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So here I go...writing in a journal.  The rehab people said that the people who leave rehab usually come back, and the best way not to come back is to keep a journal.  At first I thought there was no way I am journaling, but sitting for 28 days in a shit-hole resort with a bunch of meth-heads talking about our feelings doesn’t sound good either.  I went in for pain pills.  Fucking pain pills.  Pills that my doctor prescribed...dumb ass doctor.  I blew my knee out helping my now-ex-wife move out of our house.  I was carrying out the bed that we bought together, so now she can sleep on it with “Dan”.  This is the same Dan who was sitting in the moving truck like a goofball prick when I hobbled out in pain.  So...in a nutshell...I blew my knee out losing my wife, which brought on the pain pills, which ushered in the addiction that sent me to rehab, causing me to lose valuable time with my daughter.  All of this shit, from one event.

Now I am sitting in a half-empty house.  When I say half-empty, I mean mostly empty...since my ex-wife took most of our shit and left me with a sofa and a card table.

So I decided to write it all down....just like they said.

Sincerely,

Jack York
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Got to talk to Rob today.  Rob is my rehab sponsor.  He is really the one who talked me into the journal thing.  He says it was the journal that kept him out of rehab.  Rob, like me, was an atypical rehab patient at Rising Sun Rehab.  Both of us got hurt...both of us got pain pills, and both of us got hooked.  Rob and I both have not even smoked pot before if you can believe it...let alone the list of drugs 95% of the patients at Rising Sun Rehab have tried.

Since I have been out only 24 hours, I really haven’t been able to figure out any type of routine.  The high school is holding my job until next year.  The administration “encouraged” me to take the rest of the year off after my rehab stint.  Basically the principal wanted time for all the rumors to stop before I graced the halls again with my presence.  I have heard most of the rumors already...one says I was a crazed sex addict.  Another says I was addicted to heroin.  My favorite rumor was that I’d been in prison for manslaughter.

My ex-wife Jane said I can come by tomorrow to see Ava.  I was able to talk to her in rehab, but the calls were limited to ten minutes a week.  I gave Ava a call every Sunday, listening to what has been going on in her 5th grade class and what Dan surprised her and her mom with for dinner.  She always asked how I was doing first, but mostly the conversation was like a recap of her weekly news.

I have no problem with Dan.  The guy is harmless enough and adores Ava.  I just hate the fact that he sees her so much and has gotten so much quality time.  Time that I don’t get.

My weekly schedule with Ava starts up next week...Jane thought it would be good for me to have a week to “get my house together”.  I guess that is Jane’s way of saying for me to get my shit together.  I try not to hate Jane...which in many ways I don’t.  But human emotion and ego always tends to mess with the fact that our paths have split.
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I got Ava’s bedroom set today.  Just about cleaned out my savings account, but now Ava will have a bedroom set at the “Old House,” as she calls it.

As I was buying the bedroom set, the sales guy asked what I thought about the St. Louis situation.  I told him I hadn’t a clue what he was talking about.  He laughed and told me to turn on the TV once in awhile, that it was all over the news.

When I got back, I watched about four straight hours of CNN.  The guy at the furniture store must have thought I was a recluse or something.  There was a huge riot of some sort in St. Louis and a third of the city was engulfed in violence.  The National Guard was called in.  Some were reporting 20,000 casualties...but the crazy part is that all news agencies were expelled from the city and complete Martial Law was in place.  News crews from outside the quarantine zone were showing huge fires burning and military helicopters buzzing overhead.

After my four-hour news binge, I called Ava and told her about her bedroom set.  She told me that she loved me and that she missed me and then laughed at the latest selfie I sent her.  She had never seen me with my beard grown in and was shocked that it grew in red.  Ava teased me that I looked like a bald leprechaun.
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Had lunch with Rob today.  He told me all the right things.  My knee is killing me.  Dull pain all the time.  Damn, I miss those pain pills.  I can barely sleep.  Rob is an electrician and has to be on his feet all day, so I try not to bitch about it too much. 

At least in rehab we were kept busy, which kept the pain in the background.  Since being out it seems all I have is time...which makes the pain more pronounced.

After lunch with Rob, I went past the high school.  Fields were full of PE classes, and with all the warm weather the whole school campus seemed to buzz with energy.

I hadn’t really talked to anyone from school since I went to rehab.  I got a few texts while I was in...things like “hang in there” and “hope you are feeling better”.  Since I have been out I did get a text from my department head...just a short text congratulating me on getting out.  Awkward but nice.  Feels like I have been gone longer than 28 days. 
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The St. Louis situation is nuts.  The TV is basically playing news 24 hours a day.  CNN got some footage from a college kid’s IPhone.  It was taken from quite a distance, but it seems to show about four people jump a barrier and attack a National Guardsman.

