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        These books are dedicated to my Sufi Guide and doctor, Ali Dede (www.sufismo.com), who patiently attended to my health over the years and got me 100 percent well of my ailments.
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        Be aware that certain supplements and detox protocols may cause a severe detox reaction in some individuals. Please proceed with caution when using these substances and protocols.
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      From 2005 to 2012, I had the good fortune to study many areas of health and life under a Sufi guide and doctor named Ali Dede (www.sufismo.com). Many of the topics I learned along the way pertained to overcoming my multiple chemical sensitivities, Lyme disease, hypoglycemia, and erectile dysfunction, which I write about in detail in the first book in this series, Breaking the Bonds of Chemical Sensitivities and Lyme Disease. Dede studied under the famous Sufi master Idries Shah and his brother, Omar Ali Shah (Agha), and he studied medicine in various parts of the world.

      On the website for Dede’s school, Instituto Alef, he outlines a very important concept that he calls “Health via the Five Elements.” He describes how health can be maintained through adequate balance of the five elements: air, earth, water, fire, and spirit. If there is too much or too little of any one of these, or if one of these is polluted, illness can result. I go into specific aspects of these five elements in all three of these books but encourage all my readers to review his webpage thoroughly, as it is the wisest overview of health I have ever received. Also, Dede wrote a wonderful book about life for his children titled Advice from a Sufi, which is also for sale on his website in English, Russian, and Spanish editions. See link: https://thesufitradition.com/alef-store/

      I hope everyone interested in my work will read Dede’s also, as so much of what I learned came from this humble, wise, and remarkable man I was blessed to call my teacher for some time. I met him in 2005 after discovering his website through a Google search. I applied to become a student in his school and he accepted me and began attending to my health as well. While some of the knowledge in these books came from Dede, other observations (such as those on dating) come mostly from me. I suggest referencing the books like a manual that contains useful information about life and health. Read them from front to back rather than opening it randomly. Nothing happens or is written by chance.
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            RETURNING TO FREEDOM

          

          BREAKING THE BONDS OF CHEMICAL SENSITIVITY AND LYME DISEASE
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            LYME DISEASE

          

        

      

    

    
      My high school was a very prestigious boarding school in Connecticut, in a gorgeous lush green valley down from the Appalachian Trail with a wild river flowing right beside the campus. One afternoon in 1999, during my senior year at boarding school, I was clearing paths on the Appalachian Trail for my mountain biking team—punishment for cutting practice—and I got bitten in the navel by a tick, though I didn’t even feel it at the time. It wasn’t until later that night when I was sitting at my crunched desk studying that I suddenly felt the sensation of something in my navel. I lifted my shirt and was horrified at the sight of the engorged tick, right in my belly button. I raced to the infirmary to have it removed. The nurse said it was a wolf tick, so I couldn’t have been infected with Lyme disease. I went back to my dorm room that night feeling relieved, but a few days later I had the typical bull’s-eye rash around the bite, which itched and is common to Lyme. Lyme was discovered in East Lyme, Connecticut, so I was well within the area of influence.

      A week later, I developed flu-like symptoms that persisted for two weeks, time which I spent racked with chills in the infirmary. Still, they refused to treat me on the basis that I was bitten by a wolf tick. At the time, I was smoking pot and cigarettes occasionally, which were both strictly against school policy, and I was scared to press the issue. I thought for sure, as any paranoid young deadhead might, that I would be expelled—that they would be suspicious and drug test me and find marijuana in my system. I was so naïve back then. If Lyme disease is caught quickly, it can be treated in two weeks with antibiotics, but if left untreated, the spirochetes go deep inside the body where it takes a long time and massive doses of antibiotics to kill them. Some people never recover.

      Spring semester of senior year in high school, I trudged along. After the bite, I felt off—I was weaker and tired a lot. I smoked more and drank more caffeine to have energy.

      Graduation day rolled around on the first of June 1999. I was in the old stone Saint Joseph’s Chapel with my sweet parents, Ken and Charme Tate, who had flown up for the celebration. My father, Ken, was an architect with a very well-established firm in Jackson, Misssissippi, and my mother, Charme, was an interior designer with an office in his firm. That day in the chapel surrounded by my parents and fellow students, I suddenly had difficulty breathing and was exceptionally thirsty. I quickly left the chapel and sat down outside alone on a stone wall to catch my breath. I stayed there until the end of the service. When my parents came outside, they were very concerned about my well-being. I told them I was faint and short of breath, but I would be okay. So, we plowed on through the festivities.

