd get so much return on your investment, and you'd get to pick out the best stems and caps, and of course don't forget to lap up the powerful shake at the bottom. Put it in a tea or something, drink it all up. 

When I first started selling my friend asked me for Quarter, which would be half of my Half-O gone no muss no fuss. The deal was to take place at a party at a friend's house, where many similar deals would take place, be it for weed or 'rooms or something else - this is what many teenagers do on a typical friday night. 


Most of us are of course known to drink on occasion, but all of us prefer pot, so if we do buy beer it's usually 40s of OE or Colt 45. Sometimes we'll splurge on some liquor, like some rum or tequila before the price went through the roof, but booze is expensive, so it's only really done when you somehow have some extra cash around and aren't ready to buy more pot. 


Most of us shun cigarettes, and a couple of us have done some harder drugs like Acid or E. The people who had done the harder drugs mostly have been smoking weed longer. I do believe it's true that the longer you smoke the herb the better chance you will move on to something stronger. I don't think that's a bad thing as long as you know what you're doing, which sadly most don't.


So we're at the party. I took my mushrooms as soon as i had them weighed out, and I went first because I'm a little pig, and I was the one with the power. It is traditional for everyone to consume at once, it's a symbolic thing. But I'm impatient, I had a lot of nervous energy and I needed an outlet as soon as possible. Too my surprise they started kicking in quickly. 


Slowly my friends joined me, and energy was starting to build in the room. You could feel the drugs surging up and down your bloodstream, wrapping you up in the illusion. We were all full out hallucinating, doing little games to trip each other out, watching geometric patterns appear before our eyes, the walls melt and the winter wallpaper change seasons to summer then back again.  We got the giggles. Eventually we were all tripping balls and absolutely had to leave the house before a sleeping mother was awakened to find her son and a bunch of screaming lunatics eating her couch. It all happened so fast I didn't have time to weigh out the quarter.  


We went down to the park a couple blocks away and somehow my friend who wanted a quarter found us, which is surprising because we were supposed to meet at the house and we didn't leave a note. 


So anyways, at this point I'm really paranoid cause I've got about 8 grams of shrooms in my pocket and getting caught with possession is one thing but getting caught with intent to distribute and you're fucked. The park is filled with people despite it being past 11 and oh no what if they find out and put down their tennis rackets to call the cops? We deserve it, we're going nuts, screaming, laughing, letting go of reality for just one moment so we can take a little break and try to heal. 


So instead of doing the professional thing which would be to go back to the house where the scale is and do this shit up right, I give him whatever's left in the bad, must have been around 8.4 (7 is what you're aiming for), so I guess someone was getting lucky tonight. Then I committed the real sin: I RUN OFF BEFORE HE CAN GIVE ME THE MONEY. Just get as far away from that awful comedown of paranoia of being around "evidence" 


The next day I was all freaked out that I wouldn't get the money, cause even if he's your friend he might just not pay you. What are you going to do about it? Stop being his friend for some dumb mistake YOU made. But my friend paid me. There was just one catch: he found out how much i bought this for and thinks I could be selling to him cheaper. I could but I'm selling at the standard price and these are good shrooms. Plus his bag was heavy. He has nothing to complain about but I lower the price because I still haven't developed that dealer mentality or profit profit profit, and I kinda owed it to him for paying me at all. I end up making maybe $10 profit, but even if things didn't blow up like they did later on I think I would be out of I by now. 

Part Two - Girlfriend


But this is supposed to be an antidrug story.The point is I had access to a lot of shrooms, which was one of my favorite drugs. I began doing them regualrly. Drugs weren't the only thing happening to me at the time though. For the first time in like, ever, I had a girlfriend. 


I have a horrible romantic history, from dating the most hated girl in the school and having to defend her for the two weeks we we "going out" went went on about 2 dates) from constant criticism, until I got dumped for practically making out with her hot friend (who was one of those only attractive when you're drunk girls, it's just i always met her at parties and I was always drunk, because it is a party, not because I am an addict of course. 


So that didn't work out and then there was this girl the next year who i finally worked up the nerve to ask out on a date after a good month of stalling and obvious flirting. It was a situation where both people like each other but they're both too shy to say anything. Not that this was a shy, sweet little girl, she stabbed me with pens. 


I finally ask her out and she said yes. We hung out for the first time as a couple on our mutual friend's front porch. Then something shitty happened that fucked up everything. Her dad, the recently excon/drug dealer straight out of NYPD Blue walked by, and I had been warned that I doesn't want his daughters dating, strange how a dealer can be so conservative. He stares at me with his bloodshot eyes eyes and says "\What the fuck do you think you're doing? Get your arm off my girl! You didn't kiss him, did you? Go get your coat." So she goes in and I figure it's best if I go home. He stops me at the gate and says, "If I ever see you with my daughter again I will kill you." I believed him. I started walking down the street and he's starts following at me, yelling he's going to kick my ass, luckily she called him to stop and i escaped into the night. I was hoping we could have a secret relationship but she had to move away to get away from her dad, who was abusive, so it never worked out. 


So after all this, I'm essentially afraid of girls romantically, and I'm in grade 12, it's the end of the year. I have crushes on so many girls. It's true what they say, a lot of hot girls go to ufa. This time one of them seems to like ME. We have the same birthday. We both like the colour purple we both spontaneously started like David Bowie at the same time, clearly we were made for each other. Only thing is she was antidrug, coming from unfortunate fact that both her parents have been addicted to hard drugs for all her life. So she couldn't hang out with me and my friends.


