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Author’s note


In 2005, ideas that can’t have been true formed in my memory bank. After I had enough of these episodes to convince my family and doctors alike that I was suffering from more than the baby blues, I was diagnosed with postpartum delusional disorder, then psychosis in 2006. At first I underwent five months of treatment, then five years of treatment, then more treatment, until finally, in 2014, I changed providers and my diagnosis was reclassified as schizophrenia. Until they discover the cause of brain disease, I’ll need treatment for the rest of my life.

In 2006, when I departed from the world as others know it for the first time and entered the world of psychosis, I experienced something I didn’t know was possible. I had no exposure or reference to what psychosis was like, except for that movie A Beautiful Mind. My family had no awareness, and there was very little literature at the time available to me to understand my experience. When I came back from psychosis, it was soul-crushing to learn how drastically I had misunderstood my circumstances in my delusional state of mind. Still, those vivid memories remained a part of me, and I couldn’t free myself from them. So I decided to write a story. I made the book fiction, because everyone who loves me told me when I was sick that I was delusional, and that my stories weren’t real. They can’t have been real, can they?



Introduction


I was born in 1977 and raised in a small, cottage-style home in a cultish community in Topeka, Kansas. I often played in the front yard with my big sister, Chloe, and my little brother, Erik. When I lifted the bricks that circled the strawberries around the lamppost, I’d watch the roly-polies uncurl and march along the surface until they found safety beneath the edge of the neighboring bricks.

My parents and their friends had a tight-knit community that shaped our minds as we grew up and gave me all kinds of knowledge about religion and classical literature for delusional memories to spring from. They loved learning and sharing about the works of the Inklings, an Oxford literary group of which C. S. Lewis, J. R. R. Tolkien, Francis Schaeffer, Charles Williams, and others were members. My parents’ fascination with these authors inspired many of their own ambitions. Their reading list included The Lord of the Rings, The Hideous Strengths, The Four Loves, The Great Divide, The Chronicles of Narnia, and many more.

My parents met their friends during a campus crusade in 1970 at the University of Kansas and joined the K Group—“K” being short for “koinonea,” meaning “friends.” During their gatherings, they talked about their hopes and dreams for their future—the greatest of which was to start a school, based on a classical education that included their deeply spiritual Christian beliefs, where they could raise their children the way they wished they themselves had been raised. The core K Group met twice a week and continued to grow its vision for years; it incubated during the wives’ pregnancies and gestated during the group’s professional-degree programs.

In 1979 they chose to buy homes near each other in the Westboro neighborhood of Topeka. The small, cottage-style houses were within a few blocks of one another on a string of lanes and courts saddling two small parks. It was an intentional community with religious overtones.

The brand of Christianity I grew up with did not allow any objects to be glorified. There were no crosses on the walls, no Virgin Mary figurines, no votive candles or shrines, no saints or Jesus figures. There was only the Bible, and the Bible was the only word of God. I had a pink Precious Moments Bible that my parents gave me for Christmas when I was seven years old, with my name embossed on the cover in silver Times New Roman font.

My parents liked to go to church, although they believed that congregation and fellowship are anywhere you are and didn’t feel you had to physically attend church to fulfill the requirement for worship. However, Sunday mornings were a great day for all of us. We’d wake up, and the glory routine would begin. Chloe and I would search through our wardrobe and pick out the perfect Sunday dresses, and Erik would put on a little suit that made him look like a miniature man.

Our education was intertwined with our religion. After the private Christian academy’s formation in our attic, the founding fathers found a church over on Twenty-First Street to host Chloe’s kindergarten class. My mom drove Chloe and me to school every day past the strip malls and shopping center on the main roads. Then she turned into the residential neighborhood and sped up a steep hill to get to that church. When I was in first grade, the school moved to its current location, on Clay Street in Topeka, and took the name Cair Paravel, after the castle in The Chronicles of Narnia where Queen Susan the Gentle, King Edmund the Just, Queen Lucy the Valiant, and High King Peter the Magnificent once ruled.

