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Introduction

Humanity…	
  All	
  of my suffering on this world has been at the hands of	
  humanity,	
  particularly women.
It has made me realize just how brutal and twisted humanity is as a species. All I ever wanted was	
  to fit
in and live a happy life amongst humanity,	
  but I was cast out and rejected, forced to endure an existence
of	
  loneliness and insignificance, all because the females	
  of the human species were incapable of	
  seeing	
  
the value in me.

This is the story of	
  how I,	
  Elliot Rodger, came to be. This is the story of my entire life.	
  It is a dark story	
  
of	
  sadness, anger, and hatred. It is a story of war against cruel injustice. In this magnificent story, will	
  
disclose every single detail about my life, every single significant experience	
  that have pulled from my	
  
superior memory, as well	
  as	
  how those experiences have shaped my views of	
  the world. This tragedy did	
  
not have to happen. I didn’t want things	
  to turn out this	
  way,	
  but humanity forced	
  my hand,	
  and this
story will explain why. My life didn’t start out dark and twisted. started out as a happy and blissful
child,	
  living my life to the fullest in a world thought was good	
  and pure…

Part One
Blissful Beginning

Age 0-­‐5

On the morning of July 24th, 1991, in a London hospital, was	
  born.	
  I breathed in the first breath of	
  life
as I entered this world, weighing only 5.4 pounds. My parents must have been filled with happiness and	
  
pride that	
  day.	
  They had just witnessed the birth of	
  their first child,	
  and they named me Elliot Oliver
Robertson Rodger.

I was born to young parents. My father, Peter Rodger, was only 26 when he impregnated my mother,
Chin,	
  who was 30. Peter is of	
  British descent, hailing from the prestigious	
  Rodger family; family that	
  
was once part of	
  the wealthy upper classes before they lost all of their fortune during the Great	
  
Depression. My father’s father,	
  George Rodger,	
  was	
  a renowned photojournalist who had taken very	
  
famous photographs during the Second	
  World War, though	
  he failed to reacquire the family’s lost
fortune. My mother is of	
  Chinese descent. She was born in Malaysia, and moved to England at a young	
  
age to work as nurse on several film sets, where she became friends with very important individuals in
the film industry, including George Lucas	
  and Steven Spielberg.	
  She even dated George Lucas for a short	
  
time.

My mother and father had been married for	
  a couple of years before my mother became pregnant
with me. In fact, her pregnancy was	
  an accident. She had been taking pills to prevent pregnancy,	
  but	
  
when she visited my father on one of	
  his	
  film sets, she fell	
  ill and the medication she took for that illness
thwarted the effect of	
  the anti-­‐pregnancy pills, and so their lovemaking during this period resulted in my	
  
life.

Only a couple of months after my birth,	
  I went on my first vacation. My parents took me on a boat to	
  
France. was already a traveler! Of	
  course, I have no memories of this	
  trip. My mother	
  said that I cried a
lot.



At the time that	
  I was born, my mother and father were living in a house in London,	
  but shortly after	
  
my birth they decided to move to the countryside. We moved to a large house made of red brick in the
county of Sussex, with vast grass fields	
  surrounding it.	
  The house even had name: The Old Rectory.	
  
This was where spent	
  my early childhood, the first five years of my life, and it was	
  beautiful. The	
  
memories I have of this period are only memories of	
  happiness and bliss.

My father was a professional photographer at the time, just in the stage of	
  becoming a director. My
mother	
  gave up	
  her nursing career to stay at home and	
  look after me. My grandma on my mother’s side,	
  
who I would call Ah Mah, moved in with us to help out my mother. I would spend a lot of time with Ah
Mah during these years.

This was	
  a time of	
  discovery,	
  excitement, and fun.	
  I had just entered this	
  new world,	
  and I knew	
  
nothing of the pain it would bring me later on.	
  I enjoyed life with innocent bliss. I can remember playing	
  
in the fields and going on long walks with Ah Mah to pick berries. She would always warn me not to
touch the stinging nettles that sometimes grew in our fields, but my curiosity got the better of me,	
  and I
got stung a few times. There was a swing in the back of	
  our yard, which had many good times on.

3rdThe first birthday I remember was my birthday. My parents threw a party for me in our	
  field.	
  I had
helicopter	
  birthday cake. can remember one of my friend’s parents cutting off the first piece and

giving it to my friend.	
  I threw tantrum because was expecting to get the first piece… It was my	
  
birthday after all. My father	
  bought me a toy tractor that could ride around in, and would play with it	
  
all the time after that.

3rdSometime after my birthday, we all went on	
  a vacation to Malaysia, my mother’s home country.	
  I
have only flashes of memory of that vacation.	
  I enjoyed it very much. We visited few of my mother’s
relatives.

For	
  preschool, I was enrolled at Dorsett House, an upscale all-­‐boys private school in the countryside,
near where we lived. I was forced to wear a uniform, which hated because had to wear
uncomfortable socks up to my knees. I was very nervous	
  and cried on my first day there. I can
remember two friends	
  I made by name, George and David.	
  I would always	
  play in the sandpit with them.

I didn’t like school	
  at Dorsett House very much. found the rules to be too strict. My least favorite part
of	
  it was the football sessions. I never understood the game and I could never keep up with the other	
  
boys	
  in the field, so I always stood by the goal-­‐keeper and	
  pretended to be the “second	
  goal-­‐ keeper”. My
favorite part was playing in the woods after	
  lunch. There was particular climbing structure that I had a
lot of fun with.

My preschool	
  class once went on a field trip to the park, where had the misfortune of getting lost.	
  
As my class	
  was eating lunch, I ventured off	
  to another area of	
  the park, and when returned, my class	
  
had moved on.	
  I remember panicking and asking strangers for help. It was a terrifying experience for	
  
me.	
  I was eventually led to my class	
  by the strangers	
  I talked to.

I remember one funny incident when we were taking school pictures. They forced us to sit cross-­‐
legged, which hated doing, so I absolutely refused to sit that way for	
  the picture. The teachers	
  
eventually conceded, and the picture was taken with me being the only one sitting differently.