So we hang out together during lunch and nut. break in a classroom with some couches, and we decide to sew up one of the old ones. I occasionally find the opportunity to touch her arm or her leg in a ways that I could deny were intentional later if need be. Then one Monday she says she was at a party last weekend, where she got really drunk and made out with this guy and she wishes I had been there because then it probably would have been me. I don't really know what to say, I just kinda smile. So I say to myself, "OK, this is it, you have confirmation that she likes you, all you have to do is ask her out."


It's Thursday and I still haven't asked her out. Finally we're in a room alone together, sitting on the couch. I say I'm emotionally disabled. She asks in what way? I go, errr... I dunno... I can't bring myself to... her hand is next to mine. I bring my hand next to it, we lock one finger and move in to an awkward angle. We kiss (my nose gets squished). Then we're like, "Well then..." I say, "We should do something," "Yeah but what" "I dunno, movie or something?" "No that's stupid. Why don't you come over to my house this weekend." "OK." "Phone number?" "Here, yours" "There" "Great, I gotta go to class, see ya"


She leaves and I just sit there bathing in happiness for a couple minutes. One of my friends comes in. "Why are you so happy?" "I kissed a girl!"


That Saturday I went to her house and pretty much all we did was make out. The first time we did it for three hours straight. We had to get some orange juice after that. It was more than I could ever ask for. Later dates we calmed down a bit, watched Harry Potter and Much Music, both which sucked, although Much Music was kinda entertaining just to see the lows it's sunk to. I lent her my GameBoy and she got addicted to Tetris. We mostly emailed instead of called, she didn't like the phone, which was just fine by me.


Some of my friends complained that I didn't really have anything in common with this girl and therefore I was being horrible. I couldn't care less.


I did shrooms fairly regularly. One time I went to the SEED art festival with my girlfriend, some UFA people, and some exUFAers. There's something compelling about an exUFA student, it's like they've figured out a better way to it all, faster, or harder, or easier, or more specialized. I tell you, I did not have that an intense trip but that was great and went well with the shrooms. My girlfriend asked me if I was high because I was so excited, and I lied to her. although I had told her the truth about the drugs I used at the time we had an unspoken pact that I would always be sober with her. Small price to pay.

Part Three - The Boyfriend


I was moderately popular at the time. I didn't really know too many people, but everyone seemed to know me from the crazy shit I do around the school. I'd get stopped in the halls, "You're Ben Robinson" "Yeah?" "You're really funny." 

"Thanks"I had a group of about 20 people who I'd hang out with, some more than others. Then there was one guy who I thought was amazing. He was in the grade above me. Let's call him G.


G did many drugs, did well in school, AND had interesting thoughts and opionions (I find people who do well in school are generally a bit brain dead). Let's go all the way back. He introduced me to weed shortly after I first met him, and just two weeks after his own first experience. Even though we both started at the same time, we took drastically different routes to drug abuse. For the first 6 months I wouldn't buy, I'd just let people smoke me. People aren't really that generous when they've got a habit to support, but I got enough to make me happy. Unlike my friends, I somehow resisted addiction. I didn't get the jones, smoked at the most once a week, and didn't even own a pipe of my own. 


I didn't feel the need to smoke, but every time I was at G's house we'd smoke and listen to music and talk. Towards the beginning I held my own in debates with him about whether God cares if you worship or even acknowledge his existence. Eventually the guy started small time dealing, and I got peer pressured into buying my first dime from him. I remember getting home and not knowing what to do with it. I made a pathetic pipe that fell apart the first time I used it, then gave up and called my friend and asked if I could borrow a pipe. 


A year past by. He developed his drug habits, progressed up the ladder as a dealer, and starting hanging out with people at the school. Up until then he had kept mostly to himself, but pot has a way of making you new friends. He swiftly went from Mike-Harris-supporting, Spice-Girl-loving geek to Bell-Hooks-loving, Pink-Floyd=obsessed pothead/nerd. G developed drug philosophies, "It's an addiction that I restart every day." "As an independent organism, people should have the right to put whatever chemicals they want in to their body." (paraphrasing, it's been awhile)


As the grades progressed our conversations got more and more complex and fucked up, with him doing more and more of the talking. He didn't have a computer, and he didn't really watch TV, so he learned from life, drugs, books and school. He essentially became my role model. I developed a slight stutter just from being around him all the time. He lived so close to the school that'd we'd just go there and hang out most days. I had a curfew to contend with so I rarely really got to get into it, but every so often I'd stay over and we'd stay up all night, trying to figure stuff out. We never did.


I spent a lot of time in his room, which like the rooms of all teenagers was really messy with papers and dirty clothes all over the floor. I started picking stuff up and reading it, first assignments, but then he started showing me poetry and prose, very stream of consciousness, very metaphorical. I didn't get most of it, but I still liked it. One time on Acid we just sat there, him reading to me for hours. His writing inspired me to be more creative, if this is something someone my age can do well, maybe it's worth trying.


I considered him my best friend. For a long time I thought I was just someone he hung around with because I bought drugs from him, but a couple months before I got my girlfriend he did this weird thing where he stopped in the middle of the street and told me and another close friend of his that he loved us both, and we meant a lot to him. Why'd he have to do that?

Part Four - The Breakdown


Everything in my life was right. School was almost over, I'm liked by many, loved by a few, and I was getting everything I wanted without really trying. I began to formulate the idea that maybe the world was built for me, and this was all just a game. I shared those thoughts with my friends, but it didn't worry them, it was just an interesting philosophical possibility. Also tension was rising between G and my Girlfriend, I wanted them to get along, but it just wasn't going to happen, they were opposites, and although it was never stated I felt pressure to choose between them.


