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OCD: Losing control

Plot

This vision of the world is seen by somebody who suffers Obsessive-Compulsive Disorder (OCD). These images are unveiled through different eyes, the perception of our surroundings is seen under a new glass, showing some ideas that, perhaps, you  have never dared to consider because you didn´t pay enough attention to the daily situations.

This character, tells the story on his way and with his own words and from his point of view so, by it, everybody is insane and behave in a strange way, not him.

Besides having the OCD, which makes things more complicated than they should be, this character sees in dreams unexplored locations of the mind, these places are spooky and mysterious and very few people can get to them. From those places, he can get a connection with people who need his help.

So, when you read these lines, you´ll see we are not very different from him. Because we all carry our own habits and fears and that make us different from the rest and accepting that all of us are in a certain way, more or less, weird or maniac.

Intro

In these first lines I want to give a tribute to Guzmán, a peculiar character that was born from the deepest area of my mind, somewhere in a forgotten corner inside me he was waiting hidden the perfect time to let me know he was there.  And, believe it or not, he insisted me for a long time, giving me clues that altered my behavior, to make me understand how he feels so I can tell his stories. 

He was so keen in his insistence that he became the main character of my first romance “Un mundo irreal” (An unreal world), where he went through many things, trying to adjust himself –without achieving it- to the regular world that labels him as eccentric and sometimes labels him as mad, everybody kicking him out without treating him as he deserves. 

We all have inner demons but some of us can conceal them too well, so they won´t come out, pretending to be somebody else. Guzmán believes, from his perception of reality, that is us who are mistaken, erring with things he can really understand, and as long as we don´t bother him too much nor interrupt his habits, Guzmán hides behind his strange routines and conceals his wounds caused by a painful past.

On one way or the other, he can defend himself very well, getting over the test he meets every step of the way. This story shows his inner fights, caused by childhood traumas and the open wounds that never healed.

Give a chance to his story. First, we got to know him well and feel some empathy to his feelings keeping in mind how life has been to him in order to understand his behavior. This way we can know how he operates and not to label his responses as weird.

If we understand how he thinks, we will see the world the way he does. Some people may have the same condition so they can understand how difficult can be living with these fears, maniac habits and strange behavior. We can know somebody, a friend, relative or partner who has OCD and see him or her in Guzmán´s daily activities. Inside ourselves, we carry a version of Guzmán with us.

And, to hit it all, his mind fools him every time it can. Making him have delusions while he sleeps and we may know about them when they are not so shocking to him. They make him feel he is losing the little mental sanity he´s got left. 

Having access to those mysterious parts of his mind, Guzmán enters them, feeding his curiosity and no having that irrational fear every human has to the unknown. Because of that he is prepared for the supernatural things that no one considered “normal” would face.

Those alleys of the mind may be dark or light, it depends of whom and what for they are there and the meaning may vary for everybody that´s why we shouldn´t jump to conclusions so quickly and better try  to get into the mind of this peculiar character making an effort to understand all what happens to him and, perhaps in the end, this deeds are not so weird to us.

Among these pages, there are many passages told in the first person, in the time he lived through them, exposing his feelings. Fragments of his childhood and teenage years to the present day, telling the events that shocked him forever to explain the fragile individual he is today. After many abusive and sad episodes, he hid a lot of pain and rage, that´s why his mind rose up and created a shell that protects him to evade the pain that may come. From outside, we can only see a maniac man that doesn´t belong to any group or place, an misfit man he is today.

Who, overtaken by the wrath or frustration, wouldn´t acted as he did? We don´t actually where our limits are, holding back in some situations is not always the best choice, people can label us affecting our image and how they see us and only, just only, it is appropriate, but so much prejudice is not good. 

If after all these words we are not sure what to think of it, Guzmán says all the way long that his behavour is correct to him and is us who are insane and need help.

Any day in my life

Forty-two, forty-three, forty-four, forty-five, forty-s... God damned it! No, this can´t be, it has always been forty-five, I did something wrong. And then, that act without meaning for everybody else that stare at me as if I was a weirdo when I suddenly stopped in the middle of the street, makes me the focus of attention once again and I couldn´t help with it, they will never understand how important this is for me. This is really important.

I´ve been doing this path for many years, I know the length of it by every inch, I swear I can walk on it with my eyes closed. Just like everybody else, I walk through it but I do it on my way. Every step is measured and studied. I walk on a line, a perfect path I never change and I know all the problems that may carry this kind of walk that looks perfect to my eyes. People may question the way I do it without mentioning that they don´t pay attention to their surroundings which makes the situation more stressful to me.

