Things I Wrote in the Hospital
Foreword: 

I was in the hospital for ~4 months because of severe depression and attempted suicide. I wrote a lot of stuff during my time there, some of it decent, some of it bad. I’m presenting it to you for no particular reason, but if you find meaning or learn anything from any of this, that’s cool too.

Some of this stuff is assignments for what we called ‘writer’s circle’ which we did weekly with a university professor, some of it is what I kept in a journal that I was supposed to write in every school day, and some of this is just random stuff I wrote in my room. Enjoy.

[Note: things in square brackets are not part of the original writing and were added for clarification or as notes.]

“Has My Heart Gone To Sleep”

[This assignment was to write a poem or a piece of prose based on Antonio Machado’s poem, ‘Has My Heart Gone To Sleep’:

Has my heart gone to sleep?
Have the beehives of my dreams

stopped working, the waterwheel
of the mind run dry,
scoops turning empty,

only shadow inside?

No, my heart is not asleep.

It is awake, wide awake.

Not asleep, not dreaming-

its eyes are opened wide

watching distant signals, listening

on the rim of vast silence.

Translated by Alan S. Trueblood]

[My take:]

Has my heart gone to sleep? Has the blood it pumps through these overworked veins lost its meaning? Do the motes of oxygen carried by the individual cells in this endless circulation truly power muscles with any purpose or fate? Does this body or mind have any destiny beyond its predictable fat to live, and in eventuality die?


No, my heart is not asleep – or so can be presumed by my ability to write. But often it wishes it were. The desire for an eternal rest is not uncommon for this heart, mind, body and soul. But for now this heart goes on – awake and all too aware of the tribulations and misery of the life it supports. It can only hope that in time, it will find a reason to cling to the woken state it holds.

“Break In”

[We were asked to write a poem based on Virginia Hamilton Adair’s poem ‘Break In’:

Hearing the footsteps of thieves

in the dark downstairs:

what are you looking for?

it has already been stolen

over and over

I listen to my breath stumbling

in the dark rooms of my lungs:

What does it hope to find?

take it and welcome

while I sleep]

[My take:]

You’re breaking in.
You’re an idiot.

I haven’t got a thing worth stealing.

Besides

I’ve set up defenses

Have fun scaling that hundred foot wall.

Untitled

[The assignment was to write a villanelle. If you’re unfamiliar with the style of poem, it’s a weirdly complex rhyme scheme that’s difficult to write (or was for me). Look it up if you want to know more.]

Trapped in this cage

There’s no way out

Filled with this rage

Solace in age

Thirst, as in drought

Trapped in this cage

Sleep; or a grave

All thoughts about

Filled with this rage

Lost my own name

Hope now is doubt

Trapped in this cage

Hatred to blame

No smiles, no pout

Filled with this rage

I, whom I hate

I just want out.

Trapped in this cage

Filled with this rage

Untitled

[I forget what this one was for.]


It had been years since John had set his eyes upon anything naturally lit – sunlight had become his enemy. For years, he had laid silently resting, waiting. His parents had tried to help – encouraged him to see a doctor, get medication, obtain treatment… but no doctor, no medication, no treatment, no therapy would lift the weights that held him down, that had taken hold and maintained the tightest grips on his body and mind.


Where once John had engaged in friendship and loyalty, he felt only misery in being alone – no friend could feel what he felt. Where once he felt hatred for others and the world, he despised only his own body, his own mind. Even those who had once cared for him and loved him the most – his family, his parents – seemed to care less and less by the day, by the hour, by the minute.

But this was all to change. Misery was to be silenced. Hatred that had grown over this eternity was now to be put to use. With his body would die pain, would die desperation and would forever die this cursed mind.


When the opportunity presented itself, when all who would oppose his actions had taken leave on his safety, John, for the first time, rose from his prison. He dressed himself in clothes far too tight for lack of use for far too long and he left what had been his home for so long barefoot. No shoes he owned would now fit his grotesquely overgrown and disfigured feet.