My favorite thing in the world was the psychedelic experience, and up until that point I'd only been able to get access to harder drugs once every couple months. I was constantly bored out of my mind. I mean things were great, but the days are so long, and you can't always be doing drugs with your friends, TV sucks and you've played to death all your video games. My cure would to get stoned and listen to winamp while playing mindless, skilless video games. I would literally waste my time, because I found it more enjoyable than doing something creative.


But a trip was never a waste of time. Not only was it a hell of a lot of fun, but there seems to be something there, something important that you can't quite understand yet, but you're getting closer to with each trip. So I had my shroom dealing stint, and by the time I picked up my last Half-O, I split the cost with a friend and kept my half completely to myself. I decided to throw a party at my house, as it was the end of the year, we had a lot of drugs, and I was in the mood to test my limits. The past year I slowly stopped masking the smell and worked out a deal with my parents that I could smoke during the weekends.


Even though my dad is an exhippie I didn't tell him about any of my adventures with the harder drugs. I figured there was a good chance he'd say I wouldn't be allowed to do it, so I didn't give either of my parents that chance. Shrooms and Acid are easy to mask because of the lack of smell, and I would only interact with my parents when I would be coming down from the trip, so I wouldn't freak out in front of them.


Finally, the days leading up to the party I took all of my shrooms. The first two trips were incredibly mild, like I had developed a tolerance for the drug, so for the party I decided to up the dose to a half quarter, which is only about half of what some people do but more than I'd ever done and a big trip for anyone. Many of the people from the last shrooms party were there, but there was one friend I was introducing the drug to for the first time.


It came on different than usual. My perception was definitely altered, but more mentally than visually. All trips were different, so I didn't think too much of it. The newbie who I was good friends of was tripping out oldskool, seeing crazy fractals and shit. My mom said she'd make some chicken wings but had to go out first. I got impatient while she was gone and decided to make it myself. For the first time I truly felt to be equals with my parents, and with my new found authority I decided not to cook the chicken wings but to eat them raw. Who really cares? I went downstairs and my friends immediately stopped me. 


We lit up a joint and passed it around. Some people say their trip never REALLY kicks in til they've smoked a little. Five minutes later I wasn't feeling to good. I wanted to leave, but it was my house, and I didn't feel so desperate 

that I needed to kick people out. I went and laid down on my bed, and closed my eyes. I was uncomfortable and  non communicative. My friends just kinda went to the other side of the rooms and talked. All I heard was, Acid, Shrooms, Pot, E, acid, acid, shrooms. This creeped me out and made me even more uncomfortable.


I went upstairs to my parents bedroom for some dark, quiet, alone time. Perhaps not the best plan when you're having a bad trip. I starting thinking about one of my friends who was depressed all the time, and how sad he must always feel. This led to pain, school created pain, but you have to go through it at the beginning of your life. It leaves permanent scars on your personality on you that we call growing up. I thought about turning to suicide to end all the pain. I remained calm, told my self this would pass, and felt a better for a fraction of a second. 


Most of my life I've believed that there is no life after death. That you just die and that's the end of it. The moment I thought of suicide I knew there was no escape. Life is a constant process of renewal, we carry with us the knowledge of millions of generations of living organisms, whether you think of it as a spiritual force within us, or our instincts and our DNA, we ARE life, we are all one being experiencing itself subjectively through many bodies. I reached into that place hoping to find a way out of this horrible mind prison but what I got was the pain of countless generations, the pain of birth and the pain of rebirth. And the utter futility of it all. We couldn't end it if we tried. We're trapped forever, occasionally feeling pleasure, occasionally feeling pain, but never feeling rest. We do so much, strive to achieve through hard work and determination, and when we're done it all gets destroyed and we have to start over again from scratch.


I cried out in agony, hoping my parents would come and comfort me. They either didn't hear me or they ignored me, so I went to my dad and told him there was so much pain in the world, and started crying, and couldn't stop, and couldn't even speak I was crying so hard. When I collected myself he told me he thought i was higher than I had ever been in my life, and I must of gotten some bad weed. I told him I had been doing shrooms, and he tried to talk me down and get me some juice. By that time my friends had left, probably guessing that my extended absence was a bad thing. I stayed up and watched SNL with my parents until things resembled normal again and I feel asleep.


Each day the following week I got less and less sleep. I started developing theories, merging what I knew. In English class we studied binary opposition. You are something because you are not sometime else. I applied that to the near binary opposition of G and my Girlfriend. Girlfriend didn't like G because he did drugs and thought he had an attitude problem (I admit he's a completely different person sober), and G? Why didn't G like my girlfriend. He actually never said he didn't like her, in fact later when I confronted him about it he denied it, but I was sure he didn't like her. After all, they were opposites.


I could see why my girlfriend would want to get rid of G, so maybe I'd stop doing so many drugs. But why would G want to get rid of my girlfriend? I was still spending time with him. Then I thought back to the night we got really drunk and he insisted on holding my hand during our conversation until I got uncomfortable and took it away. The recent breakup with his girlfriend that he took really hard and became very bitter, and almost anti-women. Him telling me he loved me. Me saying I cared about him as much as my girlfriend and him joking that we couldn't have sex, 'at least not yet.' He's trying 

to manipulate me with his drugs and his mindgames, trying to get me to do things I don't want to do, just like he did when he got me to take all those drugs through the years. I've got to put a stop to this before it's too late. After a couple of days of not enough sleep this starts to sound realistic.


