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Final Reflections

Why I’m the King of the World


I am not what many people consider to be a closed book.  If you know me, you know the exact conditions under which I’m writing this paper.  I got home fairly late in the evening, asked myself if I had any homework, responded, “Nah, I just have some easy test tomorrow,” and proceeded to play some video game hockey.  I’m very good at NHL Hitz 2003.  I think I became a little too absorbed in it tonight.  That’s why I got ready for bed, laid down at 12:40, and suddenly realized that I had an essay that was supposed to have four hours worth of writing, thinking, and/or research put into it.  So I did what came naturally.


I panicked.


But what we also know about The Mike is that he takes care of his obligations.  Even if it means staying up until five in the morning possessed of a steadily growing madness, which is reflected more and more in his writing as his consciousness fades.  So buckle up; we both know exactly where this ride is headed.


I am Michael Gervasi.  And this is my story.


I think that the outline handed out for this assignment provides a good starting point.  I’m talking about the beginning.  Indeed, the legend began somewhere.  Its roots are in Hillsboro Oregon, September 1983.  I spent nearly the first five years of my life in Oregon.  We had a small house in Cornelius.  Not SMALL small, but not remarkable.  I used to try and catch the frog that lived in our huckleberry bush out front.  Sometimes the water bowls we had for our dogs outside would freeze over.  Sometimes it would snow and I would make snow angels.  Other times I would try to catch fuzzy wuzzies, or get hit in the head with a plastic bat by the neighborhood punk.  Nick.  Now Nick was a real head case.  But this paper isn’t about Nick.  This paper is about somebody far more important, more influential in today’s world.  This paper, my friends, is about me.


To be honest, I remember only vague details about Oregon.  I remember the general layout of our house, but I can’t place certain details.  Like the bathroom.  Or the garage.  But I’m sure they were there.  Maybe.  Does it matter, though, that I remember so little of Oregon?  I submit that it does not.  I remember it being cold.  I remember moving.  The California winters seeming easy, and the summers being harsh.  There was a seven year drought.  We were supposed to conserve water.  Are these the details that shaped who I am?  Probably not.  Rather, the issues that concerned me were interpersonal.  Allow me to explain through examples.


When I was four, I still got Easter presents.  Cheap things, but that was OK, because I never had any expensive toys anyway.  The Easter presents were almost on par with Christmas.  So there I was, oh so shortly before Easter.  I guess my parents weren’t communicating very well on what I was getting.  So my dad told me that if I could stop sucking my thumb for a week, he’d get me SLIMER!  You know, Slimer from Ghostbusters!  Well, obviously I was excited.  But I couldn’t pull it off.  I had no self control.  I needed to suck my thumb.  So Easter came, and my mom got me Slimer as my Easter present.  He was kind of like a large action figure.  I loved Slimer.  So my dad told me that if I didn’t stop sucking my thumb, he’d take Slimer away.

I don’t have Slimer anymore.  Some might say I bore some ill will toward my father after that day.  They would be right.


Later, I entered Pre-Kindergarten.  I don’t remember the details of why.  Maybe it was something about missing a cutoff date, or maybe I just dreamt that up.  But for one reason or another, that’s where I ended up.  My teacher was not a very nice woman to kids she didn’t like.  And she didn’t like me.  I was a troublemaker.  So one day she decided to slap me because I wouldn’t go out with the class.  She didn’t realize it at the time, but that was a bad idea.


I guess I was seven years old in the first grade.  My teacher was a young thing named Mrs. Warren.  Maybe it was Miss Warren.  She was, after all, young.  She gave us rewards, same as any other teacher.  But most important of all was the card system.  This was not a reward system.  It was the opposite.  The good kids got green cards every day.  Yellow cards were handed out to those of us who got warnings during a day.  Red cards were for those of us who got in big trouble.  Blue cards represented a trip to the principal’s office.  Black cards represented suspension.  Rest assured that I was very familiar with every card.


Ms. Warren was so young.  So impressionable.  So… unused to dealing with angry children.  She made the decision one day that she wouldn’t come into class if I was there.  This was an important decision.  My mother decided to start taking me to a psychiatrist.  The first of many.

We waded our way through hordes of amateurs, or old ladies who thought that slapping me around a little or pinning me to the floor would help.  These techniques would come after their initial techniques involving puppets or projection dolls failed.