Conspiracy nuts are coming out of the woodwork claiming the military has taken over St. Louis, and some think the Aliens have come.  The radio is playing a guy that thinks that St. Louis is an experiment that went wrong fast.

The only thing I know for sure is that St. Louis is quarantined and the entire city seems to be on fire.  The President is supposed to address the nation tomorrow night.
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March 16

-Part 2
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Just woke up from a dead sleep... literally rocked off my bed by a massive vibration.  I just got back in from outside.  All the neighbors were out.  Downtown is glowing.  News is saying a gas main broke and took out a whole city block by DePaul.
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President finally just addressed the nation.  I still can’t believe this shit.  He said that St. Louis has had a viral breakout and is under strict quarantine.  He did admit that missiles were fired on a group of rioters that tried to break through the barrier.  So far all evidence points to everything being contained and the nation is safe.

Heading off to take Ava to lunch.
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-Part 2
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Just got back from lunch with Ava.  We went to Panera.  I almost burst into tears when I picked her up.  Not holding my daughter for over a month has been the hardest thing for me.

When I dropped her back off at Jane’s, it really hit me hard...that this is how it is going to be from now on with Ava.  Quick visits followed by sad drop-offs.  Ava gave me a big hug and a kiss...I tried to smile.  She looks a lot like me...she has my deep-set eyes and a calm temperament.  She has my mother’s straight red/blonde hair and her chin.  I just love that kid.
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Something is happening.  Two huge explosions happened somewhere in the city again.  The mailman said he heard something happened on the campus of North Park University.  My neighbor said he heard that the Chicago Police have been responding to lots of attacks throughout the city.

The only thing local news is saying is that some guy was bitten by a girl he was trying to help, who he found while strolling down some street, and she was having a seizure.

I hope Jane has some common sense and keeps Ava away from the TV.  This shit is just going to scare the shit out of her.

I got a call from Billy today.  Might meet him out for a drink later.  Rob does not like the idea of having a beer, but to me pain pills and beer are two completely different things.  Poor alcoholics.
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Picked up Ava today from school.  She is upstairs sleeping now.  She told me today that she thinks her mom and Dan are going to get married.  What am I supposed to say to that?  Should I say your mom’s a bitch?  Should I smile and say that’s nice?  I ended up just nodding...like a bobble head doll.

Jane has been a mystery to me for the last five years.  We met right after college at Emerald Isle in Edison Park.  We dated, and two years later got married...Ava was born eleven months later.  The next five years went by perfect.  June was selling her paintings.  She even hit a personal record by breaking the $5000 mark.  It was after the painting sold that everything slowly started going to shit.  She just started to drift away.  Any talk of kid #2 was completely dismissed.  Then she just went mute...not that she stopped talking, she just ceased to say anything with meaning.  June stopped being present.  Before I knew it, we were having the “talk” with Ava.  It was the generic Mommy & Daddy still love you talk.  Jane went out and rented an apartment across town.  A few months later, “Dan” came into the picture.  Then of course came the knee, the rehab.  Nice...  
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It’s about 10 am.  I dropped Ava off at school, came home and ran on the treadmill.  Rehab added 10 pounds to my frame...which is not a pretty sight.

I barely was able to run 3 miles and took a quick shower.  When I was toweling off, the phone rang...it was my brother Dylan.  Haven’t talked to Dylan in five years, since Mom died.  We weren’t in a fight...nothing set anyone off.  It was just like Mom was the last tie of our family, and with her gone the tie had broken.  Dad died when I was ten.  He was a lifelong smoker.  He had a long drawn-out fight with cancer.  Mom went fast...stroke in the middle of the night.  Dylan was already in the Navy and flew in the next day to help with the funeral.  The funeral went as well as a funeral could, and his last night home we talked the whole time.  We talked about Mom.  We talked about growing up.  We just talked about everything.  The next morning he told me he accepted post overseas and that was that.

So today...the phone rings and it’s Dylan.  He tells me that I need to get Ava and Jane and head up to Northern Wisconsin.  He said to gather up as much food as I could before I go.  I asked why and all he said was that the shit was hitting the fan.  He said urban areas are going to get dangerous fast and my best bet was to get out of the Chicagoland area.  I asked him where I should go...and he said to find an empty cabin and stay put.  I was going to tell him that breaking and entering with a ten year old wasn’t the best idea...but then he told me to bring Dad’s gun.  That was it...the phone went dead.

What the hell do I do with that?
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