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			Authors Note

			All proceeds from this book are being donated to Epilepsy Ottawa a wonderful organization that provides support, education, and community for people living with epilepsy.

			Their work has made a difference for countless individuals (myself included), helping us find light, laughter, and connection through even the stormiest moments. I’m honored to give back to an organization that has given so much to so many.
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			I also dedicate this book to all the epilepsy warriors out there and to anyone who is fighting their own battles, whatever they may be. You are stronger than you think. You are not alone. Even when the waters are rough and the storms seem endless, know that there will be brighter days ahead. Hold on, keep fighting, and never lose hope.

			 

			With love and gratitude,

			Jane Rogers

			a.k.a. Janer, Cheese Myster, Jro, JTrain, and last but not least, Janey.
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			Introduction

			Life has a twisted sense of humour, and if you don’t learn to laugh along with it, you’ll spend most of your time crying. My journey began on a frosty January morning in 1981 in Charlottetown, Prince Edward Island. I entered the world with all the innocence and ignorance that would soon be replaced by a lifetime of chaotic, awkward and downright ridiculous experiences. I wasn’t born with a warning label, though I should have been.

			Caution: Prone to face plants, medical plot twists and a stubborn refusal to go down without a laugh.

			I was the picture of childhood clumsiness, forever tripping over my own feet and amassing a collection of bruises and scars that would make a stunt double proud. I earned a vast list of nicknames from my brothers that seemed to evolve as quickly as my list of injuries. Each nickname came with a story about me tripping over my own feet. Those nicknames became badges of affection, their way of saying “We love you” even though it did not feel like it at the time. But it wasn’t just my questionable coordination that shaped my story; it was the unexpected guest that crashed into my life at thirteen: epilepsy.

			This book is my story—the highs, the lows, the absurdities, and the moments of triumph. It’s about the nights spent strapped into medical contraptions that made me look like a cross between a sleep-deprived astronaut and an escape artist. It’s about the friendships that kept me sane, the family that refused to let me give up, and the hilariously awkward encounters that could only happen to me. But more than anything, it’s about finding the humour in the storm, because if I’ve learned anything, it’s that laughter is the best way to flip life the middle finger and keep moving forward.

			So welcome to my world where epilepsy and humour collide, where struggles turn into stories, and where there’s always a reason to laugh, even in the darkest moments.
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			Prologue

			It was like any ordinary morning. Well, at least the kind of ordinary that had become my life.

			Around 3 a.m., my brain’s favourite hour to cause a scene, I was jolted awake by the violent snap of pain ripping through my left shoulder. I’d had a seizure. Again. I lay still for a minute just trying to breathe through it. My shoulder had definitely popped out of its socket again, and the pain radiated like someone had shoved a live wire straight into my arm. My brain, meanwhile, felt like it had been tossed around in a tornado and spit into the ocean. I was disoriented—like I was under water.

			If I got up too soon I would fall down like a sack of potatoes because my limbs were still in paralysis. My vision was out of focus, and double blurry shapes swam in front of me. The ceiling spun slowly as I blinked against the sweat dripping down my face. My body was heavy, sore, and shaky. Had I run a marathon in my sleep? I wondered groggily.

			The cherry on top was that I already knew the routine. I slowly sat up, every movement triggering sharp, stabbing pain that pulsed up and down my left arm. My brain throbbed inside my skull as it desperately tried to make sense of the seismic storm it had just experienced. I sat on the edge of my bed, head in my hands, breathing through the pain. I just needed one quiet minute before I had to wake my parents. Again.

			It was like my brain had it out for me. Like it was watching, popcorn in hand, going, Hey, Jane hasn’t had a curveball in a while. Let’s see if this one breaks her.

			I wanted to scream at the top of my lungs and break everything I could get my hands on. I was at my boiling point. Anger I’d been harbouring deep within me was about to bubble over and steam might come out of my ears. Why the hell is this happening to me? Fuck I hate my brain! You are a real a-hole!

			I took a deep breathe to calm myself down before I carefully shuffled to my parents’ room, cradling my arm. Every step sent a dull ache through my body. I was past knocking; I just opened the door. My dad sat up instantly. No need for explanations. We were well beyond the “What happened?” stage. Another seizure, another dislocated shoulder, and another trip to the hospital.

