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Introduction
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The people, races, and names, and this book, are imaginary characters, who may be someone else in their real life, and are not in the name or likeness to anyone, as a disclaimer. Including the ideas, doctors, or anyone’s opinion of the mental health system in the second half, they are just opinions, and not law, or canon. This book is mainly written for people with interest in memoirs, trauma, psychology, philosophy, spirituality. It contains my life story as a narrative. The experiences in my life draw into my conclusions and poems for the reader toward the second part of the book. While I may have the feeling that my story, and new theories and ideas in the closing discussion may be far-fetched to some people, for those with an open-mind I hope it may benefit. As I have always believed in the hopeful ‘coming together,’ among different generations of ages of people in humanity. It is my hope to reach and add benefit and interest, to both the young and the old. To the older members of society who can gain new insight and perspectives from what follows, and to the generations after mine, who have had even greater exposure to some things that I have had, with my experiences and lessons to be insightful and teaching to them. And that I know, that almost as if there is another version of me elsewhere in the sophisticated universe, that another person like me may relate significantly to some parts of my story and views. The character in this book ‘Sophia’ is not a real person, she is a fictional character, and not a person online or anywhere. My mother and father are not offended, it is simply a story also about difficult family dynamics, and how we can overcome challenging family dynamics. No one in this book, general description, or race, should be used as the name or likeness of anyone. It’s not the full story of them in the second half of this book, it’s more the story of me, rather than what I attracted as time went on.

This novel is written in narrative form, with the intention to blend and draw from different genres of art. To that, a significant part of my life was dedicated to amassing and consuming many different forms of art, in film, music, and philosophy. As I always had the view that my life has been a film within a film, a dream within a dream, and art within art. In that I’m sure one reader may resonate with, I tend to have the ability or trait to become the art or person I consume.

To connect their lives to mine in the collective unconscious and bring to consciousness, while maintaining and objectifying my distinct duality, is one of my intentions for this work. This, in hopes to summarize  and draw conclusions for myself, as well as for the reader to take anything they wish out of it.

––––––––
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In some ways, in line with one of the books that has been an inspiration of mine, Man’s Search for Meaning, by Victor Frankl, I will begin by sharing the story of some challenging times in my life. And as I believe that pictures can tell a thousand words, with the pictures I have always cherished having from around the world, in my life, within each chapter.

Then following in the second part of the book, to draw on those experiences to formulate reflections and new theories. These new theories, together with ideas that have been in existence, yet expanded upon. And dispersed throughout the novel and toward the end, to share my poetry, which most deeply describes my views and inner happenings.

As this is an introduction of what is to come, I will share my ideal visions, but backed with sources and evidence, as I always wished to complete an intellectual or academic work; albeit this is not an academic novel. In hopes that it may relate to all, and not easily get stuck in an ivory tower.

To have been everywhere I have, and seen all that I have, is a blessing that led to distinct and unique views I’ve had in my life. My simple life at home, and then to the enriching cultural experiences I would later have, proved to give new insight and awareness to myself and others

I hope you take what you will from my story and ideas, no matter who or where you are in life. And if you are of any ethnicity or religion, as varying as they can be. And for those who have studied about consciousness and spirituality before, or those just beginning their spiritual journey. And lastly, even those who may doubt what I say or question the ways I went about things, as well.

The wisdom gained in my life and travels, but also the folly, attracted manifestations of people’s curiosity. Further, the shift from the psychic realities of family life, evaporated and condensed, into the psychic thread of the collective unconscious; the connections with humanity and culture as a whole, is the story.

Thus, my intention in writing is to foster one individual's story, in his existence as a human being, in hopes that others may think about doing the same.

To acknowledge those who have passed on, and thinkers who have influenced me over time, with their souls always still alive in ethers, sharing this time with me, alive.

It is the story of a young child, to his present fascination with his reality to where it is now. There is only one person in the drop of the ocean.

Namaste,

Jamil
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Early life
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I was born in Tucson, Arizona, at Tucson Medical Center.

My early life was not so unordinary or difficult, with the exception of a few things. We were a poor family growing up. My father was an immigrant. It took a while to get into better houses and acquire wealth. My parents were happily married, living the American dream that was so popular among baby boomers of that era. Along with the older sister I had, our family would take trips, living harmoniously and close.