We eventually found our man.  Great guy.  Very easy to talk to, very interested in delicately uncovering the issues we never realized were fueling our constant fighting.  He gave me things, things of actual value, like a detailed model car to assemble which would occupy some of my time.  The idea was to get me and my dad to get along.  My dad and I even went for it.  It worked to a very slight extent.  But the gesture was still extraordinary – he went out of his way, with techniques that very often were just downright devious, to fix our lives.  This guy was so unorthodox.  But it seemed to work.


It SEEMED to work.  But the consequences were not ones we could have foreseen.  I started picking up on the psychology.  Fast.  I started analyzing people.  They knew I was doing it.  It bothered them.  My dad knew I figured out he was cheating on my mom.  He threatened me to drop the issue or I’d get in trouble.  I told my mother, and she brought it up to him in front of me.  He lied to both our faces, and how transparent he was in that moment.  Then he gave me that look that let me know I’d just messed up.  And I had.  I’d come to my mother about a personal issue expecting her to be strong.  It was not a very well thought-out plan.  It may go without saying, but I’ll say it anyway just in case.  Things started getting even tenser within my family than they already were.


The Doctor started putting me on medication.  Varying medications.  Most, if not all, did more harm than good.  It turns out that my blood pressure and Ritalin don’t agree with each other.  It turns out that Imiprimine Hydrochloride, “non-addictive drug,” has a mean migraine withdrawal.  It turns out that lithium is really disgusting.  It also turns out that my Pre-Kindergarten teacher is seeing the same doctor about her trouble with her daughter.  Uh oh.  Looks like the old lady has some anger issues.


Anger issues may be something of an understatement.  By this time I was eight years old.  I had been contemplating suicide for much of the past year.  If I had tried it, it wouldn’t have worked.  I always planned to do it with a steak knife.  With a dull tip.  In retrospect, it wouldn’t have worked very well.  I was talking about anger issues.  Not mine.  The old woman’s.  Maybe she wasn’t that old.  I can’t be sure.  I was eight.  But boy was she angry.  I remember, I had just beaten up Kenneth Bivens.  Again.  We didn’t get along too well.  My old Pre-Kindergarten teacher saw it, and wanted me to go to the principal’s office.  Instead, I got her to chase me around the school a few times.  Then I kicked back against a wall and let her catch me.  Then I just stood in place and refused to go to the office.  She didn’t like that.

I realized what had happened almost immediately when she grabbed my throat.  By throat I mean, not the collar of my shirt, but that thing that sits in front of your neck, above your collar and below your head.  You know, with the adams apple and the what-have-you.  This probably sounds made up.  A lot of my life is like that.  Surreal.  So she had me by the throat.  And I may have done a little swearing, may have called her some bad words.  This didn’t help my case very much.  What DID help my case was when I punched her in the nose.


According to legend, I broke her nose.  This is what Kenneth Bivens told me years later.  This girl Julie told me the same, this kid Shaun who hung out with Kenny told me the same, and I think ole Phil told me the same.  I’m pretty sure they’re all just falling for the same lie.  I didn’t break her nose.  I just bloodied it up nice and proper.  I guess the school pursued their only option.  They had a cop come in to scare me straight.  And let me tell you, this lady cop was not very convincing.  She told me that when I was 11 I’d get sent to juvi for the things I was doing then, at 8.  I laughed in her face.  I called her some of the same names I had called the teacher.  She didn’t like that.  I didn’t care.  I was invincible.


I found myself at another school shortly thereafter.  That’s not entirely true.  I found myself on home schooling for a couple of months.  Then I ended up at a different school.  In a different grade, even.  Skipped on up to 3rd.  Skipping 2nd was a good idea.  Changing schools was also a good idea.  But everybody seemed to be forgetting something.  I WAS STILL COMPLETELY INSANE.  Well, my new school provided some interesting new problems.  For example, EVERYBODY THERE CHEATED AT TETHERBALL!  No, really, EVERYBODY.  “Ropeys” were acceptable conduct.  Did these people not realize that the point of tetherball was to hit the ball with your fist??  Heathens!  Philistines!  Sun-worshippers!  It gets worse!  They taught deaf children there.  Deaf children and hearing children did not get along.  Especially if the hearing child was me.  I was fighting those deaf kids all over the place.  Not to mention my classmates.  I don’t know how I managed to graduate grammar school and move on to middle school.  It was an immense sequence of miracles.  My mom would always tell me how she was going to bat for me.  Talking with the school and so forth.  Gee, mom, is that why you never had any time to pay attention to your kids?  Wait, no, you didn’t pay attention to us even before I was a troublemaker in school.  Never mind.  Maybe she did put forth a lot of effort, keeping me in school.  Who knows.  I wouldn’t have believed it at the time, and I only partially believe it now.