The holiday season was the best part of the year for	
  me. It must have been very cold in England,	
  but I
don’t remember the cold.	
  I just remember	
  how much fun	
  I had.	
  I was filled with joy when it started	
  
snowing outside – loved playing in the snow. My father helped me build a snowman once. We would
start with little snowballs, and roll	
  them around our	
  field until we formed the body,	
  and then we would
decorate it.

During Christmas, my parents always had parties and gatherings. My father’s best friend,	
  Christopher
Bess, who was also my godfather, came to our	
  house frequently. We would often go to my father’s
parent’s house in Smarden, Kent. I would call my grandmother on my father’s side “grandma	
  Jinx”.	
  My



memories of my grandfather, George Rodger, are faint; he had fallen very il at this period. My father’s	
  
brother, uncle Jonny,	
  had a son one year younger than me, who was named George,	
  after my	
  
grandfather. I always played	
  games with cousin George in grandma Jinx’s garden. The two of us got	
  
along well.

On New Year’s Eve our	
  neighbors once set up bonfire party in the field next to our	
  house. I was	
  
fascinated by how big the fire was. I had never seen anything like it, and it astounded my little mind. This
was also the first time I saw fireworks. My father	
  gave me one of	
  those sparklers	
  to play with, which I
was enraptured by.

There was one very special	
  place that my father would often take me to.	
  It was	
  at the top of range	
  
of	
  beautiful	
  rolling hills that termed the “London	
  Hills”,	
  because I thought that London was on the	
  
other side of	
  them. We would go there to fly kites. I can remember these experiences vividly.	
  The hills
were full	
  of tall straw-­‐like grass, and the weather was always windy – perfect for kite flying.

It was	
  a time of	
  utmost happiness and joy for me. My father taught me to fly kite by myself. The
wind was so strong that I feared it would lift up my frail little body and carry me into the clouds. Once I
got the hang of it,	
  it was	
  exhilarating.	
  We would fly our	
  kites together and run with the wind.	
  I will never
forget that place.

My favorite childhood film was The Land Before Time. I used to watch that movie all the time with Ah
Mah.	
  It was about a baby dinosaur	
  named Littlefoot who had just lost his mother and was journeying	
  
through	
  a dangerous	
  world to find	
  the “Great Valley”, land	
  of	
  prosperity and peace. I remember the
feeling of utter sadness felt during the scene when his	
  mother died,	
  and the triumphant and happy	
  
emotions	
  that swept over me when he finally discovered the Great Valley,	
  after going through all the
hardship	
  to get there.	
  I watched this movie so many times that just thinking about it brings	
  the emotions	
  
back. It was big part of my childhood.

Already world traveler,	
  I went on a trip to Spain with my parents	
  and my parent’s friends Patrick and
Lupe. It was the fourth country I’ve been to at such a young age. We stayed in an exquisite castle-­‐ like
house that believe was	
  owned by friend of ours.	
  The house had tower that was	
  extremely	
  curious	
  
about. At one point,	
  my parents	
  and their friends	
  ventured up to the top of	
  it, but they made me	
  stay
below because I was too young.	
  I was sorely disappointed.	
  As they were climbing the tower	
  I went	
  
outside to look at the cacti surrounding the house. These cacti also sparked my curiosity,	
  and foolishly	
  
decided to touch a cactus. I ended up getting cactus needles all over my hand,	
  and it took long time for	
  
my mother	
  to remove them.

Shortly after my trip to Spain,	
  we went on another trip to Greece. We stayed at a hotel near the	
  
beach. It was very hot there. The weather was new to me,	
  as I was used to the cold British climate.

The trip to Greece was significant because during this time, my father received the news of	
  the death	
  
of my grandfather	
  George	
  Rodger.	
  He died of	
  natural causes	
  on my	
  4th birthday, at the age of 87. It was
the first experience had of	
  the death of a close relative, and the first time saw my father cry. My 4
year old self could not imagine my father	
  ever crying, and so when I saw him cry that	
  day, knew how	
  
shaken he was. It was a very sad day for	
  all of	
  us. We immediately flew home.

4thI believe that	
  it was during the time after my birthday that my father	
  came to the decision to
eventually move to the United States. As he was	
  just becoming a director, he believed Los	
  Angeles	
  
would offer more opportunities. We took a short trip to California to gain an initial look at it. don’t
remember much of	
  this trip,	
  but do remember having a good time. At the age of	
  4,	
  I, Elliot Rodger, had
already been to six different countries. Who can claim that, eh? The United Kingdom,	
  France, Spain,	
  
Greece, Malaysia, and the United States.



It was	
  also during this time that my mother became pregnant again.	
  I was going to have a sibling.	
  My	
  
parents decided to have another	
  baby,	
  this pregnancy being planned, so that	
  I can have a sibling to grow	
  
up with.	
  We later	
  discovered it was going to be a girl.

5thBefore my birthday, my mother	
  went into labor to deliver the baby.	
  I can remember the night
vividly. was very ill that	
  night, bad omen. stayed at home with Ah Mah while my mother	
  and father	
  
were at the hospital, and we watched movies	
  together.	
  I was fraught with anticipation the whole time.
And then my parents came back late in the night, and with them they brought a little black-­‐haired baby	
  
wrapped in a bundle.	
   had baby sister, and they named her	
  Georgia.

5thI have no memories of	
  what happened on my birthday. Shortly after	
  it,	
  we were making plans	
  to	
  
permanently move to the United States. The news	
  excited me, but was sad at the prospect of	
  leaving	
  
my life in England behind. My father took a short trip to the U.S. by himself to scout out houses. I
remember talking on the phone to him while he was there. He told me he found very nice house for	
  us
to move to.	
  I asked him if it had a swimming pool, and he said it did.	
  This news made me very happy.

And then the time came.	
  We started packing everything up at the Old Rectory. On my last day at
Dorsett House school, my teacher was giving all of	
  us candies when my mother came to pick me up	
  
early. I said goodbye to all the friends	
  I had there. That was the last time I saw them.