			Without a word, he swung his legs out of bed and grabbed his glasses. I plodded downstairs, reached for my go-to fluffy housecoat—the one that was warm, easy to throw on, and didn’t require me to raise my arm or twist myself into another pain spasm—and grabbed a magazine. I looked like a half-frozen burrito that had just escaped from a sleep clinic, but at least I was warm.

			Armed with crossword puzzles, my dad helped me into the car, and we drove the familiar twenty minutes to the General Hospital. We didn’t talk; we never really did on those rides. There wasn’t much to say, and even if there was, I didn’t have the energy to say it. After a seizure, my body feels like it’s been steamrolled. Every muscle aches, my brain feels scrambled, and even moving my lips to speak is too much. And really, what could we say that hadn’t already been said on countless other 3 a.m. trips? My dad focused on the road, and I focused on my breathing. He knew I was in pain, and I knew he was in pain seeing me like this.

			The waiting room lights were blinding, the chairs uncomfortable, my shoulder screaming. And two hours later, I was still waiting. I slowly stood up and made my way to the single-stall washroom tucked off to the side, shut the door behind me and finally exhaled the breath I didn’t know I’d been holding. The wild hair, sunken, puffy eyes and ghostly pale face stared back at me when I looked in the mirror. It was official: I resembled Dr. Eleanor Abernathy, a.k.a. the Crazy Cat Lady from The Simpsons. I fought back tears, willing myself not to cry. Not because it wasn’t warranted. But because I didn’t want the universe to win. I wanted to scream. I wanted to throw something. I wanted to curse the world for making this my normal. But instead, I silently fought the voice in my head.

			Fuck you, brain, for being this damn difficult, I thought.

			Fuck you back, Jane. I’m trying to survive too, my brain shot back.

			“Fuck my life,” I muttered.

			I gripped the sink and stared at myself. Buried under the frustration and fatigue was a flicker of something tougher. I took a long, shaky breath and pulled myself together and went back to the waiting room.

			We only get one life, I thought. And I’ll be damned if I let this break mine.
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			Chapter 1

			Look Out World, Here I Come

			Scraped knees, big laughs, better stories.

			It was a frosty January morning in 1981 when I decided to make my dramatic debut in Charlottetown, Prince Edward Island. As the latest addition to the family line-up, I was a calm and easy-going baby, quietly lulling everyone into a false sense of security. Classic me—always setting up for a twist.

			My dad worked for the Health of Animals, a branch of the Canadian federal government, as a veterinarian in Prince Edward Island. They were responsible for the control, prevention and eradication of certain animal diseases. As the district veterinarian for the entire province, he had responsibilities for the health and well-being of all livestock, from pigs and cows to chickens. His days were a mix of travelling to farms to test animals for serious diseases like tuberculosis and rabies; visiting auction houses to ensure only healthy animals were sold; attending meat-packing plants to collect samples; and making safety diagnoses to ensure that animals entering the food chain were safe for human consumption.

			When I was two, my parents decided to move us to Riverview, New Brunswick, a town that became the stage for my happiest childhood memories. We lived on Hamilton Court, a little slice of suburban heaven with one particularly glorious feature: hills. Our backyard sloped gently, but our neighbours’ yards were even steeper, perfect for sledding. Every winter, kids from all over the neighbourhood would arrive armed with sleds, ready to turn those snowy slopes into the ultimate playground. We would shriek with laughter as we careened down the hill and tumbled into a snowbank. Gravity may have been our accomplice in the winter, but in the summer, it was the architect of our joy. My friends and I would roll down those same hills, giggling uncontrollably, dizzy from both the spinning and the laughter.

			Mom, in her infinite creativity and frugality, took to making our clothes. And when I say “making clothes,” I mean almost everything except for socks and underwear (thankfully). But it wasn’t just practical clothing; she applied her sewing wizardry to Halloween costumes too. Her ultimate Halloween masterpiece was the one-eyed, one-horned flying purple people eater she made for my dad for a Halloween costume party. She constructed the headpiece with wire from hangers, sculpting it into the perfect monstrous shape, then covered it with bright purple velvety fabric for the body and head. She even found a sheer material for the single eye, giving Dad just enough visibility to navigate the party without crashing into walls.

			It was such a hit that it didn’t stay Dad’s costume for long. Over the years, my older brothers Sam and Henry got their turns wearing the flying purple people eater for Halloween before passing it down to me. It became a family tradition, and the fact that the costume was slightly too big and hilariously awkward for a kid only made it more memorable.

