
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


Preface

I wrote this series of essays in the 6 months either side of my 21st birthday trying to capture where I was in my life. There are nuggets of truth in all of them, but there is also some extreme hyperbole. Now 24 years later I have decided to publish it, as my life has gone in very different directions from where I was at that point, and I feel that it is important to honour the dreams and wishes that I had back then, and to give the confused and sad young man who wrote it a hug and the assurances that life would get better. 

I now look back at that young man searching and exploring a world that made little sense to him, while he tried to figure out who he was, what he wanted and how he was going to move forward in the world. He was had few skills to live in the workaday world, but knew how many tynes a fish fork has and enjoyed reading Kafka in German. He could walk down a catwalk with the appropriate flare, but struggled to pay bills or understand the basics of day-to-day finances. As a father now, I feel warmth and love for that young man, as well as a deep sorrow. He hid behind a raft of insecurities and grabbed pleasures from anywhere he could in order to try and lessen the pain. In fact much of his purpose in life was to live in an ongoing state of pleasure, because then he could lose himself.


In The Beginning 

A journey of a thousand miles must begin with single step 

-Lao Tzu, Tao Te Ching 

Cocaine - Women - Nights spent in clubs - Parties that lasted for days. It all seems blurry now. Like a dream that has passed leaving vaguely recognizable traces in the sieve of my subconscious. In a split second my life has been changed. It has been handed back to me after a motorcycle accident that should have ended everything. I've been re-evaluating my life and what I am doing with it as I've lived it recklessly, never giving much thought to my actions. Pleasure is the ultimate goal of all my actions. Sex being the usual source of it.

When I look around I see a weird and twisted world we're living in. Some will say that it is no more weird and twisted than any other time, but when I look back across my short life so far, it feels weird and twisted to me. By being immersed in the strange miasma of our world, we become obsessed with all that goes on within it. 

I am not blind to the decadence of other times. The Roman's partied as hard as any of us in their prime. Their party ended with the fall of their empire. Dawn greeted them one morning and their societal structure had rotted through and they were tumbling down. The greatest empire was vapourized by people. People like those who now leave clubs as dawn breaks to scuttle off home or to work. We have to wake up and smell the coffee. That is if we can after Roto-Rootering our sinuses out with Peruvian Pink. Each snort grinding away at the sinus tissues like sand in a desert storm. 

The world won't end if we continue the way we are. It hasn't as each group of people have reached the point that we are at. We have big toys now. Nuclear weapons, cocaine, AIDS, and apathy. Each era has their toys that are able to destroy at an equal level. But it is also unreasonable to believe that it will remain the same. Change is inevitable. The world is far from being a vacuum.

I’ve spent too many nights drinking, dancing and seducing. Viewing this as living life to the limit. I've greeted morning coming out of an all-night dance club. Wired, my mind struggling for a reason, any reason. To what? To why I continue abuse myself? Searching for sex and comfort with any woman who'll sleep with me. 

Drugs. The only ones that have done anything for me are the ones that would amplify the situation. Heighten my senses. When the situation got too big I'd carve the edge off with some booze. I hated the feeling of alcohol so I'd start pumping things up again with coke, caffeine, or homebrewed crank. I could never handle the downward spiral. It scared me, making me feel far more out of control than the manic high I achieved from coke. 

It is time to look back at where it all began. When I was fourteen I discovered Brett Easton Ellis's book Less Than Zero. It embodied all the things that I assumed made up the good life.  Drugs, money, casual sex, and loads of teenage angst. Being from the same class as the characters I assumed that this was the way to live. It was this way of life that my friends and I modelled our lives around. 

I was unsure of who I was. That's why I and I believe my friends modelled our lives on Less Than Zero. We lacked any real role models in our own lives. Our fathers were all pretty much absent from our lives. They were off building green paper castles for us to hide in. I had some ideas from my father as to how to be a man, but there were still some large gaps. The image I developed of how a male of my class should act was very wrong. This is one spot where my life went awry. There were these huge spaces in my life. I developed whacked out concepts of pleasure, women, and life in general. So I am now re-evaluating things and sorting my life out. Sit back and listen to the ravings of a twenty-one year old man.  


The End 

A good beginning makes a good ending- Anonymous 

The eighties are now officially dead. Chronologically they've been over for two years but they still live on in those of us who spent almost half of our lives in them. The nineties are now hobbling the fast tracking teens of the eighties. The Yuppie dream has fallen upon us as an unattainable nightmare. Recession has castrated our spending power, which was already reeling from out of control taxation.

Even without a great war dragging young lives away, a number of my friends are gone. My best friend is currently spending six months in prison after getting caught with a small quantity of coke while flying into Heathrow from Amsterdam, and too many of them are simply dead. 

I am sitting here with a broken knee, ribs, and the tail end of a concussion. I've lost the feeling of invincibility that allows one to ride a motorcycle. The power of being young and knowing that nothing can stop you. It ended in a meter and a half at 50 km/h. 

Our halcyon days are passed. We lived well under the auspice of conspicuous consumption. We partied from Friday 4 pm. until Monday 8 am. Tripping from club to party in a high speed blur of pain and pleasure, forming a wicked ecstasy.  We pursued every extreme. Who could drink the most? Fuck the most. Snort the most. Spend the most. There were no limits. Life was like Le Mans; million dollar machines going around and around the track in a vicious test of endurance. The end was never visible to us on that Mobius strip we called life. 

My life has changed since those days and I feel that now is the time to examine these changes. The world is moving at an increased rate and so is my life. The last year has held many changes. The purpose behind my writing this is to examine the changes that have gone on within my own life and the world. 


