














praise for blinded by hope


“This is the book that every parent should read even if their child is not afflicted with both bipolar disorder and an addiction. It explains a mystery about why a parent is reluctant to make their child accountable for their destructive behavior and instead, chooses to believe their words over their actions. Meg McGuire goes to the root of denial and tells us the story of how she broke the infernal cycle of hope-disappointment-shame-despair-hope.”


—Ginette Paris, PhD, author of Heartbreak, Mourning, Loss: Detach or Die.


“Meg McGuire’s brilliant and moving story, Blinded by Hope: My Journey Through My Son’s Bipolar Illness and Addiction, returns repeatedly to the tough question of belief: Whose story does one believe? When does hope blind one to the truth? The anguish aroused in struggling to read and act on the true story comprises the dramatic tension that shapes the relationship McGuire creates with her son.”


—Dennis Patrick Slattery, author of Riting Myth, Mythic Writing: Plotting Your Personal Story.


“Meg McGuire’s engaging memoir pulls readers into her fraught journey through the complexities of coping with a family member’s dueling diseases. She must confront the dangers of her son’s bipolar illness, while also confronting her own denial about his drug use. What should she do for him and for the rest of her family? Ultimately, McGuire realizes she must also save herself. Her growing understanding is an inspiration to us all in whatever challenge we face.”


—Kim Bancroft, PhD, author of The Heyday of Malcolm Margolin: The Damn Good Times of a Fiercely Independent Publisher.


“This poignantly honest book about one mother’s struggle to maintain hope and loving support in face of her son’s deteriorating mental health and substance abuse speaks to many mothers treading a similar painful path. In it we may recognize ourselves, our children and the frustrations of engagement with social structures that are often more destructive than helpful and a criminal justice system that is blind and deaf to the reality of these conditions.”


—Penelope Joy, Restorative Justice Advocate


“Blinded by Hope should be required reading for parents and professionals who deal with children and families coping with addictions and/or mental illness. Meg McGuire’s authentic journey between hope and heartbreak clearly illuminates the veil that we as parents wear when we cannot see the truth of our child’s illness. A captivating memoir, Blinded by Hope stands alone as a guide along the treacherous path of a loved one’s substance abuse and mental illness.”


—Marti Glenn, PhD, Clinical Director, Quest Healing Retreats
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author’s note


All the events described in this book are true. However, in order to protect the identity of the author, the author’s family members, friends, doctors, and members of the community, the names and identifying characteristics of some characters have been changed. In the cases where real names are used, they are done so with permission.




To my son for your perseverance and courage in dealing with your challenges.


To all the family members who are dedicated to getting effective and compassionate treatment for their loved ones who suffer with mental illness and substance abuse.




“Until the last moment, anything is possible.”


—The Dalai Lama


“There’s a comfort in the strength of love; ‘Twill make a thing endurable, which else Would overset the mind or break the heart.”


—Wordsworth, from “Michael”
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prologue


The San Francisco Superior Court judge looked at my son, whom I will call Ryan, as he passed sentence on him for receiving a stolen laptop and being present at a burglary. “You come from a good background, you’ve had a good education, you’ve suffered no hardship. Four years.”


The judge could have sentenced him to two years. It was a first incarceration. I think he got some pleasure out of putting a white, college-educated man in his place. Four years. He also ignored my plea at the sentencing hearing to take into consideration the factor of Ryan’s bipolar illness.


It was the words “you’ve suffered no hardship” that stabbed me to my core. My forty-three-year-old son had been struggling for twenty-two years with the dual curses of bipolar illness and drug addiction. It was—and still is—a hardship for us all: Ryan, his father, his sister, and me.


What did the judge know about the trials of a family coping with a brain disorder? About the hardship of a mother whose heart broke over and over each time her son was hospitalized, each time he was fired from a job, each time a woman he loved said “enough” and left him? For twenty years, each time the phone rang late at night, I was terrified to answer.


The judge didn’t know what it’s like to be called to the hospital early in the morning and see your son strapped down in four-point restraints, half out of his mind, screaming, “Ma! Ma!” over and over.


The penal system that incarcerates the mentally ill, rather than providing treatment, is an injustice. Even people who care about me express their intolerance and prejudice about those with a mental disability. One close friend said, “Well, now at least you know where he is—in prison, not homeless on some street.”