			But her crowning achievement were dresses that turned me into a walking doll. One, in particular, stole the spotlight: my kindergarten concert gown. She made it from swirly blue, pink, and lavender fabric, topped it with sheer puffed sleeves, and trimmed it in shiny blue ribbon. The skirt was massive, like it could double as a parachute. The bodice was a ruffled masterpiece with a neckline that screamed “Look at me!” louder than I ever could.

			Our parents, ever the masterminds behind our childhood adventures, whisked us off on camping trips to Fundy Park to explore the vast number of trails, some of which had waterfalls that descended into river valleys. The view was breathtaking, and if we were lucky, we would see a deer grazing on some grass nearby.

			They would take us to Shediac, where a beautiful beach is part of the Parlee Provincial Park. When we went into the water at low tide, we could walk quite a distance, up to one thousand footsteps! I loved being in the water; my parents called me a water baby. I could spend hours out there as happy as a clam.

			On our birthdays, my dad—always the master of ceremony—turned our special days into legendary adventures with his treasure hunts. Armed with a mischievous grin and an arsenal of riddles, he would map out a magical expedition around the house or yard. Each clue sent us darting from one corner to the next, our imaginations running wild. Were we pirates on a quest? Explorers unearthing secrets? Spies cracking codes? It didn’t matter; the prize was always the same: candy! Every treasure chest filled with chocolate felt like we’d struck gold.

			Meanwhile, Mom was the culinary artist behind the scenes crafting incredible TV-worthy cakes. Her specialty was the “bomb cake.” Imagine layers of ice cream, cake, candies, cookies and just enough chaos to make every slice a surprise. To this day, I can’t look at a slice of cake or a treasure map without feeling a wave of nostalgia for those extraordinary birthdays.

			To say that I was a little bit of a klutz (and still am to this day) is an understatement of epic proportions. As a kid, I tripped over my own feet going down the stairs, a skill I’ve unfortunately carried into adulthood. My right side was no problem, but my left? Oh, where do I even begin? The first notable clash came when I was five years old. I was at my friend Donna’s house, likely engaged in some sort of childhood shenanigans, when I managed to fall off a chair. I landed squarely on my left wrist, and just like that, I had my first broken bone.

			The most dramatic clumsiness came one sunny day when Mom, in her pursuit to keep us endlessly active, took Sam, Henry and me on a bike ride. She led the way, with Sam right behind her, me in the middle, and Henry bringing up the rear. It was all going well until I bailed in the middle of the path. Perhaps seeing his chance to reclaim his spot as the baby of the family, Henry ran right over me. The collision left my chin split open, blood spewing everywhere, and me bawling my eyes out. Although in full crisis mode, Mom tried to calm my theatrical wailing as she flagged down a kind man on a motorcycle. It took my first trip to the hospital and a few stitches to seal the deal. I wear the scar on my chin as a badge of honour and a reminder that Henry might still hold a grudge.

			My parents were firm believers in the idea that if you’re going to hurl yourself down a mountain, you should at least know how to do it with some semblance of skill. So all of us kids were signed up for ski lessons. It was a winter tradition that came with its own set of rules, most of which involved trying not to crash into unsuspecting skiers.

			I took to the lessons well, picking up the fundamentals with relative ease. But no amount of instruction can tame a natural klutz. No matter how well I mastered my turns or learned to control my speed, gravity and coordination had a way of conspiring against me. If there was an opportunity to trip, slip or face-plant into a snowbank, I found it.

			But I didn’t mind. Skiing was about the thrill of the ride, the joy of trying, and the inevitable laughter when I ended up in yet another unintentional somersault. My ski instructors might have shaken their heads in disbelief, but I like to think I was giving them a lesson in resilience and comedic timing.

			Despite the occasional shenanigans, Riverview gave me something even more valuable: my best friend, Kelsey. Our parents knew each other from their bridge club, but Kelsey and I bonded over a shared love of adventure and a willingness to embrace the absurdities of childhood. After school, she’d come over and we’d fire up my Commodore 64, a technological marvel of the time. With my budgies, Romeo and Juliet, perched on the curtain rod above us, we’d dive into whatever pixelated adventures the computer had to offer. Romeo and Juliet, though silent participants, added their own charm to our gaming sessions, occasionally fluffing their feathers in judgment of our skills.

			And then there was Madonna. She was the queen of the era, and Kelsey and I were her loyal subjects. We’d crank up her music in my room and attempt to dance along. “Attempt” is the key word here. Let’s just say our coordination wasn’t going to land us on Solid Gold. But we didn’t care because our enthusiasm was off the charts. Those were the days when it didn’t matter how good you were, only how much fun you were having.

