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Introduction

My paranoid schizophrenia, the mental illness
where I suffer from delusions and hear voices, began long before
the Obamacare takeover, long before countless numbers of doctors
began refusing to accept insurance plans. I just didn’t know
it.

Four years passed where I had lived in a
fantasy world. Dreams filled my mind, convincing me that young men
desired me and people recognized my potential as a spiritual
leader. Pleasant delusions, one would think, but outside
environmental changes and new experiences burst the seams in my
day-to-day life. My conscious mind chased after and absorbed
information from new, contemporary sources, and suddenly, the
voices began nagging me, commenting on my minute-to-minute
activities.

Near the end of this four-year period, the
pivotal point in time where delusions would finally fade and reveal
the real world, my patience completely vanished. Crazy people
cannot be convinced of their illness, of their detachment from
reality, and certainly not without help. It’s true. To me, during
these four years, every voice I heard belonged to an actual living,
breathing person. Trying to convince me otherwise was futile.


Chapter One

Other than the strange voices that commented
on how much I ate or what my family discussed at restaurants, my
constant companions during the last few months belonged to my
neighbors, or so I thought and referred to the voices as. There
were three, and I would later associate them with the psychological
terms for the mind known as the ego, the superego, and the id. One
voice belonged to Bob, the retired preacher, another belonged to
Mrs. Spellman, my old English high school teacher, and the last
voice belonged to the Kid, the young man down the street whose name
I didn’t know.

“O’Reilly has nothing to say regarding school
budgets. Every school I’ve ever taught at, including Sunrise High,
uses their budgets to the students’ best interests,” yelled Mrs.
Spellman, and she slammed her back porch door shut.

“Those schools use their budgets to drive God
out. They’re more interested in pushing their liberal agendas than
teaching the students useful knowledge,” countered Bob, and he
banged his front door closed.

The back porch door opened. “Shangri is proud
to serve the students. There’s no better, more knowledgeable
teacher to inform the students on contemporary views, and no better
man to assist in managing the school funds,” hollered Mrs.
Spellman. The back porch door slammed shut.

Bob’s front door opened wide. “Listen to that
investigative journalist. She understands the war between
public-schooled kids and guilefully dishonest teachers,” Bob shot
back before slamming his front door shut again.

“Listen to what you’ve started. Now they
won’t shut up because of you and your politics,” the Kid yelled
from the rolled down window in his ancient, musty red Chevy
truck.

“I didn’t do anything,” I vehemently
muttered, keeping my eyes trained on Bill O’Reilly and striving to
pay attention to the heated commentary between the host and his
guests.

My father sat in the loveseat, located beside
the side table separating the loveseat from the Laz-y-Boy I
occupied. Over the past year or so, he had learned to ignore my
mutterings. He heard what I said, but whereas he once attempted to
soothe my nerves and pull me out of my hallucinations, he now kept
silent and watched the news station. I wouldn’t believe him when he
said nobody on the cul-de-sac was opening his or her doors and
yelling at each other and at me about my activities. I couldn’t
believe him. To me, the voices were as real as the spaghetti and
meat sauce cooking in the kitchen.

I frightened my mother. My rantings about how
various church members exhibited such cruel and unchristian
behavior toward me grated against her nerves. She knew the truth,
but she also knew she couldn’t convince me of reality. So she
played along, up until the raw emotions, the passion and the
violence behind my words, made her draw the line and verbally kick
me from the room. Such actions either caused me to despair or
become enraged, and only strong personalities and spiritually
mature individuals can witness such strong emotion without fleeing
or fighting. So my mother helped in simpler ways, like making
dinner and creating calm, soothing environments.

But Mrs. Spellman heard my objection to the
Kid’s comment. “Oh, yes, you did. Shangri has held on to your
Government class poster project. He had high hopes that you would
learn the truth and step away from your religion.” Her back porch
door closed just as loudly as every previous time.

“Don’t listen to her,” yelled Bob. “You’re
already in the truth. Just keep praying and reading your Bible and
you’ll be OK.” He slammed his front door shut again. The routine of
slamming doors was relatively new, only familiar from its countless
occurrences every day over the past couple weeks, but so far it had
always succeeded in putting me on the edge, mentally and literally,
of my seat.

“Shut up. Leave me alone,” I said more
loudly. By this time, I had taken my father’s spot on the loveseat.
Returning to the family room to finish Bill O’Reilly, he tolerantly
refrained from objecting and sat beside me on the loveseat. So when
I spoke up, he cleared his throat, probably wondering what I was
hearing and how upset I would become as the night progressed.

