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First off, I wrote this manually. By that I mean no AI - or even Grammarly - was used in the production of this text. Sure, I used GPT to try and clarify some dates and details that I was having trouble finding, but every word of this text was done by hand. In fact I often had to correct words that the Pages application changed to some other similar but inappropriate word. I wrote it in pieces over the course of many years, but it was mostly written from June to October of 2025. 
Second, none of this is made up, exaggerated, downplayed or embellished. I did change some of the names of people involved because most of them would not want to have me writing about laws that they broke, sometimes on a gigantic scale. And I paraphrased a lot of conversations because the actual conversations had a lot more swearing in them. But it is all real. 
Third, this is not a book of self-aggrandizement, but is, instead, a cautionary tale. Being poor, disabled, and in need of cannabis put us in some dangerous positions for about seventeen years, and, although there were some laughs, a lot of camaraderie, and a feeling of accomplishment, it was life-and-death serious most of the time. It was not like some activists’ lives where they care a lot about a thing so they get active to help the poor or save the environment or whatever laudable endeavours they engage in. We had to get active because our lives depended on it and almost no one was advocating for people like us.
This memoir stuff all began in 2015 when it occurred to me that my life story - as unusual and compelling as it is - would make interesting reading. Every time we tell people anything about our lives their mouths hang open. Since parts of my life are also intertwined with Canadian politics, law, and history, it would be even more compelling.
So I began writing my back story about my parents and some of their history, gave a pretty entertaining account of my childhood and teen years, then talked about my tumultuous years from age twenty to about thirty-two when I joined forces with my (now) wife, Christine. 
Figuring I was maybe half-way done, the text was over 76,000 words. Already in the middle of the word-count range for a typical memoir. I mention cannabis in it many times, but it reads more like a Farley Mowat-esque piece of Canadiana than a memoir about cannabis law reform activism.
In early 2025, I wrote to about 25 literary agents and pitched my unwritten memoir with a synopsis and some highlights and examples from the one I had written. One said they would be willing to read a manuscript.
So I started again, summarizing the first 32 years of my life - and Christine’s - in about 11,000 words.
The story gets a bit nonlinear after that. I mean, if I wrote it in strictly chronological order, it would be, I felt, more difficult to read. If I wrote about 420 events, I felt it was better to talk about all or most of them at once, rather than “and then that April we did another 420. This time we...”. Same with the Human Rights case, the letter writing, and the various designated growers we’ve had.
So this is more like a collection of stories - Trainspotting style - than a linear story. But it is all real, it all happened, there was much more that happened that didn’t end up in this book, and, as you will see, almost none of it was fun.
Keep in mind at all times that the law was in a grey area at the time. The Parker ruling in 1999 and the Hitzig ruling that followed set the whole thing in motion, and 9 more court losses later, the government had to change the laws. 
Did we bend rules? Yes, but the rules were unconstitutional because they failed to meet the requirements set out by the courts. Did we break laws? Hard to say, really. Pot was still illegal as far as cops and the government were concerned, but the courts had a different attitude. 
So this is why we did what we did. Not for attention, fun, or profit, but to stay alive and make changes to the laws so that no one else would have to go through what we did.
It was a war. This is a war story.
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"I'd like you to meet one of my oldest friends, Russell Barth." said David. We were at Wallack's art supply store on Bank Street in Ottawa, where David's ex-girlfriend was working. 
"Hi." Said Christine Lowe. "Are you okay...?"
"No,” I replied, frankly. “I'm completely fucked up on drugs."
And that was how I met the woman who is now my darling wife. It was the spring of 1998, I weighed about two hundred and thirty-ish pounds at the time, and my skin was yellow from jaundice.
"Oh my god..." she said as she came out from behind the counter.
"Yeah..." I said, opening my camera bag, which contained no camera, "I have a chronic pain condition, and, um..." The bag was full of boxes and bottles of off-the-shelf and behind-the-counter pharmacy-inventory. Robaxicet (with codeine), Tylenol (with codeine), Gravol & Pepto Bismol to hold it all down, caffeine tablets to keep me from passing out, prescription Epival for the mood problems, Zoloft (at the time) for depression, probably some clonazepam and/or ativan were in there as well. I had enough drugs in my bag (and inside my body) to kill several people, which, mysteriously, it hadn’t done to me, yet. This cocktail crawled around inside my body every day – often escorted by booze – and clearly, my body was losing, albeit slowly.
