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Introduction

			The purpose of this book is to highlight our experience in moments of crisis. What is crisis? How do we define it? How does it fit into our daily lives? Does it shake us to our core, or does it merely wash over us?

			As human beings, we are no strangers to crisis. We experience it at every level, not just on a global or national scale, but on a local, family, and personal level. How do we navigate through these crises, and more importantly, how do we prepare ourselves for the next one?

			When I was in my early twenties in the mid-2000s, I believed normalcy prevailed. Although divisions existed then, history would reveal crises to be the norm, not the exception.

			While I would never disparage my own work, nor the works of others, I want to be clear that this a memoir. Memoirs are vanity projects written by people who believe themselves to have had interesting lives. I am no one. Had circumstances been slightly different, had I been more of a spoiled brat, had I not starved for shelter, thus depriving myself of adventure and opportunity, and merely soaked in the privilege afforded by my father’s work, I suppose it would have made for a fairly mundane life. However, even amongst the barrel-assed shut-ins who do nothing but play video games all day, there still unfold sagas and struggles from inside their very minds.

			Each chapter in this book conveys an idea that is consistent with the last and establishes the narrative for the next chapter, providing a sense of continuity. The overarching narrative of the book itself is twofold: feminization and the postmodern perspective.

			It is this postmodern perspective and largely first-person narrative (which is fitting, given my own cognitive dissonance) that make this memoir compelling and provide an alternative experience and perspective for the reader.

			Through the postmodern lens, I explore the intersectionality of morality and rationality, thus illustrating what is morally “right,” and the consequences of that, versus what is rationally “correct,” and the conditions of that.

			I explore my own experience with crises: from having been hit by a van at the age of eight, diagnosed with epilepsy at seventeen, and experiencing a wealth of misadventures at bars and nightclubs throughout my twenties, to finally forging a successful DJ career in the adult entertainment industry.

			There are four main events that I explore: the 2010 G20 Summit protests in Toronto, the 2012 “End of the World” phenomenon, climate change, and the 2020 Covid-19 pandemic.

			The common theme among all of these topics and events is that there are intertwined forces that will impact the future. While there is overarching consensus regarding these subjects, where the truth lies—and where it matters most—is in our own individual response. That we have proactive responses to current events, as opposed to reactionary outcomes.

			This is hardly an argument for complacency; in fact, it’s anything but. There will always be issues at stake and subjects to raise awareness about, but that’s not the point. All of these subjects are worthy of attention, discussion and discourse. For example, while I believe that most people do believe in climate change, and despite the fact that there exist those who do not, I don’t know of anybody today who is not, at least, a little environmentally aware. Do you recycle? Do you think pollution is a problem? Should we do something about endangered species and animal rights? If your answer is yes to any of these questions, then your perspective on climate change is irrelevant.

			Finally, it is this message that conveys what is, in essence, the very nature of that which is political, which ought to be a message of hope and optimism, instead of anger and hatred. When and where there has been the most social change, historically, it has been a result of feminist movements. We tend to think of these in terms of suffrage or civil rights, but while those movements were hugely significant to Western society, they were far from universal. Life has managed to remain difficult and relatively unchanged for women in most parts of the world, albeit with some deviation. While our values may differ, one thing is certain: Whatever the optimal value may be, even it may be subject to change and scrutiny through feminist movements.

			It is often the case that crisis is the motivator that not only causes us to reorganize our routines, but serves as the guiding force that compels us to commit to action. The fate of our future, the condition of our lives, are not only limited by our ambition, but well within our grasp. Whatever legacy we aspire to claim, may our fates not be predetermined by ill timing, complacency, anxiety, or upheaval of current events. It is the values found in this book, which I hope will make the difference for tomorrow.

			



	

Prologue

			I never had time to fool with a career, nor have I had the time nor the patience to fool with a relationship, as much as I would have liked one. Yet I do crave stability, as much as the next person ought to or should. By great luxury, I have achieved a kind of stability, having been brought up by a family who was willing and able to be as caring and as supportive as they were. It will no doubt—unless I am incredibly stupid—manifest in a sense of greater mobility and life experience for the rest of my days.

