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    Introduction




    In 2017 I started to write stories on Facebook for all my friends to read. Stories about events that had happened in my life. For the next couple of months, I would write a chapter each night and post it the morning after. I mostly didn’t know what I would share until I started writing that night. So, every morning my friends would wait eagerly for what I had to share.




    I want you, the reader of this book, to have the same experience. I think that a big introduction would take much away from that experience. This intro, my last chapter and the words of thanks are recently written.




    I hope that Blood, Sweat and God will be a good read and that it will make you think about life and all that it has to offer.


  




  

    Chapter 1




    “Me and my dad”




    As a Liberian, my father came to study at the Ghent University in Belgium. There was a civil war around that time and thanks to him my family and I (as a toddler) could come to Ghent. My father graduated but because he could not speak the language, he had to work in factories to provide for us. As a little kid I always remembered him telling me that education for a foreigner is very important. I always felt that statement as putting pressure on my life. That plus the fact that my big brother was a high school superstar in basketball made me feel insecure about myself because my biggest fear was to disappoint them (my biggest fear in life is to disappoint the people I love). Years passed; my grades were good but then I discovered skateboarding. My skating improved but my grades got worse. That made my dad angry because he felt I was messing up my future. I was a teenager and all I wanted to do was to escape from that pressure and just skate.




    Over the years, my dad and I had so many discussions about my future. I was angry at him because I felt that he held me back from what I wanted to do in life, so I blamed him for most of my problems growing up. Thinking back on those years I realized that he always supported me (he bought me my first real skateboard, he bought me my skate shoes, he was excited for me when I got sponsors, he was happy for me when I won ‘Best Trick’ contests). Now I know that he just wanted me to be happy and have a bright future because he knew I was book smart. I started studying Social Work to make him proud because I felt that I had let him down during my skateboarding years.




    My father moved back to Liberia to give classes over irrigation techniques at a Liberian university. I felt really sad because I never got to tell him how much he meant to me growing up. It’s been years since I’ve seen my dad and during my mental breakdown, he couldn’t be there for me. I can’t imagine how he felt during that period. That’s why he always worries about me. But I’m doing fine Dad, I love you and … Emmanuel Lincoln you’ve been my hero since day one and I wish the best for your 60th year on this planet and I hope to see you soon. Lil Optimus out.


  




  

    Chapter 2




    “Are you that crazy guy?” Part 1




    On a hot day I unknowingly drank liquid LSD, and it fried my brains … I ran naked through the streets of Ghent. The cops ran after me and they arrested me. They took me to a psychiatrist afterwards. While I was in psychiatry treatment, photos of me naked circulated heavily on my Facebook wall and people were loving the sensation. It even made the news and to this day I thank Koen Tielemans for asking every single person to remove the post off my wall. You’re a legend Koener! Trust me, waking up naked in a police cell not knowing what happened, is a weird feeling. The only thing I thought about in that moment was: ‘Oh man, my reputation is going to suffer from this’. What people thought of me back then was important to me. When I came out of the psychiatric ward people started to look at me in a different way. People were gossiping about me and some people just avoided me  … I was embarrassed and I felt sad that people didn’t want to associate with me anymore. I felt like I couldn’t talk to anybody, so I got depressed from everything … smoking weed eased the pain, but I knew that that wasn’t going to bring a solution … I didn’t want to go outside anymore because was I scared of people’s reactions.




    My skateboarding and my social contacts suffered from it. One sponsor after another started to drop me because I wasn’t producing footage as I used to. ‘If they only knew what I was going through!’ During that period I started to get to know Jesus Christ. The Lord does not give you battles you can’t overcome. That was the only thing that kept me going. I had two choices: stay sad and depressed or make changes in my life to get out of that vicious circle of negativity. I chose option 2. Slowly but surely, I gained a grip over my life again because I started to focus more on what was important to me; my friends, my family, my education, skateboarding and God. I’ll share some deeper stories about that period in other chapters but what I want to say is that you shouldn’t care about what other people think of you. Your friends and your family know who you are, and their opinions are based on the fact that they know you. Other people’s opinion are based on rumours and from the “I heard that …” source of information.




    We all feel sad about things that happened in the past. Don’t let that hold you back from moving forward in life. If you’re hurting inside, talk about it. The worst feeling is when you think that you’re alone and that nobody understands or cares; but trust me when I say that some people do understand and care and that you are never alone. Your past made you who you are but your actions in the present define you. So, don’t get stuck on what happened in the past or what people think of you because you might miss out on the wonderful opportunities that God is giving you each new day when you wake up. Lil Optimus out!