So the voices continued, completely ignoring
my request for peace, for silence. Despite my emotional outbursts
and delusional rants, during the past four years, I had avidly
attempted to live a life pleasing to the Lord. Attending church
service was a priority, and I had visited many churches before
settling on one where I felt able to serve. When distressed, I
would drive through the hills at night, parking alongside in the
gravel to read the Word and pray for relief and guidance. This
night, as the voices endlessly yelled back and forth, I vainly
struggled to control the stirred emotions within. But before Bill
O’Reilly took the last word, my attempt at calm gave way.

“Shut up! Please! I’m just watching the
news!”

“You’re filling your mind with garbage,”
contradicted Mrs. Spellman.

“No, I’m not. I’m attempting to learn!”

“Just ignore her,” replied Bob. “She has a
hidden agenda to convert you to her political standing.”

“All three of you believe in bullshit for
politics. So why don’t you all shut up and give it a rest?” shouted
the Kid.

“Yes! Just, please, shut up!”

These words I spoke were neither muttered nor
merely spoken. They were screamed, earsplittingly loud and shrill.
Seated beside me, my father jumped, seemingly three feet off the
loveseat, and then reached over and enclosed me in his arms. My
mother, finishing up the spaghetti in the kitchen, also jumped and
whipped her whole body around to stare at me in shock, and maybe a
little bit in fear.

Despair and frustration consumed me. The
voices didn’t slack. So I decided on an ultimatum, and I yelled at
the neighbors, “I will go into an asylum to get away from you!”

The meaning and intent behind these words
struck me with their full force. Suddenly, I realized my father was
holding me, shushing me, trying to calm me. The neighbors had
finally silenced at my last words. So I sat in silence,
experiencing the stillness after the storm, and shifted so my
father would realize I had calmed. Unbeknownst to me, he had been
waiting for this moment for many months, maybe years.

He released me and leaned back, looking at me
solemnly. Mother continued to stare at me, and the two spared a
glance for each other before my father addressed me. “Did you mean
what you said?” A pause, for I knew full well he spoke of the
mental hospital. “Are you willing to go to the asylum?” he
said.

My father’s uncle had been shot and killed in
Mexico many years ago. I knew this because my parents, aunts and
uncles, and grandparents always spoke of my great uncle with
excessive delicacy, as if something more than Shell Shock from
World War II had affected the man. Little did I know then, when he
was first mentioned to me, that what I suffered from was being
attributed to what he had suffered. Initially, learning about this
man had interested me, but when I learned the intent behind my
parents telling me this tale, I began leaving the room whenever
someone mentioned his name.

Only several months previous did my parents
first openly mention the possibility of my being mentally ill. But
that’s an old, worn-out tale, a battle fought and lost on both
sides. The battle left impressions, however, the kind that made me
think about wandering homeless people who ended up in mental
hospitals and prisons. And here I had just willingly volunteered to
enter into a locked facility with such people. I didn’t care, not
at that moment.

“Yes,” I said. “I’m sick of them. I need some
peace and quiet.”

My father nodded, quietly acknowledging my
acceptance, secretly hoping it would bring the well-needed and
well-coveted change in my life and, accordingly, in his family’s
life. We resumed watching Bill O’Reilly, waiting as my mother
finished cooking the meal. Soon the voices resumed their commentary
and arguing, but the evening’s storm had passed, and my parents and
I ate our dinner in relative peace, my dirty looks at the social
commentary in my head ignored.


Chapter Two

The next morning dawned bright and blue, and
I crawled out from under the bedsheet to carry out my morning
rituals. I was training to join the United States Air Force, and
the government website recommended a professionally graphed workout
schedule to prepare for boot camp. Obsessed with the idea of
serving my country and climbing in a structured career setting, I
ran every morning, performed three or more sets of sit-ups and
pushups, and only quit to go home and work in the overgrown yard
and scrub the tiled kitchen floor. This morning was no different,
with my outburst from last night nothing but a bad memory.

Unfortunately for me, my father remembered
what I had nearly forgotten. His hopes of helping his daughter had
risen so high last night that he rescheduled the meetings with his
sales customers this morning to ensure I made the appropriate steps
toward finding peace with my neighbors. So, after I had showered,
dressed, and made my way downstairs, I found one certain grim
father sitting on the loveseat. My heart dropped.

