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To Lina, who never ceases to amaze me with her kindness and deeply intelligent, mysterious, and truly original style. Her indomitable commitment to alignment and to helping those who suffer in isolated places, helps me remember my own sacred nature.


To Elsa, channeler of all that is good on this planet and beyond. She defies gravity with her awe-inspiring joy, groundbreaking poetry, enlightened dance moves, and chaotic, no-nonsense, live cooking shows.


To Scott Huber, whose steady, patient, and loving support for our whole family all these years made a deep impression on all of us.









INTRODUCTION


Soft, quiet footsteps


Slow, Spacious breath


Releasing, Relinquishing


Extending, Expanding


Everything Alive


No withholding


No asserting or arguing


No convincing or cajoling


No wrong, no right


Just Simple, Irresistible Life


Like a whale in the Ocean


Erupting out of Vastness


Its giant body suddenly defying Gravity


A glittering cascade of water and mammal


The Whole and the Free in the world


This is the land of Sacred Colors


Where Eagles stroll and Elephants fly


Where Flowers rain from Heaven


And Coyotes swim in the Ocean


Water and Sky Inseparable


Life experience can vary so wildly from one individual to another. Few would argue against the idea that every human being’s ultimate desire is to be happy and free and—like the whale, powerfully breaching out of the deep waters up toward the sky—we strive not to be condemned by the laws of gravity. And yet, most people consider forces outside themselves to determine the quality of their lives. It is my hope that this book will help you realize the freedom and exuberant joy of being alive. That you may have opportunities to clarify who you are and find ways to live in the grace of that awareness for more hours of your days and nights. The purpose of this book is not to repair, redeem, fix, invent, or find anything. It is about tuning in to something that is already there. It is the recognition that no alterations are necessary for a full, happy, satisfying life, characterized less by limitation, adapting, and overcoming, and more by expansiveness, wholeness, and love.


Rumi beautifully illustrates this revolutionary, yet simple awareness of oneness, love, and awe in his poem “Quietness.” He describes the quiet awareness of who we really are, opening our eyes to the miracle of life. The moment we stop trying to chase it down, when we let go of our hectic attempts to get where we want to be, life shows itself to us. “Your old life was a frantic running from silence” he wrote, “The speechless full moon comes out now.”


How do we find the speechless full moon in a world that keeps telling us it doesn’t exist or, at best, if it does exist, it’s not important or can’t be found without paying a price that more or less matches the reward? And if we find it, how do we share what we found? Well, Gorgias, one of the Sophist philosophers in Athens some four hundred years before Christ, would say it’s an aspiration waiting to fail. He would go so far as to say nothing exists and even if it did, it couldn’t be known, and even if it could be known it couldn’t be shared. If he is right, this book, and every other book, and every other thought, insight, statement, philosophy, religion, and any other approach to find truth and well-being would be quite futile.


Lina, my oldest daughter, now eighteen, has autism. Her expressive language has failed her since she was three and a half years old. Via the letter boards that we use these days to communicate, I asked her what she thought of Gorgias’s claims. My sophisticated, philosophically inclined teenager, with a hint of a smile almost undetectable on her beautiful face, wrote that she thought it was “reasonable.” But then she told me that she indeed does believe that there are universal truths that can be known, one of them being that “beauty comes from love.”


Personally, I’m with Lina. Love can be known and all the beauty in all the world comes from it. But as far as most other matters, thoughts, statements, beliefs, experiences—all the stuff that we count as real and feel we should agree on, I think Gorgias and Lina are onto something. The ultimate truth isn’t something we can grasp with our minds. We have gotten a lot of things backward. What we consider real—the corporeal world—just how real, and valuable, is it? And what about all the stuff we discount as hocus-pocus, new age and lofty, half-crazy, a little out there? What does dismissing all that do for us? Is it possible that we have made our lives so noisy and overwhelming, packed with sensory information, and driven by evidence and facts that we missed the most fundamental part? The part that we can only find by quieting down and learning how to be truly receptive, beyond our thoughts? Most of us have real difficulty even recognizing what is at stake in not finding this kind of receptivity. Many people live their entire lives oblivious to silence and true peace. That too, ultimately, is okay, I think, because they will find it when they die. But if we want to discover it here, while we are alive on this planet, so often distracted by our physical lives, aspirations, fears, desires—we have to slow down a little. We have to start walking on a different path than the one we are used to, supported not by data and analytical thought, but by stillness and intuition. We need to be open to our intuition and ready to let go of the things that keep us separated from that openness. To take steps in that direction requires that we let opinions, preconceived ideas, experiences, personal habits, and inclinations fade into the background and allow ourselves to quiet down. We need to be willing to leave behind notions of thoughts and behaviors, ideas and beliefs, that we have learned to consider real and important and even responsible.


