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Introduction
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A conversation with my Mental Health Provider and me over the years. ‘Can you explain how your feel’ covers many decades of such conversations.

––––––––
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“Can you explain how you feel?”

“Angry one moment, confused the next, not sure if I am alright, afraid the next I am not.  Then the next day I find myself taking a long walk, and I am asking God why, why me.  Half mentally, half verbally talking to myself  along a rural road or on a trail in the woods.”

“How long have you been talking to God.”

“Since I was old enough to realize, there is a God.  I would find myself blaming him for the way I felt.  Asking him why, did he make me be born this way.  Why can’t the bullies leave me alone.  Why can’t they understand.”

“Understand what?”

“My Twin and me where born premature at 4 months in 1951, I was the weakest of the two and spent more time in the hospital then my twin did.  My parents where not expecting twins.  Eighteen months later, I was stricken with severe Mastoiditis and several surgeries later to remove the Mastoid bone, loss of total hearing in that ear and the infection had affected my brain cells, and permanent paralysis (palsy)of the right side of my face.  It affected my facial appearance, lopsided mouth features along with the hearing loss.  At 18 months it was highly suggest to my parents.  I would never grow up to be a productive adult because of my physical handicap and brain damage.  That it would be best they place me in institution for the mentally and physical impaired children.  My parents didn’t.  I was told this at early an age that I could understand about  my premature birth, and illness that made me different.  I was also told by my mother there was a family member who strongly suggest they do so.  Forty-one years later I found out who that family member was.  Just half and hour after my mothers passing at 62, her brother, my uncle made it very clear to me I was the cause of her death since my birth, well into recent months with all my mental emotional issues, Failures in life.  He made it very clear to me I killed my mother, then walked away.  My mother never gave up on me despite my trials and tribulation’s as a child, teen, and adult.  Apparently my uncle did and it would explain a lot growing up how distance he was to me during family events with his family and how he welcomed my twin and younger brother, well into my adult life right up to the time my mother died even when my younger brother passed away at 62, 22 years later, he made it very clear to me it was my fault again. When my uncle the last of her brothers passed away 8 years later at 93, I must be honest, I couldn’t wait for him to die. I hope God will deal with him and his attitude about the disabled physically and emotionally.  As for the other bullies in my life, understand they are only making me wish they where dead. I would at night in bed dreading the next day of school.  Asking God to either let me die in my sleep or the Bullies die.”

“Did you believe God would honor your request?”

“Then, I did.  I hard learned that God would answer my prayers.  I would wake up the next morning, go to school and find the same bullies waiting for me.”

“How did you feel about God then?”

“Didn’t care about me.  Yet I would still have my nightly conversation with him.  Complaining why me.  Why did he curse me with this face of mine, my stuttering, and stammering.  My bad grades, and a teacher who didn’t understand me.  Why would she call me up to the front of the class to read out loud from Dick and Jane.  When she knew I would get nervous and start to stutter and stammer.  Bad enough she knew I barely knew every other word.  I am in the second grade the bullies where right.  I am a retard, a freak, with a crooked face, can’t read or write.  Worse the teacher would get mad at me when the whole class laughed at me.  Tell me to sit down and called me a Retard.

“How did you feel then.”

“I went to my desk and cried.  I hated all of them, and now the teacher was calling me a Retard.  Oh God why, why me.”

“Was this the first time a Teacher called you a Retard.”

“No, this same teacher did worse called me a liar for climbing one of my bullies messed up my desk withs papers and crayon’s after I had cleaned it up.  I told the teacher I was finished and she said I win my first gold star.  When all the students where done with their housekeeping she announced I win my first Gold star as she stood at my desk me waiting for her to inspect it.  She opened up the top of the desk and to my surprise it wasn’t empty but full of crumbled up papers.  The teacher got very irate with me and called me a liar in front of the whole class.  I picked up one of the papers it had another student’s name was on it, who sat behind me.  One of my bullies.  I handed it to the teacher she refused to look at it. Then made a lecture about how she hated liars in her class.  By then I was stammering and stuttering and crying.  She made me clean everything out and take it to the trash bin at her desk. She made me wait after class until she wrote a letter to my parents.  She handed it to me and before I left I turned around and saw her take papers out of the trash bin the once I put in there.  Read the name on them..  I saw the expression on her face she knew then I wasn’t lying to her.  I got a spanking from my Dad because of that damning letter.  That following Monday back in class, I was expecting an apology from the teacher and to the class.  It never happened.”  

“How did you feel then?”

“To this day it is a vivid scar on my emotions along with many other scars in not trusting adults or my peers. Especially teachers.”

“What happened next in you school life.”

My twin and I  made it to the fifth grade the first time and we was passed on to the sixth grade.  My grades where no better, teacher after teacher passing me on to the next grade with the hopes the next teacher could deal with my physical and learning disabilities.  I never made it to the sixth grade instead found myself going to special education.  Something new back then for kids with my special needs.  A small class of 6 students my age or older.  Started with 2nd
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