“Have you made an appointment with the
doctor?” he asked.

“What doctor?” I edged, shifting my gaze to
my feet. I stayed standing, the doorway partially obscuring me from
his view.

My father remained on the loveseat, perfectly
still, his face barely registering any emotion. He continued, “You
said you would see a doctor. Today would be as good a day as any.”
His unwavering scrutiny remained on me, demanding I stay and answer
the questions.

Suddenly my defense mechanism kicked in. Did
the man honestly think I had been serious last night? No one in her
right mind would willingly admit herself into the loony bin. But my
mind was the object in question. Everyone who knew me intimately
thought I heard voices. Only they said so more delicately. For
example, I had one church woman tell me she thought I was a genius.
It was a kind way to call me crazy, so I had merely smiled and
shrugged off the implication. Now the moment had come when those
who thought the worst wanted me to go and test for the impossible,
or, what I had thought to be impossible.

“I said that I wanted to escape the
neighbors,” I corrected. “I don’t really want to go see anyone.”
Looking him in the eyes seemed appropriate, so I did.

He inhaled deeply, preparing for an argument
which I didn’t feel up to holding. “I think you should,” he said.
“Let’s get this settled so we don’t have any more outbursts.”

Anger swept over me. I was already
embarrassed about last night, and his mentioning the shameful act
seemed cruel and unnecessary. However, I had woken up cheerful this
morning, and I had just finished several physical activities that
left me spent. So, I decided to play along.

“If I make an appointment, and she finds
nothing wrong with me, will you stop saying it’s all in my head?” I
asked. Walking over to the landline, I picked up the phone and
prepared to call the physician.

The single second I waited for my father to
answer seemed to stretch for an eternity. My future depended on
this call. In my opinion, doctors were quick to find problems: All
the more reason to make patients come back and give them more
money. I knew whatever doctor I saw would label me as mentally ill.
Consequently, though I knew how my father would answer, I waited
with overwhelming dread, resigning the battle when he agreed to the
terms.

I reached the doctor’s office assistant on
the line to make the appointment, meanwhile staring at my father
with a hint of resentment as he stared back emotionlessly. To my
great joy, the doctor wouldn’t see me. The problem’s nature was
beyond her field of expertise. I related this news to my father
gleefully, thinking I had escaped a doomed fate. But he had other
ideas.

“Okay,” he said resolutely. “Let’s go to the
emergency room.”

Once more, my heart dropped. My father seemed
determined to find something wrong with me, and such knowledge made
me want to weep. Already I had the neighbors, various church
members, and random strangers mocking me. To have my own family
think I wasn’t in my right mind instilled a crushing loneliness
deep within. So, with an inflated sense of self, I considered every
unkind and hostile remark as emotional persecution. With this in
mind, I followed along as both people I loved and people I didn’t
know led me to one of the darkest places I could imagine.

Erected within the city’s limits, the
hospital was named after the nearest public university. The
townspeople called it University Hospital. Both my parents and I
had immediately prepared after my failure to set up an appointment
with the physician to make a trip to the emergency room at
University Hospital. The car ride was too short. Sitting in the
Nissan’s backseat, I had some time to ruminate over every comment
regarding my sanity, but not enough time to wonder what I would do
if, probably when, the greedy doctors labeled me as crazy.

The Nissan pulled into the large, convoluted
parking lot. Slowly climbing from the car, I slammed the door shut
and followed behind my parents through the emergency room front
doors. Inside were a dozen or so people, all different races and
creeds, seated on the connected orange seats. My mother claimed a
seat while my father and I approached the woman behind the counter.
She appeared busy, typing on a computer affixed to the counter.
After standing before her for a moment, she looked up and evaluated
us.

“What’s your emergency?” she asked
simply.

My father said nothing, so I stuttered out a
response. “I...I’m here because I...I’m hearing voices?” This was
uncomfortable. Personally, I didn’t believe I heard voices. I
believed I was being persecuted. But, in my mind, this trip was
more about proving my parents, and everyone else, wrong. So, I
stated their reasoning.

Upon hearing this, the woman turned to my
father and aimed several questions at him. My shyness at having
spoken to a stranger was so acute that I neglected to listen to the
questions and answers and merely tried to settle my nerves. Within
a couple minutes, however, the woman must have found our reason for
coming in satisfactory, because she instructed us to take a seat
and wait, for someone would be with us shortly.