Our mothers sat talking for hours while all of us kids roamed the neighborhood, playing in the clubhouse above a garage, in our fortress-style tree house, and at the park. When I learned about the concept of sin in a Sunday-school lecture and searched my memories for when I’d first sinned, I figured it must have been playing doctor in the doghouse with the boys in the community. The lecture told us about Romans 3:23: “We have all sinned and fallen short of the glory of God.” After hearing this in class, I prayed to God to forgive my sins. Something about exploring one another’s bodies with the plastic stethoscope made me think I’d done something wrong, and prayer didn’t help the feeling subside. I felt guilty but wasn’t entirely sure why. I used to ask God for forgiveness for my sins frequently. It seemed as if I were part of some sin that was greater than all of us.

Maybe the guilt had to do with my dad’s getting in trouble at church. Even he wasn’t immune to temptation, it turned out. He was president of Youth for Christ, president of Cair Paravel, and active in the dental association, but he wasn’t perfect. He had an affair with his dental assistant, who happened to be married to the pastor’s best friend. Plus, the pastor’s wife worked as my dad’s receptionist. When Mom and Dad went for counseling with the pastor, Dad agreed to repent in front of the church. The pastor told him if he truly asked for forgiveness, the church would forgive him.

One hot, early Sunday morning at my parents’ church, I sat with my family in that sanctuary, waiting. Usually kids took church in small classroom settings away from the congregation. That day was different. Strangers came to get Chloe, Erik, and me, to guide us away. I didn’t know these adults who led us toward the back of the large linoleum floor, with brown specks and folding chairs laid out in a U shape. But my instincts, even as a six-year-old, told me the look in their eye said they knew something was going to happen and we needed to go. I’d never seen adults act like that—my mother distraught, strangers approaching us kids to guide us away from something. We followed, but not quietly.

“Where’re we going?” I asked. “What’s happening?”

That morning, my dad repented in front of the entire congregation. The minister called him up to the front of the church. Head hanging low, my dad told the silent audience how he’d strayed in his ways and had an extramarital affair with his dental assistant. He apologized and, with tears in his eyes, asked for forgiveness.

Emotionally devastated, my mother passed out in the sanctuary, collapsing from the intensity of the drama and the summer heat in the poorly air-conditioned building. “Uncle” Carl, Dad’s best friend, gathered Mom in his arms and carried her away when the pastor told Dad his plea wasn’t good enough. Uncle Carl held my mom as he walked out to the hallway where Chloe, Erik, and I waited. The dense air felt oppressive. He led us to his white Oldsmobile while my father stood before the church. Chloe cried as Uncle Carl carried my mother limp in his arms.

It was quite the scandal for Topeka in the early 1980s when the pastor made an example of my dad, a nice family dentist and professional businessman, and banned him from the church for his affair. They called it an “exfellowship.”

My parents’ friends gathered close, and most of the people who watched the spectacle quit the unforgiving church and moved on to another Bible church. There were many good folks there, but it was the type of place that performed baptisms in the local lake. The Bible church was part of the revivalist movement—not what I consider a liberal church, but that’s the way my parents described it. The church “forgave” my father for his “sins.”

When my grandma Ronan, a deeply religious woman, heard this, she scoffed. “I think they’re full of themselves,” she said, in disbelief that a church would grant forgiveness. In her view, that was God’s job, not the minister’s.

The split in my parents’ relationship and the split in the church also meant splitting the board of the school. The divide in the congregation, and my parents’ and their friends’ exodus to the Bible church, was a big deal. It meant legal action needed to take place to restructure the Cair Paravel board.

My dad became materialistic and focused on his private dental practice. He compensated for feeling judged by buying things, including a new fur coat for my mom. He bought a new sports car, an RX7. He also bought land in the middle of Kansas. Our family often took road trips out there; I dressed in tight jeans and cowgirl boots, with my favorite black ballet leotard underneath. I still have a Polaroid picture of me wearing that outfit. One time, shortly after the “excommunication,” our car got stuck in the mud. We all had to get out of the car. My dad was furious. I remember my mother being afraid. He didn’t hit her, but I saw him as a man in the grip of anger. I don’t know why he was so angry all the time.

When I misbehaved, I was punished with spanking. It did not deter me. I was a very “strong-willed” child, as some would say. When my parents set rules, I did what they told me not to. I was stuck in middle-child syndrome, and my parents were trying to live up to some really religious standards. They used to read the Reverend Jim Dobson’s books about his Focus on the Family and listened when the reverend wrote, “The spanking should be of sufficient magnitude to cause the child to cry genuinely.” That didn’t work for me; the harder they spanked me, the more entrenched in my emotional stance I became. And beating me with a wooden spoon or a leather belt just strengthened my resolve. I refused to be broken by their tactics when I didn’t understand the rules. Finally, my mom learned that if she sat down with me and told me how she felt about what I did and why she didn’t want me to do something, I would break down and cry. I wanted to do what was right; I just needed to understand why it was important first.