My father was given the offer to buy the Old Rectory for about 400,000 Pounds	
  (we were only renting	
  
it at the time), but he declined, decision he would regret later on,	
  as it would have been a worthy
investment.

I cried as	
  we drove away from the Old Rectory.	
  All	
  the experiences had there; playing in the fields,
driving my toy tractor, tending to my garden, going on walks with Ah Mah,	
  swinging on the swing; all
those experiences were gone. I was about to start new life. We boarded the plane and took off	
  to	
  
America.

Part 2
Growing up in America
Age 5-­‐9

The plane ride was like a dimension between worlds. I was about to enter a whole new world.	
  A
whole new life.	
  But none of	
  that went through my little 5 year old head at the time. I slept for most of	
  
the journey there, and can remember looking out the window at the vast stretch of	
  clouds	
  below us. I
wondered what it would be like to go down there and run along them as if they were a landmass, not	
  
thinking about the fact that would fall right through!

When we arrived in America, I was very tired. We collected our	
  luggage and loaded them onto a new
SUV	
  that my father rented. The image of	
  us driving out of the airport is still fresh in my mind.	
  I often
think of	
  it as my first step into my new life in the U.S.

I was so sleepy when we reached our new house that	
  I didn’t even bother	
  to look around	
  yet.	
  The
house was partly furnished,	
  and we already had a sofa and a television.	
  The first thing we did was watch
a movie. The movie was Independence Day,	
  and I fell asleep at some parts, but managed to watch most
of	
  the movie.

In the morning	
  I was full	
  of energy. I eagerly clamored up the stairs to search for my new room.	
  I
looked at all the rooms	
  before singling out the one that wanted as mine. When told my mother about	
  
my decision,	
  she told me that the room picked was meant to be my sister Georgia’s room.	
  I got bit	
  
upset,	
  but eventually settled for	
  the room next to it.

The house was quite big,	
  with white walls and a beautiful	
  backyard that led to a gated swimming pool	
  
area. It was located in an upscale part of Woodland Hills.	
  The town of Woodland Hills has	
  great



significance in my life. It would be the town that	
  I grow up in. large portion of all my life experiences,
good and bad, would take place in this town. I can recall the first time I said the name on my lips…
Woodland	
  Hills… my new hometown.

Soon after	
  settling into	
  our lovely new home, we were disturbed by a problem typical of	
  California:	
  
An earthquake. My mother woke me up in the middle of	
  the night, and we all hid under the kitchen
table. The earthquake actually turned out to be very small, with even smaller aftershocks following it,
but was still scared. Having never experienced an earthquake before, the only impression had of	
  
earthquakes were the huge, land rupturing earthquakes	
  I saw in The Land Before Time. After this	
  
experience, began to see earthquakes as common, minor disturbances.

And there I was, a young 5 year old boy who has so far	
  lived happy and joyful life about to embark	
  
on a new journey; the journey of	
  growing up in the United States of	
  America. I felt surge of enthusiasm	
  
at the prospect. now considered myself an “American	
  kid”,	
  as	
  I told my parents. got accustomed to all
the American T.V. shows, and started to adopt an American accent. was looking forward to my new	
  
life.

Soon enough,	
  I was enrolled in school. My father	
  did some extensive school-­‐searching after our	
  
arrival, and he found a small	
  private school on Shoup Avenue named Pinecrest. I was to attend
kindergarten there. Pinecrest… My 5-­‐year-­‐old self at the time could not imagine how significant this
place will eventually become for me. A great turning point of my life will eventually take place there, a
tragic turn for	
  the worse. But that will come later, in a darker chapter of my story, when I enter my pre-­‐
teen years. For	
  now, was kindergartener who was enjoying life to the fullest.

Kindergarten at Pinecrest didn’t turn out so well.	
  I had a very unpleasant teacher who was	
  impatient
with how far	
  behind was in my schoolwork, as had missed a couple months of school	
  due to the
move. During playtime, this	
  teacher would keep me in the classroom to do extra work in order to catch
up.	
  My parents didn’t like this teacher,	
  and one of	
  their	
  friends recommended another school	
  for me,	
  a
private school	
  nearby named Farm School; it was named after the farm that was attached to it.	
  After
only a couple of weeks at Pinecrest, my parents took me out of	
  it, and I would not return again until I go	
  
there for Middle School six years later.

My first day at farm school turned out to be good start. I had two teachers, and they made an effort	
  
to introduce me to the other kids. There was one particular boy named Joey who they assigned to show	
  
me around.	
  He was nice to me at first, but would soon turn out to be a rotten little prick who would
always get into fights with. He then became my greatest enemy at the school.

The first real friend I made in the United States was a girl named Maddy Humphreys. Isn’t that ironic?	
  
The first friend I made in the United States	
  was a girl! She was the first female friend I’ve ever had, and	
  
she would be the last. Maddy and started playing together at Farm School, and eventually my parents
became very good	
  friends with her parents. Maddy’s father	
  is the famous	
  British musician Paul	
  
Humpreys,	
  and her mother is named Maureen, though we would call her Mo.	
  They had a nice house in
Hidden Hills.	
  Our families got together often to have barbeques and dinners.

I was a 5 year old boy playing with a girl my own age like any normal boy would do.	
  I was	
  enjoying life	
  
in a world that I loved. I was	
  happy,	
  and completely oblivious of the fact that my future on this	
  world
would only turn to darkness	
  and misery because of girls.	
  This girl who was my friend,	
  Maddy Humpreys,
would eventually come to represent everything hate and despise; everything that is against me, and	
  
everything that I’m against. was playing innocently with this girl,	
  in the manner that all children play.	
  
We even took baths together; it was the only time in my life that I would see a girl my age	
  naked. When
think about the experiences had during my friendship with her, it makes me think ominously of	
  the	
  
fact that all children, boys and girls, start out the same. We all start out innocent,	
  and we all start out



together. Only through the experiences and circumstances of	
  growing up do we drift apart, form	
  
allegiances,	
  and face each other as enemies. That is when wars happen, and that is when the true	
  
nature of humanity rises to the surface. At this	
  stage of my life, of course, my war hadn’t started yet,
and	
  it wouldn’t start for	
  a long time. I was enjoying my life without a care in the world,	
  not knowing that
all of my joy is destined to turn to dust.