In 1930, Einstein wrote a credo that he called “What I Believe.” He was trying to explain what he meant by calling himself religious:


The most beautiful thing we can experience is the mysterious. It is the source of all true art and science. He to whom this emotion is a stranger, who can no longer pause to wonder and stand rapt in awe, is as good as dead: his eyes are closed. This insight into the mystery of life, coupled though it be with fear, has also given rise to religion. To know that what is impenetrable to us really exists, manifesting itself as the highest wisdom and the most radiant beauty which our dull faculties can comprehend only in their most primitive forms—this knowledge, this feeling, is at the center of true religiousness. In this sense, and in this sense only, I belong in the ranks of devoutly religious men.


To Einstein, the most important function of art and science was to awaken the feeling of the “mystery of life’s eternity” and keep it alive.


This kind of receptivity requires that we stop our incessant habit of demanding that life somehow proves itself to us before we allow ourselves to listen. This is difficult for most of us to do. And yet, every new invention, every new creation begins with someone trusting something that’s not yet perceivable on the outside. So why not make our whole life that creative?


Rumi comes very close to describing the things that go beyond what we think we know in his famous poem “Thirsty Fish,” where he writes, “Show me the way to the ocean! / Break these half measures, these small containers.” Those things, which are beyond the concrete and tangible, would leave us liberated if we really understood them. But ultimately, language doesn’t suffice to describe this, because the notion goes so far beyond language and thought that we simply cannot fully comprehend it with our minds. We keep trying anyway. We try with words, music, art, touch. And while I do think that everything is here to support us in our journey toward freedom, I believe that ultimately, it’s not about trying. It’s about not trying. It’s about allowing all those things that we are conditioned to think of as real to come and go. They are just thoughts, words, emotion, sensation. They can fly around as they please, like leaves in the autumn wind. We are not obliged to create some kind of conspiracy theory about them or put them in context. Nothing is as serious as we have come to believe. We can make choices about what to focus on, what to think about and what to say and how to feel about things and about each other. We can teach ourselves how to live close to our true home, in harmony with our true self and the pure love that holds no grudges, regrets nothing, and condemns no one.


Rumi’s theory of language is that it exists because we are separated from the source. In his view, all language, all expression, is born out of a kind of longing for home. This book is motivated by that longing. It’s an invitation to experience the “speechless full moon” and learn about our own power, our own love and absolute ability to live happily and harmoniously most of the time. I believe that we can, at any point of our lives, regardless of what is going on around us, tap into who we truly are.


How do we do that? How can we be in our most natural, most true state, connected with everything around us? Who can guide us toward greater freedom? The most universal guiding principles are powerfully demonstrated in nature. It doesn’t matter what part of nature we study, everything in it teaches us how to live our lives in more vital, vibrant, fluid ways. There is a balance in nature, between holding on and letting go. There is a circular movement of birth and death. There is rising and falling. There is complete, full-blown, colorful, magnificent glory and cold, naked, straightforward, bold simplicity. Particularly in the Western world, however, as we live more and more disconnected from nature, we seem to have trouble understanding and living in harmony with these principles, and often, these struggles leave us feeling miserable, depressed, trapped, and fearful.


We try to control things, ourselves, each other, our environments, rather than enjoying and allowing and flowing with the genius of the universe. I believe that we are beings of energy and that our lives, days, and moments are determined by where we are energetically. None of our experiences, or our reactions to those experiences, are permanent. All the stuff that we habitually identify as us—our thoughts, feelings, experiences, sensations, moods—change all the time. None of it is fixed. None is inevitable or unmalleable. Our innermost true self—the part of us that some call “pure awareness” or “grace” or “Source” or even our “God self,” or “Daimon,” as Socrates called it—is the only thing that doesn’t change. When we understand what is real and unchangeable and what isn’t, energy begins to flow more freely in our everyday lives.