In 1985, my father split with his business partner, with whom he had practiced dentistry for a few years. My mom became increasingly involved with the everyday management of my father’s busy dental office. Business was good. People liked my dad. He was funny and very sociable. I played in the operating rooms and observed many different dental procedures. I rinsed the instruments contaminated with blood in the sink when I was only eight or nine years old. I loved it when the assistants let me help them.

Our family joined the country club, and we started taking swimming and tennis lessons. I was never very competitive. I made my first best friend who wasn’t involved with school or church. Her father worked for a local pet-food company, and her bragging rights came from the fact that their house used to be the governor’s mansion. It was a fun place to go for sleepovers. We used to stay up watching late-night television on Cinemax, and go swimming in her pool. At night it lit up like a magical aqua bean set in the ground. At my first slumber party, in the fourth grade, we played the dare game. Somebody dared me to take a midnight swim. That year she and I were tennis doubles partners at the country club. Our motto was that if we couldn’t outplay our doubles opponents, at least we could outdress them. Grandma Mera told us, “Girls, you’ve got to dress to impress.”

Grandma Mera played like she was an heiress. She wore cubic zirconias of a size that Flavor Flav, the rapper, would adore. When we went to the country club brunch, she would sing to the music with the pianist hired to serenade our breakfast. Everywhere she went, she acted like she knew everyone. She may have known them, but she also needed to be out with people, even if it was just going to the grocery store. She hated being home.

Just before my grandparents’ visit in the fall of 1986, Dad took me and our dog, Sandy, on a walk. “Honey, there are a few things I need to explain about my parents,” he said.

“Like what?” I asked.

“Because of living through the Depression and World War II, my parents have different worldviews than your mom and I do, and we agree to disagree on politics and religion,” he said.

“What do you mean, Dad?” I asked.

“Well, they are run-of-the-mill Goldwater conservatives. Goldwater ran against Kennedy and didn’t win,” he said. “My mom believes in God, but not the same way I do. She doesn’t believe in thinking negative thoughts; she is a Norman Vincent Peale disciple. As a humanist, she thinks she is a god and told me every day when I was growing up that I was ‘God’s perfect child.’ She kept the good parts of Christian Science and added the ideas of ‘positive thinking.’”

“What is Christian Science?” I asked.

“Christian Scientists don’t believe in modern medical treatment. Some groups are so extreme that they let people die of preventable diseases.” He shook his head. “But it was how she was raised. Great-Grandma Reba was a powerful member of the church in Owosso, Michigan.”

“Dad, how come you aren’t like Grandma?” I asked.

“Well, in college I joined the campus crusade, and all our friends were part of a Christian Bible study, called Koinonea ‘K’ Group, at Broadway Baptist Church in Kansas City,” he said. “I had an emptiness in my heart that wasn’t filled until I started reading the Bible. When my mom and dad get here, let me know if you want to talk about anything they say.”

Later that evening, Grandma and Grandpa Mera and their miniature poodle, Sugar, pulled into our driveway in a large recreational vehicle on their way across the country between their “yacht”— which turned out to be a houseboat when we visited them once in Washington State—and their “winter home” in Sun City, Arizona, a small, ranch-style house in a golf retirement community.

In 1987, my parents sold our little house on Pembroke Lane and we moved to Lagito Lane. The house was on four acres in the country, located across from what was a lake by Kansas standards, but a pond if you’re from anywhere else. The land we lived on looked like Kansas prairie. My parents let the grass in the back two acres go to seed. We rarely left the boundaries of our property. There was a cow pasture just on the other side of a hedgerow at the back of the lot. We were not allowed to trespass on the neighbor’s farm. Instead, we played on the swing set and spent hours videotaping each other and playing around the house. Chloe liked to have me videotape her while she acted out her favorite Michael W. Smith songs. I still tease Chloe about making me film her for hours on end as she lip-synched to Christian rock.