I keep chasing a dream that one day I’ll wake up and Ryan will be the bright, promising artist he seemed destined to be before mental illness rewired his brain. The unfairness is that mental illness is stronger than a mother’s love.





chapter 1


how did it come to this?


We hadn’t planned to get married. Not then, any- way. We were both twenty-one, college seniors. I had just been awarded a full fellowship to attend graduate school at the University of Virginia, and Jerry was planning to attend law school at the University of Pennsylvania. We would see whether our love could withstand the geographical distance. That’s when we found out I was pregnant—a result of too much partying on St. Patrick’s Day.


We would get married. We didn’t even discuss other options. It was 1967, and that’s what girls and boys from Irish Catholic families did. My mother flew into a rage. Her attempt to keep me chaste by flipping the front porch light on and off every time Jerry brought me home from a date had failed.


No, she said, she didn’t want to see the ring Jerry had given me the night before when we’d broken the news to his parents. Jerry’s father had wisely said, “Your mother is not going to be happy about this.” He was right. We all knew how volatile my mother could be.


The day before, I had called my father to tell him I was pregnant and made him promise not to tell Mom. Jerry and I wanted to break the news to her ourselves. Dad did not keep his promise. As soon as we came into the house, Mom told Jerry to get out and yelled, “If you think you’re going to get married, you’ll have to find a priest in another state.” She would not allow me to wear white in her home parish in New Jersey.


We found a wonderful priest at St. Francis of Assisi Catholic church in Manhattan, where I had often attended noonday Mass in the summer. Father Joseph was kind and compassionate, and we needed his compassion. Since we were not being married in our home parish, he asked us each to sign papers stating there was no “impediment” to the marriage.


“Are you marrying of your own free will?” he asked me. “Yes, of course I am. What’s an impediment?”


“Being underage, having a certain physical defect, marrying your first cousin, or having already been married.”


I nodded my head. And then he continued. “Marrying because of being pregnant could also be viewed as an impediment.”


“How could pregnancy be an impediment? It’s not a physical defect.”


“Because you might feel you are being forced to marry,” he said, loosening the collar of his cassock.


I wanted to say, What about Mary? Wasn’t she pregnant before she married Joseph? Instead, I said, “If that’s the case, I can’t sign the document.”


I didn’t know whether he suspected that I was pregnant, but I wasn’t going to sign a document saying I wasn’t.


“It’s only a formality,” he said. “You should just sign it and get it over with. I’ll give you a couple of minutes to think about it.”


He excused himself to get Jerry, whom a friar was counseling. “What’s holding things up?” Jerry asked. “I can’t sign this document. It’s a lie.”


“I know it’s a lie, but we want to get married, so just sign it. I want to get out of here.”
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A small group of family and friends attended our wedding, and my uncle Joe, a diocesan priest from Long Island, officiated at the Mass. The night before the wedding, I asked my father to meet with Jerry and tell him I couldn’t go through with it. I had horrible morning sickness and felt much too rushed. The life I had mapped out for myself had been altered forever. Dad called Jerry and arranged to meet him for breakfast, but Jerry never showed. Or at least that’s what my father told me.


When we got to the church, Jerry was waiting for me at the altar, oblivious to my distress. When my uncle asked, “Do you take this man to be your lawfully wedded husband?” I couldn’t answer through my tears. My uncle took a breath and paused, waiting for me to compose myself. He then looked me in the eye and repeated, “Do you take this man to be your lawfully wedded husband?” I still couldn’t open my mouth, and my face was wet. Uncle Joe leaned in closer to me and whispered, “Meg, you have to pull yourself together and say something.” I couldn’t. I had nothing to say.


After several moments of silence, Uncle Joe took it upon himself to say, “I do” and thereby sealed the marriage vows.


I never said “I do,” but we were married for eleven years.
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We moved to Philadelphia, so Jerry could attend law school, and I found a job. I didn’t think much about the sacrifice I was making by giving up my fellowship to grad school. I deferred my dreams indefinitely. It helped that I loved Jerry and was determined to make a good life with him.