Christine hugged me sympathetically. I don't remember much else about that day, loaded as I was. I do remember not finding her that interesting or attractive, as she was slightly large, wore big nerdy glasses, had an unflattering hairstyle, and wore a cardigan. The fact that I was all-but dead inside and already involved with someone else pre-empted any romantic or sexual inclinations I might have had under different, healthier circumstances. Point is, it wasn’t exactly a romantic, love at first sight event for either of us.
I saw her again occasionally, at Wallack's when I would go in with my then-girlfriend Louise, but nothing memorable happened. It wasn't until February of 2001, when I moved - newly single and way more sober - into a bachelor apartment in downtown Ottawa that I started to really get to know her, and it would set my life on a course that I never imagined could ever exist.
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I was born in May of 1969 in Pointe Claire on Montreal’s West Island. I spent the first 16 years of my life just west of Montreal in a rural municipality known as Dragon, about half way between the towns of Rigaud and Hudson, where I attended school. David later said “We basically grew up in The Shire.”
My upbringing was typical white kid 70s-80s Canadiana. Fishing, ice fishing, snowmobiles, minor hockey, banana seat bikes, dirt bikes, skateboards, a swimming pool, American TV, Canadian-edit Sesame Street on CBC, cutting lawns, baling hay a few summers, and doing poorly in school. From ages 8 until about 13, I was always sporting a bandage on something. Sprained ankles, wrists, knees, two fingers taped together, road rash on knees and elbows and palms. I broke my collarbone from a dirt bike crash, but it doesn’t bother me at all. I had gravel embedded in my skin for months from that spill. Squashed my foot with my dirt bike the summer I was 13 and it swelled up and turned green and purple, likely broken.
I abused caffeine a lot as a kid. Several cups of tea every day, and as a kid playing hockey, some early morning victory games were rewarded with a little paper cup of coca-cola. 
When I was about 8 years old, my sister, who is six years older, inadvertently started a rumour at school by being snarky with one of my classmates on the bus. 
“Where’s Russ?” he asked. 
“He got hit by a truck....” said my sister with as much teen-sauced sarcasm as possible (later explaining “where the hell did he THINK you were? You’re sick at home. Sheesh!”). 
My classmate took this information at face value and by lunch time, a very worried school secretary was on the phone to my mom. The next day when I went to school, I was showered with derision. Almost everyone (except the adults) were disappointed that I had not been seriously injured or killed. 
With my father working at Air Canada, we were able to fly for almost-free. As a result, we made almost yearly trips to Los Angeles for vacations at Disneyland starting the summer I turned 8. On the first trip, I nearly drown in the surf at Huntington Beach as the rip kept pulling me out and I kept getting swept southward. I was 400 yards down the beach when I finally made it to shore, and got scolded by my parents as I crawled back to our area an hour or so later.
At age ten I was dragging my ass around and my parents suspected I had mono, like a lot of kids at my school at the time. Turned out I was dangerously anemic, but we never found out why. I was eating the same thing as the rest of my family, and they were all fine. Iron pills and a diet with a lot of liver and spinach was employed.
I ended up in the hospital when I was 11 from “malnutrition” because I was unable to eat the cheap tasteless food they served at Howie Meeker’s Hockey School. I was Mick Jagger-thin from aged 6 until about 24.
In the autumn of 1980, school started with overly crowded classes for grade five. Before September was over, a fraction of each of the three classes was sent to form a fourth. For the first time, we were going to get a male teacher, which made many of us feel like big kids. 
Well, we grew up fast in Mr. Steeves' class, that’s for damn sure. He was close to retirement, and the day we walked in, my classmate Chris ran up and excitedly announced that he was thrilled to finally have a male teacher. Steeves grunted at him and said to sit down. Chris was crestfallen as he told us about it.
For weeks, we endured outrageous screaming, chalk and eraser-throwing, and even yard sticks being broken over a boy's head. He wasn't a strict teacher, he was completely out of his mind. He was inconsistent in his teaching and grading as well, making it harder for us to learn.
We complained to parents, and no one did anything. I never got hit because I didn't act up that much, but I was not coping very well with this craziness and wanted it to stop. I did get a piece of chalk thrown at me once though, and tried to goad Ross into coming to the school to, you know, talk to Mr. Steeves in that certain way that he had with people, but no dice. I don’t think he believed me. Or maybe he was all talk. Ross actually voiced sympathy with the madman, saying it was time they brought back the strap. So now I was dealing with two complete sickos.
We complained to other teachers, especially Mrs. Ventura who taught all the french classes for grades four through six right across the hall, and she couldn't help.
The principal was a cartoonishly large woman well past retirement age, and she was basically telling us all "Oh, there, there" about the whole thing.
"He broke a yardstick over Andy's head!" we told her "He threw Phil about five feet and he bounced off the door! He is violent and insane!" but she didn’t believe us!