Then there were my mom and dad. The church split. The school board split. The business partnership split. My parents stayed together and had counseling with the pastor every week until the summer before fifth grade, when it came to light that my father was having yet another affair, this time with his new secretary. While staying at my aunt’s house in Peoria for a few weeks during school vacation, I got a phone call from my mom. She said there was something she needed to talk to me about. She told me she and my father had separated and were going to get a divorce.

My dad used to have these index cards with pictures of all his goals on them: tropical island vacations, cars, and men and women with perfect bodies. He made goals for each of us in the family scrap-book before he split. He had a blond, perfect model in a bikini in the wife section of his cards. That should have been a clue for all of us that things weren’t right. My mom was beautiful, but she would never be short, blond, or petite like the model. The secretary at the dental office, Lydia, looked like my dad’s ideal trophy wife.

During our weekly visits with my dad during the separation, we went out to dinner after our tennis lessons at the country club. My dad then drove us around in his oversize Mercedes-Benz. I acted out and told him exactly how I was feeling about this divorce.

“Don’t put your hand on the back of my neck,” I said, shrugging my shoulders to get my dad’s hand off the back of my neck while we were walking to the car after our tennis lesson. “You think you can just pick us up after not seeing us for a week and act like everything is okay?” I said, lashing out at him on the thin sidewalk by the tennis clubhouse.

Dad ignored me, but dropped his hand from my neck, and nodded at another family on their way into the tennis clubhouse.

“It’s not okay. You have no right to lie and pretend things are normal. There is nothing normal about seeing you just once a week,” I said.

Chloe and Erik felt the same way I did. One time, he put his arm around my car seat. I had wanted to sit in the backseat, but he wanted one of us to sit up front. I was so irritated about his arm being around the seat, I used the electronic seat-position button to get out of his reach. Chloe and Erik watched me, the middle child, reject my dad’s affection and started giggling from the backseat. My dad got annoyed at me but also had never had anyone test the limits of the seat position. He found it as funny as the rest of us by the time I was about a foot off the floor and my face almost touched the windshield.

I wanted him to be part of our family again. Seeing him once a week after tennis lessons was not enough, and pretending like everyone was happy infuriated me. I wanted real love, the unconditional type I heard everyone at church talk about. And I wanted my family back. I shared every dark and angry emotion I had, but I was the only one who did. Chloe and Erik had never tested their relationship with my mom and dad. They always cried when they were punished, and I don’t think they wanted to find out whether they would still be loved even if they acted out.

After my mom and dad separated, rumors about my mom and my dad’s best friend, Uncle Carl, began. The most hurtful thing happened when Chloe came home in tears after the trip to Lost Valley Ranch with her middle school class. One of her friends told her she wasn’t allowed to be around her anymore because of the affair our mom was having with Carl. That was our first clue that maybe he and Mom had something deeper than a friendship. The other kids’ parents didn’t approve of our family anymore. We were cast out because we were associated with “ungodliness.”

That rejection resulted in my wanting to grow up to be different from those people I once looked up to. Being shunned and stigmatized for my parents’ behavior isolated me. Now that I was old enough to understand, I knew it was wrong to bear the burden of my parents’ actions. People called my mom and told her what she should be doing with her life as a divorcée. Dad sold the house on Lagito Lane, sold the dental practice, and moved away. Then we didn’t hear from him for months.

When people asked me how my father was doing, I learned to fight back tears of abandonment. “I don’t know,” I’d say, and move away from them, blinking back my emotion. At eleven years old, I just wanted to escape that question. Not knowing where he was or what had happened to him split up my heart; I worried about him.

One day, a postcard addressed only to me arrived in the mail. Dad wrote, “Dear Sunny, got hitched to Lydia and found my new life calling as a sea captain. Bought a boat, named it the Sunny. Love, Dad.”

After that postcard, I had an answer when people asked how my dad was: “He got married and became a sea captain.”

Everyone else thought it was funny. They imagined him in floral-print, button-down, short-sleeved shirts and khaki shorts, cruising the Gulf of Mexico with a straw hat to cover his balding hairline and sparse ponytail in the back. He had been telling people for months he wanted to be a sea captain. The dental office staff had even bought him a ship’s bell for his goodbye party. But nobody really thought he’d do it. I eventually became flip about it, but at the time, I felt only abandoned and hurt that he had left us to follow a dream. I loved him anyway. I got really good at telling the story, and eventually it didn’t feel so traumatic, and I could laugh along with the people I told.