I will describe ways that energy can be blocked when we hold on too tightly to what is not real. I will focus on some of those areas that hold immense struggle for a lot of people, and, much more importantly, huge opportunity for all. These areas are all connected and ultimately inseparable from each other, but for reasons of accessibility I have tried to break them up into chapters. The first chapter describes some of my own, very personal experiences of places where I found love, grace, and inspiration. Chapters 2 through 6 are focused on subjects from “living from the inside” to magic. Chapter 7 holds some thoughts about silence and stillness. Throughout, I have added stories and reflections about people and situations that I have come across in my life in general as well as in my work as a psychotherapist over the years, hoping that they will help illustrate the concepts discussed in the main chapters. These people, whether they were clients, friends, or family, have all been meaningful to me in my own search for freedom and I hope they will help bring to life some of the ideas in this book. The eighth chapter, entitled Inspired and Awake, describes two individuals and one dog—all of whom I have had the opportunity to observe and get to know very closely. All three of them strike me as inspirational and awake beings on this planet. Without much noticeable effort, they all seem to have mastered various aspects of the concepts discussed in this book.


I believe that everyone alive is invited by the divine to live freely and harmoniously in every area of their lives. I don’t think it matters if you call it the divine or if you choose not to call it anything. I also don’t think it’s more accessible to those who’ve had a difficult life or an easy one or something in between. We don’t earn freedom through suffering or from enormous effort of will or intellect. It’s not about being deserving or undeserving. We either realize who we are and how we can live free, connected, joyful and expansive lives or we don’t. We can realize it some of the time and live a little bit connected and a little bit trapped, or we can learn to realize it most of the time and spend most of our lives fully awake. It’s not up to our childhoods or our diagnoses or our current bosses or our wives or ex-husbands or the weather or our bank accounts. It has nothing to do with all that. It’s naked, open, and straightforward. It just is.
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Mother Earth and My North Stars


Don’t remind the world that it’s sick and troubled


Remind it that it’s beautiful and free.


—MOOJI (JAMAICAN SPIRITUAL TEACHER OF NON-DUALISM)


FOR AS LONG as I can remember, I have had a strong desire to find joy and freedom, regardless of circumstances. I saw early on in my childhood how suffering and sickness were experienced on deep levels by many of the people central in my life. And that the paths that lead to the search for truth and liberation are different from one person to another. Ultimately, I suspect that we all want the same thing. We want to live in harmony with who we truly are. For me, my desire was propelled by a combination of things. Most profoundly, it was the direct experiences of love that revealed itself to me at some of my darkest moments. It does seem that it is often when we experience our own limitation, when we are extremely compromised in one way or another, and when we feel most disconnected and off our path that we begin to long for a connection with what is limitless and whole.


I think of my own experiences as gateways, unique meetings and blessings, showing up at all the right times. Sometimes it was very easy for me to understand why things were happening the way they were and other times it took me a while to recognize the underlying grace of it all. At this point, I don’t view my experiences or anyone else’s in terms of good or bad, desirable or undesirable. I feel the most free when I accept life as something ultimately mysterious and wild, like an untouched forest—with fallen trees, big rocks draped in soft moss, little whimsical flowers popping up in some random patches of delicate grass, the fresh smell of soil and pine—all of it so seemingly uncalculated, so quiet and powerful and beautiful.


I don’t believe there is anything in anyone’s story that needs to be fixed or altered. I would go so far as to say we are not really capable of fixing anything on that level. We can fix a broken chair but not a broken heart. Why? Because the heart was never and will not ever be broken. Our heart is untouchable. It may be, however, that the experiences that are the most outrageous, the events in our lives that are the least comprehensible, the ones that refuse to lend themselves to reason and neat packaging, can become a great motivation to find the door to the vast ocean, the speechless full moon that Rumi talked about. This chapter is about the people and experiences that showed up in the aftermath of some of the most incomprehensible events in my life. In those moments, miraculous events and wonderful people came into my life with perfect timing, showing me new things or old things that I was now receptive to.


These times are the fuel and inspiration behind my ideas about freedom and liberation. They’ve taught me that love, unconditional love, wherever it comes from, always wins. How it really doesn’t matter what happens to us. We don’t always need to understand it. We all have the opportunity, at any point of our lives, to listen to our own hearts and allow the love that’s inside us to flow through us. The most genuinely difficult times for me were also the most profoundly illuminating. These insights come from deep beyond the surface of things, from seeing up close and personal how convincing darkness, fear, desperation, and loneliness can really be.