My Kindergarten year at Farm School	
  was	
  filled with exciting, new experiences,	
  all healthy for	
  a
growing boy.	
  I had friends, had playdates, socialized with the other	
  boys	
  at school, despite getting	
  
into lots of conflicts with Joey.	
  I only got into trouble once, over	
  a quarrel with another	
  boy during	
  
playtime, and	
  I was sent to the principal’s office. Having never been	
  in such trouble at school	
  before,	
  I
recall being overcome with nervousness and fear, which caused me to cry for	
  an hour. I especially	
  
enjoyed our	
  arts and crafts time,	
  and loved it when our	
  class would go on visits to the school’s farm.

After	
  a bright and joyous	
  school year, it was time to graduate.	
  I was swelled with pride as wore my	
  
graduation cap at the ceremony.	
  I loved that school very much, and I was sad to leave it.	
  Kindergarten
was over, and soon enough would enter elementary school.

6thMy birthday soon followed. My parents	
  arranged a Disney-­‐themed party at a play center that my
mother	
  had been taking me to frequently.	
  I invited everyone from my Farm School	
  class, all the boys	
  
and the girls, except for	
  Joey.	
  I deliberately omitted Joey as an act of	
  revenge for	
  being mean to me	
  
throughout the year, and I felt sense of satisfaction in doing so.

The party was cheerful, and there was	
  a man dressed as Merlin to host the festivities. I sat at the end
of	
  the table during my birthday meal, wearing a wizard hat. As my cake was presented to me,	
  I felt only
elation and glee as	
  I took in a breath and blew out my candles.	
  Life was good.

Years Old

My favorite part of the day during this jubilant period of my life was our	
  afternoon trips to the park.
Specifically,	
  Serrania Park. This park was beautiful	
  and green, with concrete pathways cutting through	
  
fields	
  of grass	
  and a fun playground for	
  us kids to play in. always took to playing on the slides, and	
  
sometimes	
  I would go on the swing,	
  though my father had to push me. I remember getting	
  jealous of	
  
other	
  boys	
  who were able to swing by themselves, boys	
  who were even younger than myself. It was the
second time realized my lack of	
  physical capability.	
  The first time had such an inkling of my	
  
shortcomings	
  were those disastrous football	
  sessions at Dorsett House.

Eventually, my father got around to teaching me how to swing by myself, and after some practice,	
  I
was able to do it.	
  After that,	
  I would always	
  soar up and down on that swing in the Serrania park	
  
playground well into the hour	
  of twilight.

I was very small and short statured for my age. I never gave this much concern during my early
childhood,	
  but this	
  fact fully dawned on me the day my family took a trip to Universal Studios. At the	
  
time,	
  I loved dinosaurs. I was fascinated by them.	
  I had just recently watched the movie Jurassic Park,
and	
  when I found	
  out that there was a Jurassic Park themed ride at Universal Studios, I couldn’t wait to
go on it. We queued up in the line and waited for	
  an hour. When reached the front, the park staff
presented me with a measuring stick, and didn’t fit the requirements. saw other	
  boys my age	
  
admitted onto the ride, but was denied because I was	
  too short! The ride that I was so excited to enjoy	
  
at the theme park was forbidden to me.	
  I immediately fell	
  into a crying tantrum, and my mother had to	
  
comfort me.

Being denied entry on a simple amusement park ride due to my height may seem like only a small
injustice,	
  but it was	
  big for me at time. Little did I know, this	
  injustice was very small indeed compared to	
  
all the things	
  I’ll be denied in the future because of my height.



We resorted to trying out the E.T. ride, which I was admitted to.	
  I had a miserable time on this ride,
however, because the dark atmosphere and the mechanically moving alien statues that lined the	
  
queuing area scared the hell	
  out of me. By the time we got to the actual ride, I was crying in fright, but	
  
later calmed down as the ride turned out to be mild and relaxing towards the end.

I always	
  enjoyed my family’s get-­‐togethers with the Humphreys. These get-­‐togethers became a
common occurrence in my life. Maddy became a very close friend of mine. She was the only friend from	
  
Farm School who continued to see after graduated. They had a huge back yard area, and the two of us
would go on adventures. She also grew up watching The Land Before Time, and we would watch the
sequels together whenever they released a new one.

Sometimes	
  when I went to her house, she would have other female friends	
  there, and played with
them too.	
  I had no trouble interacting with girls at that age, surprisingly. My six-­‐year-­‐old self was playing
with girls, unbeknownst to the horror	
  and misery the female gender would inflict upon me later in my	
  
life.	
  In the present day, these girls would treat me like the scum of	
  the earth; but at that time, we were	
  
all equals. Such bitter irony.

It was	
  now time for me to start First Grade. My parents enrolled me at Serrania Avenue Elementary
School, which was just down	
  the street from Serrania Park. I wouldn’t remain at this school	
  for	
  long,	
  
however, because only weeks	
  into my First Grade year, my parents	
  decided that they were going to
move to Topanga.

Most of the kids at Serrania Avenue school will end up going to Taft High School	
  nearby,	
  a place that	
  
will cause me great suffering in the future. Perhaps some of	
  the kids	
  in my class at Serrania will end up
turning into those who would bully me at Taft. I don’t remember any of	
  the kids from my class	
  there, so
will	
  never know the answer to that. It’s very disturbing	
  to think about.
I quite enjoyed my brief time at Serrania. My parents sometimes made me stay an hour after school; I

believe this was because they figured it would help me make friends. I can remember this	
  after-­‐school	
  
playtime being a positive experience. There were always games that played with the other kids. And	
  
thus	
  I was a bit frustrated when my parents told me they were going to transfer me to another	
  school	
  
after only a couple of	
  weeks	
  of settling into Serrania. That frustration would soon cease, because the
years that	
  I would spend at Topanga	
  Elementary school	
  would be some of the best years of my life.	
  The	
  
last years of	
  being a carefree child.