      As my parents were leaving to return home to Jackson, they were still visibly concerned about me. I told them not to worry, but inside, I too was worried. What was wrong with me? It had been months since the tick bite, and I had all but forgotten about it. I wanted to push through and go to the legendary senior parties with my friends. Boarding school kids weren’t allowed to smoke, kiss girls, drink, go out at night, watch movies, or do, really, anything at all, so after graduation, all that pent-up mischief erupted into a free-for-all.

      During the senior parties, everyone was drinking a lot. Some people were hooking up. A cute blonde classmate with aqua eyes came up to me, pinched my butt, and wanted to make out, but I couldn’t care less. I wanted to celebrate and party, but I just felt so bad. This was not like me at all. What was this?

      By the final party, I was just barely hanging on. I couldn’t wait to go home.

      I had left for boarding school my sophomore year in high school due to depression and partying too much by my own choice. I asked my parents to let me. That first year away from home, starting in the fall of 1996, was very challenging for me. I missed my friends and was quite sad about being away from a girl I had a massive crush on back home, even though she didn’t reciprocate my feelings. My diet was also terrible. I would skip meals and then feast on whole pizzas. I lived on soda; I smoked cigarettes in the bathroom when I could and dipped Skoal tobacco in my room, spitting into empty soda cans.

      I did become very good friends in Connecticut with a large group of guys, and by senior year, the girl in Mississippi was a distant memory. I became close friends with a girl named Stephanie from South Carolina who shared my obsession with spirituality. We had long talks on life and God. In time, I fell in love with her, but I was always too shy to tell her how I felt.

      Still, even with Stephanie in my life, high school was a bumpy ride for me, full of potholes. I was a major hippie, and during the spring of 1999, I decided to turn my short red hair into dreadlocks. I kept getting caught smoking cigarettes and I frequently cut class, although I somehow managed to make pretty good grades and did well on the SATs. For all my intellectual abilities, I was a true underachiever. I probably could have gone to Harvard or Yale if I had cared at all. But nothing really mattered to me besides spirituality and jam bands—a form of improvisational rock n’ roll centered around long periods of free-form playing. The most popular jam bands are the Grateful Dead and Phish, but groups like Dave Matthews Band and Widespread Panic also do it. I had, in fact, already decided by the fall semester of my senior year that I would not be going to college the next year; instead, I would hit the open road to follow Widespread Panic as they toured from city to city across the USA.

      On the airplane ride home to Mississippi from Connecticut, the altitude and compressed air in the plane made it truly difficult to breathe, and I was also extremely thirsty—thirstier than I had ever been in my life. I probably drank two gallons of water before arriving in Mississippi later that night. My head felt like it was in a vice; I was pale and felt faint.

      I told my mother about my symptoms when she picked me up at the airport, and quite naturally, she was very worried for me. My mother, a warm woman raised in north Mississippi by a good spiritual family, had always supported me through my ups and downs. It was a relief to be at home under her care, though I was still scared. I thought I might die. The next day, we went to an urgent care clinic where the doctor insisted I had the flu and sent me home. We decided to wait it out for another two weeks, even though we both knew it wasn’t the flu.

      My whole family had been deeply involved with alternative health since my grandfather had used certain techniques to help my mother with her systemic candidiasis in the 1980s. Candida is a genus of yeast common in a healthy body that can overgrow when there is a lack of healthy bacteria in the digestive tract. When it develops into candidiasis, the infection can enter the bloodstream and cause extreme fatigue and many other bizarre symptoms. My mother was cured of hers through juicing, homeopathy, and various nutritional supplements (which I will refer to as “nutrients” from here on) after being unwell for some months. Dr. Seneca Anderson, a holistic homeopathic doctor in Atlanta, Georgia, had treated her on my grandfather’s recommendation. My grandfather, Irwin Tate, who was close to Dr. Anderson, had severe muscular degeneration due to radiation poisoning from viewing the atom bomb tests in Los Alamos, New Mexico, in the 1940s as part of his service in the medical corps of the National Guard. All his friends who had been at the test had died or were very ill. This had prompted him to search endlessly for good health practices that could stop the degeneration. Since the tests, he had worked out rigorously, eaten well, and eschewed sugar, alcohol, and cigarettes—attributes that were quite unusual for a man of the 1950s. On his quest, he had found Dr. Anderson many years prior to my mother getting candidiasis and had even bought him a dark field microscope useful for detecting Candida yeasts.