I cannot understand how they just walk in a straight line in any direction, just like that because this awful (barrio) has many stressful things and hard to understand, the ground and its imperfections –and the neighbors ignore-, other thing a can´t get, and it´s not the texture of the floor or how wasted it is, the wholes it may have nor the uneven situation of the tiles  but the asymmetry that desperate me. The cobblestone and grey floor I walk on has many lines and it´s difficult not to step on them. Those awful and useless lines have no logic to me and I try not to touch them with my shoes.

Other thing that makes me be aware of the eyes constantly looking at me is when I try to walk normally on the path I know and a random person comes and stands on the path to greet a neighbor, in the middle of my way!. It´s perfect! Making me improvise one again trying to evade obstacles, making me walk on steps I don´t want to go and, what´s worst, making me lose the counting of steps I had. I begin to grump and curse whoever who made me change my routine. They whisper things about me, as if there was something bad about me when it was them who bothered me and that irritates me more.

I´m aware that in their opinion I´m the weird guy in the neighborhood. But they ignore I have something different in mind and I know I can be impossible to stand when I lose control.

But this is how I am, I walk evading people, I live inside my thoughts since I can remember, this is one of my manias, among others, just to call this one somehow, I can´t escape counting every step from one place to the other. I keep a good memory if these figures that desperate me, when I have to go out and I fail counting, I lose my mind. Right now, the trigger was just the fact that I took out the rubbish and the steps I have to make from the door of my apartment to the container are very few but this is enough to create an inner conflict that doesn´t end well.

Standing motionless in front of a large green object that lies on the pavement while I hold the smelly load of a bag with leftovers that begins to drop out the pestilential liquid can barely stand that short trip. Can you guess what follows next? Well, that´s right, I´m coming back to my door, to the precise spot where I began to count mentally my steps and, of course, do all the way again until I get the right number because my poor mind never finds peace when it knows that something is not right and I won´t be fine until things are not the way they should. In this specific case, the problem came due to an incorrect number, forty-five steps, no one more or less, is not that complicated. And, because I know myself, I can do this all the times I need it but, don´t think I´m so mad, I have to throw away the bag that drops, it´s too heavy and it´s no part of the problem.

At home, I got some rules

It´s not so complicated, it was clear to me since I can remember. I got to follow some basic rules coexistence that help me to have a peaceful life. I will mention some of them and the need to follow them. Beside those rules, I made up some of my own but I won´t tell them all if it is no necessary. I don´t share details of my life and I don´t want to know anything about people´s privacy.

First rule and one of the most important, is cleaning and here´s the reason. Our private space has to have and total hygiene and disinfection, because, we don´t see it with the naked eyes we are surrounded by bacteria and microbes that proliferate everywhere, reproducing and crawling on every surface. You don´t notice it but the only idea of picturing them make me sick or, touching any item where they are gives me goosebumps. Have you seen the augmented image of an acarus? There may be thousands of them crawling on your skin. That tiny and ugly monsters is not the worst thing you can imagine.

Second coexistence rule. This is related to the first and to me it is a requisite indispensable at least, to me and it is keeping order and symmetry at every moment. This causes my mind to relax and gives me the idea that everything is where it should be, in the right spot. Having everything mixed up and messed around sends the signal to my brain that causes and inner puzzlement. That´s why the fact the hygiene is there but there is something that damages the aesthetic of any corner disturbing my system and depraving me from total comfort until I can get complete perfection at every detail. From here comes the idea that I can´t understand of going across the street on those white stripes on the pavement. For god´s sake, who likes that nonsensical aberration) of the around? Why is it there? Does somebody know how harmful it is to me stepping on one of those lines by accident, just one of them?

In me drawers there is an ambience of harmony hard to explain, everything is arranged by colors , in a way I don´t mind if in the same place the underwear is next to a sweater and the socks, but everything has to be perfectly folded  and all has to be of the same color being the last one a requisite (indispensable). If I go to the shop to buy new clothes of the same color in the same shade I´d rather to find the whole drawer to another color, throwing out all the items to only find peace at looking at that little cabin of wood seeing that everything inside it is perfect. Other thing that irritates me awfully is when I go to the shopping mall, I don´t do this too often. The salespeople stare at me as if I was a freak, holding the worn out clothe, asking if there is another like the one I´m holding and, even if they actually have it, I understand I make it difficult for them. After many years of wearing the clothes I want to change and hundreds of laundry of hot water, even having the same item matching the color and the brand, the variation of the color, caused by the worn out, I never take it as a fact.

Due to the lack of comprehension from everybody else, I have noticed the stare full of rage and incomprehension. Being this another moment that carries a lot of stress to me, buying the eatables at the supermarket. It´s not very often to see me walking through the aisles, but when I have no other option than going there I always get people´s attention, especially those curious people who don´t care about the thing I do.  