I started First Grade at Topanga	
  Elementary School couple of weeks	
  before we prepared to move to
Topanga. Topanga	
  is a secluded, mountainous community surrounding a canyon that runs	
  through the	
  
Santa Monica Mountains,	
  located in between the San Fernando Valley and the Pacific Coast Highway.	
  
We had only passed through this community a few times, when we would take trips	
  to the beach.	
  It has
certain rugged beauty about it.
On my first day at Topanga	
  Elementary,	
  I was very nervous. Since it was	
  about month after the first

grade term started, was	
  going to be the “new kid” at school. remember the nervousness	
  taking over
my body as my mother drove us up the steep road that led into the school proper.	
  My new class was
just lining up to start the day as we walked onto the main courtyard.	
  My teacher, Mrs. Matsuyama, was
very nice and understanding.	
  My mother said goodbye and got in line with the other	
  students. The first	
  
kid I saw there was a chubby boy named Bryce Jacobs,	
  who was staring at me strangely.

As we got to class, Mrs. Matsuyama assigned one of	
  the students to show me around and help me	
  
adjust. This student happened to be none other than Philip Bloeser. Philip was always very mature for	
  
his age, and he was nice to me on my first day.	
  He became my first friend at Topanga	
  Elementary.

The day turned out to be one of great fun.	
  Class time was not too boring,	
  and we did some fun arts
and crafts	
  activities. For	
  recess	
  and lunch, there were two playgrounds: the Upper	
  and the Lower. The



first and second graders	
  would go to the Lower playground,	
  and the third,	
  fourth,	
  and fifth graders
would go to the Upper. The Lower playground was smaller, but it had some nice amenities,	
  especially
the sloping hill	
  to the side	
  of	
  it, where I would enjoy running up and down “kicking dust”,	
  a game I
instantly created due to the dust-­‐like dirt on this hill. When my mother came to pick me up,	
  I recall
having so much fun that	
  I didn’t want to leave! That’s first. In the past, was always eager to go home	
  
after spending hours at school.

The drive to and from school was a long one, or at least long for my six-­‐year-­‐old self.	
  My favorite part	
  
of	
  the drive was	
  the descent from Topanga	
  into the Valley.	
  The view of the broad expanse of the Valley	
  
was breathtaking as it opened up before us	
  after	
  clearing the final hill. would make that trip through	
  
the winding roads of	
  Topanga	
  Canyon every day for the next couple of	
  weeks, before we moved	
  to the
new house. Sometimes my mother would pick me up, and sometimes my nanny would.	
  I don’t
remember the name of	
  this	
  nanny,	
  as she was only with us for a brief period of time.

I loved the new house the moment I laid eyes on it.	
  It was a beautiful, round, wooden house located
up the road from Valley View Drive, in the better part of	
  Topanga. It had two stories, a swimming pool,	
  
and a lovely deck that provided view of the lush mountains. instantly named it the “Round	
  House”.

I was sad to leave our house in Woodland Hills, our	
  first	
  house in America. I would miss	
  the good	
  
times	
  I had there, playing with Maddy and my other	
  friends, swimming in the pool, the close proximity	
  
to Serrania Park where spent a lot of time enjoying the elations of a carefree childhood.	
  Our new
Round House in Topanga, however, turned out to be a worthy replacement.

My room at the Round House was a bit smaller than my old one, but remember it being very cozy.	
  
Shortly after we moved in, Ah-­‐Mah came to visit from England,	
  and she baked my favorite peanut	
  
cookies. We had some very happy times during the beginnings	
  of	
  my life there.

My father’s new directing career was taking off	
  quite well too, and he would go away a lot to direct
commercials for prestigious	
  companies, leaving my mother and the nanny to look after me. The only	
  
downside of this	
  was my father’s absence from my life.	
  Despite this, always	
  looked up to him as a
powerful and successful man.

Adjusting to my new environment in Topanga	
  was quite easy for me, especially since school was so
much fun.	
   was now a Topanga	
  Kid. During recess at school, started noticing this boy with slightly long	
  
blonde hair who also enjoyed kicking dust. Before I met him,	
  I always mentally nicknamed him the “King	
  
Arthur	
  Kid”,	
  due the regal look his hairstyle gave him. It was only a matter of	
  time before our	
  dusting
kicking antics would collide with each other. We then teamed up and starting playing the game
together, and this was the start of	
  a long and interesting friendship.	
  This boy’s name was James	
  Ellis, and
he would become my best friend for the next 14 years of my life.

Sometimes, the two of	
  us	
  would join with Philip Bloeser	
  and some other boys, and play fun games
like handball,	
  war games, and tag.

Soon enough,	
  I would start having frequent playdates with James Ellis. His house was	
  just down the
hill	
  from mine. James’s father was named Arte; and	
  his mother, Kim,	
  became one of my mother’s best
friends.

Christmas arrived quickly,	
  and for my present got my first video game console, Nintendo 64! had
little knowledge of video games before this. I barely knew what they were. My father	
  is the one who
introduced me to them. With the Nintendo 64, my father bought the games Star Wars: Shadows of the	
  
Empire, and Turok: Dinosaur	
  Hunter.	
  I was fascinated with this new form of	
  entertainment, and my	
  
father	
  and I would bond a lot over our video game sessions.

Of course, while playing these video games, my innocent,	
  happy self knew nothing of	
  the significant	
  
role video games would play during a large portion of my life… and	
  the sanctuary such games would



eventually provide for me from the cruelties of	
  this world.	
  For now,	
  they were just form of	
  
entertainment like any other hobby.

Life was good at the round house, but soon enough had to witness my mother	
  and father	
  get into a
lot of	
  arguments. was too young at the time to understand what they were arguing about, but I knew	
  
they were not getting along.	
  It didn’t really concern me all too much, because every other aspect of my	
  
life was wonderful.