The light was blinding – his eyes had not been exposed to the world in so long. His flesh burned to the heat of a world that had long ago forgotten him, and as he walked, his softened feet cut against the roughness of a trail they had not met before. John welcomed the pain as one final punishment to his body before it met its end.


Still trapped within the confines of a tortured mind, John saw no scenery, heard no people, felt not the breeze that blew across him. His surroundings were meaningless, as always they had been. Nothing retained meaning in the face of death. His legs and feet moved only out of desire to cease movement forever.


Cut, bleeding, sore and at the verge of tears, John approached his destination – the bridge. As he crossed towards the center of the immense structure, John felt his stomach begin to twist. An unexpected sense of fear began to sweep over him.


He turned towards the harbour. Tall steel poles of restriction rose above the edge of the bridge, preventing him from jumping. Tears of frustration formed and left shimmering trails of anger down his face. After all these years, after all this pain, he was to be denied his final escape, his final glimpse of hope.


John turned towards the bridge. For whatever reason, similar structures did not exist blockading his path onto the bridge itself. Another knot formed in John’s stomach. He thought for a moment, and a moment passed.


Nothing mattered.


John climbed over the rail separating the walking path from the road. He took one final breath, closed his eyes and hurled himself into the path of an oncoming truck.

“A Dream”
[We were shown a poem and told to write about something we had seen, heard, or otherwise experienced that nobody else had experienced. My first thought was to write about a dream I had.]


The room was dark. An unseen source of haunting light projected across its only two occupants – a standing woman with dark hair to her shoulders and a dead man, held up by some unseen device. Both were lit only to their shoulders, equal in height an still, surrounded by a grand nothingness.


From the darkness, the woman drew a needle – empty, but not withdrawn for the use of injection regardless. Her soft hands brought the needle up to his throat. With one swift motion, she punctured his Adam’s Apple. Slowly, the needle was pulled back from the bloodless wound, and it dropped soundlessly to the presumed floor.


Again from the blackness around, the woman – nameless, with no identity – summoned a small, but carefully sharpened pen knife. Again her hand rose, gripping the knife, to the man’s throat. With steady precision, she inserted the tip of the blade into the minute hole created by the needle. Silently and with deliverance, she expanded the wound upwards and downwards, forming a still bloodless vertical incision, a clean line down the length of the man’s throat.


Dropping the penknife, the woman took hold of each flap of skin, peeling back the weak flesh, exposing the bloody mess existing beneath. A smile crept upon her face, her pretty features hidden by a mask of cruelty.

In two quick, thrusting motions the woman drove her right hand into the man’s throat and tore from within a fistful of bleeding, crimson flesh.


Satisfied with her now completed deed, the woman walked away into the darkness gripping her ball of gore, still bearing her cruel, yet beautiful smile.

“A Dialogue with my 4 Year Old Self”

[We were asked to write about what we would say to our 4 year old self if we had the chance, and how the conversation would go. This is what I came up with.]


A tall, bearded teenager approached a small, lonesome four year old child swinging quietly on a homemade swing set. As the unfamiliar adolescent drew closer, the child slowed his swinging and began to feel fear creep across him. When the two were close enough, the imposing teen spoke.


“Don’t be scared. I’m here to help. Here, take this.”


The teen presented a folded piece of paper and handed it to the now motionless and still silent child.


“You won’t understand or remember it now. But keep it safe. Don’t lose it. Read it again and again until you’re old enough to understand it.”


With those words, the older boy parted, leaving the still silent and afraid child to his own devices. As the sense of fear subsided, the child unfolded the piece of paper out of curiosity and confusion. He read:


“Graeme:


When a problem becomes a problem, DEAL WITH IT.

Trust the people who care about you.


Don’t hide your biggest issues.


Live your life and do what you need to do to be happy. Good luck.