Six months later, our son Ryan was born. Liz followed two years after that. At Ryan’s birth, I felt a profound love for him. He had a precipitous entry into the world, crowning in the front seat of the car as Jerry raced me to the hospital. The soulful Otis Redding had just died, and “Try a Little Tenderness” was playing on the radio. Earlier that morning, I had called the law school secretary to get Jerry out of his torts exam after my water broke and my contractions started coming fast and hard. Each time I tried to tell her what was happening, I had to hang up because the pain knocked the breath out of me. At the hospital, Jerry carried me to a gurney minutes before I delivered. Our son has been breaching boundaries, slipping through, ever since.


Ryan seemed fearless almost from birth. He was a sunny, energetic, freckle-faced toddler with a Beatles haircut who bounded into each room. He was always in motion, undeniably there. When Ryan was two and Liz was six months old, we moved our family from Philadelphia to Los Angeles, where Jerry accepted a position with a prestigious law firm. It wasn’t our first choice. We had wanted to stay in the Northeast, where we enjoyed the changing seasons.


Instead, we set up house in a small rental in Venice, not far from the beach. We quickly embraced the climate and the sunshine. I enjoyed planting a garden of string beans, strawberries, and tomatoes and creating a playhouse out of an old moving crate. We explored the vast metropolis of Los Angeles, taking advantage of the beach, biking and hiking trails, and art museums.


One day at the Pasadena Art Museum, Ryan, age three, spied an installation of Claes Oldenburg’s giant, multicolored pool balls in a gallery at the end of a long corridor. Before I could stop him, he ran down the hallway, and hurled himself against the installation like a cue ball. He laughed as the two-foot-high red and yellow and blue balls rolled around the gallery. The guards came running to stop him, but Oldenburg, who happened to be in the gallery, smiled his approval of a fearless child’s interaction with his art.


A year later, we went with another family for a snow weekend in Big Bear, a few hours outside Los Angeles. After two days of playing in the snow, building a snowman, and having snowball fights, we went sledding. Ryan leaped on a wooden Flexible Flyer, pointed the sled down a steep hill, and headed toward a large pine tree. He whizzed down the hill, delighted with himself, as we ran after him, yelling, “Fall off! Fall off!” He didn’t, and we couldn’t catch him. The front of the sled hit the base of the tree, and Ryan flew forward. The next sound we heard was the crack of his skull on wood. It is difficult to describe how loud that crack sounded. I was sure his skull had broken.


How could we have let him get on the sled and speed away like that? I felt completely irresponsible. Terrified, we raced him to the local hospital, but the emergency room doctor who examined him there said he didn’t have a concussion. “Just keep him awake for the next several hours as you drive home. He’ll be fine in the morning.” Miraculously, he was.


Although I didn’t want my son to endanger himself, I took some satisfaction that he seemed unscathed after his adrenaline-filled mishaps. But years later, as he continued to sustain injuries from other falls and skateboard accidents, I wondered whether his brain had been damaged on that winter day.


In elementary school, everyone wanted to be Ryan’s friend. He ran with a group of energetic boys who were mischievous but never got into serious trouble. They acted like a pack of unruly puppies wrestling, skateboarding, and riding their bikes. He was an exceptionally talented artist who made detailed drawings of ancient ships like the Golden Hind, Sir Francis Drake’s warship that circumnavigated the globe. When he was in second grade, I took him on a trip to San Francisco to see the replica of the Golden Hind docked in the bay. He had a great time climbing the rigging, imagining he was the ship’s artist, making sketches of the sailors’ exploits capturing treasure.


Like many boys, he was fascinated with Superman and Spider-Man and drew endless pictures of their many adventures. He began taking art classes, and his illustrations were regularly used on many of his school’s invitations and posters and published in Cricket magazine. His art teachers doted on him. I did, too. I was particularly proud and perhaps covetous of his artistic talents. As a young girl, I wanted to pursue art, but my artist father discounted my talent. “Either you have it or you don’t,” he said. Clearly he thought I didn’t have it. I was determined I would never crush my own children’s dreams.


One day Jerry came home from work and announced that he had quit his job at the law firm and wanted to establish his own practice. Without discussion, I became the family’s sole financial supporter. My teaching salary at a private school was pitiful. I was scared we weren’t going to be able to pay our bills. Soon after that, Jerry’s father became ill and died from cancer and Jerry withdrew into himself for many months.


We had been good companions throughout his years in law school and loved parenting our two young children, but our marriage was suffering. We were moving apart emotionally. We tried couples’ counseling for several months, but it became clear we needed to separate. We divorced two years later, when Ryan was in sixth grade.