      When we felt overlooked by the clinic, my mother decided to have me send a blood sample to Dr. Anderson, which he subjected to his Vega test—a bioenergetic regulatory machine that has its origins in acupuncture and homeopathy. The Vega test scans the body or blood for abnormal electrical charges, which indicate a certain virus, bacteria, parasite, or toxin. Using the Vega test, Dr. Anderson found indications of meningitis in my blood sample, and so he shipped me homeopathic drops and nutrients for that. The Vega test could find an illness like meningitis that was present at a low level in the body without being acute due to the body’s immune system not reacting to it. I was very ill, and the treatment didn’t make me feel much better. There was a little healing reaction that I was so hopeful would lead to a cure, but it didn’t.

      I was supposed to go to a Widespread Panic concert in Morrison, Colorado at the famous Red Rocks Amphitheater, with two high school buddies of mine at the end of July, 1999. I had fallen in love with the soulful music of this jam band from Athens, Georgia, and the irony of the band’s alarming name given my terrible physical state was completely lost on me.

      I had still never seen them play live, like all my friends from Mississippi had, because I was always at boarding school when they were playing in my home state. I had bought tickets for the show at the end of the school year, assuming I would be well by July. When the time rolled around, for some godforsaken reason, I decided to force it and go. We planned to be gone a week. My buddies—Matt and John—drove my mom’s navy Volvo station wagon the whole way. I sat in the back, chugging quart after quart of water and feeling like hell. I went to the bathroom so much I would pee in Gatorade bottles rather than asking them to stop. When we reached Morrison, I felt so bad that I stayed in the hotel room while Matt and John went to the show the following day. Normally, I would have been so sad about missing the show and hearing my first live renditions of “No Sugar Tonight” or “Greta,” but I felt so ill, I didn’t even care. My head felt like it was in a vice, I couldn’t breathe at all, I had extreme thirst, my neck, body, and muscles were all very sore, and I was fatigued to the point of exhaustion.

      We made the long journey back to Mississippi, but I had finally realized and accepted just how sick I was—and it was clear from my steadfast attitude during the trip that there would be no willing myself to wellness without some medical intervention.

      The rest of 1999 passed slowly as my symptoms got increasingly worse. Mom knew about a healer in Florida named Casey who could perceive things about people’s health from a distance, so she called her and had her take a “look” at me. Casey stated that there was a bug in my head, possibly a spirochete, and I needed the antibiotic Rocephin to get well. Her diagnosis sounded right, so we went to a doctor and begged for Rocephin, telling him about the tick bite. He reluctantly agreed to give us a few shots. I couldn’t see that they made much difference, so we didn’t try anymore. What a mistake that would prove to be.

      My symptoms worsened to the point that I had trouble traveling in a car. Movement caused my head to feel compressed and tight, and my breathing grew shallow. I stayed in my parent’s house, bedridden save for a little light walking around the house, mainly in my room. Every day was a struggle.

      One day, Mom brought home some chicken salad atop chopped greens from Swenson’s restaurant. San Francisco-based Swenson’s was my favorite place to eat in Jackson, so I was game for the food. You may know this joint from their ice cream popularized in the famous movie The Goonies. Anyway, I got very ill with diarrhea after eating the food. Mom and Dad were fine, so I knew I had been susceptible to a bug due to my immune system being compromised. I could not stop going to the bathroom; finally, I got so weak that my parents checked me into one of the biggest hospitals downtown. There, the doctors ran lots of tests for bacterial infections and other issues they thought might be causing my stomach and other strange symptoms. The tick bite meant nothing to doctors in Mississippi in the late 90s, and I was not given any test for Lyme. All the tests came back negative for everything. Back then, Lyme disease was considered by allopathic doctors in the South to be a small tick-borne illness treatable within two weeks of infection and isolated to the northeastern part of the United States.

      My chronic diarrhea continued, so the doctors finally prescribed me an antibiotic for giardia, a microscopic parasite, just based on my symptoms.

      One night in the hospital with my mother, Charme, sleeping quietly over near the window, I had the most vivid dream. I was walking in a heavily wooded forest when I came to a fork in the road. Up ahead on one path was an old friend of mine from boarding school whom I had admired because he was smart and all the girls liked him. All along the path were thousands of white plastic straws. I then looked to my left, where there was another path made of earthy wooden tiles. At the end of it stood a white wolf with brilliant blue eyes, staring at me. When I woke, I immediately told my parents about the dream; my father and mother were amazed by the symbolism. They said I needed to have it interpreted by their Jungian depth psychologist, Ken Gilburth, because it seemed profound. I resisted because I was scared of talking about my past with a therapist, but after some coaxing, I decided to have a telephone consultation with him.