			I have always found solace in mundane things, particularly food. I don’t need things like risotto, feta cheese, or fine wine with far too many flavours. I enjoy—like a good six-year-old ought to—a hot-dog, instead. Or, perhaps better still, something fit for the metabolism of an adolescent: a meatball sub. I prefer domestic beer, while still enjoying imports like Red Stripe and Corona. A good iced wine will do, as well as some draughts and things on tap. I prefer soda pop over coffee. Particularly Diet Coke, of which I am a connoisseur. I prefer it bottled, as opposed to from a can—not just bottled, but a specific milliliter of bottle: 591ml, the likes of which can no longer be purchased here in Canada.

			When it comes to entertainment, I have always enjoyed cinema. One of the very first films my parents ever introduced me to was The Wizard of Oz. I watched it so many times in my youth that I broke several VHS tapes. Given that I am a visual person, I find the cinematic medium to be incredibly captivating—the ability to convey a narrative through an aesthetic means. It is due to my affinity for film that the film enthusiasts among my readers will likely find parallels between the lines of this book and my very passions themselves.

			It has been said that there is a book within each of us. I do believe this to be true. I believe that we all have stories worth telling, because at the very least, we are no strangers to crises. In my lifetime, the biggest crises have been 9/11, the recession of the early 2000s, and the Covid-19 pandemic. In my father’s time, it was the Bay of Pigs, the Cuban Missile Crisis, and the Vietnam War. Thus, crises are not the exception, they are the norm, whether experienced by society, nation, community, family, or even within ourselves. I know that for many of my fellow millennials, the world just hasn’t been the same since 9/11. And I’m sure the same will be said by Gen Z in regards to the Covid-19 pandemic—and whatever crisis bestows the next generation, the same will be said about that.

			I was raised Catholic, went to Catholic school, and made all of my sacraments. When I got to post-secondary, however, the academic discipline there did something of an overly thorough job of pounding in the principles of Occam’s razor and skepticism into our heads. These principles are, no doubt, invaluable tools and teaching methods that not only reinforce a practical means in a person’s life, but values that we must inevitably acknowledge in our routine comforts and day-to-day lifestyles. By the time I was done with my tertiary education, however, I felt as though something had been taken by these institutions.

			I wanted there to be a God, a hereafter, something greater than myself. And if you had asked me at this point in time, I likely would have told you that I was an agnostic. For a time, I would even try on my atheist hat, but quickly found it to be cumbersome and silly, and ultimately, this period was very short-lived, lasting only about two weeks.

			The purpose of this book, apart from it being my memoirs, is to convey an argument for morality within our postmodern world. As a Deist, it was in part because of my own spiritual epiphany that I felt compelled to write this book. I do, for the most part, swear by numerology and synchronicity, and I dabble in crystals. And I do believe in God. In contrast, I believe much less so in astrology, and even less so in things like Karma. I don’t think Karma works, even from a practical standpoint, simply because no ever thinks that they are the asshole (“Boy, I sure got my comeuppance!” sincerely said no one ever). Alas, if Karma is your highest form, I won’t take it from you, and the same goes for astrology.

			The relationship between ourselves and material things is a delicate one, and more delicate than people think. Passion and enthusiasm have their time, as well as their place, but should we become indoctrinated by these material things it is sure to get the better of us.

			Take for example, any one of the aforementioned items. A ritual centred around the viewing of The Wizard of Oz, or a diet consisting mainly of meatball subs, or perhaps even something more abstract, yet easily pathologized: a Covid-19 version of risotto. Imagine a draconian acknowledgement of cooking and consuming this Mediterranean dish. Seems ridiculous, I know; however, I was always more of a fan of Freedom Fries. Thus, whether you prefer a dish of risotto from Uber Eats marked with a caduceus, or a serving of star-spangled fries, I say have at it. But be warned: It is this delicate relationship that is best consumed as nourishment, lest it devour you.