…also on 9/11 2001 terrorists will crash planes into the WTC. Just sayin’.”

“My Journey”

[The assignment was to write about something in our life – a part of ‘our journey’ that helped make us the people we are.]


A girl I know – not well, but well enough to at least partially understand her situation – nearly died. While I waited to find out if she would be alright, feeling of anxiety and helplessness ruled me. I was worried. Scared. She did not deserve to die.


The feelings reminded me of another experience. A Person I had met over the internet, a person I had never met in person told me he had cancer. The feelings were almost the same. Anxious. Helpless. Worried.


I wanted them to be alright. These two people, people I barely knew, in these moments meant more than the world. I cared for their lives. I wished that they would survive. I can only imagine the feelings I would have had if either of them had not been saved.


I thought. I considered. I realized that if people whom I barely knew could evoke such powerful emotion, the people who are close to them – their family, their friends – must have felt things that I cannot even comprehend.


When I attempted suicide myself, the people closest to me must have felt this. This incomprehensible feeling. It was a selfish action. I was hurting the people who I cared for the most. I would not wish these feelings upon anyone; especially those whom I cared for.


In this way I’ve realized, my journey has to continue. Through pain, through sorrow, through whatever comes my way. Even if the pain I feel seems unbearable, it is worth holding the most immense weights upon my struggling shoulders to help the ones I love.

“Things I Don’t Understand”

[We were asked to write something that began with “Don’t be deceived by…” and I ran with it in a completely different direction than was expected. Whatever.]

Disclaimer: I have no idea what I’m talking about. Take nothing in this piece of writing as fact or even remotely accurate. These are merely thoughts that I wanted to write down.

Don’t be deceived by my telling you not to be deceived by whatever this is. I am not here to discuss tautology, nor am I here to discuss deception. My goal in writing this is to for the first time put on paper the places my wandering mind visits and revisits.


Let’s begin with perception. Before you continue reading and assuming you have near you a computer with connection to the internet, do yourself a favour and visit xkcd.com/32/ so you can get yourself on the same train of thought that I plan on discussing.

Look around you. See everything around you. Smell the aroma of the room you currently occupy. Listen to whatever you are hearing – the music you are listening to, the voices of the people around you, or whatever sounds or silence you currently surround yourself with. Taste what you are tasting – whether it be nourishment, snacks or that familiar taste of human saliva. Feel what’s around you. The floor beneath your feet. The chair you’re sitting in. The air, and whatever other non-descript gases are around you. The clothes you are wearing, even. Feel it all. Bask in your senses.

Now ask the question: were someone else here, in my place, feeling and sensing all of this, would their experience be the same? The easy answer is no: everyone experiences things differently. Everyone has different tastes, enjoys different feelings, is inclined to listen to different music, and so on. But how different are these experiences?

Could someone else’s interpretation of their surroundings be different from your own? When someone looks at the sky, is their blue colour represented in the same way as the way your own mind represents it? Do we taste things the same? Hear? Feel? Smell?

It can probably be proved neurologically that everyone’s brain (note: I will hereon in be using ‘brain’ and ‘mind’ synonymously) operates the same way, that the electrical impulses travel in the same manner, and that our minds interpret things in the same way. But how can it be proved that everyone’s consciousness represents these impulses in an identical manner?

This leads to my next question: what is consciousness? Many psychologists, neuroscientists and philosophers have struggled in attempts to define consciousness, but as of yet there is no true definition of the word. It is the most important part in human existence, yet is so impossible to comprehend in physical terms.

And how are we to know that the people around us are conscious? It may seem safe to assume that all humans are aware – after all, how would other living beings be able to discuss consciousness without experiencing it – but what about other living things? Or comatose people? Perhaps even the dead? Because consciousness is so hard to define, it is impossible to really prove (as of now) whether it exists in anything but ourselves. And if we are all conscious, the next question is how?