      Within two days, the antibiotics had cured the giardia. And I was released and sent home with no treatment for my strange Lyme symptoms. Sometime that week, I spoke to Ken Gilburth, the therapist, who proved to be a kind, gentle man with a strong Appalachian accent. He did a brilliant dream interpretation, informing me that I had come to a fork in the road of my life. The path of straws represented the path of the world, and my friend waiting for me was “of the world.” The other way, the path of the white wolf, was a spiritual path waiting for me. It was of the earth and real like wood. I loved Ken’s interpretation and set up another appointment with him a week later.

      I watched movie after movie after movie to pass the time while lying in bed as we tried to figure out what to do next. I read also, mainly spiritual books. My spiritual journey had started my senior year in theology class with Father Beck when we discussed free will. When I mentioned it to my father, he told me there was no free will, really. People, he explained, only behaved in ways they were conditioned to behave, so what was free about their decisions? He told me about a mystical teacher named Gurdjieff whose works he had read in college and who taught people to develop their beings and decondition their thought patterns. Right when I heard about this mystic, I knew I had found a spiritual tradition that was unlike anything I had yet encountered in my life.

      In my parents’ upstairs den where I stayed bedridden on a fold-out sofa, I decided to take the first plunge into Gurdjieff’s teachings. George Gurdjieff was a Russo-Armenian mystic who emerged as a spiritual teacher in Russia, France, and America in the early part of the twentieth century. Dad gave me In Search for the Miraculous by P. D. Ouspensky and I read it quickly because the characterization of mankind as being asleep and having to make efforts to wake up and become conscious of a higher reality deeply resonated with me. The book was full of interesting mystical knowledge. I moved on from that work (which I would later learn was Sufi in nature — Sufis were the bridge between all religions and their path represented a way to God through the self-realization of Truth) to other traditions: Shamanism and Carlos Castaneda. And now, I was talking with Ken once a week via the phone because I was still too ill to travel to his office in Jackson, Mississippi.

      All the while, I was having very lucid dreams. My attention to them seemed to make them increase in frequency. Ken and I were doing traditional psychotherapy for my past, and dream therapy as well. During this time, I would also go outside on the upstairs porch of our Charleston-style house to sit and try to meditate.

      My grandfather Irwin Tate had been following my health journey very closely. He had also been a bodybuilder and got into nutritional supplements in the 1960s before anyone else was taking them. He mentioned he had a chiropractor named Scott in Palm Beach, Florida to my parents and I, who used applied kinesiology—a method of testing the body through resistance for nutrients. We managed to travel to Florida to see him, though the trip was very hard on me. Dad pushed me through the airport in a wheelchair. Scott was a tan, laid-back California type with a long ponytail. I got on his chiropractic table, where he tested me by placing a Spirulina capsule in my hand and pulling my arm down while I resisted. He put me on six or seven nutrients and said he would check me again in a few months. I don’t remember what the other nutrients were except I do recall shark cartilage being among them. After several months, he traveled to Mississippi to retest me and put me on different nutrients. He said I should be well in a few months, but my condition had not improved at all. I highly value his practice of applied kinesiology, but for whatever reason, the nutrients didn’t help me much. By this point, I had stopped trying to get treated for Lyme disease. No one in Mississippi would even test me for it, and I was too ill to travel to the Mayo Clinic or anywhere else.

      Shortly afterward, my family and I moved from Madison, Mississippi, to Covington, Louisiana (on the north shore of New Orleans), to expand my father’s growing office. Dad was now working outside of Mississippi in Nashville, Tennessee and Kentucky on much bigger jobs, and he wanted to work nationally. To do so, he needed to be near an international airport, which New Orleans had. He had also started the first monograph on his work with New York graphic designer Oscar Ojeda, which would go on to be published by Australia-based Images Publishing, one of the largest architectural book companies in the world.

      Once in Louisiana, my mother reluctantly drove me to Columbus, Mississippi, to be treated by an alternative MD who had worked with my grandfather Irwin. While there, I felt so ill from traveling in the car that I had to be hospitalized. That week in the hospital was full of mainstream tests that all came back normal; the doctors thought I was a hypochondriac.