[image: ]

The only blemishes in my early life were a few instances with my father. One time, while on the ride home, I wouldn’t sit in my car seat. My father was frustrated, so he spanked me considerably for 15 minutes, so much that a neighbor saw, and informed the police, who then showed up at our home. When we returned home, my mother comforted me with toys and food, as I remembered the faint voice of a woman I would come to know later in life, telling me it would be ok. I believed this voice and face to be of a different woman I would meet later in life. This was the beginning of my strong connection to my mother.

It was the beginning of some disdain for my father, as I was deeply hurt by him, and still competed for his mother’s attention with the father. But, my relationship with him would grow over the years as an adult, and we would become close.

The other time with my father, we were playing a video game on the Super Nintendo, a popular game system of its era. All were happy and smiling when we were playing. But at one point, it started to look like something was overtaking him. He brought out a belt and began snapping it.

I was so scared after the last beating I had, so I ran away to the closet and hid, intimidated by him. So did my father, as then I could feel a certain distance from him after this event. I returned to the room, after my father left, and began to stare at the screen so deeply with the controller, which was the beginning of my affection for video games, which was my pastime as a shy and mesmerized child. I was glued to the screen, sad and hurt, and the games were comforting for me.

But I was still a relatively happy child, even though I was shy and clearly introverted. I went to preschool and summer camps with my sister; a still playful and happy child. I would begin to play soccer in my dad’s team, with friends, along with basketball as well, being the start of my time as an athlete. I started to play basketball pretty well at a recreation league.

During this time I don’t remember much. I don’t remember all of my childhood, but I knew we were very poor.

I began kindergarten at a Catholic elementary school in Tucson. It was a great school and I loved learning and I loved school. At home my parents were still getting along, and worked to support me. I remember being close to my mother, and going to work with her some days, as well as to my grandmother’s house, who I was also very close with. My mother was Catholic, and father was Muslim, so I learned and recited prayers from both religions at night. 

I also began to play basketball and other sports, which were the start of my athletic nature. I started off playing very well early in leagues for kids. But, my father was very strict and yelled at me when I was playing, which bothered me a lot of the time.

We went to church and celebrated holidays, and had parties with other families. I would remain shy and stay in my room, but politely greet families and friends, as they came over often to our house. In what was then the small town of Tucson, a child and family were relatively very happy. I did well in school, writing fictional stories in language class, learning on the computers, and also did well in math. As I got closer to friends, I was less shy, and became popular in elementary school.

There was, however, an unfortunate turn of events for me. One night, I could overhear my mother and father arguing.

“It’s not fun with you anymore, you need to change,” my father said.

To which, I could only hear my mother sad, and crying, that night. I tried not to think too much of this, but could sense it would begin to be troubling at home.

Because of financial reasons and because my sister was being bullied in Catholic school, my parents decided to move to another area of town, with their children switching to a public school. I remembered my last days as a 5th grader, with all the close friendships, goodbyes, and times going to church. The school had a gathering to say goodbye to me, along with another friend who turned out to be moving schools with me. I thought nothing of the move, thinking I was bright enough to transition.

The results were not the best for me or my friend. I began by betraying my friend and not sticking up for him when he was being bullied. The world of public school was different from my much sheltered cloister of catholic school, and I was doing what I could to fit in, including forgetting about my friend.

I got my first computer at this time, and it was very interesting. Computers were becoming more popular. This was one of my first hallucinations, along with the one I had when I was being beaten, of a person who made the computer, telling me to learn how it works. However I wasn’t very interested in learning how the computer works, I was just interested in what it did, so I used all the applications and began listening to a lot of music from the past and 90s. I would read about the greatest rock stars and rappers of all time, and listen to them.

I believe and to my evidence I would learn later in life that physical abuse, which I had as a child, often leads to hallucinations or altered perceptions, particularly in people predisposed to psychotic disorders, but also being a cause of it.

Music was beginning to be a source of comfort for me. I enjoyed listening to all music from different eras on CDs. I enjoyed music so much that I would begin drum lessons. My parents started me off with a drum instructor in town. However, it would be the first time his drum instructor began to touch me inappropriately. I felt very uncomfortable, and told my mother.