Our departure for the hospital had been
sudden, so neither parent had a book to keep him or her
entertained. I prepared for a long wait, for I’d heard of people
waiting for hours in emergency rooms. To my surprise,
unfortunately, someone came for us nearly right away.

Several inches taller than my five foot, six
inches, the dark-haired nurse entered from the swinging double
doors to the emergency rooms and called out my name. When my
parents also stood with me, she invited them to accompany us. I
noticed her boney frame as she held open the door to admit us into
the hospital, and then waited for her to lead us to the room where
the psychiatrist would evaluate me.

Walking through the enormous, stark white
hallway, where wheelchairs and beds-on-wheels could pass while
going opposite directions, I marveled at how accurate movies were
at depicting hospitals. Beds were shoved up against every wall,
supporting both well-dressed individuals and poorly clad children.
Wheelchairs were paired with each bed, both in the hallways and the
rooms, but most either held waiting relatives or nobody at all.
Patients occupied the beds. Unlike the movies, most appeared fairly
healthy, and very bored.

The tall, skinny nurse ushered my parents and
me into a large, square room, located across the hall from a
nurse’s station. The bed was shoved against the wall opposite the
wired window, where I could sit on the stiff mattress with its
starched sheets and watch the nurses and orderlies bustle with
paperwork. A metal side table and an armed chair also furnished the
otherwise bare room. Always the gentleman, my father encouraged my
mother to take the chair as the nurse instructed us to wait for the
doctor. She would be with us soon, said the nurse.

Hours passed. My parents and I talked little.
Nervous about exactly what the psychiatrist would tell me, I
provided the most nonsensical chatter. “She was smart, bringing a
book,” I said after two hours, pointing at a young woman on a bed
in the hallway. She and her sister, seated in the bed’s
accompanying wheelchair, flicked their eyes in my direction. The
excitement at sitting in a hospital was greater than my shyness at
having drawn attention to me at that moment.

My father attempted to discuss what we all
should say to the doctor, if she ever came. I kept silent. When the
time arrived, I planned on telling the doctor that I had only come
for my parents’ sake. I didn’t hear voices. I heard mean people
talking slanderously, like the Bible instructed believers to
expect. Mother didn’t provide any ideas either, so he soon gave up
and began checking his watch. We were all growing impatient.

Sometime during the wait, an extraordinarily
large security guard sat outside our room. She made the chair which
she sat in and every patient within viewing distance look tiny in
comparison. At first, I thought the woman was taking a break, for
she was eating something that looked like a donut. So, I ignored
her, continuing to chat at my parents.

After two or so hours, an even larger
security guard, a young man who appeared to weigh around 400
pounds, switched places with the woman. Odd, I thought. Only when
the security guard followed me to the restroom down the hall,
standing sentinel outside the door as I uncomfortably performed my
business, did I realize the security was intended for me. How
embarrassing. Once this knowledge dawned on me, I succumbed to
gloominess, feeling more like a prisoner than a patient.

“Do you want a meal while you wait?” asked a
different nurse. My parents and I looked up at her arrival, pulling
away from our downcast thoughts. We had lost track of time.

But the idea of food cheered me right up.
“Sure,” I said. Looking at my parents, I expected them to ask for
meals as well. Oops. Obviously, I didn’t know hospital
procedure.

“Feel free to grab something to eat at the
cafeteria,” said the nurse to my parents.

This idea didn’t grab my father. “If we leave
the premises to go eat somewhere, will we be allowed back in?”
asked my father. He was hungry, and he didn’t have any security
guards blocking his way.

“Certainly,” replied the nurse. “And when you
return, the psychiatrist will be ready to see you. She wants to
talk to both of you apart from Sarah.” She turned to me. “The
doctor will see you in about 30 minutes. We’ll send your meal to
you before.” And without further ado, she spun on her heel and
exited the room. We had waited four hours.

The hospital tray holding my meal was scraped
clean when an average looking woman walked into the room, where I
sat alone, watching the nurses outside the room’s window. She wore
the knee length, white doctor’s jacket, wore her hair straight and
to her shoulders, and appeared to stand at five foot, five inches
or so. She was the psychiatrist, and she had come to ask a few
questions. My back stiffened and my breath came in short, shallow
inhales and exhales. I wasn’t ready to see her. I probably, at that
time, would never have been ready to see her.

“Hello, I’m Doctor Tulsa. And you’re Sarah?”
the psychiatrist asked me, a smile plastered on her face as she
steadily looked me in the eyes.