			



	

Entry 1: Girls Catch Boys

			“…Weave a circle round him thrice,

			And close your eyes with holy dread.

			For he on honey-dew hath fed,

			and drunk the milk of Paradise.”

			~ “Kubla Khan,” Samuel Taylor Coleridge

			If I were to put a narrative on my life experience, I would say that it has been twofold. From very early on, much of my daily life and development was spent in the offices and storage rooms of social workers. Their care and hands-on approach lessened the burden of schoolwork and the repetition thereof. I didn’t like school but for the social aspect of it. The school curriculum, back then, much as it is today, is less about education itself and more about job preparation. That’s not to say that I didn’t have some wonderful teachers; I surely did. And I had some very terrible ones as well, though I would much rather reflect upon the former.

			***

			I am sitting in a storage room with a middle-aged English gentleman in a cardigan sweater. It is 1990, and I am five years old.

			I remember the other parents not approving of him as our new resource teacher. As a child I could not understand why they didn’t seem to like him. It was because he was a man, and they did not like the idea of him being in closed quarters with young students. My parents understood their plight but were ultimately indifferent.

			“I have never seen anyone with blue hair before,” he remarked on my drawing of Marge Simpson. I proceeded to tell him about this new hit cartoon series, the likes of which he had never heard of. Was it really time for art, or drawing pictures? No. But this was my school curriculum. I was much more preoccupied with my toys, Super Mario Brothers, and my very daydreams themselves.

			I have countless memories of that time in my life, many of which are highly detailed. But my earliest memories are made up of familiar sights, sounds and smells.

			I remember waking up early in the morning to the sound of my mother getting ready for the day, listening to the golden oldies on CFCO. To songs that all sounded the same to me, yet at the same time were simply all there was. This was simply what music sounded like.

			I remember the thickness of my Persian cat’s hair. His orange coat would shed and clump and get everywhere … which made it all the more difficult when he passed. Bits of his orange coat lingered for weeks afterward, embedded in the carpet of our family room.

			I remember that smell, whatever it was, that occupied the long single hallway of my elementary school, where I spent every year from four to fourteen years of age. It was tiled in green. A relic of architecture and decorating from the 1960s, St. Elizabeth was the only primary school I ever knew and would come to symbolize so much about growth and transformation.

			For many of us it is a defining moment, perhaps among our earliest memories, that we recall breaking an arm, falling ill, or perhaps receiving a sports injury of some kind. And for many of us, receiving a CAT scan is something of a turning point.

			It seems that from very early on I was at the centre of chaos. Hands down, the most dangerous and life-threatening moment in my life took place in front of my primary school.

			It was April 2, 1993, and I was eight years old. It was a Friday. Batman was on. My mother had asked me to stay after class and wait for her. She wanted to help me clean out my desk. Her caring nature transcended what was about to take place, even then.

			Unfortunately, the anticipation of a fun-filled weekend would vastly outweigh the routine procedure of a desk clean-up. Betraying my mother’s wishes, I rushed outside, past the school buses, to find myself lying in a mud puddle, the silhouette of a school teacher baring down on me, calling my name. I remember seeing the flash from the ambulance lights reflect off the house across the street. I stood up to get on the gurney and saw many of my fellow students, their parents and my teachers all standing, aghast, their faces a sea of mixed emotions. Everyone applauded as I got on the ambulance, relieved, if for the moment.

			The paramedic would reveal to me that I had been hit by a van. I was later airlifted to London, Ontario, where I would receive a CAT scan and be hospitalized for several days, but only several days. And in the face of this gratuitous inconvenience (as only a child would see it), the injuries meant less to me than did the support of my friends and family, as well as the myriad of gifts I received.

			At such a young age, one can hardly consider such a close brush with death, let alone the good fortune of sustaining only minimal injury: partial and permanent hearing loss due to a broken right ear bone, and a fractured skull.

			The next two weeks I spent at home, and would be met with further celebration. Being raised Catholic, I was to make my first Communion, and the Easter season was also upon us. But it would not be as celebratory for all of us as it would be for me.