I told my girlfriend I felt I needed to choose between the two of them. I told her I thought G was trying to seduce me and break us up, and I told her about the "clues". She said I didn't have to choose, between him as a friend and her as a girlfriend, but of course i couldn't have sex with him, and if I wanted to get away from him because I don't feel safe with him anymore she'd support me. This just fed my delusion.


I phoned G and told him I needed to choose between the two of them, and it's nothing personal, but I didn't want to be his friend anymore. I heard his voice break on the phone as he asked why. I told him I can't trust him not to ruin things with my girlfriend so I would have sex with him. He told me he isn't trying to have sex with me or split the two of us up. I forget who said it but it was suggested that maybe I wanted to have sex with him, and that's what all this is about. I tossed it over a couple times in my head and decided that although it's something I might like to try when I'm a bit older and more experienced, but it wasn't worth ruining a perfectly good relationship with a WOMAN that I had at the time.


I had just admitted to myself that I might be gay. Or bi, or whatever. This confused me. I didn't used to think this way. What changed me. I guess it were my teachers who made queer consciousness as part of the course material. They changed me, they manipulated me. I'm not really gay, I was just tricked into that, and that's an awful thing to do, convince people when that they're gay, when they're really not. I was always ok with other people being gay since I was a child, raised in an environment since birth that says it's normal. But I wasn't willing to admit to the possibility of me being gay.


That's not all that was on my mind. That bad trip, the endless cycle of pain, I had made a breakthrough to some truth and I had to share it with people. I logged onto vufa and posted some long, dark messages about deaths, drugs, and suicide. Later I would realize how twisted these where to someone reading it and what they would think of my mental state. I unposted them, but not before some people read them, my teachers, some of my friends, David Freedman. He advised me to see a therapist. I also had a huge personal stigma about that, my family is crazy, my family needs help, not me, I only pretend to be crazy. So we worked out a deal, he wouldn't send me to counciling and I wouldn't go to the sleepover. Fine with me, I didn't really want to go in the first place.


Things felt like a horrible wreck with my girlfriend. I felt like I cheated on her, broke up with her, insulted her repeatedly, but later I found out I had done none of this (yet). My thoughts became more and more disorganized. I pretty much stopped sleeping at this point but pretended to so my parents would think I was ok. I would occasionally feel pain in my head, like a hand pressing down on my exposed brain. Everyone seemed to know I was loosing it, no one seemed to know why. G thought I was addicted to shrooms. And I was just high all the time. I thought everyone else thought I was a closeted homosexual, and I would be better as soon as I admitted that. I knew that wasn't true but I felt like I was being forced out of my closet for the sake of my sanity. This was completely in my head, no one brought it up unless I did first. I guess I was kinda secretly hoping that I could just suck some cock and I'd be cured.


My parents were concerned about me because of the bad trip, but they didn't know about the things I had been running around saying to people or the messages on VUFA. As usual I spent most of my time in my room. I had been clean since my bad trip and I thought maybe I had developed such a dependence on weed that now that I wasn't taking it I had all this extra energy, and the reason why I had more and more everyday was because it takes awhile for pot to flush out of your system. I had all this shit buzzing around in my head, and the pains were becoming more frequent and I didn't know how to make them stop.


My girlfriend and I were experiencing problems having sex since weeks before the bad trip. Penetration hurt too much, and she couldn't seem to make me come any other way. We tried to have sex three times and each time the guilt was worse for hurting her. Because the second and third time you knew it was going to happen, but we did it anyways, cause we had more hormones than brains. I felt I needed to somehow feel the pain myself, because I was willing to go through it in the name of sex, or I had to fuck someone else, just to know that my love doesn't hurt everyone.


I felt guilt because I wanted to have sex so badly that I was willing to risk her getting hurt. I got this theory in my head, that maybe women don't feel pleasure, they always feel pain during sex, they just hide it. That's what the free porn I'd be downloading off the net for years seemed to indicate. And there was that one time I overheard my parents foreplay, only it wasn't foreplay, it was my dad pleading with my mom to have sex with him while she repeatedly said, "No," until I guess she figured it would be faster just to fuck him than to listen to him beg all day. I thought back to the party where G pinched me in the foot and said it was a form of yoga. It hurt like hell. Apparently, it hurts first but then it starts to feel good. That's what I was praying would happen to my girlfriend, and I felt like such an asshole.


Finally it was the day of the party. I called up G to try to work out some of the shit in my head, and he sounded exasperated, asked me to not call so much and then right away said actually call any time you need to talk. He recommended I go to school despite my warning, as I would find people more understanding than David Freedman. I thought about it and decided it was a trap laid by the teachers have a group talk or something that would result in me crying as I was confessing to an auditorium full of class mates that I sometimes wonder about what it would be like to be gay. Later that day I invited one of my closest friends over. 


By the time he got there I was really out of it. It felt like the worst part of my bad trip but it was 5 days later. I sold my friends all the drugs I had left and we went down to chinatown exploring for something fun to do. The further we traveled the more pain I felt in my head. There must be some reason for all this pain. I had made the wrong decision about going to the sleepover, and my brain was punishing me I thought. By that time I had completely lost hold of reality. I believed that we were all one consciousness experiencing itself subjectively, and there's something wrong, but people are ganging up and pooling their resources to heal me. Just as I had imagined there was a giant conspiracy against me, I now thought there was a giant conspiracy in my favour. I was being directed to the sleepover, where I would be healed. I wasn't sure though, so I asked my friend if people knew about me and we trying to help, and he said yes, and I asked if people had been talking about me when I'm not around, sharing information. He said yes. This confirmed in my mind that everyone already knew everything, they knew what to do, and I would be OK. The pain went away just slightly for a couple minutes, we sat down on a curb and had some ice-cream. My friend bought it, gave it to me, then gave me the change. I had forgotten that earlier I had sold him my drugs and thought he was taking pity on me, and was trying to trick me into taking his money (I can't have people being kind to me like this because all I did was cause people pain). I honestly couldn't remember what happened half an hour ago.