I had playdates with James Ellis every week.	
  Sometimes he would surprise me with a visit after
school, as we lived so close by. I went over to Philip Bloeser’s house a few times as well, and I met his
younger brother,	
  Jeffrey.	
  The Bloeser’s also became good	
  friends	
  with my mother. They lived in a nice
house up the road from our	
  own, with a deck that provided an extraordinary view of the Topanga	
  
mountains.

At some point learned about the possibility that	
  parents can separate… divorce… no longer live	
  
together. The prospect baffled my little mind.	
  I once sat down with my mother on our outside deck and
asked her if she and father would ever divorce. She told me it will	
  never happen, and that had nothing	
  
to worry about. I was relieved by that. Little did I know,	
  such a thing would happen in only few months
time.

My first grade year ended splendidly.	
   made few lasting friends, and had a blast at Topanga	
  
Elementary.	
  I always considered myself a good, well-­‐behaved student, so I was bit disappointed at the
few times got in trouble. My class	
  had a system where if we do something wrong,	
  we would change
our	
  card color	
  from green to yellow, and then to red if we did any more troublemaking.	
  I thought I
would never have to change my card,	
  but had to change it to yellow a few times	
  for minor	
  things.
When first grade ended, I made the resolution that in second grade I will never be forced to change my	
  
card.

After my last day of	
  school, was	
  looking forward to a long summer break, my favorite time of the
year. I was a bit dismayed when my parents made me attend summer camp.	
  My father	
  had to go away a
lot for work, and my mother needed to have some time to look after baby Georgia. Summer camp
wasn’t all that bad,	
  I had some fun.	
  It consisted of kids from First through Fourth grade, and we played
lots of	
  games and watched movies.

Years Old

7thMy last memory of my parents being together was my birthday, and I would always cherish it. We	
  
didn’t have a party for my seventh birthday, but more of	
  a small get-­‐together for lunch. Maddy and the	
  
Humpreys were	
  our only guests. We celebrated it at Gladstones, my favorite restaurant at the	
  time. It
was in the Pacific Palisades,	
  right on the beach.	
  I had my favorite meal, lobster.

It was	
  a very happy day for	
  all of	
  us. I was turning seven. That was a big number	
  for my little mind.	
  I
had spent seven years on this fascinating world,	
  and my life was at good start. had loving parents, I
had friends	
  to play with, I was having fun at school, and had all the toys	
  a little boy could want. A
stranger would look at this seven year old boy and think that	
  he has a great life in front of	
  him,	
  that	
  
there is nothing to worry about. Indeed, there shouldn’t be anything to worry about… But	
  I was just a
child.	
  I still had a few more years to enjoy life in carefree bliss	
  before I would eventually discover how	
  
twisted and cruel this “fascinating world” really is.

My parents seemed happy that day.	
  I remember them laughing and having a good time.	
  It would be
the last time remember them being happy together. Perhaps they really weren’t, perhaps	
  they were



just putting up a front so that	
  I could enjoy my birthday.	
  I couldn’t even fathom the possibility of my
parents separating.

Very shortly after my seventh birthday,	
  the news	
  came. I believe it was my mother who told me that	
  
she and my father were getting a divorce; my mother, who only a few months before told me that such
thing will never happen. I was absolutely shocked, outraged, and above all, overwhelmed. This was a

huge life-­‐changing event.
My father was to stay at the round house,	
  and my mother would move to another	
  smaller house in

Topanga. It was arranged that me and my sister will mostly be living with our mother, and we would go
to father’s house on the weekends. My father	
  was required to pay child	
  support to my mother	
  so that	
  
she can look after us.

My life would change forever after this. The family grew up with has split in half,	
  and from then on I
would grow up in two different	
  households. I remember crying.	
  All the happy times spent with my	
  
mother	
  and father	
  as a family were gone, only to remain in memory. It was	
  a very sad day.	
  Just like the
move to the U.S.,	
  it would be like starting a whole new life with a new routine.

Despite the initial sadness	
  I felt from my family splitting in half, my new life situation	
  wasn’t all that	
  
bad.	
  It was still practically the same life,	
  though lived with my mother in one house and my father in
another.

My mother’s new house was small and	
  red	
  in	
  color, located	
  up a steep driveway from Topanga	
  
Canyon	
  Boulevard.	
  I would call it the “Red	
  House”.	
  It was the smallest house I’ve lived in at that point. It	
  
only had two bedrooms, and had to share a room with my sister Georgia. We had a bunk-­‐bed, and I
slept on the top.	
  I was quite uncomfortable with this	
  change at first,	
  being used to having my own room	
  
and	
  living in bigger houses. My mother’s kind	
  and loving nature, however, made up	
  for	
  this, and she
turned the household into fun environment which I enjoyed living in.

After	
  spending the first week at mother’s house, father	
  came to pick me and my sister	
  up for the
weekend.	
  Georgia had become very attached to mother after	
  this week,	
  and she burst into tears when
we drove off. too,	
  was	
  a bit distressed at having to go from one house to the other every week, but I
would soon get used to it.

The Round House was very different without mother	
  being there. When we entered, I felt a wave of	
  
sadness creep over me as	
  I was reminded of my life when mother and father were together. The house
was full of memories; happy,	
  cheerful memories that were lost in the past. With my mother missing	
  
from it, there was a sense of	
  bleakness and loss to the place.	
  Father	
  did his best to cheer	
  us up.	
  I could
tell	
  that he, too, was very saddened by the recent events.

My father soon rented one of the rooms	
  of the round house to his good friend Dan Perelli, one of his
first friends	
  in America.	
  Dan used to live close to our house in Woodland Hills until he was struck with
financial troubles,	
  which I’m assuming is why he started renting a room from my father. I would always	
  
call him “Uncle Dan”.	
  From this point on, Uncle Dan would stay with us as lodger	
  for	
  a few years.

The time to start Second Grade arrived. My new teacher was named Mrs. Weisberg, and she was very	
  
kind.	
  The students in my class were mostly the same as my First Grade class, with only one or two new	
  
students who transferred from other	
  schools.	
  I made few new friends, such as Shane and Tommy.

I was very disappointed to find out that	
  James Ellis would not be returning to Topanga	
  Elementary for	
  
second grade. In fact, his family would be moving out of	
  Topanga	
  to the Pacific Palisades, where they
would be renting a house from their friends, the Lemelson’s.