    ***




    “Are you that crazy guy?” – Part 2




    Years after the incident I was still dealing with the pain. When I met new girls, I always hoped that they would never find out what had happened to me. So, when I was on the popular dating app, I always steered clear of girls with mutual friends. Some dates went well until they found out … then they would always leave without knowing the real me. Each time it happened I was heartbroken. Even when I was on a date there was always some guy interrupting us to tell the girl that I was that naked guy. ‘




    Dude shit! Shut the fuck up!’ went through my head the whole time. That was the nail in the coffin for me.




    I was in a bar having drinks with two friends months later and someone came up to us to share his wisdom about me – That same guy! “Hey, are you that guy who …? You know …” I could see my friends getting angry, but they stayed calm and in my head, I was thinking: ‘Guys, it’s okay. I’m used to this already.’




    A real good friend had a birthday dinner and he invited me. I don’t see him a lot, so I was super happy that he had invited me. My other good friend, who I also don’t see much, would be there too. When I came in everyone was having dinner and drinking. I would say around ten people. I only knew a few of them. “Hey Naked Boy! What’s up!” That was how I was greeted by someone at that dinner who I didn’t know that well. Can you imagine how that must feel? I get that ‘’naked boy’’ has a cool ring to it, but at that moment I wasn’t where I’m at now mentally.




    I was embarrassed and angry and I tried not to show it to my two good friends. I really wanted to leave but I stayed for those two guys because they mean the world to me. After the dinner I told them how I felt, and they genuinely felt bad for me. I had deep conversations with them about the incident. One of them felt guilty; asking whether he could do anything for me saying that he hadn’t been there for me.




    If you’re reading this: don’t worry about it, it’s all good! I know that you’re always there for me and I’m super humbled that you invited me to your wedding. Thank you so much for that … what I’m trying to say is that your past can crush you if you let it. You should see hardships as a strength and not as a weakness, because you’re still, here aren’t you? What doesn’t kill you, makes you stronger! Never forget that! Lil Optimus out!


  




  

    Chapter 3




    “La escuela” – Part 1




    Before the incident I treated college as a joke. It was just a way for me to keep skating and to avoid having a real job. I skipped classes, I didn’t hand in papers and I skipped exams. I only studied for subjects that interested me and I tried to impress girls. So, it’s safe to say that the teachers thought I was an idiot who didn’t take anything seriously. After the incident they did a brain scan to see how much damage my brain had suffered and they performed psychodiagnostics to see how I would function as an individual. The results weren’t negative, but they weren’t super positive either.




    During my time under psychiatric examination I had a lot of time to think about my life and what I wanted. I wanted to finish my social work studies for my dad! That was the highest priority in life. So, I started school again, but the thing was that my concentration was gone, and I was always a zombie because of the medication I was taking. Things at school weren’t going well for me – that and the fact I had to deal with the pain of everybody thinking I’m that crazy naked guy. I was losing my faith in my ability to study because normally I’m not a stupid guy. My points were horrible. A lot of zero’s because I skipped exams because I wouldn’t have enough time to study (even though I started ten days in advance for every subject) and barely making 10/20. Skateboarding sucked, my social life sucked, and school sucked. I was broken. I lied to old friends, saying that I already had my bachelor’s degree and I lied to others, saying that I was doing well in school.




    My family, my friends and some teachers at the school advised me to stop studying social work. Guess who the only one was who didn’t say that? my dad! but I was still smoking weed. After I stopped smoking and I found Christ, changes began to occur – I could concentrate longer! So, I didn’t give up! I didn’t care about what my friends and family said about me stopping, I didn’t care what the teachers thought about me as a student. I just wanted to make my dad proud because he believed in me! Now I know that there were a few people at school who also believed in me. At least three teachers, because they didn’t give me the “Ooh Mr. Lincoln! How gracious of you to bless us with your presence!” or the “Oh him … Why doesn’t he just stop”. However, one lady at the information stand always motivated me not to stop. I’m still not 100% there yet but I can confirm my progress, because I only have to do my ‘’bachelorproef’’(that’s something like a thesis). What I’m trying to say is that you shouldn’t give up even though the odds are stacked against you. Believe in yourself, pray and you will achieve. Focus and don’t care what others think. If you believe you can achieve, you will achieve. Lil Optimus out!




    ***




    “La escuela” – Part 2




    As I said in part 1, there were a handful of teachers at school who believed in me. One of them was the teacher who supervised my internship. She told me that there was a lot at stake … I did my internship in what they call a Walk-In Centre: That’s a place where people who have hardships in life can drink coffee and tea for free, take free showers, wash their clothes for a very low price and can be inside when it’s cold. The visitors could talk to us and to each other. When they have a specific problem, it was my job to lead them to the right organisations where they could get further help. So, talking with people was what I did most of the day. My internship started well, but then I saw a lot of people dealing with mental problems.




    At first it didn’t faze me until I started to see people who I had been with in the psychiatric ward. They all thought at first that I was a visitor until I told them why I was there. They all were surprised and wanted to talk about my experiences in the psychiatric ward. ‘Dude shit! Shut the fuck up! Other people can hear us! Nobody needs to know this!’ went through my head the whole time.