From a religious perspective, our ability to be aware can be blamed on the existence of a ‘soul’, or any religious equivalent. But in a physical sense, all we have to blame are the electrical impulses in our brains. And if these impulses are truly responsible for our consciousness, should it not be possible to replicate? Currently, artificial intelligence is at a level where mechanical objects can respond to external stimuli and make decisions based on gathered data. But I would argue that consciousness is far beyond simply responding to one’s surroundings. The ability to think, reason and imagine is more than a response. But in theory, if the brain can be fully understood, it should be possible to replicate – and perhaps even consciousness itself can be constructed, and if not, it should be provable that consciousness is more than a function of the mind.

Consciousness seems to be both a representation of the mind’s gathered ‘data’, as well as the ability to process these things and even create new thoughts – seemingly from nothing. This begs the question as to whether conscious thoughts and everything related actually exist in the traditional sense. When you have a though, imagine a scene or sing a song in your head, do these things have a physical manifestation? Could we ‘read’ someone’s minds and detect, measure or even see and hear a person’s thoughts? Neurological science is heading in amazing directions – monkeys with brain implants are moving mechanical arms with their minds. We’re getting closer and closer to fully understanding how the brain operates, and perhaps someday we’ll understand even consciousness.

But what happens to consciousness upon the death of the observer? Many religions believe in afterlives, but none offer any sort of proof or evidence. What I’ve always chosen to believe is that upon death there is simply nothing – just as you were before you were born. Remember the last time you slept dreamlessly – this is what I imagine death to be. But there are other theories, as well.

One such theory is the theory of quantum immortality. This theory assumes (among other things) that the many-worlds interpretation of quantum mechanics is correct – that is, essentially that for every possible outcome of a particle at any given moment, a parallel universe is created. For example, if there is a 50/50 chance of a particle moving either forwards or backwards, a parallel universe would be created for each outcome. Quantum immortality states that the conscious mind will stay within a universe in which it never ceases to exist. This makes a lot of assumptions, however, one of which I have a massive problem comprehending.

Assuming that the many-worlds interpretation is correct, one has to ask how one’s consciousness knows to remain in which universe. On top of this, one has to ask whether a new consciousness is created for every parallel universe – the concept of quantum immortality seems to imply that this would not be true, as clearly, people die. If they had a conscious mind, it would cease to exist (with the assumption that consciousness ceases to exist without a living host). While it would be nice to be immortal, I don’t believe this is truly possible.

Another question to ask about the many-worlds interpretation is as to when the parallel universe is created – when an event happens or when it is observed? The Schrodinger’s Cat thought experiment explores this question nicely, though it is still difficult for the human mind to comprehend such ridiculously complex concepts.

On the topic of things I don’t understand at all, let’s discuss relativity. I’ve often seen the question posed as to what would happen if a car moving at the speed of light turned on its headlights. Basic relativity states that an observer in the car would see the light travelling forward at the speed of light relative to his own speed (light will always be measured moving at the same speed, regardless of how fast or slow an observer is moving). This is generally the answer given by people who know a little about relativity, and it’s generally argued against by people who don’t understand the concept at all. However, I propose a different answer to this thought experiment.

General relativity also states that time dilates based on speed (as well as gravity, but that’s irrelevant for this). The closer you are to c (the speed of light), the slower time will move for the observer. In theory, an observer moving at the speed of light (theoretically impossible anyway) would be moving infinitely slowly forward through time, meaning the universe around the observer would be moving infinitely fast relative to him or her. As such, the entire universe would seem to collapse (based on the ‘big crunch’ theory) instantaneously around the observer. As to what would happen to the observer – I have absolutely no idea. Perhaps the singularity generated by the big crunch would be gravitationally powerful enough to draw him in – sort of.

The idea behind gravitational time dilation is that time slows for an observer the closer they are to a massive object. So if the theoretical observer were to approach the singularity, time would become slower and slower as they approached the singularity containing almost the entire universe. And as the observer entered the singularity, time would stop for the observer again (assuming the observer is still conscious to witness it). However, I would like to reiterate that I really have absolutely no idea what I’m talking about. These are merely thoughts that repeat in my own consciousness.