"I'll talk to him." She said.

Our complaining only made it worse. I remember a meeting of the boys in the class that was convened at recess by Chris – a very charismatic and intelligent guy even at that age – and we all made a pact to drive Mr. Steeves right out of his mind. We figured our academic year was already blown to hell, no one was helping or even believing us, so we had very little left to lose. Even expulsion would be preferable. Chris offered to lead, to be the focal point of Steeves’ wrath, but only if he had a lot of support. 

We did the usual, like drop books all at once and shoot stuff across the room and not tell who did it no matter how angry he got. Chris did all the work in his workbook from back to front, making it harder for Steeves to grade. We were all in on it, and the girls, spared of his violence, knew to just stay out of our way. 

The man grew increasingly frustrated and malevolent and violent until one morning there were seventeen boys and one girl in the principal’s tiny office. He’d sent all of us there, and we gladly marched the entire length of the building to go give her a piece of our minds.

This madness went on until March break, if you can believe it. A substitute who we’d had a few times before was there the first day back, and said Steeves would not be returning. We howled with joy like she’d just bought us all new bikes.

David said he’d heard through the grapevine (his parents) that we had, indeed, given the man a nervous breakdown, and admitted remorse at his own actions. I did not, nor do I now. I wish I’d had the bravery to do a hell of a lot more, frankly. I wish we could have seen him dragged away in handcuffs. The man was mentally ill and had no business being around children, and the adults around him did nothing to stop the violence, even after numerous pleas from crying children. So really, it is on them, not us. 