I like to place items ordered by size and color at first inside the shopping cart, hating its the metaling bottom because it´s irregular surface making the eatables losing balance and getting out of the place I put them and making me stop the shopping many times to put them back where they are supposed to be. After picking all the things I want, my favorite time is when I have to go to the cash line where the always kind cashier looks at me being skeptical and admired at the same time when she finds the items placed and aligned by colors and weight to evade the heavier eatables to squash the lighter products just like bread and eggs.

Following her rhythm, I put the eatables in the plastic bags as she passes them through the scanner reading the code of every product while the black rubber band approaches the items to my perfect engineering work. Without saying something, after paying and carrying the heavy bags, she smiles at me when we finish. I suppose this is her peculiar way to say thanks.

Third coexistence rule: evade as much as I can physical contact, this one is pretty easy to follow because at this moment I live alone but when I was a kid the care of María caused me many unpleasant episodes, the same happened at school where is no so hard to get that everybody needs their space. 

I still dislike using the public transport because there are variables I can´t control such as how clean is the vehicle or how many people can be there. If I use is because that´s the only option I have. I use it reluctantly and I understand in places like that my rules are not valid. But still, I have a couple of tricks that work for me so being distracted is the key. I always try, if I can, to keep the distance as far as I can and I always wear the earphones that make me focus on something else on the transport. I normally listen to relaxing music, Celtic instrumental music most of the time, at a very loud volume so I won´t hear people´s conversation. Another thing I do is staring at passengers discretely to figure out by the way they look like who they are and what they do. If you pay enough attention, you will see the signs of their bodies. You will know if they are nervous, if they had argued or slept well, if this is their first time on the subway or they attend to an interview to get a job. Perhaps I don´t achieve to guess anything but at least I get my goal which is being distracted and to be for a few moments to be one of them while I take the course I regularly make.

Being childish, this tactic works perfectly. I´ve got a few years and I know some tricks that help me stand the hard times I go through many times and are part of my routine. The same issues I considered to be impossible and after try and err I made my own personal tactics to carry on a normal or close to normal life. The mind just need a simple and childish distraction so thanks to this deception, achieve things I didn´t know I could do.

I wasn´t told this by any headshrinker, understanding this has been slow and painful. It´s also has been frustrating process to get to this but step by step I got here on my own. The key is depending on yourself not on somebody else because they don´t understand my world that´s why is better to fool them and pretend to be one of them. I know well what I say.

I´m on my own

Even if it look strange, after many years, I´m finally much better. I stopped taking the medications months ago, I still remember the side effect of those pills, it wasn´t good at all. It´s true that the narcotic effect made the voice that whispered constantly in my head silent, but that was it. Other thing I don´t understand of that bothersome voice is the need it had to repeat so many time –more times than I wanted it to do it- the numbers of the final words or syllables of phrases, creating an insufferable insisting effect inside my head. It´s always the same, an echoic reiteration that doubles the voice in the last two or three words of every sentence said by the interlocutor making me doubt of my mental sanity.

After all of this, I couldn´t think with enough lucidity to live decently, or at least trying it, just like everybody. Is curious how they can do it without needing pharmacologic help, just like that, unaware or being careless about an unordered ambience nor having interest or worrying about the chaotic things that surround them. The conclusion I jumped to after many years of analyzing coldly, is that they are no okay and because of them the world is the way it is.

In time, my life became this muddy unclear scenario with these blurred years, and still at the present day, I still have very fuzzy memories. So then I decided to stop taking the medication, I saw it was necessary but I didn´t know if I could stop it suddenly so I kept the remaining pills, just in case I needed one.

The voice had made me be in the position I am now, the voice that speaks from inside my head. When I was a kid I thought I was my conscience talking to me, how silly I was! I know now it´s something different. This voice is evil sometimes, it whispers commands I luckily don´t always follow. The same voice that advices me things that don´t help me at all. The voice´s advices told me to do the opposite: they asked me to hurt myself. We need one another. Our lives are linked or, at least, its live is tied to mine. It was there when I realized I needed help real help. When I was a kid, I was hard to tell my parents I wanted to see a doctor. Without giving them many clues about what was going on, what was actually happening to me and not wanting to worry them, or even because of the shame I was feeling, I didn´t want to bother them.

I should say they were not the perfect parents, the idealistic parents that every child should have. If I really try to make an effort in my already damaged mind, I can barely see a family- related time we shared. My blurred childhood is drowned in an environment I grew up alone, with the company of an employee that took care of my basic needs, beholding alone how time ran out slowly, where the biggest lack I had was of care, so the voice became my best and only friend. I´d had preferred to feel my parents´ love than having this echo of insistent narrator and only I could hear. My parents never were there.