It was a stressful period. I was working full-time as a third-grade teacher and taking night classes to become a family therapist. I wanted and needed a career, and I was also interested in figuring out the dynamics of my own dysfunctional family. Jerry was starting his solo law practice; his ability to contribute to child support was minimal. Although he lived close by and saw the children often, Liz, in particular really missed her dad. Ryan rarely expressed his sadness about the divorce, but he became more preoccupied. I was overwhelmed trying to keep everything together. I didn’t realize the impact our split had on either child. I was lonely, and I think the children were probably both depressed. My main memory of this time is of falling asleep each night as I read to them on the couch. I don’t think we ever finished the entire Chronicles of Narnia series.


The first Christmas after the divorce was bittersweet. Ryan, Liz, and I walked down Main Street on a warm day in mid-December and bought our tree from the Boy Scouts. At home, we set up the tree in a corner near the front window of our living room. As I opened the boxes of lights and ornaments Ryan had retrieved from the basement, I started to sweat and get dry mouth. Odd but true: hanging Christmas tree lights caused me great anxiety.


My mother and father were perfectionists in all things aesthetic, including the hanging of Christmas lights. In the 1950s, thick, opaque-colored bulbs burned in repeating sequences of blue, orange, yellow, green, red, and white. Dad replaced burned-out bulbs immediately. The ’60s brought clear glass bulbs of the same colors that seemed to need fewer replacements. The ’70s ushered in tiny clear glass lights that danced magically as pin-pricks of white starlight. Each bulb knew its place, its string hidden well by tree needles. Dad said, “Don’t ever let the cords show; the lights have to look like they’re floating in space.”


I inherited my family’s Christmas tree lights, as well as a compulsive desire to replicate my memories of childhood magic. My anxiety grew because I could never get them just right. Ryan and Liz referred to my obsession as “Christmas tree light psychosis.” They decided to cure it. Ryan said, “Mom, let me and Liz do the lights this year.”


“Are you sure? You know what that means, don’t you?”


“Yeah, I know you want them done just right, and we can do it. We know what you want. You’ll see.”


Liz added, “Why don’t you go upstairs, and we’ll call you when we’re finished?”


I was hesitant at first but went upstairs and paced. Finally, I lay down on my bed, looked up at the ceiling, and tried to breathe deeply. My children were taking a stand to alleviate another Christmas tree drama. Had they planned this together in private, or was it a spontaneous gesture? I decided no matter how the tree looked I would appear pleased.


Ten minutes later, Liz called me downstairs. It seemed a little too soon for them to have done a careful job, but I took another deep breath and walked down the stairs.


The lit tree had a rakish tilt. It was clear that the lights were a-tangle. The colored lights from the ’60s bunched up on the right side of the treetop, and the white twinkle lights from the ’70s drooped around the bottom. The opaque glass bulbs from the ’50s were spaced more evenly throughout the tree.


“How do you like it, Mom?” said Liz. “I did the bulbs, and Ryan did the rest of the lights.”


“Yeah, I tried to give them a new look; I decided they wanted to be a bit freer this year. So I picked up the colored ones and threw them up over the top of the tree, and where they landed, they stayed. Looks pretty cool, doesn’t it?”


I started to laugh. It did look cool. The tree looked happy, like a well-licked ice-cream cone that had started to melt. It tickled me completely. My Christmas tree light psychosis was temporarily cured.
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By age ten, Ryan directed his creative energy into skateboarding. He built successively larger ramps in our small backyard from discarded plywood and two-by-fours he found in the alley behind our house. Over the years, he banged up his shins and elbows practicing new tricks. “Come outside, Mom, and see my new moves.” I loved watching his new toe tap or hand plant or wheelie, and I teased him about being a cat with nine lives. He sprained an occasional ankle or wrist but always picked himself up and went on. Even though we made several visits to the emergency room, his behavior didn’t seem reckless or extreme to me. He was energetic but not careless. I had not grown up with brothers and assumed that his scrapes were part of a normal boyhood. He was my sunny, bright, athletic son.


After teaching all day, I was usually at the stove, cooking dinner, when Ryan came in from skateboarding. While I was stirring a pot of soup or stir-frying vegetables, he would shape the soft flesh on my upper arm like a piece of clay. Using the thumb and forefinger of both of his hands, he made triangles, squares, and circles with my fleshy tissue. It tickled and was a bit of a nuisance, but when he stopped doing it as he moved into adolescence, I missed the physical affection of this ritual.


