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Introduction

 


   In Inspiration without a home, I spoke of Childhood, Of memories half-formed and somehow more traumatic for it. I want to say that was all of my story and be happy with it. I am more honest than that though. No one ever has their story be that easy. The beginnings of adulthood came into play. I told of the Maiden years, I told of the Mother years starting. I am now in the crone years, and I realized that I did not even cover half of a life lived.  

 

 I don't know if the rest of the story is half as story-worthy, but well it seemed like I ought to try. I need to do the whole set. I have a home now. So it means that the inspiration is no longer without a home. My children are all grown – or near enough, and I am now facing life and amazed. I was never expecting to make it to thirty and here I am looking down fifty. I feel like this volume will have a bit more chaos in it. The asylum is open for business, after all. It has to begin in the past and work forward. I will expose stories that I left out last time. Still keeping to the no-names being involved. None of the lunatics that have passed through my life deserve to be acknowledged or exposed in that way. And at the end, I will discuss where I expect life to take me. 

 So most lives don't rate one memoir...What makes me think that mine rates two? Hell, even one for that matter? I am not sure it rates either. I see both as me telling my stories. I am writing for me, as I always do. And somewhere in there I decided that I would publish anything I actually wrote in one way or another -be it blogging or in book form. Not for me. Though it does soothe my ego to do so, but because there are others like me. And not all of them have found the strength in their stories that I have. 

 I see true immortality as a curse. Outliving everything and everyone that you love? no thanks. But writing is a form of immortality that is an amazing thing. You get to express yourself, and tell your truth...or your fiction if you prefer...and it will be read hundreds of years after you have become the dust of memory. To me that sounds amazing. I can sit and have a perfect discourse with poets who were long dead when I was born...through the words they wrote. I have lived in my forty plus years more than so many do in whole lifetimes. 

 Hell, the first memoir ended around the time I hit 29 and it did not even cover half of the stories from my life. So now that I am looking down fifty...I want to tell the other stories. And even then I don't know if this will finish it. 

 Does the stories from the asylum ever stop? aren't there always new ones coming in? I firmly believe that just writing it out helps me. It gives me a way to look at the stories that were so painful and see them as an outsider might. It also allows me to see the stories that I thought were funny for the true trauma they were. 

 So do I deserve two memoirs? Yeah...because I have a life filled with stories to tell, and this is how I can tell them. If you came to these books expecting some self deprecating humor...well there may be some of that in the stories I tell. I try not to use it, because how we talk about ourselves matters...but I am human. I am also flawed with a low self esteem. I am however trying to improve that. It's a struggle. One that I feel is common to the human condition.

 

 


   I find that there are times when I really just don't know what to say. I am a writer,  so I feel like I should be verbose and always have just the right thing to say for every situation.  That just isn't the case.

 The more emotional the topic,  the harder a time I have responding to it. I will get tangled up with trying to find a way to comfort and end up being awkward and often confused. 

 This can be something as simple as dealing with death. Or as complex as dealing with another person's life trauma. Does everyone have issues with this? I think that I often have distanced myself from others because they were dealing with deep feelings and I didn't know how to respond to them. It has made friendship harder for me. I understand the emotions,  just don't know what my response should be. It is expected that I should understand. I do not.
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Multiple Mes

 


   I don't suppose it would surprise anyone who knows my story to find out that I dissociate. I have no idea how many of me there has been. We figured out most of the main ones. 

 

Little Bit AKA Patricia – this one is about 8 years old. She talks with a stutter. She tries to smooth over conflict. She seems to have most of the childhood memories. 

 

Susie – This one seems like she is around 3 or 4. She likes to play and is quick to frighten.

 

Susan – This is the protector. She is a man-hater. She is very butch and a big bitch.

 

Tara – She introduced herself to Joe as pain. She used to self harm, she likes pain because it lets her know that she is alive. She is the one who takes the high pain days.

 

Patti – That is me. the main persona. 

 

There have been many others, but these are the ones that are here and have been here the longest. It is not a great thing that I do this. it is actually really disturbing because I lose time. Some days I am not able to control my own mind and body. it is something I have been working on. 

 

We have been introduced to an app for the phone which helps. Simply plural. It opens up communication in my head and helps me with who is out. It makes it less scary if I dissociate.
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Neurodivergence
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