			It was the school principal at the time, who in his final year of administrating education, was no doubt looking forward to a relaxing and passive retirement. Only to be dealt with the devastation of these circumstances.

			The exact details of the successes of his career are somewhat unknown to me, outside of having been principal at my school for ten years. It does seem that his career, whether due to merit or character, was widely celebrated. For from the time I attended that school, to well after I would graduate, it was his face that was featured in mural fashion on the gymnasium wall.

			His name captioned plaques that were awarded to students at the end of each school year. One of which I myself had won the summer prior to my accident, and the other, I would receive five years later.

			Two teachers, one being my own, and the principal himself, came to see me at my home that year, bearing Easter gifts.

			The swift nature of my recovery, however, was no doubt later used as an excuse on his part, as he would deflect the blame on to me for “not paying attention.”

			He would present this argument to my mother upon meeting with my parents. Needless to say, my mother was not receptive to this.

			“You have got to be kidding me! You have got to be kidding me!! You want to blame an eight-year-old boy for not paying attention?!? No! No!! The reason he was hit was because those damn buses are parked in front of the school!!”

			“Well I’m glad he wasn’t hurt,” my principal replied.

			“His skull was fractured! He’s deaf in his right ear! He might need a hearing aid!” my mother replied in disbelief. She took out a piece of paper and pen, and proceeded to draw a diagram of a new and improved schoolyard. It was true that the buses had been parked with the teachers’ convenience in mind, and less so the children’s safety, as the parking lot was small and faced the corner of the school property.

			“And that playground equipment is also too close to the street and easy to access! Anyone can just come right in!!” This was also true, for the playground took up most of the corner property. My mother illustrated a rearranged parking lot and playground, and insisted that the buses meet at the corner, versus the front of the school.

			The change would come gradually. First the buses, then the teardown of the playground equipment, and then a better functioning parking lot.

			It is customary, when dealing with an institution of this kind, especially when faced with such gratuitous change, for credit to be distributed in uneven and sometimes ridiculous fashion. For the next year, the now new school principal would take all the credit for taking down the school equipment and the creation of a new parking lot.

			A parent would take my mother aside: “She’s taking all the credit for this, but we all know the real reason why this happened.”

			Afterward, little about my life changed. I needed as much help with my schooling as I did before, and my brother and I would continue to have a very passive childhood.

			We had it all: A hard-working father, the likes of which no one could compare, with a well-paying job that was never compromised or put in jeopardy, coupled with the caring charitable, good nature of my mother, to whom there is also no one equal in measure. Together, their combined benevolence provided my brother and me with everything we could ever need and more. We would want for not.

			Among the manifold presents, toys and video games my brother and I would receive over the years, there was one that transcended the rest: my stuffed cat, Mittens.

			Mittens was gifted to me by my grandmother from the gift shop at the hospital in London where I stayed after my accident. He was orange and white, resembling my pet cat at the time, Crisbi. He had whiskers that pointed upwards, sparkly marble eyes and a shiny red ribbon tied around his neck. I would sleep with Mittens for years, probably even when I was too old to do so.

			When I was in high school, I developed closer relationships with people who were more like myself. Apart from needing extra help, they were also underachievers, but with no support from home. Most of them came from nothing and lived on the wrong side of town. My high school friend Grant held his can of generic brand ginger-ale aloft and waved it around—“Our Compliments ginger-ale!!”—modelling it as if it were on commercial display. He would sit in the high school cafeteria, mocking himself: “Man, when I finish high school, I’m moving to Elgin Street. They have high hopes over there, and Pepsi products.” I remember being surprised that the very street I lived on, as well as the Pepsi products in my lunch bag, could be a source of aspiration.

			My best friend in high school was Jesse, or as I called him, Milhouse, in reference to the character from The Simpsons. He was small in stature but had a disproportionately large head, short wavy hair and glasses. It was a nickname that I had given him, and that—perhaps regrettably—stuck. It took on a life of its own, perhaps as a term of endearment. Regardless, it was far better than the one some older students had previously stuck him with: Poindexter.