The whole affair jaded me deeply, and to this day, I have a ferocious distrust and disrespect for unchecked authority.
I didn’t have much money as a teen and tended to spend what I had on junk food or Mad Magazine. My father, a dumb right wing hypocrite who aspired to a Hee-Haw aesthetic, was staunchly anti-drugs and booze. He also listened to Waylon and Willie’s duet album religiously. He was a very difficult man to live with. A vain narcissist, he was unapologetically racist, sexist, and homophobic. Brian Dennehy in First Blood, basically. He was sick a lot with migraines, and had one back and three knee surgeries before I was seven years old, so he was always in pain. He liked to tough it out instead of treat the pain like a grownup would have, so any time I was injured, his response was basically explaining to me how he was hurting even more.  
Although he didn’t hit or molest me, he was a relentless bully who made every minor hockey game an embarrassing nightmare for me and everyone in attendance. He tried to instil in me the NHL dream that he’d had ripped from him because of a motorcycle crash at age 19. And, sure; like any normal Canadian kid that age, I wanted to grow up to play in the NHL. But I was 7 to 12 years old, and wanted to be Mark from Battle Of The Planets even more.
I even played in the Montreal Forum once (worst man-made ice I ever skated on, huge gouges behind the net) and drew the first penalty of the game, naturally. Then I couldn't find the penalty box! I drew a lot of penalties every year, usually for body contact that wasn't rough at all, it just wasn't allowed.
For complicated reasons, I can’t say who or say too much more about it, but I watched my father try to literally drown someone in our pool the summer I was 11.
I smoked hashish with my friends maybe 8 times between the ages of 14 and 15, but didn’t get into it that much. I absolutely hated tobacco and hate it even more now. I was surrounded by second hand smoke for the first 12 years of my life.
Before that my sister took me to see my first head shop in Montreal when I was about fourteen, which was amazing. It was a huge place on St. Catherine’s street called Labyrinthe, in the basement, and had case after case of pipes and bongs and mirrors and tubes and balance scales and all manner of paraphernalia, none of which I understood in the least. Racks and racks of those 3/4 sleeve shirts with rock band logos, and rack after rack of posters, a lot of them the velvety black light day-glow posters that were so popular in the 70s and 80s. I absolutely loved the place and went back many times. Bought a shirt once I think.
When I was 13, my friend Jim helped my father and I build a chimney for our house. My father couldn’t afford to pay him by the hour, he said, but he could bring him to LA with us on our next trip. Jim jumped at the chance, and we got to work. He and I had been crashing in tents and so on for years, so sharing a bed in a hotel room was no big deal. 
While there, he bought a paperback copy of Burn Down The Night by Craig Strete. This book depicted a fictional Jim Morrison as he interacted with the story’s protagonist, and depicts drug use, violence, rape, and so on in the narrative. Quaint by today’s Game Of Thrones standards, but at the time it was a pretty outrageous, I suppose. Probably twenty people at our school read that copy, and it was owned by at least five different people over the years. It was a lot to lay on a bunch of thirteen to fifteen year-olds and was fairly influential among my group of friends, but mostly for the comedic writing.
On one occasion where I did not partake, a few friends and I went to this new kid’s huge house on the lake shore near Finnegan’s Market in Hudson. They had stables and an arena for riding, and the house was as posh as any I had ever been in.
He was saying that his older brother got him some hash from Montreal, and wanted to know if it was good or not.
As we chatted and perused the expensive stuff on the shelves in his room, he proceeded to chop this 1-gram chunk of hash in half with a razor. To our surprise, it broke apart and crumbled like a peanut.
“What the hell?!” the kid said, suspecting a burn or prank.
The crunch had made Tony’s ears prick up. “Wait a minute.” He whispered. “I have heard about this. There is apparently some beige Lebanese hash around lately – I haven’t seen it – but I heard it is beige and crumbly and awesome.”
Apprehensively, they rolled up a half gram and shared it amongst the four of them. They were all surprisingly stoned and had trouble riding their bicycles later on.
I was not popular at my school - I was probably the least popular person in the school at the time - but I did have friends, and I am still friends with a few of them 40 years later. I was a class clown and was widely regarded as the funniest person in the school, but that didn’t make me popular. Especially with girls.
One day I was chatting with my buddy Coco’s mom, and she mentioned how her boyfriend had a fuss because she vacuumed up some pot seeds he had in an ashtray. I told her I would love some pot seeds, just for the novelty of having a pot plant growing. I wasn't serious, it just seemed funny at the time.
Shortly after that, another buddy of mine from school and I went next door to get Coco, but he was out at the time. As we headed back across the lawn, the 40-something boyfriend of Coco’s mom came out and said “Hey. C’mere a minute.”
He reached out and shook my hand and placed something in it. “Forget where you got that.” He said, and walked back into the house. My friend and I got through the hedge to my back lawn and looked at what he handed me. Tissue paper, with pebbles or something inside. I opened it carefully and my friend said “Pot seeds, man!”
I tried to sprout some and so did my buddy. He got a plant to grow in his room, somehow, but we had no idea about male and female plants and all of that stuff at the time, it was 1985 and we were 16.
That autumn, my parents and I moved to VanKleek Hill Ontario. I ended up getting to do another year of high school as a result. I was in my graduating year at Hudson High School, grade 11, but grade 11 in Ontario meant I had to do one more year. In fact I had to do a grade 10 math class as well because my grades were so bad. I left school in my final year. I had like 4 credits left to fulfil, and tried to do school from home while I worked in a local tablecloth and uniform factory, which actually went well for a while, but then I just gave up on it.