No one on this planet has motivated my search for love, and a life that is free and not identified by struggles, more than my oldest daughter Lina. Her smile is one of a few smiles that I have encountered in humans that consistently shows no sign of regret. In spite of her absolutely volcanic disintegration episodes, she is so loving and open-minded. How is this? It’s impossible for me to ignore the fact that she has suffered more than almost anyone I know and yet she is so full of light and love. Lina embodies such a powerful paradox. She changed my life. Lina’s autism, as recounted in my two previous books about our lives together, Finding Lina (2013) and Beyond Autism (2019) brought insurmountable struggles: unimaginable nervous system breakdowns, endless seizures, life-threatening car rides, sleep deprivation, deafening screams for help that kept soaring through the air, day after day, night after night. Her difficulties were very slow to subside in spite of the fact that my kitchen became a biomedical and homeopathic laboratory, despite innumerable consultations with shamans, psychics, energy workers, sound therapists, genetic researchers, scientists, neuro movement specialists, inter-relational specialists, anthropologists, neurologists, communication gurus … the list never ends. And the consultations continue. Though at this point, at a much slower, more relaxed pace. The ultimate consultation was the one I had with my own inner Spirit. The paradox of Lina, her magic as well as her challenges, was, and is, the ultimate push toward, well, for lack of a word that sufficiently describes this, God. Because somehow, in the middle of all that she went through, grace was always inside her and all around her, holding her hand, holding all of our hands—her little sister’s hand, my ex-husband’s hand, and mine.


But long before that, when I was a child, I sought the embrace and protection of something I had no name for. I spent much of my childhood roaming alone in the forests and lakes near my home in rural Sweden, connecting quietly with everything around me. And while I certainly didn’t have any words to describe this experience, I was reassured by the feeling of being at peace, being one with every tree, every flower, the deep-green, soft moss on the big boulders that were nestled into the hilly landscape, the lakes and the rivers, the valleys and hidden meadows in the middle of forests.


Without anyone asking me to, I chased herds of sheep through hilly woods back to our neighbor’s pasture where they wouldn’t get into trouble. Without asking anyone’s permission, I crawled up on the back of Malin, the fox-brown horse who was perpetually eating too much for her own good with a belly that proved her ongoing indulgences. I loved her so much I just had to climb up on her broad back. They were very short rides and mostly I just sat next to her, staring at her rhythmic chewing of the grass all around the spot where I was sitting. Those times, I was at peace with the universe, without any trace of longing for anything, or anyone, else.


My brothers and I grew up on the campus of a school for adults. Most were high school dropouts who needed a new shot at education, and in many cases life. My father was the headmaster.


There weren’t a set of rules spelled out for my siblings about what we could or could not do growing up. Our upbringing was a little bit random, I guess you could say, and some benefits arose from this state of affairs. Staffan, the brother closest to my age—three years older than me—and I habitually swam across the large deep lake near our house and back again after some rest and defrosting on the other side of it. It would take us a couple of hours each way. We did not engage in ideas about the potential dangers of such endeavors. If one of us became tired, the other one would help. If both of us were struggling, the water would save us. It wasn’t even discussed. It was just implicit. The sense of freedom and joy that came from being in the middle of that deep, quiet lake became a visceral reminder for me throughout my life of the reservoir always there inside me, regardless of circumstances.


My two older brothers, in their own individual ways, were my co-conspirators early in life. It became increasingly clear to me that life required that I have them. Per, my oldest brother, had the ability to laugh, with all his might, in the middle of the deepest sorrow. While his brilliant mind and heart was sometimes hidden by the hardships he encountered in his life, Per maintained inside of himself a vision about life, community, happiness and fun that made a permanent impression on me. There were many moments where he was so connected, larger than life, openhearted and incredibly perceptive that I realized that a human being, in connection with the universe, can accomplish anything. As kids, before the more challenging moments of being a teenager and almost adult set in, Per and I were running after and exploring the life of wild rabbits next to the ocean of our summer cottage. Watching those swift little animals I learned that any aspect of our existence on this planet can be wholeheartedly explored and enjoyed; life is full of magic in the moment we devote ourselves to what is right in front of us; in the second we agree to dive into our present life and stay there—absorbed, intrigued, curious, bewildered even, but never bored. Per taught me this. Family life was precarious, riddled with conflict, hidden trauma, and uncontained anxiety. Beyond our immediate family, I often found myself pulled into the lives of very unstable, fearful, and rageful adults who were students at the school where we grew up. While Staffan and I didn’t directly discuss our individual experiences within and outside our family, we had some kind of shared understanding that we needed to create an alternative life—a more protected life, with a brighter outlook and less entrenched with trauma and isolation. It had proven to be very important to figure out how to spend time away from the family house, to find words to normalize some of our experiences without getting overwhelmed by fear and disillusionment and to find a way to laugh at some of those compromising situations. Staffan was an expert at finding those words and expressions and this is still one of the main reasons why I never get tired of our regular WhatsApp conversations (he stayed in Sweden, and I moved to the United States). The thing about Staffan and words was, if there wasn’t a word for something, he would invent a brand-new one. He would also switch the meanings of words around so that negative words took on positive meanings and positive words could become curse words whenever the situation called for it. There was so much potential and creativity in his language, it seemed like everything was imaginable and constantly changing. In a good way. To me he represented sanity, thoughtfulness, and clarity.