My parents were, or better said, are still two successful business people, at least talking about business because if we talk about their role as part of a family, I think they have too much to learn. It is too late for me, in my opinion. They were always travelling from one place to the other. It looked like they were running from something, maybe it´s true they did and they escaped me. But anyway, I´m not resentful, I lived well and I never had too much to get what I wanted, even when they didn´t gave it to me directly. I had a good education, I lived in a big house and it was as I wanted it to be like: clean and ordered. The people who worked for my parents and lived with me accepted my peculiar way to see things, I don´t know if they did it because they followed my parents´ indications or because they wanted to compensate the lack of love and allowed me to take my order rituals so to make the harmony the core or everything.

I still can remember, as if it had happened yesterday- the ritual of the woman who was always by my side, that employed mother figure, covering me with the blanket every night showing a methodic protocol and following with patience and care the instructions I told her to give me the inner peace I needed. It was just a small list in this precise order: 

Doors closed, including wardrobes and windows, making sure two or three times that they were actually closed.

Dim light not a total darkness, knowing that in full moon nights we have to control the extra light with getting down the blinds.

A glass of water on the night table, not too full or too empty, just exactly on the half of the glass´ capacity and it has to be the same glass, in the same way. Now that I remember, I can´t recall any night in all those years I never drank water from it. When I woke up I was always the same quantity of water that it had last night. But, if I woke up thirsty in the middle of the night?

The best part of everything was making the bed with me inside, pushing tightly inside the sides of the blanket, getting an impeccable cape of the fabric with a perfect folding. Doing this all night she could reach perfection  without no winkle and I woke up the next morning, due to the pressure of the packing of the making last night, in the same position I laid down, feeling every night the tightness of the stretched blankets. I can´t do this ritual by myself, now that I live alone.

And, of course, the absolute silence, everything placed where it is supposed to be, the books arranged by color and size, never mind the author or the genre, I know exactly where they are.

I still can remember, being very young, this new housekeeper that arrived the house her first day, wanting eagerly to do her job and she had the initiative to relocate the shelves and the books by author and placing the books in the order of publishing one after the other. She even called me to see the efforts of her great work. I still can feel the rage and frustration I felt that fatidical moment that deprived me from sleep and peace of mind for a week. Who asked her to touch things that are not hers? I don´t think she will ever understand the damage she made.

That´s why I´ve always held the idea, in the deepest part of me, that everybody´s insane. Why aren´t they aware of what I feel. If they look at me as if I was a maniac, it´s okay. In my opinion I´m the only normal here. I know what I like, what I want and what I dislike. And the one who can´t get it, that´s the freak here, at least to me, he´s the freak. This idea doesn´t stop spinning in my head, who dictates the canons of mental health and why people like me are not taken serious to dictate them? Nobody has the consideration to think that I see the world in a strange fashion just like they see me. So, I have to live in resignation.

Putting aside those little contretemps, I spend the first years of my life living in a big house which I still remember as if a have a mental map with the right proportions –seen from the size of a kid—I still know have many meters have every room of the house in which the luxuries were omnipresent all that except love, care or something as simple as human warmth. 

As far as I can remember

And here I am living another day trying to figure out what brought me here, always walking alone with the only companion of my own thoughts, spoken redundantly by the same voice I always knew. The people who pass me by are rarely aware of my presence. Actually, I don´t care, I don´t need them neither. I walk forward moved by inertia throwing behind me my empty days, the same days that don´t have a meaning to me. Walking down the street, evading the dangers I know so well, unseen by a herd of strangers. I´m happy on my way, with my rituals and, of course, my peculiar order. It has been like this since I was a kid or as far as I remember. Is not like I can keep many memories. Perhaps, my doped memory is creating false recalls.

My therapist suggested me to get out of my controlled zone and force situations that I can handle such as meeting a stranger, someone new. But, this may lead, in an hypothetical scenario, to allow that stranger to enter my space let him or her change my routine. This professional in mental health, this can be good but I always think the opposite and, without saying something, I just don´t let anybody in. if I proceed as I always do, I can live peacefully. To make changes? That really freaks me out, I couldn´t stand it. My ways are everything to me. I´d rather live in a grey world that is under my control than taking his advice and taking erratic and uncertain steps in a hostile world full of variables and, in my experience I never know if I can get out of troubles easily. How to get over an awkward moment and improvise is something that stress me often and make me have a shallow breathing and that´s why since I can remember as much as I can, I escape those situations because my integrity is more important than what people might think. I don´t care if people like it or not...

But in the appointment with this seasoned professional, he tries to beat my objections, all of them, now that I am a grown up man and my parents are not here. 
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