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    This book is dedicated to my immediate family, Psychologist, and church priest in granting me the courage and understanding to fight against oppressive and abusive psychiatry.
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Dedication
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I’d like to thank my Psychologist whom I’ll call Dr. B for his support in probate court granting me clear victory over oppressive and harmful psychiatry. My battle against psychiatry spanned, (however still fighting its coercion and oppression) over a period of nearly 35 years. I know beyond a shadow of a doubt that eventually I’ll win because I’m perfectly healthy mentally and physically always was except for when having side-effects to psychotropic medications (forced onto me, never truly voluntarily), outside influences, and having a “history of mental illness” – placed onto me by gaslighting, incompetent psychiatrists and gaslighting petitioners that wrote false petitions or were written out of malice. I never was given an opportunity to express “my side of the story,” due to apathetic, non-empathetic, careless psychiatrists that performed little or no assessment of me as a person or of my “mental health condition.” I’d also like to thank my attorney that represented me in probate court making a “formal appearance.”  My faith in God carried me through the trialing period of psychiatric oppression and harm. I’d also like to thank the priest of my Greek church Fr. Timothy for his prayers.  
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I am a family man, enjoy being with my children, significant other, and have many hobbies including: drawing, gardening, riding my bike, and candle making in addition to other mostly arts - crafts and healthy living. I’ve been a medical professional for nearly 20 years – and still am a Registered Nurse (RN) of nearly 14 years after being a Licensed Practical Nurse (LPN) for 2 years, Mental Health and Direct Care workers for 4 years. I also, take pride in caring for my parents, however my father passed away with hospice from kidney failure three years ago at the age of 86 years. I enjoy reading medical information and am health conscious. I keep mentally, spiritually, and physically healthy by using what I’ve learned in life’s experiences and what makes sense in my learning while reading and studying medical research, social, and religious affairs. I’ve been involved with the Greek Orthodox Church even as a young boy being in the altar and traveling to nearby cities to help the priest. I was also involved in the Greek dance group, and played Little League baseball for 10 years with 2 of those years being on All-Star teams and most valuable player.

I wrote this book for several reasons and hope the reader becomes inspired in being the best you can be and don’t let other people make you think that you’re anything less than what you truly believe yourself to be. After all, you’re the “captain of your own ship” and know all of your turmoils and triumphs! 

This book described personal experiences in mental health over the last 30 years both as a patient and professional offering suggestions to improving the process from family/friendship socializations, petitions to involuntary psychiatric hospitalization in efforts of being better understood and in changing mental health services. I hope this book will inspire you to attain personal growth and help make amends with the mental health system in changing its current practice and viewing the patient as understood and not misunderstood by friends, family, or even psychiatry.

I wrote this book to describe my personal “difficulties” with the field of Psychiatry, but with resolutions which I think will help alleviate unnecessary psychiatric hospitalizations and stressors encountered by mental health patients and staff. It is further hoped that psychiatry no longer will be a “quick fix” for society in treating patients as psychiatrists today carelessly mostly only prescribe medications instead of listening to their patients as was evident in my psychiatric experiences as a patient for nearly 32 years! Patients have reasons for behaving and thinking like they do due to common human needs not being met like personal socialization, food allergies, being listened to and understood, other factors will later be explored during the reading of this book. Psychiatrists today base their “therapy” on medicine without trying to understand the patient. Psychotropic medicine is considered a “quick fix” or band aid covering a sore that doesn’t get to the core of the psychiatric issue and each and every time was met with personal opposition. In addition, it saddens me to think that certain family members would rather I be taken away and locked up in a psychiatric hospital then forced to take medicine as opposed to taking the time to listen to what I had to say and trying to understand what I’ve been trying to convey in resolution of a distraught past. A distraught past with no resolution has caused me to be misunderstood which further caused wrongful psychiatric admissions as felt from personal anguish, stress, and distress.
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Inspiration

Writing this book has become truly therapeutic, and hopefully will inspire you to reach your goals, never lose sight of who you really are, and can be. I have been in the psychiatric “arena” for nearly 32 years as a patient, advocate for Human Rights, and as a professional. I carried with me a secret for nearly 32 years that threw me into the realm of psychiatry since my first involuntary psychiatric admission. My secret involved an authoritative figure which influenced future psychiatric “endeavors.” Who is this authoritative figure? - The first psychiatrist I ever had. My first psychiatrist stated unprofessional remarks which perpetuated the cycle of me being committed involuntarily time and time again in seeking justice due to his unprofessional remarks. Each involuntary psychiatric admission after the first, revolved around me trying to be heard by someone in the mental health system, community or side-effect to psychotropic medications. I tried telling my story to people within mental health and family, but was left with nothing except mental health professionals and even family thinking that I was delusional, having a psychosis or being hallucinatory. I was involuntarily taken away against my will and placed into a locked in psychiatric unit without my thoughts being explored of as to why I thought what I did each and every time. It seemed as though my concerns also were not taken seriously in the community or even by some of my family as nothing was done regarding my stories of abuse by psychiatry and careless communication in trying to socialize with family and friends until now as in writing this book.