Late August of 1986, before I left day school, my sister proposed that her and I go see Paris for 5 days. Her access to Air Canada passes was about to lapse, so we made preparations. It was a difficult trip where I got food poisoning on the way there and she got it on the way home. I could write a whole memoir just on that insane escapade.
But it was in VanKleek Hill where I had the misfortune of meeting my first long term girlfriend, Tammy. I say misfortune because one day in late 1988 or early 1989 - that winter - she was driving and we had a minor accident that critically diminished my health for the rest of my life. We went off the road and hit a ditch at about fifty kilometres an hour, probably even slower. She got hit in the chest with the steering wheel and hurt her hand, as it was between her head and the windshield during impact, because her seatbelt failed. My seatbelt did not fail, however, and my large head was thrown violently forward.
I felt okay at the time, but as the police arrived and then a tow truck came, I gradually became more distressed by pain.
We were both taken to the ER, and x-rays on my neck showed that it had been hyper-extended somewhat, but I did not have whiplash, as such. I remember the ER doctor telling me “It might give you some trouble later on”. I asked what sort of trouble, and she shrugged and said “Sore...stiff....” They didn’t mention that I would also have intermittent electric shocks shooting down my arms, muscle spasms, my neck clicking loudly like a giant knuckle, and the grip strength of a four year old girl.
That summer, my father and I, were in a forced landing in the Cessna 150 that he co-owned with two other guys. The fuel lines were clogged with dried gasoline flakes, and we had to make an emergency dead-engine landing in an unvetted clover field near Grenville, Quebec. I was trembling for days after. Nothing makes you realize that you are inside an 1,100 pound aluminum kite quite like a dead-engine forced landing.
I had surgery on my septum when I was 18 or 19. Very traumatic, but necessary because I had a crooked septum and serious sinus congestion due to allergies. The house was full of my father’s budgies, canaries, and finches, and I was extremely allergic.
After quitting school and being laid off from the tablecloth factory, I got an internship at a local VanKleek Hill newspaper through something called The Futures Program. This was a program where the Ontario government paid a person minimum wage to go learn a job. I was working as the darkroom technician at the time, and also learning “layout” on the big sheets with the bits of waxed paper and black tape. The guy mentoring me died in February of 1988, so I was hired to replace him. I was there for about two and a half years, but after a scandal involving the owner that I helped his son uncover, my hours were cut, so I left. Around the time I got that job, Tammy got pregnant so we had to make a discreet trip into Montreal and had to pay over $300 for the abortion. We could have had it done for free in Ottawa, but then we would have needed a parent or someone to drive us and that would have raised a lot of questions that we didn’t want to answer. Tammy and I never went to Ottawa, because it was boring as hell.
After the scandal at work, Tammy and I moved to Toronto for a short time, where we broke up after a lot of unpleasantness that - again - could be it’s own memoir. I did, in fact, write a 60,000+ word novella about it in my 20s called “401”. 
I smoked hash through a hookah a few times with my Toronto room mates, and actual weed for the first time that winter-spring of 1991. I also got very drunk with a few other Kerouac enthusiasts - school chums of one of my room mates - and took some weird pill I was told was some sort of speed.
I then returned to VanKleek Hill (underweight and as white as a guppy) with plans to save up some money, get back in shape, and then go off on a photography trip in Mexico. But then I started working back at the newspaper (under new management) and took up with a recently-separated woman we’ll call Amanda, and her two young daughters for the next three and a half years.
I nearly died over the Christmas holidays of 1991. Some stomach virus got me and I ended up losing a life-threatening fourteen pounds in 72 hrs, and I only weighed 155 pounds when it started. The ER doctor who gave me 1500ml of IV with Imodium. She told me “another 6 hrs, you wouldn’t have made it." 
By the following summer - 1992 - my pain was a daily torment. That was also the summer that I was introduced to Demerol. A colleague had heard me going on about my sore back and neck for the past year, and finally offered me what was left of her old prescription. I remember them being a small dose tablet, though I can’t remember the exact size, and they did help and felt nice.
But then my mother, who was by this time working in a local retirement home, showed up with two blister pack cards of Demerol.
“Did you steal these?” I asked her.
“Not exactly.” She said. “Marjorie died, and this was her prescription for the next two months.” Each card had thirty 25mg tablets of Demerol to be dispensed once a day. There were only two missing from one card, and the second card was full. “I was told to dispose of this, so, rather than throw it in the trash like we normally do, I figured I would give it to you. Now, be careful!”
The first time I used one tablet, it was very nice and eased the pain and made me feel relaxed. But I did not feel high, really. A few days later I used one again, and though it did help, it wasn’t anywhere near as helpful as the first time. A day or two later, I took two, and nodded off at work. Just sitting there doing halftone prints – on a Tuesday no less – and I just head-planted onto my easel. Not even sure how long I was out, but I came to with a start and threw cold water on my face and drank two Cokes as fast as I could.
“What the hell is wrong with you?” my boss asked as I plopped down on the chair in her office.