      Mom and I returned to Louisiana and continued to try alternative therapies. After many months of various treatments, we met a registered nurse who worked with an MD who agreed to take on my case. From my symptoms and the bite in Connecticut, he was willing to diagnose me with Lyme. He prescribed three months of the antibiotic Rocephin intravenously and three months of oral Cipro. Insurance wouldn’t pay for it, though—we would have to pay the $85,000 out of pocket. And so my parents paid for it. What choice did we have?

      About five months after the first antibiotic, I felt well enough to drive again. The antibiotics were working, but it was a very slow climb to getting back out in the world again physically. I had lost a lot of muscle strength in my legs from lying around all day. I progressed so slowly I didn’t notice much change from one day to the next.

      I moved to Asheville, North Carolina, to be near another homeopathic doctor who had had success with Lyme.⁠1 I rented an old brownstone within walking distance of downtown, which was just magical. Snow fell from the heavens on the wintry days, chimney smoke was always in the air, and there were lots of organic cafes. Asheville was a cozy and warm place with good vibes all around. My mother was an interior designer, so she and I bought lots of cool antiques and big comfortable sofas and chairs for my place. She stayed in my second bedroom for three months until I felt secure being left alone. Then I lived on my own.

      I was better, but I still just felt bad all over. I started smoking cigarettes again—a habit I had started when I was fourteen, trying to be cool. I also drank caffeine to feel better. I did eat organic and mostly only ate healthy foods, but I didn’t know about nutrition, detoxification, or juicing. Like my father, Ken, who had always suffered from hypoglycemia (low blood sugar), I reacted terribly to refined sugar at that time and began eating a pretty strict high-protein and low-carbohydrate diet.

      Dr. Pete, my homeopathic doctor there, did help me some with my symptoms, but it was painfully slow. After a year, I decided that continuing the treatment was not productive and that I would move to Nantucket in Massachusetts to write a book about the enneagram—a personality typing system I had studied with my parents since childhood—while doing the best I could to manage my health.

      The enneagram system was developed by Gurdjieff and was Sufic in origin. It states that there are nine essential personality types among humanity, each type corresponding to one of the “passions,” or Christian sins (the seven deadly sins plus deceit and fear). Every type had a “wing” and three subtypes of which a person could be one: social, one-on-one, or survival. Fifty-four types of people existed when the wings and subtypes were included, which made the enneagram rather diverse and complex. My parents and I found it to be a way of deeply understanding ourselves, friends, and strangers. I had always dreamed about being a writer since reading many of Shakespeare’s plays at school in Connecticut, and so I thought I would try to write a book about the enneagram.

      I moved to the beautiful whaler’s island off the coast of Cape Cod in the fall of 2002. Since my childhood, I had been enthralled with the cold northern waters of the Atlantic. I had envisioned a life off the coast of Massachusetts or Connecticut in some sleepy fishing town where it snowed and was gloomy at least part of the year. Never a day of sun—that was my idea of happiness. I was looking for a place like Seattle but didn’t know it at the time. Maybe I had seen too many Stephen King movies growing up, practically all of which were set in Maine, but I had an idea of what I wanted in my mind and was going for that 100 percent. I was looking for a geographical cure to my remaining symptoms, too. I still didn’t feel well. I had to drink Diet Coke throughout the day for the caffeine or I would have zero energy, and I was smoking again for the same reason.

      Nevertheless, I took a road trip in my steel blue Grand Cherokee along the coast of Massachusetts, visiting Salem, Gloucester, and Woods Hole. When I hit Cape Cod, I took the ferry to Nantucket and stopped there. I felt it was just my kind of place.

      I liked living there in many ways. I would go out and drink at the bars in town every now and then, and play pool with the locals. I didn’t even care about drinking that much. It made me feel exhausted and exacerbated all my symptoms. I mainly hit the bars as a way to meet friends.

      I still ate healthfully during this time period. My favorite Nantucket dish was New England clam chowder. That cold-water seafood always felt so good for my body. Meanwhile, I started to write a book about the enneagram. I was particularly fascinated by how certain enneagram types looked almost identical to one another.

      However, around that same time, my neck pain, which I had always experienced from the Lyme disease, got very severe. I went to a doctor, but he simply put me on pain pills, which I despised. They made me feel like I had just landed on the moon and was bouncing around in a space suit. I couldn’t stand that altered feeling.