I nodded, not quite able to look her back in
the eye. More than anything, I wished my parents were there with
me, a couple people to look to for emotional support. I was shy,
sure, but this dug deeper than mere uncomfortableness. This
scenario dealt more with what my future held in store for me, and I
wanted to flee what I expected to find.

“It’s nice to meet you, Sarah,” Doctor Tulsa
said, and she shook my hand. She exchanged a few pleasantries about
the evening’s seven o’clock hour and the empty meal tray on the
roll table beside my bed, and then she got to business. “How can I
help you? What brings you here?”

It was time for me to shine. “I’m here
because my parents think I hear voices.” I had rehearsed that line
earlier as I had consumed my meal. Boy, I was glad to have
remembered it. All up until the conversation progressed and the
doctor began analyzing me.

“You don’t think you hear voices?” she
asked.

“No. I mean, not like they say I do. I hear
people talking about me, like my neighbors and people at church,
but they’re actual people talking.” An uneasy pit bloomed in my
stomach. This conversation was going poorly.

“What are these people saying?” Her manner
appeared conversational, natural, but her questions betrayed her
easy manner.

“They’re just talking about me. You know,
commenting on what I do” I replied. The pit began to bloom.

“Would you give me an example?”

My memory at this time was poor. I thought I
had inherited my mother’s poor memory, but, unbeknownst to me,
something more serious was inhibiting it. “An example would
be...when Jacklyn at church said I obviously didn’t know what I was
doing when counting money on Sunday.”

“I see,” said Doctor Tulsa. She wrote a
somewhat longer note on the notepad on her clipboard about this
answer than on previous answers. Unlike everything else, the
clipboard was cardboard brown. “Do you hear people talking now?”
she asked.

I paused. What was she insinuating? “Well,
yeah. I hear the nurses over there,” I said, pointing at the
nurse’s station beyond the window. Throughout my meal, at least two
nurses had kept an eye on me and made an occasional remark, nothing
serious or mean, just casual remarks.

The psychiatrist nodded. “I’m going to ask
your parents a few questions now. When I’m done, I’ll come back
here and we’ll see what to do from there.” She rose from the chair
and straightened her jacket. “You just sit tight and call one of
the nurses if you need anything.” With a parting smile, she walked
out the door and down an adjacent hallway.

During the next 30 minutes, I worried over
how the conversation had gone. I had hoped my first remark about
the reason for my visit would have steered the conversation toward
straightforward questions and information about what to expect if I
was hallucinating the voices. Instead, as I had feared would
happen, the psychiatrist had already determined my state as
mentally ill. She provided absolutely no information to help me
determine whether I was hearing voices, or whether I was actually
suffering emotional persecution. The questions could have been
interpreted as casual conversation about overheard conversations,
or they could have been gathering proof of my insanity. Positive of
the doctor having asked questions to gather proof, I spent the
following time pouting, glaring at each nurse that looked my
way.

Footsteps entered the room. I looked up,
recognizing my parents’ strides. Doctor Tulsa preceded my parents
into the room. The doctor appeared neutral, my mother looked
stressed, and my father seemed almost happy. Uh oh, this didn’t
appear good for me.

“We’re back. Did you miss us?” said Doctor
Tulsa pleasantly. She proceeded without waiting for a response.
“Sarah, we’re going to send you to the specialists at Gate-Valley
Hospital in Los Angeles, a hospital to determine your illness. You
will be transported by ambulance. Do you have any questions?” Her
face remained neutral, to my everlasting irritation.

“No,” I replied, attempting a neutral face
like the doctor. She seemed satisfied, and excused herself from the
room, saying she would return shortly.

My parents now appeared worried, but I felt
nothing but excitement. “Cool. I’ve never been in an ambulance,” I
said. Mother was wringing her hands, and my father had his arms
crossed. They didn’t share my excitement.

True to her word, Doctor Tulsa appeared about
ten minutes later. Her expression seemed somewhat harried, and the
reason soon became clear. “Change of plans,” she said, and looked
at my parents. “Will you be able to drive her to this location
tomorrow morning? I’ve contacted the administration, and they will
be expecting to meet you all at ten o’clock in the morning. Does
that sound good?” She handed my father a torn sheet of paper, where
the hospital’s address was written down.

