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Legal Disclaimer

(Which Is Definitely Not Me Avoiding Accountability)

This is a work of fiction. Mostly. The parts that make me look bad are definitely fiction. The parts that make everyone else look bad are documentary-level accurate.

Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, is entirely their fault for being so difficult in real life that they became recognizable in fiction.

The narrator of this book is a fictional construct. If you think you know them, you don't. If you think you ARE them, congratulations—you've done the work and recognized yourself. That's more than most people can say.

All names have been changed to protect the guilty. All events have been reported exactly as I remember them, which is the only version that matters.

No therapists were harmed in the making of this book. Several were deeply frustrated, but none were harmed.

The author is not responsible for any self-recognition, existential crises, or sudden urges to send this book to your ex with passages highlighted.

By continuing to read, you acknowledge that everything in this book is someone else's fault. Especially the parts that seem like they might be mine.



  Dedication

  To everyone who's ever wronged me.

  You know what you did.

  And if you don't remember, that's exactly my point.

  

  To my therapists—all nine of them.

  Thank you for trying. I know it wasn't easy.

  It wasn't easy for me either, being so consistently misunderstood.

  

  And to Mrs. Henderson, my fourth-grade teacher,

  who gave me a B+ on that diorama when it was clearly A-worthy:

  I haven't forgotten. Fifty-one years later, I hope this book finds you well.

  You know what you did.

  

  And to Janet, my current wife,

  who will find out about this book eventually:

  I love you. This isn't manipulative.

  Please don't make me change the title.




Editor's Note

(Required by Legal, Apparently)

When the author first submitted this manuscript, I thought it was satire. It is not. The author has assured me, repeatedly and at great length, that every word is "the documented truth."

I have included [Editor's Notes] throughout this text where I felt clarification was necessary. The author objected to each one. I have been informed that I am now included in a future chapter titled "People Who Tried to Silence My Truth."

I would like to state, for the record, that editing this book has been an experience. My therapist has found it very interesting.

Please read with an open mind. And perhaps a mirror nearby.

— The Editor
(Name withheld for professional reasons)


Introduction

Or: Why This Book Needed to Exist

Let me be clear about something from the start: I'm definitely not the problem.

I know what you're thinking. "That's exactly what the problem would say." But hear me out. I've done the research. I've examined the evidence. I've compiled 347 specific, documented reasons why the problem is, in fact, everyone else. And I have receipts. Six decades worth of receipts.

This book is not a defense. A defense implies I've done something wrong. This is a clarification. A comprehensive, meticulously organized clarification of why every conflict, every misunderstanding, every relationship that ended, every job that "didn't work out," and every Thanksgiving dinner that went sideways was absolutely, categorically not my fault.

You might be asking: "If it's never your fault, isn't that statistically suspicious?" To which I say: statistics don't account for being surrounded by difficult people. I happen to be particularly unlucky in this regard. It's actually impressive, when you think about it, how many problematic individuals I've encountered over sixty-one years.

Over the following pages, I will present my case. You'll meet my exes (all six of them had issues). You'll hear about my jobs (HR departments are universally biased). You'll understand why I've had nine therapists (none of them truly understood me). And you'll finally see why my family's group chat went silent after Thanksgiving 2019.

I don't hold grudges. I hold memories. Very specific, detailed, chronologically organized memories spanning five decades. This book is simply those memories, arranged for your convenience and my eventual vindication.

If you recognize yourself in these pages, that's not my fault either. I've changed all the names. If you still feel called out, perhaps that says more about you than it does about me.

Let's begin.


A Brief History of Everyone Who's Wronged Me

(1974-2024, Abridged)

Before we dive into specific categories of people who have wronged me, I think it's important to establish a timeline. Context matters. Patterns matter. And once you see the pattern, you'll understand: I have been consistently and unfairly treated by a remarkable variety of people across five decades.

1974: Mrs. Henderson gives me a B+ on my rainforest diorama. I had included working humidity. WORKING. HUMIDITY. In 1974, that was innovation. She said it was "too ambitious." I call it being punished for excellence.

1980: Debbie Morrison doesn't acknowledge my Valentine's Day card. In fairness, I didn't sign it. But she should have known. Carly knew. Carly told everyone. Carly is also on this list.

1981: I am not cast as the lead in the school play. I am cast as "Townsperson #4." I had range. The director had bias. This was my senior year showcase, and they wasted it.

1982-1985: I work at U-Haul. SIXTY HOURS A WEEK. While getting my degree at DeVry. While supporting a wife and two kids. I mastered the art of trailer hookups—any hitch, any vehicle, under three minutes. I could back up a trailer better than professional truckers twice my age. Did anyone ever acknowledge this sacrifice? This work ethic? This EXCELLENCE? No. They did not. Forty years later, still waiting.

1985: Graduate from DeVry Institute of Technology with a Bachelor of Science in Electronics Engineering Technology. In record time. While working 60 hours a week. While supporting a family. The ceremony was nice. No one fully appreciated what it took to get there.

1987: First marriage ends. She was the one I SUPPORTED through the U-Haul years. The one I worked 60 hours a week FOR. She said I was "exhausting." I was PROVIDING. There's a difference.

1989: Fired from first corporate job. They called it "not a culture fit." The culture was broken. I had a typed memo proving exactly how the culture was wrong. They did not appreciate the memo.

1989-1996: Found my place at a regional automation company. Good people. Good work. I thrived there for seven years. Built systems. Solved problems. Finally, a place that appreciated excellence.

1996: The automation company gets bought by a Fortune 500 corporation. Within weeks, I could see what was coming. New "procedures." Corporate "standards." Mandatory "processes" designed by people who had never touched a control panel. They were going to impose THEIR rules on US. They were going to take something that worked and bureaucratize it to death. I saw the writing on the wall. I wasn't going to let some evil megacorp tell ME how to do MY job. So I left. Started Definitely Not Controlling Systems, Inc. Best decision I ever made. The big company? Evil. Pure evil. I heard they laid off half the original staff within two years. Vindication.

2003: Family conference call is scheduled without me. I find out at Christmas. They claim it was "an oversight." You don't oversight your own sibling.

2008: Second marriage ends. Fifteen years of traveling the world, making complicated systems work, supporting and spoiling her and the kids—and somehow I'M the problem? I was gone a lot, yes. Making MONEY. For THEM.

2019: The Thanksgiving Incident. We don't talk about the Thanksgiving Incident. But I was right about the potato salad, and history will vindicate me.
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