However I managed to make it through 3rd, 4th, and 5th grade, it all fell apart during 6th grade.  It turned out that my grammar school friendships were not meant to be lasting ones.  I turned into something of a loner.  This only landed me in more fights.  Then in 7th grade I made a couple buddies, but it was too late.  The final straw fell and landed square on the camel’s back when I… what did I do?  I had so many incidents.  I think it was the time I almost “fought” my Social Studies teacher.  We took it outside.  It was his idea.  But he wasn’t stupid enough to throw the first punch.  He wanted me to, so he’d have an excuse to mess me up.  But, crazy as I was, I wasn’t an idiot.  I knew exactly what he was thinking.  Well, I saved myself a little pain, but I still ended up kicked out of school.  That brings me to Almaden.


I met up with some enemies at Almaden Community School.  But it turns out that we shared some qualities in common – those qualities which had gotten us kicked out of middle school.  So we became buddies.  I formed a lasting (in an off and on sort of way) relationship with one of my classmates there.  He introduced me to liquor.  He introduced me to pot.  He introduced me to cigarettes AFTER I was already a pothead.  Ahh, to be young again.  My teacher didn’t like me very much.  We fought a lot.  One day, “lunchtime” was just beginning and I was apparently being too loud.  Too loud for social time.  So he restrained me physically.  By the arms, because that obviously directly affects my volume.  My response was something along the lines of, “Let me go, you stupid fucking son of a bitch.”  Although he certainly didn’t appreciate it, he didn’t react the way I’d hoped.  So I wrestled an arm free and punched him.  It was then that I realized the grim truth.  He was a lot bigger than I was.

He pulled me outside, introduced me to the wall and the floor, did some respectable damage to my body.  He left lasting bruises and scrapes on me.  My classmates had a fair idea of what was happening.  The teacher’s aide identified him as a liar when I filed my complaint.  Here I was taught, not for the first time by any stretch of the imagination, that when a teacher’s word is pitted against a student’s, THE TEACHER WINS.  I think things have changed now, actually.  People like to sue other people.  They like to accuse each other of sexual harassment if they can see bra traps.  They like to scream abuse if someone gets tapped on the shoulder too hard.  But back then, I guess it wasn’t as bad.  Nothing happened to the old man.  But naturally, something happened to me.  It was off to Beacon with me.


Should they put me in the retard section?  Should they put me in the gangster section?  Decisions, decisions.  I didn’t seem to hear voices.  But I also didn’t walk around talking about Norte and 187 and XIV and stupid crap like that.  An interesting dilemma.  The result is that I was bounced between the two sections.  Diane and Ralph, two teachers, I knew them both well.  Diane was supportive.  Maybe she thought I was autistic.  Ralph was tough.  We got physical a few times, but at Beacon, they didn’t care.  You weren’t there to follow the rules.  You were there for the sake of the system.  To pretend you weren’t beyond redemption, to create the illusion of an educational system.  You were there so you wouldn’t be on the streets.  I was there because there was noplace else to put me.  It became my prison.  My asylum.


I don’t know what inspired me to be so cruel.  I guess I reasoned with myself, told myself that they deserved it.  Pretending to be one of the voices in Bobby Sue’s head.  Pushing around Moses because he’d caught a bullet in each knee and one in the head and couldn’t fight back.  Constantly uttering the buzz words I knew would set Paul off.  Maybe that’s the real reason I didn’t last with the mentally disabled.  I was torturing them.  I was downright evil to them.  Maybe they stuck me with the gangsters as punishment.  Or maybe they wanted me to learn a lesson.  If that’s what they were trying to do, they did a better job than they could possibly have imagined.


I got into fights all the time.  We all did.  I was tough, though.  I’d been in well over 100 fights already.  I was used to the lifestyle.  I knew what I was doing.  I was a big bad 14 year old.  Nobody could faze me.


Somebody did.


John was a pushover.  He didn’t even put up a fight.  Some Norteño.  His 17 year old buddy Tito had a better idea what he was doing.  RJ had a notion, too.  I don’t even remember the others.  They weren’t important.  It only took one man.  Tito.  I wonder what his last name was.  Maybe Jackson.  Tito had obviously been in a few fights.  And he obviously wasn’t the type to ease up at first blood.  I don’t know how I survived.  I do know I lost a fair amount of blood.  I also know that the fight was never broken up.  The teachers only watched.  I think he just got tired of beating on me.  Or maybe he realized what he was about to do.  I’m pretty sure it was he who made the decision to end the fight.  I use the word “fight” here because it sounds better than “beating.”  I realized that I had more at stake with my lifestyle than I had ever known.  I had already been kicked out of my mom’s house, but this was the event that really showed me what I had to lose if I continued down the path I was on.  So what happened?  Where is the missing link?  How did I turn it all around?  The answer is simple.  I have no idea.