Lydia and Dad had moved to Texas together and bought the boat, the Sunny. Lydia fit into his index-card goals, but not enough to last. The yacht was a light-blond powerboat with a small cabin in the bow and a head with a toilet and shower. My dad sent a picture postcard in 1988 from one of the ports near Freeport, west of Galveston, in the Gulf of Mexico, along the intercoastal waterway he called the Ditch. The aerial photograph showed the water stretching across the page horizontally, filling the space. There were little boats floating in the water. I looked to see whether I could find the Sunny.



Pregnant


It was just a fantasy, an implausible fantasy. On a Friday night in June 2004, my husband, Jack, and I went out to a little Mexican restaurant in Concord, New Hampshire, for dinner and a few margaritas. By the time we got home, we were up for having sex, but he was so eager to finish that he left me wanting more.

Once he’d fallen asleep next to me, I brought myself to climax on the power of a fantasy. I imagined that a stranger wanted me so badly that he was trying to trick me into getting pregnant and had contaminated my sex toy with his sperm. I’d reached for the pink vibrator and felt it warm and sticky in my mind. The window was open, and an extension ladder stood against the wall leading up to our bedroom. I thought I heard a creak from the ladder outside the window. I had wanted to have a child for a long time, and the idea of this other man—not my husband—being the father turned me on immensely. Maybe I was just drunk, or maybe it was because I was already seeing cracks in my marriage—regardless, I loved the thought, and I recorded the story in my red notebook.

A few weeks later, when I got up one morning, a queasy moment made me think the weather change and pressure were making me dizzy when I got out of bed too fast. It was my day off, and I planned to prepare a special meal for Jack’s twenty-seventh birthday. I got up, took a shower, and got dressed, when suddenly flashes of heat came over me in waves, accompanied by nausea. I sat on the floor in the master bathroom and removed my offensively hot and restrictive outfit; I couldn’t stand the feeling of the clothes against my skin. As I sat there, pressing my face against the cool tile, I realized I must be pregnant. I did the math and knew my period was late, for the first time in my life, and pinpointed the night of conception to our date at the Mexican restaurant.

By noon the nausea lifted enough for me to put back on my clothes and drive to the nearest grocery store, where I purchased food for dinner and the weekend, and two at-home pregnancy tests.

When I got back home, I peed on the plastic stick with a paper wick at the end. The symbols changed. I could barely concentrate to read the paper instructions, so it took me a while to verify that the symbols meant I was pregnant.

I went to the computer to research the accuracy of at-home pregnancy tests, and when I discovered how high the success rates were, I called the doctor’s office and said, “Hi, I’m pregnant; I need to set up a prenatal visit.”

“How far along are you?” the receptionist asked.

“I don’t know, I just had a positive result with an at-home test kit,” I said.

“Let me transfer you to the nurse,” the receptionist said.

I waited for a while before they connected me. “May I help you?” a woman asked on the other end of the phone.

“Yes, I’d like to schedule a prenatal visit,” I said.

“Before we say you are pregnant, you will need to come into the practice and have a urine test to verify it,” the woman said sternly.

“But I already took a test, and it said I was pregnant,” I said.

“Well, we have a very accurate test, and need to be certain you are pregnant before we will schedule the prenatal visits,” she said condescendingly. The first person I’d told I was pregnant, and already my condition was making me feel invalidated.

We scheduled a test for the next available appointment, and I hung up the phone. For a while, I just sat there and listened to the rain tap against the thick, dense forest leaves out back. The house had no air-conditioning, so the windows were open to the sounds of nature. Thunder crashed in the distance, and my stomach tightened at the thought of Jack flying home in the storm. He was planning to fly into the Manchester airport that evening, following a fishing trip in Canada.

Compounding my anxiety about Jack’s flight was my nervousness about motherhood in general. Feeling as if I didn’t have permission to share my condition with my network and being alone in rural New Hampshire, with nobody to share my joy and fear with, challenged me in a deep way. I didn’t have the skills in place to cope with the isolation. My deepest fear was learning to make it in the world while being responsible for a dependent. As a mom-to-be, I felt overwhelmed by the thought of another person relying on my success to thrive. But my fear soon dissipated as I flipped through the mail that had just been delivered and saw a letter from the University of New Hampshire in the stack. This was what I had been waiting for.