			We went to the same school, Claude D. Taylor. Years later, Kelsey reminded me of a particularly charming (or perhaps mortifying) childhood quirk of mine. Whenever the national anthem came on over the school intercom, I would freeze like a patriotic little statue, standing at attention outside the classroom window. Kelsey would be inside watching me with a mix of amusement and bewilderment as I was late for class once again.

			“What the heck were you doing?” she said to me with a laugh.

			I have no idea. But hey, at least I was dedicated to my country.

			One game became a neighbourhood staple: Nicky Nicky Nine Doors. For the uninitiated, this is a high-stakes childhood game that involves ringing a neighbour’s doorbell, hiding in the bushes and trying not to laugh too loudly as the unsuspecting homeowner answers the door to find absolutely no one. My brothers, our friends and I were masters of this craft. The thrill of sprinting away without being caught coupled with the hilarity of watching the neighbours’ bemused faces was too tempting to resist. As an adult, I cringe at the thought of repeatedly being pulled away from the comfort of my couch to answer an empty front step. At the time, though, it felt like we were pulling off the ultimate neighbourhood heist.

			Sam and Henry were the living embodiment of a love-hate relationship. They oscillated between being the best of friends and fierce rivals, often within the span of a single afternoon. I remember watching with a mix of horror and amusement as their brotherly bonding sessions abruptly turned into wrestling matches where the ultimate prizes were bragging rights and the occasional broken nose. Amidst these bouts of brotherly “affection,” our mother played peacekeeper, referee and EMT. She was always on high alert, ready to dive into the fray to prevent any serious injuries. I watched these scenes unfold with wide-eyed innocence (at least that’s how I’d like to remember it).

			In truth, I wasn’t always the picture of angelic serenity. While my memories of these moments are a bit hazy, I have a sneaking suspicion my own devilish side made occasional appearances. I can almost see my younger self, an impish grin spreading across my face as I conveniently point a finger at my brothers, expertly shifting the blame for my own mischief. After all, what are older siblings for if not to take the fall for their younger sister’s cunning plans?

			Those years on Hamilton Court gave me the kind of childhood every kid should be lucky enough to have: muddy, messy, loud and full of laughter. But as much as I wanted those days to stretch on forever, change was on the horizon. Big change. The kind that packs up familiar friends, routines, even the hills you learned to tumble down, and drops you in a brand-new place. I didn’t know it at the time, but I was about to swap sledding slopes for city sidewalks, backyard chaos for classroom cliques, and the safety of the known for the wild world of the unknown. Next stop: Ottawa.

		

	
		
			[image: ]

			Chapter 2

			From Chicken Bones to Chalkboards

			New city, same weird me.

			My father, ever the trooper, battled the long and winding roads to Ottawa, braving a thirteen-hour drive in our trusty navy blue Oldsmobile with Romeo and Juliet squawking in the back seat. That car groaned with age every time you turned the key, but it had heart and a surprisingly spacious back seat. Knowing my father, he would have put the pedal to the metal to get to Ottawa as fast as possible so he would not have listen to our exuberant budgies for any longer than he needed to.

			“Shut up—I am trying to drive here!” I could picture him yelling.

			They’d chirp back even louder in protest.

			By hour six, I’m sure my dad was questioning every life choice that led him to be trapped in a rolling cage of bird chaos. And yet, he powered through, likely developing a new-found respect for the phrase “Silence is golden.” When he finally arrived in Ottawa, he stepped out of that Oldsmobile looking like a man who had survived a battle with feathers instead of bullets. I’m convinced he vowed never to take another road trip with birds again. And I don’t blame him.

			My mom, Sam, Henry, and I took to the skies. It felt like a grand adventure to soar above the clouds, and I remember pressing my face against the airplane window, mesmerized by the tiny cars crawling along the roads below as we began our descent.

			Before the sale and house inspection was completed, we spent some time staying downtown at a hotel. It wasn’t anything fancy, but it felt like a mini vacation. The room had a tiny kitchenette where we could whip up quick meals, a pull-out couch where my brothers slept (after plenty of bickering over who got which side), and a bed I shared with my mom.

			But the absolute highlight was the pool.

			To my young mind, it was pure luxury. We spent hours splashing around, practicing cannonballs, and pretending to be Olympic swimmers. It didn’t matter that the room was cramped or that the kitchenette could barely fit more than one person at a time, the pool made it feel like the height of vacation living.

