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"A life is not important except in the impact it has on other lives."

Jackie Robinson

It was one of those crisp, gray fall nights, and my little beach town lay dead quiet. Summer had long faded, tourists had packed up and left, and the beaches were completely empty.

The boardwalk stretched along the coast, its vacant expanse echoing my solitude. It was just me—Otto Bell—feeling like Rocky in the 15th round against Apollo: battered, bruised, knocked down, exhausted, but still standing, still fighting, still hoping to go the distance.

I kicked back on one of the benches that lined the boardwalk, my feet propped up casually on the bottom bar. The air was thick with that top-shelf Piff. I took a deep pull from the Dutch Master and exhaled slowly, watching the smoke drift apart like clouds breaking over the night sky.

Tonight wasn't just any night. Decisions had to be made. After a week in the mental hospital, the weight of my sister's absence felt crushing. I couldn't shake the feeling that I had let her down, convinced that I could have done something—anything—to save her. Losing her had thrown me into a manic episode, landing me somewhere I never thought possible—Slipperville.

Slipperville, as we called it, was our local version of what most people termed the "nut house." The name came from my pizza delivery days in Beach Harbor. One night, my friend Stephen made a routine delivery to Floor 4 North of the city hospital, where the mentally ill patients resided. He saw Drew Gold there, bundled up in oversized sweatpants and hospital-issued slippers. When Stephen asked if he needed a ride, Drew just pointed at his feet and said, "Dude, slippers." I quickly explained that those slippers meant he was a patient, not a visitor. From then on, Floor 4 North became Slipperville—a fitting label for that strange and disorienting world.

As I sat there surrounded by shadows, I contemplated all the paths before me, trying to decide which to take next. My mind drifted to the faces that had shaped my journey—some guiding lights, others warnings. John Fields flashed in my mind. He'd had an innate ability to nurture the passions of those around him, ensuring that pursuit felt like play rather than work. His enthusiasm for supporting others in their endeavors infused our lives with joy and purpose. I deeply felt the loss of that light.
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