My pulse quickened. I swallowed hard, and everything slowed down as I turned over the letter and opened the sealed flap with my finger. I could feel my pulse keeping slow-motion time in the back of my neck. I tore apart the envelope, pulling the stiff white letter from inside. I scanned the page and found the key word I was looking for: accepted.

“We are in, baby!” I said, letting out a squeal of giddy pleasure and excitement. I knew I wanted a change, and between pregnancy and graduate school, I was getting what I wished for. I just needed to convince Jack. I imagined gestating while in classes, studying, and parenting as intellectuals. I wanted to share ideas with my child and feel respected for my knowledge. I saw myself being a mother who was present for her child, just as my mother was always there for me. I wanted so badly to talk to her, but then thought twice and forced myself not to. Jack would be unhappy if he didn’t hear first. And when he wasn’t happy, he held back emotionally. I couldn’t bear the thought.

I’d already tried his cell phone twice, and it was off. It went straight to voice mail. If I kept calling, he’d worry when he powered it on. And then he might be angry with me, and I hated the way his glare felt. Plus, I wasn’t going to tell him over the phone. I gritted my teeth and decided to deal with the onset of emotions in isolation, rather than risk the loss of intimacy in our marriage.

I tried to distract myself and do something with the afternoon, but I was glued to my computer that day. I feared the changes that my body would go through. The pain of labor terrified me. I had concerns about the child growing inside me. I worried about the margaritas we’d had the weekend before. I counted every alcoholic beverage I’d had since conception. I mapped it out along the growth and development charts.

That evening, I picked up Jack. “I need to tell you something,” I said the second he climbed into the passenger seat after loading up our Ford Explorer, located in temporary parking in front of the terminal.

“What is it?” he asked, closing his door.

“Well, first, I got into graduate school at the University of New Hampshire,” I said, pausing to make eye contact. “And I’m pregnant.” I started to tear up. “Happy birthday, Jack,” I said, and choked on my tears.

“I thought you wanted this,” he said, confused by my reaction.

“I do,” I said, feeling tears slide down my cheeks. “It doesn’t mean I’m not afraid, though.”

He reached over and held my hand. I wiped my tears away and drove us home. Mostly we talked finances and income on the drive home; I quoted tuition rates, and we estimated the expenses associated with having a baby and going to school at the same time. When we got home, he held me in his arms and I cried some more. I was pregnant—happy and terrified at the same time.

While we made Jack’s birthday dinner, we talked. I convinced him that if we drove our older cars a few more years, we could pay for my graduate school. He called it a “vanity degree,” but we made a deal. I would take care of the baby during the day, he’d watch her while I was in school, and we would make it work.

“You can spend an equal amount of our income on guns and things if I can go to graduate school,” I said. That sealed the deal for him.

Around the time I started graduate school, I quit my primary job but decided to continue with my volunteer positions and with teaching part-time until the end of the fall semester. Early that fall, I gave my first continuing-education lecture about prenatal health as a mom-to-be. With the organizers watching, I helped keep the presentation going and was asked to speak again at another course. Eventually, I gave the presentation in every corner of the state. I learned all about New Hampshire while driving the tree-lined roads and climbing through the curvy hills and mountains. I loved my time behind the wheel. It was time that was mine. I could think of anything I wanted and enjoy myself. Often I’d envision myself flying next to the car, dancing along the hillsides. It made me feel special.

Early that fall, my stepbrother, Brad, called me several times. He planned to get married. The phone call always had the same ending: “But why won’t you come to the wedding? Did I do something to offend you?” he’d ask.

“I’m afraid that something will happen to the baby if I fly,” I’d reply.

Whenever I got off the phone with Brad, I found myself having irrational thoughts. One of them was that Brad had placed a curse on me for not going to the wedding. I knew him to be a gentle soul, a warmhearted, kind, and good person. Nonetheless, this idea persisted, as did my inability to articulate what was the matter with me.

During that same time period, guns got between my husband and me, as I began to believe that Jack’s hobby was putting the baby and me at risk of lead exposure. All he wanted to do was shoot guns. He tried to convince me that he should build a trench so he could shoot out in the backyard, and he wanted to smelt his own lead bullets after reading about it on an Internet gun forum. But all those ideas concerned me; smelting sounded like a very bad idea, and I knew enough about lead dust to worry when he swept up the brass casings to reload ammunition for his reloading press.
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