			For my mom, however, it was less “vacation” and more “survival mission.” In hindsight, I can only imagine her stress. She was juggling the chaos of moving while corralling three kids in the confines of a small hotel room. Her day was a never-ending loop of unpacking plans, answering questions about the new house, and keeping us from bouncing off the walls—literally. Meanwhile, I was giddy about the novelty of it all, fully embracing the glamour of hotel life.

			Our new home in Country Place was a two-story brown brick house with four bedrooms, two and a half bathrooms, four fireplaces, and a finished basement. It was nothing short of a palace compared to our modest home in Riverview. This house felt enormous, almost too grand to be ours. It had once been the stage home when Country Place was first built, and it still carried a sense of display-home grandeur, though with a few “parting gifts” the previous owners had kindly left behind. The most memorable was a collection of chicken bones stuffed into the kitchen vents. Who does that? It was as if they wanted to leave behind a piece of themselves. There was an assortment of other filthy treasures hidden throughout the house, making the move as much about scrubbing and disinfecting as it was about unpacking.

			The “entranceway,” which was more like a small room, was marvellous. An entire wall was taken up by mirrored closets, which made the space feel even larger. As a kid, it felt like a glamorous touch, though I suspect my mom rolled her eyes every time she had to wipe smudges off of them.

			Despite the chaos, once we had cleaned, painted and moved in our belongings, the house started to feel like home. The quirks became stories, the imperfections became charm, and our family’s energy breathed life into the once empty rooms.

			That summer, we explored Ottawa like pioneers from a faraway land. My parents were determined to immerse us in everything the city had to offer, and what better way to be introduced to the capital than by diving headfirst into the biggest celebration of the year: Canada Day. It didn’t matter that our clothes were more “whatever was clean” than patriotic chic, the flags we waved and the fake maple leaf tattoos proudly stuck to our faces made us feel like part of the celebration. Applying the tattoos became an event in itself. My brothers and I crowded around, carefully pressing the wet paper against our skin and eagerly peeling it back to reveal crisp maple leaves and tiny “O Canada!” slogans. For the rest of the day, we proudly showed off our temporary art to anyone who would look. My mom even joined in, though she insisted on keeping her tattoos “classy” by opting for one discreet maple leaf on her wrist.

			Despite our mismatched outfits, we melted into the sea of red and white. Everywhere we went, people smiled, laughed and cheered, creating an atmosphere that made us feel proud to be Canadian. Our flags fluttered in the summer breeze as we joined the festive throngs, soaking up the energy of the day.

			After a summer of exploring Ottawa’s iconic landmarks and bustling streets, it was time for Grade 3 at Merivale Public School. While the thought of a new school in a new city was daunting, there was some comfort in knowing I had at least one ally. My older brother Henry would be there too. Still, I couldn’t shake my nerves. Being the new kid is tough enough, but being the new kid with a funny east coast accent added an extra layer of worry. I wasn’t sure how my Maritime lilt would land in a place like Ottawa, where people seemed more reserved compared to the friendly, chat-with-everyone vibe of the east coast. Back home, strangers would strike up a conversation with you in line at the grocery store, but everyone seemed to keep their bubble firmly intact in the nation’s capital.

			I tried to convince myself it wouldn’t be a big deal, but deep down I had a sense that Ottawa’s social rules were different from what I was used to. I wasn’t prepared for just how different it would be, especially when it came to my teacher. From the moment I stepped into her classroom, I could feel her eyes on me, assessing me with a kind of sharpness that made me want to shrink into my seat. It wasn’t long before I realized she seemed had a personal vendetta against me. Oh boy, it’s going to be a long school year, I thought. Little did I know I would have two years with this teacher!
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			Chapter 3

			Mrs. Hollywood—Run for Your Lives!

			Some teach with kindness, others with trials. Only one earns our thanks.

			When you hear the word “Hollywood,” images of movie stars, red carpets and glamorous premieres might dance in your head. But it conjures up a different picture for me. Mrs. Hollywood, my grades 3 and 4 teacher, was more of a blockbuster villain than a silver screen idol. I’ve long since stopped having nightmares about her, but she still occasionally has cameos, especially when I’m feeling a bit anxious.

			I was the new kid from New Brunswick with an east coast accent and a suitcase full of nerves. Mrs. Hollywood seemed like a beacon of hope that first day. But as quickly as a plot twist in a Hollywood thriller, her demeanour changed from kind to just plain mean.