I asked him if he had any advice, and he said my world religions teacher had told him to say that not all religions try to convert everyone at once. I knew it had to be some metaphor for something, but I couldn't figure it out. My mind raced round and round with possibilities. That made the pain start to return. I said I thought we were going in the wrong direction. He asked me if I wanted to go somewhere else. I said I don't know, do I? I thought he was one of my many saviors and he knew everything he needed to know to get me better. He was completely confused and I told him I thought I was supposed to go to the sleepover today, but different people are telling me different things and I didn't know who to go with, the authority figure or the radicals I had been following my whole life. That summed up every binary opposition in my life at the time, straight or gay, pull back or push further, continue telling lies so I won't get in trouble or tell the truth so I can be helped by someone stronger than me.


The pain was too much, I had to do something. I asked him if I should go to the sleepover. He said no. We went home instead. He left and I continued to feel pain for several more hours. Sometime after 12 I logged onto the internet to check my email. I got about 6 messages from my girlfriend saying how she wished I could be there, and how it could have been fun, and it sounded like the last chance to save everything. My ruined relationship (which was barely even scratched), my sanity could return and maybe the pain would go away. So I left in the middle of the night, haven't slept in nearly 2 days, and I practically ran to school. I couldn't wait to get this over with, this was the only way to make things better. I got to the school, and was greeted by a very homophobic friend of mine. He seemed really happy to see me, when I thought he would hate me for having gay thoughts. He asked me why I was here and I decided not to tell him, as maybe my theory about everyone knowing was wrong after all.


I went upstairs and found my girlfriend. At first she looked happy, but I must have looked like hell, so she knew something was up. I said we needed to talk. I explained how I thought I was being tricked into being gay by everyone around me, and I'm about ready to give up. She asked me if I loved G. I said yes, but I was still uncertain if I wanted to have sex with him, but I felt that I needed to have sex with him. She didn't understand and asked me to explain. All I could come up with is that I couldn't differentiate the lines between fantasy and reality anymore, the line between thinking and doing was being rubbed out. She told me some things I had said in the past couple days that I don't remember saying, and she said, "Poor baby can't even understand what he's saying," and it sounded sympathetic but at the same time angry, like she thought I was making everything up so I wouldn't have to play by the rules. She asked if I wanted to break up and I said yes. And I asked her if she could get G for me. She was shocked that I asked her to get her replacement, but she did it anyways. He came a couple minutes later and I told him I wanted to suck him off. He asked if I wanted to do it in the school and I said 

no. He asked where, and I said I don't know, let's find a place. We went around and stood around for a bit. "Why do you want this?" "To get over the pain I'm feeling by hurting my (ex)girlfriend. I said that she wanted me committed to one person, and I didn't think I could do that, and he said he would be ok with me sleeping with other people, and it's a shame I didn't come to him sooner before this was all out in the open, because he was guessing that I didn't want to have to ruin things with my exgirlfriend and I might have been able to have them both. I felt like an asshole but the pain in my head had gone away. I admitted to myself what a selfish bastard I was, and it's subconscious desire that I warp and pervert and as soon as I've got enough I want more. We went to the coke machines to get a drink.


On our way to his house he said he wanted to do this but not today. I said it had to be today, right now. He said fine but it couldn't be like smoking at his house where he takes all the risk of parents finding out. I said fine, let's do it in the park, and he asked if I wanted to have sex or just make a big spectacle of myself. If I was just trying to do the most far out there thing I could do in order to make myself feel better. I admitted that's exactly what I was trying to do and felt shame for my reckless behavior. I decided to call my parents at 6 in the morning telling them I went out to do something stupid but one of my friends stopped me. They sighed and told me to come home. The next day I called my ex and tried to explain what happens but she said once it was over it was over. I blamed G and she said it wasn't his fault, and it wasn't her fault either, and I had to stop blaming other people for my problems.


I fell back into my madness. All the times I lost it I was still fully aware, but I just couldn't make sense of the world. What did I want? Drugs? Sex? I was sure it had to be one of those two. I felt like all this pain was caused by my inability to choose, my inability to figure my way out of the binary oppositions. Then around three I remember getting a phone call from my philosophy teacher. Him saying I needed to go out and do something selfish, whatever makes me happy, and don't tell anyone about it. I asked him what was that and he told me he didn't know, only I knew the answer to that. Looking back on it I don't think he actually called me since I don't know how'd he get my number, unless it was through the school, but to this day I haven't asked him if he called that day.That was all it took to once again push me off the edge. Then I told my parents I wanted to see a movie and I needed some money. I knew whatever I was going to do it was not see a movie.


I wandered downtown, down King Street towards Second City. I started laughing and dancing on the street. I was pretending to be crazy, what I like to do the most. I went up to people and said "i'm a monkey" then ran away. Eventually I got to a church. I was born without religion so I've never really liked churches. I decided to rip the flowers from the garden, laughing manaically. Someone yelled at me, "hey, are you out of your mind?" And I yelled back yes. I moved onto a parking lot where I jumped on the hoods some cars. I'm still not happy. Do something completely selfish and don't tell anyone about it.