Thankfully, she helped switch drum instructors, but I would later feel the impact of this event on me. Still, I enjoyed playing drums to songs and met some musically talented friends in middle school. I played with some of them, but for some reason, fell out of line with my musical friends. They were in a somewhat exclusive group, and it was the beginning of a story of music in my life, of having a forgotten dream of being in a band, as a musician. I didn’t fit in because I was different or my race or whatever the case was.

From grades 6 to 8, I began to struggle. I couldn’t fit in a lot of the time, and had a naive reality of what some kids could do. I was bullied, beaten up a few times, and made fun of sometimes, for being very shy, around a bunch of new classmates.

One day, I cried to my mother in the car, stating that I was being bullied and couldn’t make new friends. My mother didn’t ease my concerns, and thought I could just get through it. I had become as sad and out of place as the friend who came with me to the public school, who also had a similar difficulty in his life. We both had the same difficulty, because we came from a school with more of a moral foundation.

Still, there were some consistent and considerably happy moments and friendships. It would later be a meaningful coincidence, that the friend who moved schools with me, would have difficult times being hurt, as coincidentally we were sometimes bullies in Catholic school. Despite this, some people in middle school began to accept me, as I was invited to several parties and gatherings. I still seemed to be popular with girls, but I was most naturally a shy chameleon, who was nervous around them.

At home, my parents were still having challenges, but they worked to where their kids could have a comfortable life. As a family, we still went on some vacations and had social gatherings. I would begin to absorb film, music, and games constantly in my room. All the classic films, funk and rock music mainly, along with video games on the Playstation 2. It all kept me occupied being a loner. And also, that it felt like I would become the films I watched over time, and that they would represent similarly to my life.

I still did well academically in school, and finished 8th grade by going to a party at another friend’s house; getting ready to go to high school; having attended summer camps there previously.

In his early life

Things were becoming alright

Did I remember it alright?

I lived a quiet life

We always had food on the table

I was deathly shy

But seemed to be well-liked

But my story is the future

Living any kids life

Playing games at night

In the comfort of my room

And devices

The start of artificial blindness
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Enter Adolescence 


[image: ]




Still very shy, I entered high school. It would come to no surprise that my transition into adolescence would be tough, with the challenges in my parent’s marriage still present. My freshman year was pretty rough. A bigger kid would assault me on the basketball court.. Another kid, months later, would fight me after my classmates instigated a fight, although it was completely unnecessary.

I was remembering when my parents told me not to get in fights after I had some in elementary school, so I hesitated fighting the other teenager. So then, the other student, who had more fighting experience than I had, punched me three times, enough to where my whole head was bleeding considerably, while in front of a crowd of freshman and upperclassmen. I couldn’t see, as there was so much blood on my face, but I remembered everyone championing the victor.

One or two friends stuck by me, as I cried on, that I was sad that everyone would judge me for getting beaten up. It seemed like in middle school, that everyone would get bullied sometimes, but I was often ostracized and outcast the most.

The last instance of being bullied freshman year was with the basketball team, who gave me derogatory nicknames because of my unique name, and even with some coaches making fun of me, because of my shyness.

How could the next year be worse? I thought. At home I still had an unhealthy relationship at times with my mother, with her not allowing me to go to social gatherings, and having a codependent relationship. She would also sneak around my room in search of my weed, as I began smoking marijuana at this time at the age of 16, as well, to cope with my sadness and trauma.. Along with the absence of my father because he was a workaholic, it was very tough and lonely. My video games and movies that I would watch, were my sanctuary.

I would begin to see some hallucinations during this time, and had interactions. It was like they might have felt bad for all the bullying and abuse I had endured, but it felt like their presence ‘flew into my body,’ like I had years prior, with someone else. It was kind of strange, at this time too.. As I think is the case, that physical abuse leads to hallucinations.

My room was a treasure to me, where I was safe from everyone else. It was my temple, where I would watch films and play video games to mask my emotions, and cope with loneliness. I was beginning to have some experiences in ‘lucid dreaming,’ at this time, having always been an avid dreamer in my youth. I would fly out of my body and see places in the sky. One of the most notable dreams I will always remember, was when I had gotten cancer, and my family would try to save my life in the hospital. Looking back, I know this was a precognitive dream, to my later experiences with death, spiritually as well as my suicidal ideation.