Another thing my mind tends to dwell on is existence itself. Why and how does anything exist? Surely there must be a purpose of some sort if we’re even here. And how did everything get where it is? Has it always existed? Was there a point when there was nothing, or does time stretch infinitely backwards? Some might claim that a God created the universe. But why? Personally, I do not believe a God exists. But I still have no explanation for the existence of anything and everything.

Thoughts like these are things that bother me. I would prefer to not have to worry about quantum physics, existence, perception, consciousness or whatever else. I’d prefer to simply live my life. I only wish I could push aside the thoughts that shouldn’t really matter. I doubt I will ever understand any of this, so thinking about it is truly a waste of time – a waste of life and the resources required to sustain it. But I also doubt I will never be able to stop wondering, as many do and have done…

[So, I decided not to include any of my journal entries because they weren’t as interesting as I had remembered. So here are a few things I wrote in my own time. Enjoy.]

“Limerick”

There once was a boy, Leroy

Whose life was not filled with joy

He cut his wrists

But with his knife, he missed

And now he is no longer a boy

[Don’t remember why I wrote this. It’s kind of amusing, though, so it’s cool.

Untitled


On days like this, I feel like I could leave this place and spend the rest of my life feeling this way. I would compare myself to a bird, born at the top of the tallest tree. As a baby, the bird fell from its nest and for years as the bird grew it fell and fell, for miles and miles, taking solace only in the fact that it would one day meet the ground. But as this bird grew, it sprouted feathers, grew wings, and one day, as it drew closer and closer to the ground, it suddenly came to the realization that it could fly. It could spread its wings and for the first time truly live its life. It need not fall; it need not wait for what had been an inevitable meeting with the surface of the Earth. This bird had everything it needed, and it could take off into a new life. This is how I feel on days like this.

[This was originally written for my therapist; the first sentence is something I said to her out loud and she asked me to write about it. I liked what I ended up with.]

[What follows is something I wrote while I was pissed off. It’s sort of hard to type this up in the same manner. Imagine it is hastily scrawled across a torn up piece of paper, and barely readable.]

My ECT is at fucking 8:00 in the fucking morning tomorrow. This is fucking retarded. Why they would schedule this at such a stupid time is fucking beyond me. I don’t know why I’m so incredibly pissed the fuck off, but I am. I want nothing to do with this shit. I’m fucking writing it down because there’s no way I’d remember it otherwise.

Jesus

fucking

Christ

This shit is retarded.

FUCK!

[That fuck actually took up like, half the page.]

These fuckers even had the fucking gall to take my fucking chair. WHAT THE FUCK

[What follows is what I wrote on the back of that piece of paper the next day.]

So as it turns out, ECT is scheduled for 8:10, not 8:00. Why or how they could possibly have it fucking WRONG is beyond my comprehension. What’s more, the doctors at the hospital in Dartmouth are slow getting in so I end up waiting fucking half a fucking hour to even get in for my fucking treatment. Fuck. I’m so retardedly pissed off that I’m not attending CBT. The doctors here can go fucking fuck themselves. I’m fed up with this stupid fucking shit. Maybe I should seriously just kill myself just to make these fuckers feel like they’ve failed. FUCK. And if only to personally annoy the fuck out of me, Jennifer is being so ridiculously loud, obnoxious and generally fucking annoying that I cannot block her out with earplugs. As if things weren’t fucking bad enough already. I really don’t know why the fuck this is all getting to me right now, but it is. I am pissed off and fucking ready to goddamn hurt someone. This shit is fucking retarded.

[I don’t remember writing either of these, or if anything came as a result of my being so pissed. ECT does a number on your memory. Anyway, that’s all I’ve got so, hope you enjoyed. Peace.]