“No problem,” replied my father. “Thank you
for all your help.” He normally would have smiled at the person
being thanked, but apparently, he deemed the situation too grim for
anything other than Emily Post etiquette. We were wished the best
and given permission to leave University Hospital.

On the short ride home, silence filled the
Nissan. Both my parents were probably imagining what waited for
them, but especially for me, at the Gate-Valley Hospital in LA. I,
oddly enough, felt apathetic. So the University doctor had labeled
me as in need of special attention. How unsurprising. I already
believed doctors diagnosed patients and scheduled future
appointments for money, and my theory seemed to be proving right.
But that was beside the point. An eternity ago, a whole six to
seven hours prior to this moment, I had made a deal with my father
to pursue this notion concerning my mental health. Obviously, this
agreement would carry over to the next day, but no worries. All
would end well, or so I thought. And the Kid agreed.


Chapter Three

Blue skies greeted me the next morning. It
was the first of May, and the weather was turning delightful, brisk
and clear. Songbirds chirped from their places in the neighborhood
trees, the area in our residence that frequently brought me joy,
but uneasiness overshadowed the normally positive atmosphere. My
parents and I would leave at eight o’clock in that morning. The
drive, on multiple-lane freeways, would take two hours or more.

Waking at six o’clock, I had less than two
hours to prepare. The psychiatrist at University Hospital had
handed my father, along with the hospital’s address, a list of
things to bring to Gate-Valley Hospital. To my great annoyance, the
list recommended bringing a duffel bag with a week’s worth of clean
clothes. After firmly informing my parents about the futility of
such a recommendation, I considered packing my bag with several
t-shirts emblazoned with Christian logos. If I was going to have to
spend a week with a bunch of strangers, I should be going prepared
to spread the gospel. Another moment of thought, and I gleefully
stuffed the shirts into my bag.

At five till ten o’clock, we arrived at
Gate-Valley Hospital. It was one-story, rectangular, and clean-cut.
Based on its appearance, I would have guessed the inside to sell
clothing and accessories to women, instead of providing health
services for the mentally ill. Like when entering the emergency
room at University Hospital, I hung back and only followed my
parents inside out of obligation.

Entering the front glass doors, we
immediately came upon two doorways with more glass doors. One led
straight ahead, the other was to our left. A painted sign indicated
we should enter the left doorway, so we did. The room contained
three or four connected and cushioned seats and one secretary
behind an elaborate, walled-in desk. My father told the woman of
our appointment. After checking her computer, the woman smiled at
us, told us we were expected, and recommended we make ourselves
comfortable while she alerted the admissions counselor of our
arrival.

The uneasiness that had hung over my family
that morning took root in my stomach, blooming out and up. It very
much felt like it wanted to reach my throat and block my airway.
Deep breaths, I reminded myself. Panicking would not make me look
good. After all, the admissions counselor would determine whether I
qualified as someone who needed the care or not. I tried to smile,
to prepare to see the counselor, but the neighbors had followed us
to the hospital. They remained in their cars in the parking lot,
talking to each other about how much fun they were having at
tormenting me. How amazing it was that my parents couldn’t hear
them. I broiled with frustration.

Listening to my neighbors and their friends
hackle me from without, I barely registered the plain, wooden inner
door being opened to reveal a slight, gray-haired woman. She smiled
broadly, her wrinkles showing her to be aged in her early to
mid-sixties. Despite her attempt at appearing friendly and
inviting, her hazel blue-green eyes were hard. This woman had
experienced too many disappointed hopes, whether in relationships
with friends or patients, I would never find out. Her name was
Anna.

Anna verified my name and introduced herself
to my parents and me. She then invited us through the inner door,
down a couple hallways, where we passed working administration
professionals at their desks, and into her office. The door to the
office was a similar plain, wooden door, her name engraved on a
plaque and mounted on the front. Once ushered inside, my parents
and I took the three available seats. I was in the farthest seat
from the door, in the corner, trapped and emotionally alienated
from everyone else in the office.

The admission counselor asked many questions
like the ones asked at the University Hospital. My answers didn’t
change, only I used different examples about the comments
frequently made. In my reasoning, making my neighbors and church
members appear less cruel would make the sentence on my sanity less
severe. Or so I hoped. Several days later, I would realize the
uselessness of my attempting to make everything seem normal. Though
paranoia affected me, my thoughts were accurate in everyone
believing their own opinions about my mental health and taking no
consideration for my opinions. Regardless, my fate was already
sealed.

Trapped in the corner, the wall to
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