I stopped taking my immiprimine.  It hurt.  A lot.  God, did it hurt.  Good thing it “isn’t addictive,” or else I could have had something to blame the pain on.  Also a good thing that I had no family to indicate at any point that they cared whether or not I was in pain.  Living with some whore my dad cheated on my mom with.  Living with a man I despised.  Things got worse and worse until I found myself living in a group home.  I realized then how great I had it at home.  I dedicated myself to getting better.  To starting to sane up.  To getting into a real school.  To finding a home.  I did all those things.  Because I was determined.  And when I’m determined, nothing can stop me.

What really happened to me that day?  I’ve gone over it in my head so many times.  I don’t clearly remember what happened between me and Tito.  I think I lost a shoe.  I remember seeing stars.  I remember blood.  I remember Tito’s buddies laughing.  I remember trying to act hard and play it off even as I stumbled to the bathroom where I almost passed out.  And I remember that I started thinking.  I remember thinking about life, how precious it is, and how easily lost.  But I don’t know if that was enough to turn it around.


I think I finally realized that day that I was missing something.  Something important.  Something that comes to so many people naturally, but was eternally beyond my reach.  I just didn’t get it.  I couldn’t comprehend how everybody else was able to just be normal.  I wasn’t.  I couldn’t function around people.  I couldn’t function at all.  I was a mess.  And I always had been.  And furthermore…  I’d run out of people to blame it on.


The change did not come overnight.  But it did come rapidly.  I began pulling my life together.  I learned a hard lesson, one which has never sat well with me.  I learned to be dishonest.  Because people love liars.  I had to condition myself to pretend in order to fit in.  I had to condition myself to lie to my parents to keep them from becoming angry towards me.  I had to condition myself to deceive and manipulate others to get my way.  And I was good at it.  I was very extremely good at it.  Because I paid attention to my psychiatrists.  And they had a lot to teach, although they didn’t know they were teaching it.


Although I could easily manipulate those close to me, I couldn’t manipulate people I didn’t know.  That was my weakness.  And it sprang from fear.  A fear that I wouldn’t be able to pull it off, that there could be consequences, that I had no “in” with them because we had nothing in common, because I wasn’t good looking (I thought), because of any other number of reasons.  But this too passed gradually.

I graduated high school.  I broke up with my girlfriend a few months later.  I started partying.  I started talking to a lot of girls.  I started impressing my friends with my prizes.  I started getting cocky.  I started getting preachy.  I started showing off.  I started becoming a real jerk.


What is it that happened to me then?  I suddenly realized that I had looks, money, and knowledge about people which few others possessed.  I figured out one of the most fundamental and important rules about men and women.  About what ties us together, makes us all one race, one people, the same even in our differences.  Emotion.  And what is emotion?  I’m not about to define it.  But I know one thing about it.  It’s very easy to manufacture.  I think I wanted to share this with the people I knew, because I wanted them to think me a genius.  Or a god among men.  Or maybe I really just wanted to be better than them.  I just don’t know anymore.  But my ego got a little too big.  They turned on me, tore me down, and I spiraled downwards again.


I had already bottomed out at a young age.  I’d had my nervous breakdowns already.  This was nothing in comparison to what I went through in my youth.  I recovered.  And I thought about what I’d done wrong.  And I felt stupid.  Not just stupid.  I also felt wrong.  I realized I’d done a disservice to those close to me.  And I’ll never make up for it, because they are now my enemies and the events that have transpired since then are such that we will never salvage what we used to have.  It’s depressing, but it’s a part of life and a lesson learned.  I started being a little more real with people after that.  I stopped wanting to date girls just because they were good looking and easily manipulated.  I started wanting to date girls who were good looking YET emotionally balanced, with something of an intellect to boot.  I changed.  For the better.  I’m better towards my friends now.  I’m better towards people in general now.  I’m still kind of a jerk sometimes.  Or a lot of the time.  But now, I catch myself, and work on the things I know I’m doing wrong.  And choose not to change certain qualities, because I enjoy them.  I think everybody needs a little bit of know-it-all jerk in them.