I saw an attractive woman walking down the street. I went up to her and said hello, and we talked for a bit. I followed her into a building where she was delivering a package and I grabbed her arms. Immediately the most muscular man I have ever seen in my entire life comes out from back and starts shouting at me. He chases me out of the store, sits me down and asks, "Is this how you get a woman?" I was pretty frightened, but for a split second I thought about fighting him. The authority figure has no power outside of fear was what I was thinking. Face the fear and you've won. I could have ended up in the police station that night with two counts of assault. Maybe it would have been better that way. At least then those two would know the circumstances that lead me to that, now for the rest of my life I risk running into people who purely hate and/or fear me.


What next? I wanted my exgirlfriend back. I decided to pay her a visit. It started raining, and I walked about an hour in the rain to her house. I arrived and rang her door bell. No one answered. It looked like the lights were on in the house, so I went around back, climbed up her balcony to her second floor bedroom (who she shares with someone). I yelled in the screen door. No one answered. I banged my head against the door. I wanted in. Why couldn't I just will myself in there? My mind IS reality. At that point I figured I broke enough mental barriers, it was time to break some physical barriers. I got a can of Pam from the BBQ and I half heartedly banged it against the screen door. Again, next time harder. And again and again and again. I knew I was doing something "wrong" but at that point there was no turning back. I felt salvation was on the other side. All my life I had been giving happiness to others, people who don't really exist outside my head. Now it was time to take happiness for myself. Then it would all be over, and I could start again fresh. I pushed open the broken door and entered her room, dripping water on the wooden floor. I thought to myself I better not go any further, I might make a mess. Then I saw her notebook with my name on it. I read it, "Ben, glad you finally figured everything out. Glad you see there's more to life than..." Reading that was like I had just won the level. Everything I had been thinking about internally was validated by that note. I read the other pages, it had names, phone numbers, poetry, but none of that really interested me, I was evolving. I walked back out and noticed that they way I came up is kinda impossible to go down, so I had to jump from roof to roof. I knew I could break my ankle and be trapped there until the authorities arrived, but after I landed I knew there was no way I could have broken my ankle at that point, fate wouldn't allow it. I decided to go out and live. I was not going home, home brings pain, living free gives you ultimate freedom? How would I survive? 


I went to the first corner store I could find and got a gatorade. I paid for it with my ufa sleepover ticket. I simply walked out, and because the clerk was all alone, there was nothing she could do.  It was still raining, really hard. I felt it soak into my clothes. I thought perhaps I would eventually turn into water. I found a garbage can lid and used it as an umbrella. I walked north. I thought about going into people's houses, I went to one house and rang the doorbell but no one answered.


Thirty minutes later I got to another conveince store. This time I went into the back, where some offices were. "You can't go back there, only the manager can go there." I stayed and waited. A second woman came in with the first and told me to get out. I paused for a couple seconds then left. On my way out I asked if I could have some free carrots. They glared at me.


Finally, after about an hour of walking in an essentially arbitrary direction, I came to an apartment building. I thought maybe I could live there. I walked in. Front was walked. I walked in the side. There was a cleaning guy there who told me it was employees only, so I left. By that time I was cold, wet and tired. I decided to go home. Luckily I found a bus so I didn't have to walk. On my way from the TTC I dropped the notebook in a garbage can. No one would ever know it's me.


I stopped in at the 7-11 and read a movie review. I decided I went to see Minority Report. I came home and told my parents about the movie. I paused for a couple seconds. Somehow I felt my parents knew. I told them what happened. They got me to call my ex's house. I left a pathetic apology. My dad asked if I took anything. We went to the garbage bin and fished through it to find the notebook. Thankfully it had stopped raining by now.


We decided to go to the police station to confess. Before we did my dad said I obviously didn't want to be a part of society, and I was slime. If I had any remorse in me I'd show it to the cops. I felt bad for not feeling bad at all. I get that sometimes, not feeling anything when you're supposed to. We went down to the police station, they called her house, the family my ex lived with decided they we're pressing charges. I got a talk from a police officer, saying if I get a criminal record I would ruin my life, no one would hire me for anything, not even as a comedian. We went to her house, my dad returned her notebook. I got my GameBoy back. I was placed under unoffical house arrest. I wanted to get a job to pay for the damages I had done. I was forced to sleep upstairs next to my parents so I wouldn't go out and do something stupid again. My dad decided to go meet with my ex, who I still wanted to be my girlfriend. I was afraid that maybe the two of them we secretly going out behind my back, but there wasn't much I could do about it. I couldn't sleep that night. I just lay awake, pretending to sleep, in the hopes I could convince my parents I was normal again so I could regain control.


The next night I was thinking how I was doing the opposite of everything that was expected of me. I told my parents this. Then I said I wanted to go out and get a job. My dad firmly said no. To me this was clearly him saying yes. I started printing out my resumes. My dad yelled at me as hard as he could to stop. This only made me more committed. He threatened to call the cops. I finished printing and got changed. I left the house and before I could leave the driveway I was stopped by the cops.

Part Five – The Hospital


I was handcuffed and put into the back of the car. They drove me to the Clarke, where I was interviewed by a doctor. I tried my best to explain what happened, which made me very tired, then they gave me a room and I tried to fall asleep. I couldn’t sleep that night. In the morning I was brought up to the fifth floor, where I was introduced to the other patients. One had tried to kill himself. One had overdosed on an ounce of “drugs.” One of them couldn’t sleep at night.