He was a normal boy who roughhoused and wrestled with his friends throughout grade school, but this type of physical activity came to an abrupt halt in seventh grade. All of his friends shot up in height, leaving him the shortest in his group. He turned his attention to music when his father gave him a drum set for his twelfth birthday. He took drum lessons and beat out more and more complicated rhythms in the egg carton–festooned garage shed behind the house. Soon, he formed a neighborhood band. Between the sounds of drumming and the roar of skateboards, I always knew he was around. Liz and I had to carve out quiet space for ourselves inside the house.


In high school Ryan was still popular, excelled academically except in math, won all the school art awards, and practiced more challenging skateboard moves. By sixteen, he had joined a local semiprofessional skateboard team that won many competitive meets. He even made it into the skateboarders’ favorite, Thrasher magazine.


Ryan’s hyperactivity or bursts of creative energy still didn’t worry me. He reminded me of my father, who seemed incapable of sitting still or relaxing. Dad moved quickly through his own creative projects, like paneling the basement or transplanting rhododendrons from one end of the garden to another. He was quirky, a bit hyper, but he was also a very successful advertising executive. I didn’t associate creative energy with a mood disorder.


I had been a single mother for five years when I fell in love with a man named Luc. He moved onto our block, we started dating, and, after he took a long dreamed-about midlife sailing trip from Nova Scotia to Los Angeles, we married. I was happily distracted and may have missed early signs of Ryan’s bipolar illness. Ryan has since told me that as early as age fifteen his friends said his mood swings, either quiet or angry, were too intense for them. Sometimes they didn’t invite him to do things because his moods were unpredictable. This news surprised me. Ryan’s friends seemed fine with him when they were at our house, skateboarding or playing music.


Luc spent his workweek nearly four hundred miles away and commuted home to us on weekends. Ryan was busy with his own friends and never spent much time with Luc. Consequently, neither of us noticed any behavior in Ryan that might have alerted us that something was wrong.


Changes became evident in Ryan’s junior year of high school. He started having trouble both falling asleep and staying asleep. At times he woke with a sense of paralysis, unable to move his limbs. “Mom, there’s something wrong with me,” he said. He was scared. I was, too.


By then, I had become a family therapist working on communication problems between parents and adolescents or between couples; women’s issues, including sexual abuse; and terminal illnesses like cancer and AIDS. My new skills did not help me with my own son. I knew nothing about sleep disorders or neurological problems. I took Ryan to a psychologist, who gave him a battery of neurological tests. After three sessions, she reported no specific cause for his inability to sleep. She suggested he’d grow out of it. I wanted to believe her.


Despite his chronic insomnia, Ryan continued to excel, taking advanced placement classes in English and history and receiving art awards for his paintings of the homeless men at St. Joseph’s soup kitchen. I know now that sleeplessness, or a “decreased need for sleep,” is one of the symptoms of bipolar disorder, but only since the mid-nineties have such new standards emerged to identify and treat bipolar disorder in children and adolescents.


The week before Ryan was to take his friend Jen to his junior prom, he broke his femur in half in an all-terrain vehicle (ATV) accident. He was with a group of his friends in Rustic Canyon in Santa Monica, taking turns racing the ATV down Haldeman Road, zooming over speed bumps, jamming on the brakes, and spinning out. They were having a great time—until, on Ryan’s last turn, as he headed into the curve, the bike flipped over on him. He later said that he knew his leg was broken the moment he tried to stand up and crumpled back onto the pavement.


In the ER, the X-ray showed a clean break through the femur. The nurses wouldn’t give Ryan anything to alleviate his pain until the doctor arrived. Jerry and Luc, who had each arrived separately, could barely look at Ryan grimacing in pain. Both of my husbands were attorneys who had an aversion to any form of physical distress. Luc fainted at the sight of blood, and Jerry fainted when I gave birth to Liz. The men stayed in the hallway outside the open door of the examining room.


The orthopedic surgeon, a beefy guy who raced sailboats, finally arrived. He immediately put Ryan’s leg in traction, and I almost passed out, too, when he yanked the pulley. The next morning, the surgeon inserted a metal rod inside Ryan’s femur from his hip to his knee. He reassured us that this procedure was regularly performed with great success in Europe. “The break in his bone will fuse within a year. At that point, I’ll remove the rod and his leg will be as good as new.”