My father’s stay at the round	
  house was very brief. He suffered some temporary financial setbacks	
  on	
  
top of the divorce, so he decided to move to a smaller house on Old Topanga	
  Canyon.	
  It was a very



abrupt move, and I would never see the round house again.	
  One day, after he picked me and my sister
up	
  from mother’s, he took us	
  to the new house and that was it.

The house was a small,	
  two-­‐story house in a more rustic part of the Topanga mountains. The upstairs	
  
portion had only a bedroom and bathroom, and it was	
  rented to Uncle Dan.	
  All around the outside of	
  
the house were very small hills and hiking trails that led up to the mountains. Overlooking these hills was
a massive, imposing rock called “Big Rock”.	
  When first saw Big Rock, told myself that one day I’ll	
  climb
to the top of	
  it!

I took a liking to this new environment, and every time visited father on the weekends, I would
always be outside, exploring and adventuring.	
  There were always new places to discover in that	
  
secluded region.	
  I didn’t venture too far	
  into the wilderness, however, because of the danger of coyotes	
  
and mountain lions.

After only a couple of months since my seventh birthday, new and very important person would
come into my life. After	
  father picked us up from school one day and took us to his house, saw a
woman with dark hair and fair	
  skin standing in the kitchen, and she introduced herself	
  as Soumaya. She	
  
would become my stepmother. Father told me she would be living with us from now on.	
  At first I
thought she was just another friend who was temporarily staying with father, similar to what Uncle Dan
was doing. My father having a girlfriend so shortly after	
  divorcing my mother	
  didn’t even occur to me. I
couldn’t understand	
  it. Soon	
  enough,	
  though,	
  I realized	
  that Soumaya	
  was, in fact, his “girlfriend”, and	
  
they were together just like how my father and mother were together. It was the first time learned the
concept of a “girlfriend”, and	
  it was hard to grasp. Before that, I always	
  thought a man and a woman had	
  
to be married before living together in such a manner, and that it would take long time for such a
union to happen. Father finding a new girlfriend in such a short amount of time baffled me. I was
completely taken aback.

Because of my father’s acquisition of	
  a new girlfriend,	
  my little mind	
  got the impression that my	
  father
was	
  a man that	
  women found attractive, as	
  he was able to find a new girlfriend in such a short	
  period of	
  
time from divorcing my mother. subconsciously held him in higher regard because of this. It is	
  very
interesting how this	
  phenomenon works… that males who can easily find	
  female mates	
  garner
more respect from their	
  fellow men, even children. How ironic is it that my father,	
  one of those men
who could easily find a girlfriend,	
  has a son who would struggle all	
  his	
  life to find a girlfriend.

I soon became accustomed to Soumaya	
  being part of	
  father’s household.	
  She hails	
  from the	
  
Akaaboune family,	
  a very prominent family from the country of Morocco. For the initial period of her
being a new member of	
  the family, we got along well, and she was quite fun.	
  But soon she would start
to discipline me in a harsh way that	
  I wasn’t used	
  to.	
  I felt that because she wasn’t my real parent, she
had no right to discipline me in such a way,	
  and so rebelled. That’s where the first conflicts arose. There
would be many more to come in later years.

Along with the addition of	
  Soumaya, I had two new nannies.	
  The first nanny was a French woman
named Celine, though	
  she was only with us for	
  a brief period, so I don’t remember much of her. My	
  
second nanny was a German woman named Christine. Christine would stay with us	
  for	
  a year, and I
became very fond of	
  her. She would always	
  look after me during my time at father’s house,	
  and
whenever I went on my adventures	
  into the hills, she always accompanied me.

Halloween this	
  year marked my first time going Trick-­‐or-­‐Treating.	
  My mother took me to my friend
Shane’s house,	
  and we walked	
  around	
  his neighborhood	
  collecting candy.	
  Still obsessed with dinosaurs, I
dressed up as a dinosaur for	
  that Halloween.	
  Trick-­‐or-­‐Treating was new thing for me, as it wasn’t so	
  
popular in England.	
  When it was all over, I was amazed that	
  I had so much candy.



Even though James Ellis no longer went to Topanga Elementary,	
  he was still my best friend,	
  and I saw
him a lot. Mother would take us to his house in the Palisades almost every week, where I would play	
  
with James, and Georgia would play with James’s sister Sage. He got me interested in a new	
  
phenomenon that	
  gripped many children of	
  the era: Pokemon.

When I got my first Gameboy console, started playing Pokemon Red	
  Version, and was hooked	
  
instantly. I then started collecting Pokemon cards, and James and I always compared	
  and traded them.	
  
The Pokemon anime cartoon became my favorite show on television.	
  It was a very fun,	
  captivating	
  
hobby,	
  and every boy at my school had a folder of Pokemon cards. It provided something to have,
something to show off, something to talk about. The best cards were the “shinies”,	
  and everyone	
  
coveted them.

Mother was still friends with George Lucas, so we got invites to the red carpet premiere of	
  Star Wars
Episode 1.	
  I always was and always will	
  be a huge Star	
  Wars fan.	
  I had already seen the original trilogy	
  
many times, and considered myself very lucky to be able to go to the premiere of	
  the new Star Wars
movie.

It was	
  an absolutely astonishing experience. It was just me and my mother – Georgia was too young,
so she stayed at home with a babysitter. Episode 1 is infamous for being the lesser movie of the three	
  
new prequels,	
  but as a kid I enjoyed it very much. Afterwards, I met some of	
  the actors, and shook the
hand of	
  Jake Lloyd, the actor	
  who played Anakin Skywalker in the movie.

My Second	
  Grade year flew by like a breeze. I don’t remember much of	
  it, but I did have a blast.
During recess	
  and lunch, I played a lot with Shane and Tommy. We would play Pokemon on our	
  
Gameboys, and sometimes we would have playdates where we played Nintendo	
  64 games such as
Banjo Kazooie, Super Mario 64,	
  and Donkey Kong 64.