Staffan and I would sprint down the hill from our house to the school kitchen, often in the middle of the night when no one was there. We would find the most exquisite chocolate and vanilla ice cream in the giant freezers down in the basement, get spoons, and sit in the little staff dining-room tucked in right next to the large cooking area while slowly finishing every bit of ice cream that had been packed into large, economy-size containers.


Sometimes in the evening, we would send ourselves to the kitchen to “pick up milk and potatoes.” Even those excursions turned into joyous pilfering adventures, which were less about violating boundaries and breaking rules and more about possibility and limitlessness. It was as if the “milk and potatoes,” the marathon swims, and our inventive language were the antidotes, the way we showed ourselves that we could make things right, take things back, thrive and find our own remedies regardless of outer circumstances. We could do it our own way, creating joy and opportunity and things to laugh about and look forward to in a world that otherwise appeared mostly gloomy and heavy with premature responsibilities.


Even as a young child, I had a lot of unusual caretaking responsibilities. I was expected or guided (I’m not sure which) to be helpful to the adult students at the school in more serious trouble than myself. They would come to our house when life was tougher than they could handle on their own. Some of them were suicidal, some had substance abuse disorders, some were full of rage and often violent, and some were sexually invasive. I often wondered why they came to our house for help. Both my parents were fighting their own personal battles, while at the same time feeling pressured to hide their private struggles and preserve the public persona of running the school and being people of faith and righteousness. At that time, I hadn’t yet developed any of my own problems, and these responsibilities allowed me to rely on something greater than my own fears and inexperience and immaturity. The needs within and outside my family required it. But don’t get me wrong; sometimes I was in over my head and very scared. And while I guess you could say that I was quite altruistic, I was definitely not a saint-like child.


When I was very young, I had a childhood friend who had a mother named Eivor, who worked in the school kitchen. I thought Eivor was the closest thing to God in human form. She had four kids and a charismatic, temperamental husband. Eivor was a substantial woman with blondish, grayish hair and green eyes that glittered the way a very still ocean glitters on a late summer afternoon. She had a low-pitched voice and a smile that lit up entire rooms. I loved it when she smiled at me and I followed her around like a dog. I loved her laughter, it was so hearty, appearing to come from deep within her. Though I was a very quiet child, I tried my best to come up with funny, cute things to say to Eivor as often as I could. Eivor was willing to smile and laugh even at bad jokes. Her laughter was just there, constantly waiting deep inside her for the slightest chance to bubble up and flow out into the universe, making everything a little warmer and friendlier. When I was six years old and, I’m assuming, had a bad day, I followed Eivor from the kitchen, while singing out all the Swedish curse words known to man. I sang them, louder and louder, as I walked some twenty yards behind Eivor all the way up the hill to her house. As she disappeared into her house, smiling to herself, I turned around and walked quietly the other way back to my own house. When she reminded me of this story years later, she said she took my curse-singing as a compliment. While I admittedly wasn’t very good at following rules, I was an extremely polite child. Eivor knew this and felt that I trusted her so much that I was willing to show her the most unacceptable vocalizations I knew, still somehow sensing that she would love me anyway and that she would understand. She embodied and demonstrated unconditional love for me, and I remember feeling safe and good when she was around.


