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​Drift me twice, shame on me...
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I found a way to travel between dimensions, and I have been trying to get myself back home since. It took me a while, but I was able to make it home. I was not some scientist working tediously in a lab paid for by the government. I was just some guy who, for some reason, had the key to dimensional travel locked away in his mind. I would dream of different realities as a kid, and soon after I started telling people about it, I was diagnosed with schizophrenia, paranoia, delusional and impulsive thoughts mixed with manic depression and social anxiety. I quickly became very angry and started lashing out violently at school and at home. Not to mention, my grandmother and grandfather took this time to sexually molest me, and when I would talk about it, they would tell people that I’m just crazy and make things up. People don’t know what to believe at that point. On one hand, you have some super religious people and a broken child on the other. What would you think?

But this isn’t a book about those sick fucks. That’s just to show you how demons live among us and how I felt I couldn’t escape that hell as a child and later as an adolescent. I left my home at the ripe young age of sixteen and never looked back. My mother and father did not care enough to worry; they had two other children who were molested but stayed quiet about it, so they were rewarded instead of being scolded or shunned. I hit the ground running, and my life only got better from then on. I was homeless for a while, sleeping in random places at random times. Food was never really hard to get a hold of; there are enough people who are more than willing to help. I learned that as long as I didn’t spend all the money people gave me on drugs, I could actually save up to find a place and later a job.

I mean, no one wants to hire a smelly bum. This ain’t Nazareth, and I ain’t Jesus. I found and lost several jobs as the years went on. I couldn’t hold down a job for longer than seven months. I would lose my shit normally and start having terrible anxiety mixed with a paranoid fear of losing my job, so I would quit to avoid getting fired. I know that makes no sense outside my mind, but it does. I was too critical of my work and demanded nothing less than perfection from myself, and if I could not perform to perfection, I would tear myself down hard, and it would mess up the rest of my day, week, month, or year.
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