“I am loaded on Demerol.” I told her, rubbing my face. “I have been taking one tab at a time this past week, but my back was killing me this morning so I took two with lunch and dozed off just now. What time – are we late...?! God, it is like I have no bones at all!” I was having trouble getting re-oriented, slapping myself in the face and shoulders, and trying to feel something. My boss was laughing, not sure if I was joking or not.

“Everything is fine.” She said. “Pull it together. What the – why are you getting high at work?” she chuckled.

“I wasn’t trying to get high,” I snarled playfully, “I was trying to deal with this fucking pain!”

I managed to hold it together for the rest of the night, as the junk wore off quickly from the litre of cola I drank to chase it off. But the next time I did some, I did two and a half, and if it hadn’t been for the visitor who just happened to come by that day, I probably would have slept all day. We walked to the post office in town and I felt like I was walking on a mattress, or along the bottom of the deep end of a swimming pool. hat if I dozed off I could just up and die. 
The worst scare came with the last few remaining tablets. The owner of our building was fixing the place up on weekends, replacing the tattered gingerbread with some financial help from the government because it was a heritage building. No one else was living in the building for a big part of that summer, which made for some spooky evenings when doors seemed to open and close with seemingly no one there to have done it. I was also hired to cut the enormous back lawn because the owner lived too far away to do it himself.
My back was killing me, it was hot, and the lawn was thick because `92 was a rainy summer, so I dropped three tabs – a full 75mg – all at once on an empty stomach. Then I went out to cut the lawn in the afternoon sun.

The landlord and his wife were there that day, working on various things all around the building, so all the doors were open, most notably, the ground floor apartment in the rear of the building. The landlord’s wife found me lying flat on my back in the kitchen, panting furiously to keep my respiration going.
“Ah! Oh my god, are you okay.” She asked.
“Oh, yeah,” I assured her jauntily, “just a bit of heat stroke, I think, just need to have a bit of a lie down here, otherwise I might pass out.” But in the moments before she walked in, I was lying there thinking; “This is it. I am gonna die right here on this floor, and Amanda will have to explain to my mom that the pills she gave me killed me. The girls will never be able to absorb it. Her parent will never look at her the same way again. Jesus, what a way to go. Stupid, stupid, stupid Russell.”
I also caught another stomach bug that summer - not even seven months after the last one, and had to be taken to the ER for another litre of IV.
The following May, 1993, we participated in the town-wide art show that takes place in VanKleek Hill every Victoria Day Weekend, and we had a local folk band play in the lobby of our lovely apartment building. I wouldn’t know it until 2001, but Christine and her husband attended that performance. She vividly remembered the outfit Amanda wore that day.
Amanda and I lived in Vankleek Hill for the first half of our time together, and the last 15 months of it in Kingston, Ontario where we attended the soon-to-be-closing Fine Arts program at St. Lawrence College. We were smoking weed a few times a week together and with our new friends, an embarrassingly small amount compared to my daily consumption these days. 
A very traumatic thing happened in Kingston wherein I watched the neglected upstairs neighbour’s five kids - the oldest being about 6 - being taken away by Children’s Aid. They were covered in filth and bug bites and bruises. The landlord asked me to go peek at the situation in the apartment and it was 10 times worse than anything you can imagine. Diapers, trash, cigarette butts. The whole episode haunts me to this day.
I contracted pneumonia over Christmas of 1993, and missed the first week of school in January, lying on my side, coughing, watching the Loreena Bobbit trial on TV. 
Things deteriorated from then on, and by autumn of 1994, Amanda broke up with me for extremely complicated reasons, while I was in the Mont Fort psyche ward having a nervous breakdown. Over the phone, no less. And no, the breakdown wasn’t because of the weed. The weed is what kept me from getting much much worse. It was the only thing that really alleviated the pain and anxiety that I was constantly plagued with. The breakup in Kingston was so devastating that I was not the same person afterward. It shattered me. I lost Amanda, her lovely daughters, most of my friends, and was not able to finish my college courses. I was in debt, jobless, mentally ill, and with only a handful of friends left. 
It was also in Kingston that I discovered from a chiropractor (and head to toe X-rays) that (on top of the neck injury) I also had a slightly crooked spine because my right leg is a half inch shorter than my left.
After 21 days in the hospital, I moved to Ottawa on Halloween 1994, crashing on David’s floor for three weeks (technically homeless), until I got a place to live. Because of the new meds I was on, I sort of crashed out for 2-3 weeks, and didn’t bathe, change my clothes, or brush my teeth. One day I needed something from the grocery store across the street so I wandered over in the track pants, ratty sneakers, t shirt and housecoat I had been living in all this time, and caught sight of myself in the window reflection. I must
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