I was a young man and too young to have the last nearly 32 years fought for resolve while trying to forgive and forget the remarks made by an unprofessional authoritative figure – my first psychiatrist. It is difficult to relive the memories of when I tried to break the window in a psychiatric unit in an effort to make the point of how unprofessional the psychiatrist’s remarks were and I wasn’t sure if the “unsettling” happenings in Detroit were related to the psychiatrist’s threatening comment. His unprofessional comment scarred me from early to mid-adulthood which lasted up until I finally found resolve through expressing my thoughts in writing this book, trying to be understood by friends, family, and sessions with my Psychologist. The chair I threw at the window was done in an effort to start a commotion/investigation to make people aware of the psychiatrists’ threatening remark, and because of the “unsettling” experiences I had while in Detroit, however I never felt “paranoid.” A side-effect that I had on a forced psychotropic medication – Haldol (25 years ago) was me “hearing a voice” telling me “I’m the head of the FBI.” I entered the Saginaw Township Police Department after hearing the hallucination and asked to speak with someone. I then again said “I’m the head of the FBI.” The office attendant then said “I believe you.” This real-life story is significant, because as discovered through therapy with my Psychologist, it was determined that the “FBI story” was just a story, because I wanted the psychiatrists that never took the time to know me as a person and misdiagnosed me to be arrested.

Picture if you will, a young man in his early 20s living in Detroit 1990 away from friends and family and in a big city overnight for the first time. I remember a housemate telling me how he dodged bullets trying to pick up patients as an emergency medical technician. Detroit has changed for the better since 1991 with new condominiums and flower beds along main downtown streets. I believe the stigma and reputation of the part of Detroit I lived in nearly 32 years ago unfortunately, casted negative thoughts in my mind while I was living there. I recently visited Detroit and was impressed with the new downtown architecture and social gatherings surrounding the center of the city. 

The big city culture was too impersonal for me for the first few weeks while living in Detroit nearly 32 years ago when I was 20 years old. Although I enjoyed the busy cars and crowds at Hart’s Plaza – downtown, I also missed the quiet smaller city life I experienced in my hometown. I needed a break from the new city I had been a recent inhabitant of, felt as though there was a kind of harassment in the locker room of a gym at Wayne State University (WSU) and called my parents for a ride back to my home town for a brief visit back home. 

I arrived back to my home town in Saginaw, MI after calling my parents to take me back to a familiar environment so that I could rest. I needed somewhere familiar, because I felt consumed by the big city life and its culture. My dad and uncle requested to me that I see a therapist, but none were available at that time at night – later in the evening. Instead, we visited the psychiatric unit at a local hospital and met a doctor whom I will call Dr. “X” for the sake of legal and ethical considerations. I was tired and asked the psychiatrist “so what kind of treatment, how are you going to treat me?” He responded by directly and wholeheartedly telling me “I’m going to shoot you in the head.” I calmly went back to my room, picked up a chair and attempted to throw it through the window – I wanted to make the point that the psychiatrist was unprofessional in saying what he did and most importantly to start a commotion hoping it would lead to an investigation to what the psychiatrist said. In addition, I felt uneasy with the “harassment I felt while in the locker room at WSU and asked myself was the threatening comment I experienced by the psychiatrist related to the harassment I felt in the locker room? I never really believed he would “shoot” me, but thought to myself how wrong and unprofessional for him to say. No, I didn’t hallucinate what the psychiatrist had said – I know what that’s like. I hallucinated only while taking certain psychotropic medications after starting my psychiatric mental health experiences. Other times hallucinations occurred while tapering off certain psychotropic medications too quickly as the mind needs time to overcome the effects of the medication. I remember the first medicines Dr. “X” put me on nearly 33 years ago  – Stelazine and Loxitane which made my shoulders cramp and Haldol which made me feel like a robot zombie while hallucinating as side-effects. Why would Dr.”X” mention what he did – the unprofessional remarks? I’m not sure, but I carried his unprofessional remarks a secret until now. 

I enjoyed being a student at Wayne State University in Detroit. The university had so much to offer including many fields of interest. I ultimately graduated with a Bachelor’s of Science degree in Biology and a member of the Golden Key National Honor Society from Wayne State University. It wasn’t until nearly fifteen years later when I received my second and third degrees of associate’s then Bachelor’s degrees in Nursing as a Licensed Practical and Registered Nurse at other colleges and universities. 

I explored the city life while living in Detroit. Student housing near campus was nearly non-existent at the time when I was living there. Most of the students commuted to classes. There was much to do including visiting the ball park and coffee houses. I particularly enjoyed taking the transit bus to downtown Detroit. I visited restaurants, stores, and parks while exploring downtown. Most of all, I visited the university’s library and was often the first one there and the last to leave. I remember studying many hours a day when I wasn’t in class. Even though I was busy with school, I still found time to work-out for exercise. I learned how to cook basic meals, but mostly ate at local restaurants. I enjoyed the ethnic backgrounds of the city and tried many different foods. The University Center had restaurants and resources available for students. I was a part of the student life by tutoring various subjects such as Biology, Chemistry, and Physics. I also participated in other work-study programs for an additional extra income. The extracurricular work-study experiences I had included were working at football games where I helped sell tickets and seat the crowd. I eventually enjoyed the big city life and made some friends, but devoted my life to mostly studying and getting good grades while at Wayne State University after my return from home.

I pursued graduate school after my undergraduate study at Wayne State University in 1995 for a year then returned back to my home town after once again having an “unsettling” experience with my roommate and graduate studies. I was in search of employment and decided to apply to a company I’ll call “Y,” (due to legal issues) as
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