As my mother’s third child, I was often in the way. My mother regularly dropped me off for weeks at a time with a woman named Greta, who lived in the little town about half an hour away from our house. Greta had one daughter, Annelie, who was several years older than I. The older I got, the more I appreciated that Annelie remained a constant in my life. She became my sun. Since Greta had a lot of health issues, and Annelie loved children, she took me under her wing. She seemed to thrive on making people happy. She loved it when I smiled and laughed, warmed by her light and kindness. Every time I was dropped off at their stone house in the middle of town that looked like a giant square of sugar that had been dipped in green food coloring, I felt that luck had once again returned to my life.


Upon my arrival, Annelie would sit me down by their tiny kitchen table, serving me thick slices of white, sweet bread with generous amounts of soft butter topped with ketchup (yes, you read that correctly) and laid out the options in front of me. We could take her little old white Renault and go swimming in various lakes; we could go get pizza; make popcorn and talk; go check out the mini horses and the parrots and monkeys at the zoo, we could pick some cherries from the tree out in the yard outside their house; or we could go and sit in the living room and talk current affairs with Annelie’s mother and her gentle, talkative father, Allan. During their conversation, I would be working on balancing on top of one of the two little round ottomans without legs that one could turn on the side and try to roll forward with. It was one of my favorite things to do. I loved being in there, playing this game of balancing and slowly moving forward on top of the ottoman while listening to Annelie conversing with her parents.


Most days, we ended up doing everything on the list. And when given the option, I always wanted to stay a few more days, basking in the sweetness and joyfulness of my older friend. It was an experience of family, and while not everything was perfect in this family, either, its members were spending time together, sharing a life that to me seemed reassuringly normal, predictable, and protected.


As a young adult, I got a scholarship to work for six months in an orphanage in Junnardeo, a small village in Madya Pradesh, right at the heart of India. There were about forty children, from newborn infants to older kids, in the small, simple building—with no furniture except for the infants’ beds—that had become these children’s home for various reasons, each more tragic than the next. Three women took care of the children, two of them having suffered abandonment and abuse themselves and with no other place to call home than the very orphanage where they now both lived and worked.


Those six months were so important to me. Not because of anything that I did that was particularly special. I just did what the women showed me to do: feeding and changing babies, playing with the older kids and cooking with the women, trying to be as helpful as I could without being in anyone’s way.


With the exception of the main teacher, who knew a few words of English, and who tried without success to teach me Hindu, the women had never seen a white person. The villagers of Junnardeo pointed and laughed at me as I went to the market once a week. They’d never seen someone so pale and strange looking. But when the head doctor who ran the hospital next to the orphanage had first introduced me to the women who worked there, none even raised her eyebrows. From the moment I arrived, they just accepted me. They patiently, gracefully showed me the best they could, without us speaking the same language, how to make chapattis, feed and change as many babies as possible—as quickly as possible—wash the cloth diapers, and help out the older children. Survivors of their own unimaginable trauma, they were still kind and, though pretty firm with the older kids, there was no mistaking their commitment to all the children’s’ welfare. Since I represented an extra pair of arms and hands that could hold and feed the babies or play with the children, they welcomed me, smiling warmly at all my mistakes and misunderstandings in the kitchen and around the orphanage, patiently integrating me into their lives, stoically, bravely going on living, taking one step in front of the next. They were striking in their ability to take life as it is, do what they could, smile and laugh, open to their lives the way it was, still kind, still beautiful, still full of dignity and integrity and grace. I will never forget those women. They remain my role models and remind me of just how revolutionary unconditional love is.


When I returned to Sweden from India in my early twenties, I spent a few months in my parents’ house on the high school campus where I had grown up, before moving to Gothenburg for my university studies. One student, was Sergio. Like many of the students who came to the school, things had not gone well for Sergio before he’d come there, either. He had been born with fetal alcohol syndrome and spent his early years being shipped from foster home to foster home, one situation more detrimental to his well-being and sense of safety than the next. He dropped out of high school and got into drugs and drinking, and he developed a serious sex addiction that made everyday life unbearable.


When we met, he was distracted and hard to connect with at first. But something about his restlessness and isolation reminded me of myself, and soon we became friends. As troubled as he was, Sergio was a gentle, funny person. He made fun of his own sex addiction, my antisocial, hermit tendencies, our unlikely but sweet friendship, and all the funny originals that lived and worked or studied in this strangely intense school environment. One night I had a dream that he and I rolled around in the snow together. It was a dream about innocence, I think. And somehow, that was the most striking characteristic of our friendship.
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