“What if you can’t get the rod out?” I asked. “That’s never happened. It’s an excellent procedure.”


Ryan spent a week in the hospital on a morphine drip, which worried me. If it was such a simple procedure, why did he need so much toxic pain relief? He missed his junior prom and final exams. His teachers told him not to worry—he had already earned all A’s. He spent the summer hobbling on crutches, painting and drawing at Otis College of Art and Design, from which he had received a scholarship. His friend Chris, who was also attending Otis, picked him up every morning in his little red sports car.


Ryan’s behavior began to change that summer. My sunny boy became a sullen teenager, remote and dark. He retreated to his room to listen to music, sometimes with friends but more often alone.


In the fall of his senior year, his ability to maintain an A average masked something more troubling. I didn’t know what was wrong, and he didn’t want to talk about it. I tried to use my skills as a therapist to talk with him, but sometimes it was easier for all of us when he chose to stay in his room.


At first I blamed his bleak moods on the metal inside his leg. We joked because he could set off alarms at the airport when he went through security. But the joke turned serious as a much larger alarm went off inside me. Knowing what I know now, I imagine that his dark moods were related to drug use. Venice in the 1980s was the epicenter of skateboarding. I didn’t know then that it was also a hub for dangerous, readily available drugs.


The following summer, before he left for college on the East Coast, Ryan had surgery to remove the rod. It was supposed to be a fairly simple procedure, according to the surgeon, but the rod would not come out. The doctor pulled it out a couple of inches but found that the femur and muscle tissue had grown tight around the metal and wouldn’t let go. He had to hammer it back in and sew up the incision.


“How could this happen?” I asked the doctor.


“This type of fusion has never happened before. The rod usually comes out quite easily. I checked with my colleagues in Europe, and they said they’ve never heard of such a fusion before. Don’t worry; your son will be perfectly okay with the rod in his leg—as long as he doesn’t break it again.” His nonchalance unnerved me. His offer not to charge for the operation was a poor consolation.


Ryan left for college with great anticipation. I was anxious. He would be three thousand miles away at Wesleyan University, in Connecticut. What might happen to him next?
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We stayed in regular phone contact, and I was relieved to hear that Ryan was adjusting well to college. I visited him over parents’ weekend in the fall and met his first real girlfriend, who looked like his twin. He spent Thanksgiving weekend with my parents, who lived in New Jersey. Everything seemed fine. The rod in his leg didn’t slow him down.


When Ryan arrived home for summer vacation, however, he was a different person. He had lost any remnants of his playfulness and no longer had any interest in entertaining us with his offbeat humor. Instead, he was brooding, negative, and often angry. His outbursts startled me; they didn’t seem to relate to anything that was going on in the family. I didn’t know then that spells of abnormally irritable moods are one of the symptoms of bipolar disorder, so I couldn’t judge how much of his attitude was due to typical adolescent angst and how much was real cause for alarm. Several of my friends consoled me with similar stories about their children the summer after freshman year. Their returning son or daughter also resented being asked to reintegrate into family life. My friends told me to respect Ryan’s privacy and give him space.


At the end of August, we all went on a family vacation to the San Juan Islands, off the coast of Washington. Ryan kayaked, biked, played competitive rounds of tennis with Liz, and cheated at family card games, as he had always been prone to do. He didn’t engage in conversations. He let us know he wanted to be left alone. Ryan had been thoughtless at times, but he had never before been deliberately uncaring. He couldn’t wait to return to college and drum with Mood Swings, the fittingly named band he had joined as a freshman. We later found out that two of his bandmates had undiagnosed bipolar disorder.
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During the fall semester of his sophomore year, Ryan’s life began to unravel further. He liked his philosophy courses and loved his time in the art studio, but he was having trouble containing his anger and irritable moods. In October he called to inform me he was on probation for smashing a window at a fraternity house party.


“I don’t know what happened. I barely remember. All of a sudden, there were guys punching out windows, and I punched one out, too. I was picked up by the school police and brought up on charges of drunk and disorderly conduct before the disciplinary committee. I’m on probation for the rest of the semester.”


“What does that mean, you’re on probation for the rest of the semester?”
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