      My neck was very rigid and would make popping sounds when I moved it. It was always sore, so I decided to return to Louisiana and stay with my parents until I could figure it out. An osteopathic doctor took an MRI of my neck and said the cartilage had deteriorated due to the Lyme bug and I would need to have the discs in my neck fused by the age of thirty. At the time, I was twenty-one years old. She prescribed some pain meds, lidocaine patches, and physical therapy. The physical therapy was not fun, but it helped the pain a lot. I was consistent and did it diligently while living back home in Louisiana. I truly missed Nantucket, though, and thought that when I was well again, I would move back to the sea, where I had always felt free.

      From March 2002 to May 2003, I lived back home in Louisiana and read almost all of Idries Shah’s books on Sufism as well as some of the various other titles published by Octagon Press. These writings, which struck me as a form of “real” Sufism, stated that the Sufi Way had existed since the time of Adam, albeit under different names. It was a bridge between all religions and expressed the inner essence at the core of each. When I wasn’t reading about Sufism, I worked on my enneagram book, although that project had a short lifespan. My main interest in it was how the various types looked similar, and I wanted to explore this. I lost interest when there didn’t seem to be any way to show or prove any of it outside of my own perception.

      While living at home, my parents decided to open a design and art store in Fairhope, Alabama, where we owned two vacation homes. They said I could manage it and that a job might be good for my health. I agreed and was truly excited by the whole idea since I had always been a creative child and loved art. Also, I missed the water, and Fairhope was near the Florida border on the Mobile Bay, which I liked. There was lots of good seafood and it was an easy place to live at a nice slow pace.

      As for my health, I didn’t know how I felt. When I would try to work out with weights as I had done in high school, I felt so tired and lethargic. I still smoked a pack of Marlboro Lights every day and drank Diet Cokes one after the other to have energy. I didn’t know what to do, so I just tried to live my life the best way possible.

      I met Lexi during my first summer in Fairhope at a bar called The Raven Night. I was playing pool with my childhood friend and roommate Mathew and our next-door neighbor Maddox. Mathew went over to talk to Lexi and her friend, and Lexi told him how much she liked me. He invited them back to our house for drinks. At the house, I found out she was from Fairhope, but had just finished her freshman year at college in Memphis where she was an English major and a Kappa Delta sorority girl. We started flirting and the chemistry was very strong. She had beautiful curly blonde hair and astonishing blue eyes—I was very attracted to her. We could talk for hours with ease.

      I stayed in the little town of Fairhope for the next school year before deciding to move to Oxford, Mississippi to attend college at the University of Mississippi. I wanted to be closer to Lexi as Oxford was only an hour’s drive from Memphis. Summer of 2004, Lexi was living with me in Fairhope as she had the summer free from college. We drove the eight hours up to Oxford together to find me a place for my freshman school year and I ended up renting a two-bedroom apartment on Old Taylor Road in Oxford, Mississippi.

      The walls were that puke yellow color often found in cheap apartments, so Lexi and I decided to paint them. We bought all the Benjamin Moore paint and brushes from Home Depot and, trying to save money, decided to do it ourselves. The first wall in the living room went well, but after that I began to feel very fatigued. I didn’t know what it was, but assumed I was allergic to the paint. What else could it be? I had experienced some mild allergies in my life and they had often made me fatigued, so this was not something foreign to me. Lexi and I went to a hotel for the night. The next day, I hired a local painter to knock out the rest of the apartment for us.

      We took the long, slow drive south to Fairhope, Alabama, where we had planned to spend the rest of the summer anyway. I was living in a charming house I had rented the year before, right on the Mobile Bay. I didn’t think too much of any of it at the time. When I returned to Oxford in the fall to move my things in, the apartment didn’t bother me at all. But something had changed—in the back of my mind, I was thinking, “What if I can’t tolerate being around fresh paint anymore? What if I have other allergies?”

      Fall 2004 at the University of Mississippi started out well. I was twenty-four and it was my first time attending college, so everything was new and exciting to me. The Oxford campus was beautiful at that time of year. The Southern belles walked the square in their Umbros and Greek shirts, while the frat boys drove around in their Jeeps and trucks listening to Dave Matthews or Widespread Panic. It was always a lively scene. I had some good friends from my hometown in Jackson, Mississippi, who were finishing up undergrad, and some others who had just started at the law school. There was always something to do. A buddy of ours owned a house in downtown off “The Square” where he would host large parties. He had a hot tub, which was cause for some interesting moments. Lexi was three years younger than me. She would drive down for weekends in her old tan Toyota Camry, and we would all go out to cool bars on The Square. She was very pretty and sweet, and we had a lot of fun together.
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