			One incident that sticks out as if scripted for maximum embarrassment involved a simple test. I scribbled my name at the top, “Jane R,” without the space, making it “JaneR.” Mrs. Hollywood, seizing her moment in the spotlight, called out “Janer” when returning our tests. Please let there be a Janer in the classroom, I thought. But when no one came forward, I wanted to crawl in a hole and hide knowing that it was my test that was in her hands.

			“Janer, come get your test!” she announced again.

			I could almost hear the drumroll in the background as my cheeks flushed the colour of a Hollywood premiere carpet. I reluctantly stood and went to get my test.

			“It’s Jane,” I mumbled.

			“Well that is not what it says on the paper,” she said with a smug look on her face.

			From that day forward, “JaneR” became an unwanted nickname that echoed down the school hallways like a bad movie review.

			Adding to the drama, any time I so much as stumbled or scraped a knee, Mrs. Hollywood would have me stand in the corner as if I had committed a major faux pas on set. Her scoldings were as sharp as a director’s cut, leaving little room for retakes or mistakes. In those moments of solitude in the corner, I often wondered if Mrs. Hollywood had missed her calling as a stern director in Tinseltown rather than moulding young minds.

			I was not one of those students who raised their hand at every moment. In fact, I would often avoid eye contact and try to make myself invisible in the classroom. But Mrs. Hollywood seemed to have a radar for that. She would call on me anyway, and more often than not, I’d answer incorrectly. It wasn’t just that I was shy; it turned out I was struggling cognitively and needed after-school tutoring to catch up with the rest of the class. For a child already feeling singled out, being behind academically was like salt in the wound. Each mistake felt magnified under Mrs. Hollywood’s scrutiny, and her sharp critiques only deepened my insecurities.

			Then the unthinkable happened.

			When I found out she would be my fourth grade teacher as well, I was furious. Was someone playing a prank on me? I prayed I’d wake up the next morning to the news that it was all a joke, like the world’s worst April Fool’s Day gag. But no, the joke was on me. I was stuck with her for another year. I remember being so ready to throw my hands up and yell, “Why me? What did I do this time?” It felt like I was trapped in a sequel I didn’t sign up for, and Mrs. Hollywood was more determined than ever to play the villain.

			The frustration at home was palpable. My mom, a teacher herself, couldn’t understand why I was struggling so much under Mrs. Hollywood’s watch, so she set up a meeting with her. I remember anxiously waiting for my mom to come home, hoping she’d somehow worked her magic to fix the situation. When she walked through the door, the look on her face told me everything I needed to know.

			“She’s… intense,” my mom finally said, clearly at a loss for words. My mom, a calm and composed educator, was genuinely puzzled. “Why is she even a teacher? She belongs at a boot camp yelling at recruits, not in a classroom with kids.”

			The fact that my mom now fully understood what I’d been dealing with was validating, but it didn’t make my fourth-grade year any easier. Well, at least I wasn’t crazy. Mrs. Hollywood truly was that bad.

			I was not the sole student to get the brunt of Mrs. Hollywood’s vendetta. It seemed she had a special talent for crushing young spirits as if it were her personal mission. A friend of mine confided in me years later that Mrs. Hollywood once told her, at eight years old, that she would never amount to anything more than flipping burgers at McDonald’s. I was shocked but not surprised. I thought, Mrs. Hollywood? Yeah… that tracks. I can’t help but wonder how many other kids carried those kinds of comments with them and questioned their worth because an adult, someone who was supposed to lift them up, chose to tear them down.

			In a strange twist of fate, Mrs. Hollywood’s reign as the antagonist of my elementary school saga had an unexpected silver lining. It made me appreciate the kind, supportive teachers I encountered later, those unsung heroes who truly deserved a star on the Walk of Fame. It’s a bit like watching a series of films: The bad ones make you appreciate the good ones even more.

			I survived not one, but two years under Mrs. Hollywood’s rule. That’s twenty months, roughly eight hundred school days, and countless stern talks about my “daydreaming habit.” By Grade 4, I could face anything.

			Nuclear fallout? No problem.

			Alien invasion? Bring it on.

			But as it turns out, nothing builds mental toughness quite like being raised in a house with two older brothers. If you think Mrs. Hollywood had a temper, wait until you see what happens when someone eats the last slice of pizza. Time to introduce you to Sam and Henry, a.k.a. The reason I know how to laugh at myself.
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