			It was the three of us, for the most part. At the time, of course, it was lunch hour that was most cherished as opposed to class. This was when we would laugh and hee-haw about our parents and foolish teachers. It was only after high school was over that I discovered I had apparently been sitting at the table labelled “the scruffy people table.”

			We are often still fed the lie that high school is the greatest time of our lives. I certainly never felt that way and was pleased when it turned out not to be so. However, I often think about Milhouse today and where he might be. While I haven’t seen him in about ten years, when I saw him last, he was still fixated on that time in his life, as though it was surely the greatest time of his life to date.

			My friends and peers who received similar treatment—whether that entailed staying after class, or being placed in separate rooms for one-on-one assistance—unlike me, did not have much support at home. I recall the head teacher of the Student Learning Centre slamming the phone down on the receiver and turning to me one day. “You have no idea how lucky you are to have a mom and dad who care about your education!” he said. I sat like a deer in headlights, listening to him stammer on, having just abruptly ended a phone conversation with, no doubt, a useless parent. ‘I spend so much of my time talking to parents who don’t care about their kids’ education, so you have no idea how lucky you are!’ At the time, as an adolescent, Grade 9 student, filled with angst and hormones, I met him with a slack-jawed gaze and thought to myself something like, Yeah, well, you suck, I suck, school sucks, we all suck, the end. However, that moment deeply resonated with me.

			While I have some mixed feelings about the education system, as well as the kind of hands-on approach I received even into college, I cannot deny the eventual benefits I received from it that provided me with a wealth of experience and mobility in my adult life. And as much as I may be tempted to blame my own shitty attitude (which may be relevant) or the shortcomings of the system itself (which may be relevant), I did need help. I do have a learning disability, I would come to be diagnosed with epilepsy, and I did endure the traumatic incident of being hit by a van.

			Even prior to my accident, social work had played a crucial role in my education and even in my early childhood development. After my accident, nothing about that changed.

			I needed the same amount of help after as I did before. And the same would go for my epilepsy. It was not until I got to post-secondary that I began to make some more genuine efforts and attempts to excel above and beyond.

			It is unrelated to my childhood trauma that I despise the doctor’s office and hospitals. It is instead in the chronic illness of my condition that I have observed failure when it comes to treatments, diagnosis and so on. I have no use for medical bracelets or branding of any kind, and certainly any kind of compulsory attitude which demands that I do. While I have never seen anyone else have a seizure, I understand its unsettling nature, whether one is familiar with seizures or not. People panic, and I have been subject to that panic. However, no confident medical advisement would have ever kept me from the unwarranted assistance of being rushed to the hospital when having a seizure in public.

			Starting eight years after my accident, I started to feel different. I couldn’t explain the initial feeling at the time, other than perhaps just that.

			At sixteen, I was taking shop class and operating a bandsaw, with no words to express this odd sense of duality. I continued to take shop over the next year, all along carrying with me this increasing sense of awareness.

			Fortunately, that next fall, I would be done with shop, and it was at this point that my body would begin to jerk and shake without much control.

			In the mornings, my shoulders would jump or I would slam my glass of milk on the table, making a mess. My family and I had no idea what was happening to me.

			Finally, one day, before school, I fell down the stairs. My dad took me to the hospital, where despite the seriousness of my condition, I did not want to cooperate.

			It was also on this day that I would have my second CAT scan and be prescribed Dilantin. A short time later I would have my first grand mal seizure, in my parents’ bathroom. At seventeen, I was diagnosed as epileptic.

			As I said, I hate going to the doctor’s office. I find it pointless, cumbersome and a waste of time. When I get sick, I look after it to the best of my ability. I get all of the prescribed ointments and creams, pills, and antibiotics necessary to remedy the situation. But the thing that is, and I suppose has always been, most significant to me is a positive outlook. A positive outlook is achieved through mental health practices and meditative techniques. It’s not overly difficult to maintain, and in my view it’s just about the best remedy.