Suddenly I realized it was all a test. Each of the patients represented a part of me, and somehow I had to save all of them to save myself. When the suicidal man went into the washroom, I told the nurses that I thought he might try to kill himself. Soon after I had lunch, and I was moved up to the tenth floor. First thing I remember hearing is one of the nurses saying I had privileges to another. “Oh already?” I must have passed the test really quickly. 

The tenth floor was bigger than the fifth, with more people. There was an overweight woman who liked art and an attractive girl who played her music too loud. I thought the first represented my ex, and the second represented me. If I went for the attractive one that would be me falling into self love and I would never see my ex again. So I tried to get to know the artistic one, but she didn’t seem to like me. There was one guy who was eating chicken. I thought back to the raw chicken I had almost eaten and started crying. “You think you’ve got problems…” he said, but I ran off.

The tenth floor had two sides, one called MAPS (Medication Assessment Program for Schizophrenia), and another side with other patients with other illnesses. There were about 6 patients, 4 nurses and 2 doctors, the doctors and nurses taking care of both sides. There was a TV, couches, magazines, a fridge with sandwiches and juice, and everyone had their own bedroom. Three hot meals a day, and a snack of fruit at 8 pm. Medication was given out at 9 pm.

At first they put me on a drug called Adavan. It relieved the pain in my head and helped me sleep at night. I was still delusional, wanting desperately to escape the hospital, thinking all the patients were nurses in disguise, and only sometimes realizing my exgirlfriend and I were no more.

Appendix 2 – The Thoughts file

Between my Grade 12 of High School and my first year of College, I made an effort to write as much as possible. I was hoping I would unlock my creativity. Here are some selected passages:

2002 – Grade 12

March 14, 2002 – 5:13 PM


So far I have been going on the assumption that insanity is a construction. But I’d like to argue that SANITY is a construction. Sanity is something that keeps me from curling up in a ball and whimpering all day. By “making sense of the world” I create a wall of safety around me. I create static “truths” that I rely on, and they work. They stay true for extended periods of time. Now the question is how much of reality is constructed inside my mind, and how much is outside? Is there a “real” world out there, or is reality just my thoughts. Are my senses illusions to make the contruction of the world seem more plausible? Or is there really something outside of me. I’m kinda hoping that it’s all in my head. That would be incredibly lonely, but the control, if I managed to figure out how to control it all, would be cool. 


The question is, if I started it all over again, wiped my memory clean, and started living a new life, how different would it be. There’s this concept of the supernatural. Ghosts, ghoulies and aliens. Some people claim to actually see these things. Most people assume they’re just making that shit up, but what if they actually believe what they see?


Sanity is what the majority of the population believe to be real. In some cases the majority is later proven wrong… by another majority. I’m sure I have something profound to say, but I don’t seem to be expressing it. I’m just writing about things I am thinking about, because I think the TOPIC is profound.


Also, writing is good, because it has better memory than I do. Or maybe it just has different memory. I put a lot of faith into the staticness of the computer. How do I know it’s not fucking with me. Change an icon to a different place. I don’t remember that being there. Eh, it couldn’t be the computer; it must’ve been me.


Ha, all this talk about what might happen if computers develop an artificial intelligence. They already have one, G. It’s not like ours, nor will it ever grow to be like ours. Cause computers are different. All computers are different and all people are different and just trying to think of it all wears you down. To big to understand I assume. I’m just too lazy.

May 25, 7:27 AM

Hehe. 7:30 on a Saturday morning. And I DID go to sleep last night. Let’s recap, because it’s looping in my mind anyway. Tuesday: first day after long weekend. Ask Shanelle how her prom went. Said it was bad, got real drunk, may have made out with someone she didn’t want to, wishes I was there so she could’ve made out with me instead. Yea! But I have been scared, partially from shitty things that have happened, partially from me building it up in my head. So what do I do? I don’t know. I think. Think of maybe some magic words to say. They probably don’t have to be THAT magical, she says she likes me already, prolly anything would do. But do I do anything? Not really. Try sitting on the couch with her as much as possible. Goes on until Friday, lunch, we are in Mike’s room, just us, and this other girl, but her back is turned and she’s doing homework. So talk. Pause. Talk. Pause. Her arm is touching mine, and I feel it’s warmth. I can smell her perfume. I like it very much. I like just being with her. It frustrates me that I can’t do more, but I’m content. Her arm reaches for something and doesn’t return. Talk. Pause. I press my arm against hers. Our fingers intertwine. Foreheads slump together. She gives me this look… I can’t describe it any other way than a look… devious. We kiss. It’s a weird kiss, my nose is pressed against her cheek, I can barely reach her mouth, but I still feel it, and it feels good, real good. Slurp slap yum! Puts her head on my shoulder, put my head on her head. “About time,” “Sorry…” “No, it’s fine. So what now?” “I don’t know. We should do something,” “Yeah but what?” “I don’t know.”

She’s so busy. Can’t do anything that afternoon or that evening. But gives me her number, tells me to call her tomorrow. What a tease! It’s been looping in my head since last night. Went to bed early. Couldn’t sleep. Finally fell asleep. Woke up early. Went back to bed. Woke up early. Went back to bed. Woke up early. Wrote this. I’m going back to bed.

June 1, 10:56 AM

ICQ messages to Mitch

I had an intense shroom trip last night. I gave away almost all of my shrooms without getting money. I'll probably get some back, but it doesn't really matter anyways. Because it's life man! Never stop living. You don't need shrooms to live, you are alive and can never die.