    My supervisor at school knew a little about of what had happened to me, but my supervisors at the Walk-In Centre and other visitors didn’t know anything about what had happened. I felt like the incident haunted me everywhere I went. That and personal issues at home started to affect how I functioned there. I wasn’t paying attention, I always looked deeply troubled and I was sad. Other visitors and my supervisors wondered what was wrong because during an evaluation they didn’t understand what had happened. From doing super well to barely talking to visitors; I was going to fail my internship if I didn’t make any changes. That’s when I started to open up to them about what had happened to me.




    They gave me the best advice: “When you come in to work, leave your mental baggage at the door. You are becoming a professional social worker. Don’t let your past ruin your internship. You have three weeks left. Show us that you can do it.” All my supervisors helped me out bigtime because I was communicating to them how I felt. My supervisor at school gave me good advice and said that she believed in me. My dad didn’t know what was happening during my internship but on the telephone, he also said that he believed in me. That gave me so much motivation:




    “It was an intense and confronting process for Saymour. He was gripped by the pressure of his private life and that resulted in a loss of focus. Saymour got his act together and that had positive consequences. Saymour has a lot of qualities and possibilities to become a good social worker. His open and emphatic attitude gives others confidence.”




    That was my end evaluation for my internship. What I’m trying to say is, is that it’s not shameful to ask help from others; especially from people who genuinely know what they’re doing and know how they can help you. There is no shame in asking for help. Never forget that! So, when you have problems or issues, you can always talk to me. I enjoyed the fame of being a famous skater in Ghent and I also suffered the shame of being one of the crazy people of Ghent. I know how it feels to be in a dark place and to be stigmatised. I don’t officially have my degree yet but trust me when I say I’m capable of helping you out and if I don’t have answers, I’ll point you in the right direction to professionals who can help you when you have deeper issues.




    P.S.: thanks M.D. Pony, Rebekka, F, Mar, Ar, Ch, S and An for what you said or wrote to me. It really means a lot to me. That gives me motivation to keep doing what I’m doing. God bless you for that. I’m putting myself in a position where I am open to a lot of criticism but if it can help even one person, that’s more than worth it to me. Lil Optimus out!


  




  

    Chapter 4




    “Psychiatry stories” – Part 1




    When I was in the closed ward, something crazy happened to me: there was this Russian guy. Muscular, tall and broad. He looked a little mafia to be honest. We’ll just call him Boris. We were having breakfast and I saw Boris looking at me with dilated pupils …he was pointing his knife at me and was calling me “Sukka Bled”. “What the fuck’s your problem bro? I understand what you’re saying!” Sukka bled is a Russian curse word meaning: your mom is a whore. The whole morning Boris was pissed off at me and he was starting to scare the shit out of me. He would follow me to smoke cigarettes and push me and give me stare downs literary head-to-head.” Come on Boris, I’ll beat the shit outta you. You don’t know me; I’m fucking crazy bro! I grew up in the streets so don’t fuck with me!” I was acting tough, but I was shitting my pants because he could break me without breaking a sweat. He would follow me to my room and just stand there at the door staring at me …not even blinking for what seemed like ages.




    “For fuck’s sake Boris! You called me a Sukka, I let you slide. You pushed me, I let you slide. Now you’re looking for trouble when I want to chill. Fuck this, I’m counting to five and if you don’t leave, I’ll have to beat the shit outta you!” (I started skateboarding when I was in early puberty.




    It made me street-smart because we had to deal with criminals (old and young), drug dealers, hustlers, pimps and homeless people at the south most of the time. What I learned is that respect is important and that you stand your ground when disrespected ) I started counting …I almost fainted because I was so scared. At the count of three he left …I dodged a bullet. The whole night I didn’t sleep because I was scared that Boris would come into my room and beat me up.




    The next morning, I went up to him, said “Kakdilla” (Russian for hello) and shook his hand. “Ey Saymour, want to go smoke a cig? I have something to tell you.” I wasn’t scared because Boris seemed relaxed and his eyes were normal again. “Sorry bro, I took drugs, and it was driving me crazy. I thought you stole my money. Thanks for not telling the nurses … I hate isolation. I’m okay now. Respect that you stood your ground.”




    Boris and I ended up being good friends. What I’m trying to say is that it can be dangerous for you to use drugs when you’re dealing with problems like a psychosis. Some people can handle drugs well, others can’t. Caring for yourself should be your number one priority. Drugs will do more harm than good in most scenarios. Think about this: if you want your life back on track, how can drugs help you out on achieving that goal? Lil Optimus out!



OEBPS/Images/epub.jpg
SAYMOUR LINCOLN

xwp 60D

novum 4 pro