			I fundamentally believe that it is within all of us to be wise. That it is absolutely possible, and I would say necessary, to lead a life of moderation and have a sense of stability. It’s not about being happy; though, it is to some degree. It’s about acquiring the necessary tools to navigate and overcome obstacles and barriers in your life. Which, in turn, will lead to greater and greater outcomes.

			To me, this is what life ought to be about. About the ability to make choices and pursue opportunities when and where they are presented.

			As a consequence of my condition, I have experienced all too often the shortcomings and failures of Western medicine. We depend so much on what can be observed under a lens, calculated, or measured, as opposed to the subjective condition. We tend to disregard things like lifestyle and a fulfilling routine—all the things that may be discovered by the basic principles of bedside manner.

			Upon graduating from high school, I was stunned to find out how much I had apparently been the glue for so many of my friends and peers. After my departure, almost all of them would drop out of school. For them, there seemed to be no point in continuing on with school if I wasn’t part of their experience.

			As for Milhouse, he would ultimately take almost twice as long as necessary to receive his secondary school diploma, and afterward, he would say, as though he was proud of it, “High school, man … the best ten years of my life!”

			Last I heard about Milhouse, he was leading something of a very carefree life. On welfare and moving back and forth between Wallaceburg and Chatham. Forever caught in limbo, with all that the Chatham-Kent area has to offer. Whatever it is he is doing, I hope he is happy and that he is safe. Perhaps somewhere with Grant, enjoying Pepsi products.

			Many might look at my situation and see it as a failure of the system itself: a privileged, trust fund asshole, perhaps. Or perhaps, a person obligated to define himself by his job or career, carefully taking prescribed medications in between. I instead prefer to see it as a success; for what constitutes making a contribution is broadly defined. And what I do, no matter how unconventional, is precisely that. My only responsibilities being to moderate my time with collectibles, Super Mario Brothers, and my pipe dreams.

			



	

Entry 2: The Windowed Labyrinth

			“…My latest sun is sinking fast,

			My race is nearly run,

			My longest trials now are past,

			My triumph has begun,

			Oh come angel band,

			Come and around me stand,

			Oh bear me away on your snow white wings,

			To my immortal home…”

			~ “Angel Band” (American gospel song)

			Downtown Toronto, 2010. There was an impending collision course of overreach, of corruption in law enforcement and in the ideology of activism. To me this was a dress rehearsal for events to follow, and for years to come. Things were turning out to be the exact opposite of what I imagined them to be.

			***

			It was 2004. I’m not sure exactly when it happened, but I do remember the first time I saw Danielle. It was a Thursday in early September. She was sitting by herself in the study room after class, surrounded by schoolwork. I had gone on a trip to Toronto the summer before and had spent an afternoon in Chinatown. Asian culture had begun to pique my interest, and there was a significant presence of exchange students from China at the college. Danielle was among them.

			I gathered up the courage to go talk to her and we hit it off immediately. She was ambitious, curious and eager to learn English, as well as our way of life. And she was beautiful, inside and out. Short, dark complected, with shoulder-length black hair and a heart-shaped face.

			It is foolish, to pursue someone who does not share in your desire, but oh … I wanted that more than anything.

			My friendship with her would result in the first time that I would embrace my scholastic discipline for a higher goal, regardless of who I would ultimately share it with. I had always been an underachiever as a child and in my youth. But my newfound passion and desire would not be circular, even if it was based on puppy love, or schoolboy antics.

			To me, Danielle was more than a woman; she brought with her a representation from the other side of the world. A culture, a language and way of life that would also become romanticized in my heart and in my imagination. To teach in the ancient society of China, I imagined, would be an altruistic goal worthy of pursuit.

			While my feelings for her were never a secret, we never let that stand in our way of maintaining a friendship. There was too much at stake, and too much would have been lost for both of us if it had.

			At Lambton College, I would spend much of my free time walking the halls, imagining what the next five to ten years might look like for myself. If I wasn’t with her, then I imagined myself with someone similar, off in some foreign land and away from my parents. I could see myself hustling in a more pristine, clean-cut version of the campus I was currently on: grazing the panels of carpet
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