So who have I really become?  Have I changed so much?  Is my life so different?  Yes.  I’ve changed greatly, and my life no longer resembles my old one.  I’m confronted daily by issues present-at-hand, or by ghosts of the past.  I take them in, I let their lessons reveal themselves to me, but I no longer dwell on them longer than I feel I need to.  I can bring myself to tears tonight and have forgotten about it tomorrow.  I don’t have affirmations.  I don’t feel that I rely on them.  Instead, I rely on the skills I’ve used to get to where I am today, and continue to use and refine them.  My self-esteem is not sky-high, and I am not the most confident person in the world.  But I am definitely a confident person with healthy self-esteem, who understands his value as a person and who isn’t afraid to praise himself for a job well-done.  I may sometimes dwell on a certain issue for a day, being down because a girl said no, or because I feel like I can’t find a decent job and I’m just being beaten down.  But I move past it, because there’s too much going on out there, too much to live for.  Too much I spent the first 16 years of my life missing out on.  The things that make this world so beautiful.  The things that make life so sacred.  The things that make you realize that everybody around you is human, that their emotions are the same as yours, that you have a connection with everybody around you and everybody you’ll ever meet because on some plane you really are the same.

My life has been full of failures.  Negative events.  Not “neutral events.”  Not “hard lessons.”  Things that I have failed at that I will never have another chance at.  Things that would have contributed so much to my life.  No philosopher, no psychiatrist is going to tell me otherwise if they want me to take them seriously.  I see these failures, these mistakes, multiplied times a thousand to the point that they can no longer be referred to as “accidents.”  I see the life I’ve wasted.  And I weep for my past.  And I promise myself that I will no longer live that type of life.  If there’s one negative thing that can be said about the way I live my life now, I think it would be that my motivations aren’t the right ones.  But I live my life the only way I know how.  Someday I’ll know how to do it better.  But for now, I’m very much content with the progress that I have made, especially because I’m completely positive that things are only going to get better, come heaven or hell.  They will, because I’ll make them.  Because that’s who I am.  The strongest person I know.  The only person I know I can always count on in a pinch.  Somebody capable.  Somebody insightful.  Somebody who not only sees lessons in both failure and success, but who chooses to let those lessons a*ffect him.  Bitter?  Perhaps.  But mighty?  Oh yes.  Am I really a legend or am I just indulging my vanity?  Ask the people who are still talking about the things I did between second and seventh grade.  As with all men, I seek to leave my indelible mark upon the world.  I’ve impacted the world already to a degree that some never will.  But I’m just getting started.  I am Michael Gervasi.  And my name will be known throughout history.
Afterthought

A Glimpse Into the Future


Who do I want to become?  What do we all want for our future selves?  Happiness?  A home?  A family?  Enough money to get buy?  Maybe enough money for the whole world to get by, but we keep it to ourselves?  Sure, I desire these things.  I think I’ll take them, too.  But who will I really be?  Sensitive.  Loving.  Empathic.  Trusted.  I’ll have continued down the path I’m on.  As always, I’ll hit every snag on the road.  But I’ll keep on trucking, and keep growing stronger as I survive that which life has to throw at me.  My only hope for the future, is to be able to let go of the past.  But that’s something I’ll only be able to do when I’m ready, and when that happens is up to me to decide.  Not anybody else.

I used to blame everybody else for my actions except for myself.  I’ve gotten a lot better about that.  Maybe I’ll keep getting better.  Maybe I’ll find myself in a meaningful relationship.  Maybe I’ll start a family.  Maybe I’ll finally be truly happy and at peace.  I don’t look to the future as a challenge.  I try not to look at specific qualities that have to change one way or another.  Instead, I look at who I want to be, and I try to let myself become that person.  It’s worked so far, and I believe it will continue to.  And if it doesn’t, I’ll come up with something better.  Of this I’m positive.  Why?  Because I won’t have been the first.  And if someone else can do it, I can probably do it better.  That’s why.  I may be King of the World now, but the title I strive for is “God Among Men.”  And it’s only a matter of time.  Thank you for taking the time to peer into my life.  I’ve left a lot out.  I’ve forgotten a lot, and other parts are either too unbelievable or too complicated to explain.  Some issues may seem extremely relevant, but I didn’t consider them important enough to throw into this outline.  If you have anything to add, you’re probably not my Personal Growth teacher and you’re reading this because you stole it from my backpack.  You should be ashamed.  I can’t believe you.  I’m going to bed.