Me

I am currently trying to set up my life so that I don't have to be present - Anonymous 

Who am I? No, this isn't one of those Philosophy 101 questions. I’ve been nattering away for the last couple of chapters and rudely haven’t introduced myself yet. My name is Sebastian Istvan Balint, Son of Istvan Gabor Balint. Heir to the no longer existent dukedom of Nyiregyhaza in Northeastern Hungary. While we haven’t been aristocracy for a while, I was raised with the remnants of mores that matter little in the world I live in.  I am descended from Vlad the Impaler on my paternal grandmother's side. Since we're identified by our names I feel that I should explain mine. Istvan shows my tie to my father. Brook is my godfather, an ex-member of the British MI5 who is one of my male role models. 

The Soviets destroyed what my family had in Hungary forcing them to flee across Europe to Britain. My father has worked hard creating his own small empire here in Canada. I have reaped the rewards of his success and used them to further my own. 

To focus on the physical, which our world so very much does, I am six foot one and one hundred and sixty-seven pounds.  My blond hair, blue eyes, light olive skin and classic good looks have helped me charm my way through everyday life as well as my minor pursuits in modelling. I run my own antique watch business and I've just finished my degree in psychology at the University of Victoria. I've owned eight cars and since leaving home four years ago have lived in ten different apartments. 

My attitude on life is for everything to be the best. For how can anyone be happy with less, especially knowing it is so. Add to this an IQ  that puts me in the top 2% of the population,  a voracious appetite for learning, a warped sense of humour, love of the past, interest in the future, intense sexual hunger and you have a brief summary of me. 


School 

The direction in which education starts a man will determine his future life.- Plato, The Republic 

My warping of priorities and missteps in life began with my going to an exclusive high school in the nation’s capital. Rather than molding us into responsible citizens, we had our egos stroked and inflated. This was then coupled with too few limits in our lives. Our parents provided us with the fuel. Unlimited supplies of liquid capital and the freedom to pursue our lives as we chose, for they wanted us to have everything. 

We believed that we were the best. Every day at school it was pounded into us. The comments made about our rival schools and proclamations of their defeat on the morning announcements. Our teachers informed us of the fact that universities would scale up our grades from ten to fifteen percent because we were that much harder than other schools. Our views of ourselves and our place in the world became very warped.

The first day of grade nine at Lisgar we were all ushered into the auditorium for the Big Talk. At this point all was laid out for us. The history of the school. How it was the one of the oldest and most illustrious schools in Canada. That an obscene number of our grads each year were Ontario Scholars. Our alumni reading like a who's who list in the worlds of politics, science, and entertainment. The last group was de-emphasized for amongst those were such legends as Lorne Greene and Rich Little.

We were an exclusive group.  While the hothouse flowers got sent to Ashbury, we were the ones destined to be the true movers and shakers. The richest and brightest in Ottawa. Each morning the limousines, Mercedes, Volvos and Porsches (BMWs were viewed as being too nouveau) poured into the turning circle before the school. Our parents were ambassadors, upper level mandarins, high power lawyers, corporate moguls, and all the others that play in the financial stratosphere.

Lisgar was an unusual school. A microcosm of a world removed from reality. We roamed within its marble walls with the belief that the world was ours to take what we wanted from it. This was good because it gave us an edge over those who were unsure of the world. The world that we knew, had nothing to do with what was really out there. This didn't matter because many of us would progress on in life along a path created by our parents' success.  

There was some politicking that went on in order to protect some of the elite from failure. I was friends with the Colombian Ambassador's son. We sat next to each other in algebra. He used to actively work at failing tests. He would work his way through a question and then intentionally put the wrong answer down. When we would get our tests back he would have been given bonus marks for all sorts of things. No one else would have been given marks for the same things. He consistently scored 75% in all his classes. Not a great grade but sufficient with the right influence to ooze along the gold path of life.


The Look 

If you look good and dress well, you don't need a purpose in life. - Fashion Consultant Robert Pante 

Being a  hybrid of private and public school there was no official dress code, but one existed and was enforced more strictly than at any private school. In my first weeks of grade nine I made the mistake of wearing the wrong clothes. I was walking along to class when a grade ten slammed me into the lockers. "You should know better than to wear a fox shirt." He sneered with the contempt of one who had been punished for the same crime the year before. The shirt looked like any of the other polo style shirts but in place of the Ralph Lauren polo player was a fox. 

My mother quickly remedied the situation with a shopping trip that equipped me with all the fashionably correct clothes. All the way down to Polo socks. Each year the local paper would do a profile on "What the Lisgar Student is Wearing". A girl I knew was asked if Lisgarites weren't slaves to fashion. She responded with "Slaves to fashion. Hah, we've liberated it!" 

Looks were everything to us. One wouldn't think of going to school with a hair out of place. Like clockwork I had my hair cut every three weeks. There were quite a few times when I'd skip homeroom and first class so that I could get my hair cut before facing my school mates. 

Tans were nursed from the first weak rays of spring sunshine.  I'll always remember my friend Tim's obsession with getting a tan. He turned to me in Law class and said "It's time!” 

I had no idea what he meant. I just stared at him and quizzically responded "What?"

"It's eight degrees out and 10:00am. The start of Peak Tanning Hours." he drawled sarcastically back to me. I smiled and we skipped our next class. We got changed into shorts and tennis shirts and headed out on a quest for tanning lotion. 

Tim had spent the last half of the winter trying to get a tan. He'd had a relapse of malaria that stopped him from accompanying his family to the Cayman Islands for Christmas. In order to get that tropical bronzing he rented a tanning bed. I saw him the day after he'd got it. He kept asking me if I noticed anything different about him. After repeatedly denying that I noticed any difference, I said "Well, you look little jaundiced, but I figured it was from your relapse.". He was so put off by this comment that he returned the machine that day. 
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