We are all one being experiencing itself subjectively. I am talking to you because I AM you. You are me, we are all one entity.

What is the difference between where the voices in you head come from and where my voice comes from. Yes, you perceive me as being outside your head, but if you are reading this and understanding this then you are thinking it. Everything you understand you create, because you are one thing. You are life, you are "god" the creator and the destroyer. There is no outside world, you are a brain in a jar just coming up with things to keep yourself busy

That said, you should still do shrooms. I won't be able to do them with you tonight, but you can get them. You know Ted, you may already have the shrooms from Ted. If not from him, call up Deaves he'll help you find some. I'll help you later, but probably not today. But you don't need me. I am you, I am in you, everything I am capable of doing you are as well. Mitch is inexperienced with drugs, but humans, life, god, us, knows everything

right now you are unsatisfied. That's because you are alive. If you were satisfied, you'd be dead. Everything that is pleasurable leads to death. Don't commit suicide though, maybe I'm just insane and I'm creating new realities inside my head that haven't spread to the outside of my head yet. Danger is everywhere, and danger is fun. Danger is what makes life worth living. LALALLA, you can be happy anytime you want, if you want it. But you can't...

There are buttons you push which make you happy. But they don't always work. you remember them working in the past, but your memory could be completely fabricated. Some trick to keep you from ever being happy. But that's not bad. Because happiness is death. And you don't want to die do you? Not yet, you're having to much fun. Stop me if you don't understand...

Oh wait, you can't because when I wrote this you weren't here. Physically and mentally you were somewhere else. This computer links our minds together but we don't need to use a computer. There are countless ways of communicating. OK. I'll stop now. I'm getting tired of this. Maybe a bit more... I love everything. Everything is me, and I love it, don't want it to stop

June 1, 11:05 AM

Stutter

There’s too much knowledge in my brain I can’t hold anymore there isn’t enough room for me to think to move to find. My mind my knapsack stuffed full of crumpled paper I don’t know where anything is I loose things easy and have trouble communicating people look at me strangely and not in the way they looked at me before they have a look of concern. Pity poor boy can’t pronounce what he’s trying to say he never could but now it’s becoming chronic I am aware of my gaffs which I was ignorant of before but now I very much know that I can’t say the big words or I can’t find the little ones I have the thoughts but I have no sentence to communicate them with. I start to talk and I stop myself and stop over because that’s not what I was trying to say and what was I trying to say and how do I say it in a way that makes grammatical sense and I just say the words that make sense to me because that’s the best I can but it never works people look at me confused. I rearrange the thoughts in a grammatical way but it took me like 5 minutes craziness. Windows cannot complete that task not enough free space on C:/

And did you know I knew this and I know you don’t think it’s related but it is in my mind look yes I know you haven’t seen it that way but why not it’s perfectly logical and why do I have to be the strange one you freak. All alone no one to talk to no way to talk stuck with my crumbling mind trying not to die cause I don’t want to die no I don’t want to die I never want to die I don’t care what they say I never wanna die I’ll go to hell as long as I’m still alive I just don’t want to die cause dieing would be the end and that scares me intensely. Late at night when I think about death I can reconnect with the emotion that I killed years ago cause I thought I didn’t like it but I never knew it would end up this way and yes I don’t get mad and yes I don’t get sad but I never get happy and I miss being so manic and I want to remember what it feels like to feel so I think about death and I can’t fall asleep and I can’t close my eyes because it’s fucking oblivion and sleep is a small death and I may never wake up and I know it’s not likely but what if they switch my mind when I sleep and what if they put new thoughts in your head every night and yesterday I wasn’t the same as today but I don’t realise it and tomorrow I won’t be the same as today and it’ll be just the same as death because I won’t exist and what the fuck is up with “do something big so they’ll remember you?” Who the fuck cares if they remember you I want them to remember me I can’t exist in someone else’s head I can only exist inside of myself alone with no one to talk to and I’m so lonely and dead inside because I killed myself because I thought it was the smart thing to do.

What is happening to me am I just growing up or is it the drugs or is it some kind of disease or maybe it’s a genetic mutation and I am different in a bad way in a not working kinda of way and obviously I’m special because I think and I know I exist because I am me and I hear my thoughts but I don’t hear other people’s thoughts so they are not me and I control me and I don’t control other people so I am me. And I wouldn’t just exist to be a cog in society I am not that small and insignificant I can tell because I am aware and you all may claim to have the same experience but I know it’s not true because no one has proven it to me, that they think, I have not heard their thoughts so they do not exist. I am only in this playland of my life that seems on the verge of collapse because as I grow closer to the age where I can move out I am less secure and what if I don’t make it? And I am already all alone in the void in the horrible oblivion but at least I know I myself exist and I’m just afraid that one day I will not exist, and with my absence will be the absence of the universe because all I perceive is all that I know and if I stop then it will all go away. I don’t want it to stop I don’t ever want it to stop yes yes keep going give it to me you know I like it you know I want it let me feel it it’s great and I’ll stop complaining if you grant me eternal life and I know all the reasons why I should die and I’ve heard reasons why I would want to die but FUCK THEM if I die I will have never existed. I want to believe in a higher power so badly and I don’t disbelieve but it’s like I don’t know for sure that the earth is round but I’m fairly certain so as far as I’m concerned it’s round. I want to go to hell, please please please let me go to hell it’s a fate far better than death I’ll be tortured for eternity as long as I’ll be for eternity.