I was later encouraged by a friend and by myself, that I wanted to get stronger after the things that happened to me when I was frail after getting beaten up, to try out and play football for the high school, so I went out to practice.

It grew on me quickly and I did well. My JV football coach became a close mentor of mine, as he helped mentor many other kids as well in the school. I played in my JV games as a receiver. I caught some passes in games, gained some muscle and weight from the weight room, and felt more brotherhood in football than I did in basketball. I also became close friends with one of the popular kids in school and better football players, to where I was making new friends in this sport I enjoyed.

The football coach who coached the varsity team was a well-recognized coach in town, and pushed me to get stronger. I entered junior year, after a decent sophomore year in football, with high expectations.[image: ]

When junior year started, I started to fit in sometimes a bit better. I was stronger from the weight room and by playing two sports, growing and getting stronger as a man. But the coach I had a close connection to had to leave the school, so I had to get to know new coaches who I didn’t really sense that kind of connection with. Further, a new kid came to the school and team, who was bigger than I was, and I became a target. So much that I would fall out of line with the friends I was beginning to make. He began to pick on me too.

They favor kids whose parents donate to the team or donate to the school. I don’t think mine did. I also was sometimes unmotivated in sports even though I did well in them. I didn’t get along with the new receivers coach, so he didn’t like me, and preferred someone else. I switched to defensive end because I was getting bigger. I got along with that coach better too.

I was so shy that I never went to prom, and fell in the depth charts of the football team, just like basketball, as it was tough to connect with the new coaches. I was both unmotivated and zoned out to listen to the coaches sometimes with my marijuana usage. I did fall out of their favor somewhat, but still trained hard to get very strong in the weight room. Still it was my favorite sport, and I still played decently my senior year, having 44 tackles my senior year, and a few sacks at defensive end.

During senior year, I was just ready for high school to end. People were in their cliques and groups, and I couldn’t really find comfort in any of them, and still was shy. It was a high school that ended for me when it was my birthday one day. Naturally wishing to avoid attention, I didn’t want anyone to sing happy birthday for me. The group of people I would sit with at lunch could sense this, so they continued to sing and clap for me.

I didn’t mind it at first, but became intensely socially anxious when the rest of the cafeteria followed suit in chanting and clapping for me. As people could tell it bothered me, the whole school cafeteria was clapping and saying my name, as I would be deeply scared and walk out that day. Maybe at first they were just trying to make me happier, but I didn’t like the attention. After the day they did it on my birthday, to make fun of me they would make it a continual occurrence, as it happened every time I walked in the cafeteria, with all their eyes on me, chanting ‘happy birthday,’ even when it wasn’t my birthday. While it may seem like a thing where people were just joking around or whatever their intention was, it was also meant to make fun of my reaction as well, and for the socially anxious and depressed 18 year old that I was, it was emotionally hurtful.

Every time this happened I would go to my car to sit and eat lunch alone, listening to music, and being sad toward the end of my senior year. I never went to prom, so deathly shy, and sat alone in my car often as school was ending, ready to go to college, in hopes of a new beginning and better relationships. Because I did well academically, I had a full-tuition scholarship to the University of Arizona.
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Into college
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With the hopes of a new beginning with optimism, I enrolled and entered college. I befriended my roommate in our dorm who was from San Francisco, as we shared the same hobby of smoking weed. We smoked together often, and became close friends over the first semester. However, at times I struggled to keep friends, and still knew someone who was a bully in high school, and living in the same dorm. He would tell new friends I made about me when I was in high school, that everyone would make fun of me. Still, I would be making new friends everywhere I went, enjoyed working out in the high-end recreation center we had, and would go to some parties, which were great times. I started off majoring in business, but began to become more interested in the psychology and philosophy courses I was taking. These were just the courses that were easier for me to understand and of natural interest to me, as opposed to the hard sciences or business. At this time also, I would express to my godfather that I had difficulty concentrating sometimes, and was prescribed Adderall and Vyvanse. It was the beginning of my love for amphetamines, a drug I would use for a while.
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