I failed in my goal of	
  never having to change my card,	
  which really disappointed me. I went through	
  
most of	
  the year without changing my card, but right when the year was	
  about to end,	
  I was caught	
  
talking in class with a friend named Danny Dayani, who sat next to me, and had to change my card to	
  
yellow. I blamed Danny for it, because he was always	
  talking in class, but still	
  had to change my card.

8th 8thAfter	
  a fast and fantastic year, summer came quickly,	
  and with it my birthday. My birthday was
mellow, but pleasant. remember my mother	
  inviting few of my friends from my second grade class	
  
and we had a cake. During my weekend at father’s house, we all went to the restaurant Typhoon in
Santa Monica to celebrate it. It was	
  quite fancy restaurant next to a small airport, and they had a lot of	
  
exotic dishes that I tried.

Years Old

As I was	
  now eight-­‐years-­‐old,	
  father decided that	
  I was old enough to climb Big Rock. Whenever I was
at father’s	
  house, I would always see Big Rock looming in the distance, and	
  I was just itching to climb	
  it. I
had already conquered every other	
  rock in the area… there was only Big Rock left. And	
  so I set out with
father	
  and	
  a few of	
  father’s friends	
  to finally climb	
  to the top. The furthest I had climbed on	
  this rock
was about half way up with Christine. There was a very steep rise which wasn’t able to ascend without	
  
some help. The second half	
  of the journey was quite a challenge, but it was so exhilarating!	
  I was very
nervous	
  the higher we climbed.	
  The best part, of course, was	
  reaching the top,	
  and the sense of	
  
accomplishment I felt. I finally did it! Looking down, I could see the vastness of the Old Topanga	
  Canyon	
  
region,	
  and father’s house looked	
  tiny down there.	
  I was too scared to venture close to the edge, and I
felt sense of	
  dread at the prospect of falling from such a height. The way down was even more
challenging,	
  but felt so proud	
  of myself for climbing that rock that it wasn’t as scary as I thought it	
  
would be.



I was very excited to start Third Grade. As Third Graders, we now got to play in the Upper Playground	
  
of	
  Topanga	
  Elementary,	
  and I considered myself one of	
  the “big kids”.	
  The Upper was vast, with a bigger
playground, more handball courts,	
  and four	
  basketball courts. My classroom was located in a bungalow	
  
adjacent to the Upper,	
  and my teacher was named Mrs. Buntin.	
  She was a young teacher; believe she
was in her late 20’s. Being used to having very old teachers, I was surprised at how young my new	
  
teacher appeared.

I continued to play with the same friends	
  during recess and lunch, where we would spend our	
  time	
  
comparing and trading Pokemon	
  cards. In the midst of elementary school, didn’t interact with girls
much, but this	
  was	
  normal. was at that period of	
  life where the boys played with the boys	
  and the girls
played with the girls, completely separate from each other. Girls were the last thing on my mind.	
  Maddy	
  
was still the only friend had who was a girl, and I only saw her	
  on the occasions when our families
would have a get-­‐together, which became more and more rare after Maddy’s parents divorced and Paul	
  
Humpreys moved back to England.

It was	
  as if the girls in elementary school were part of	
  a separate reality. Despite not having much
interaction with them, they treated me cordially,	
  as they treated all other boys of my age. This was	
  fair,
and was content with this.	
  I hadn’t gone through	
  puberty yet, and	
  so had no desire for	
  female	
  
validation. My eight-­‐year-­‐old self had no inkling of the pain and misery girls would cause me once	
  
puberty would inevitably arrive and my sexual desires for	
  girls would develop. Sexual desires that would
be mercilessly spurned. Some of the boys in my class would grow up to be embraced by girls,	
  while I
would grow up to be rejected by them. But at that moment in time, we were just innocent children
growing up together. All	
  innocence is destined to be shattered and replaced with bitter	
  brutality.

I was living in ignorant,	
  innocent bliss. And was happy	
  with it.

This period of my life, aside from my early childhood in England,	
  was one of the best periods. Life was
fair	
  and life was satisfying. As kids, proving our	
  self-­‐worth and gaining validation among our	
  peers was
achieved in a fair manner, by how good we were at the games we played, or	
  how big our	
  collection of	
  
Pokemon cards were. No one had unfair	
  advantages. This was perfect, and this is how life should be.

And… boy did have a lot of fun.	
  James’s	
  family had to move to yet another	
  house in the Palisades,
and	
  mother would always	
  take us there. She became great friends with James’s	
  parents Kim and	
  Arte.	
  
James and	
  I would battle on our	
  Gameboys,	
  trade Pokemon cards, and walk to the recreation center	
  
down the street to play in the pool, and	
  then for dinner	
  we would all go to the restaurant Mott’s	
  in the
center of the Palisades.

I was quite proud of my collection of Pokemon	
  cards. I had	
  gained few “shinies” over the last few	
  
months, and I enjoyed showing them off	
  to other boys. Shiny cards	
  came randomly in card packets our	
  
parents would buy for	
  us. The card that coveted the most was the Charizard card,	
  and one morning	
  
when my mother opened a packet for me and	
  I looked through	
  the new cards… there it was. It felt like
the best day ever, and I was	
  swelled with excitement. jumped up and down all around the Red House,
and	
  I couldn’t wait to show it to James, who already had a Charizard himself.

Through being friends	
  with James	
  Ellis and going to his house a lot, we became acquainted with the
Lemelson family, who were	
  family friends of Kim and Arte.	
  The Lemelson family is very wealthy family
who has been	
  financially helping James’s	
  family for	
  a while. Rob	
  Lemelson	
  is the son of	
  Jerome	
  
Lemelson,	
  the inventor of the bar code, and his net worth is in the hundred-­‐millions. Rob’s son,	
  Noah,	
  is
our	
  age and great friends with James, and eventually became friends	
  with him too,	
  though we would
never be close friends. Sometimes we would all go to the Lemelson’s	
  house, also in the Palisades, and	
  
the three of	
  us played together.



For	
  Halloween, we went to the Lemelson’s	
  for Trick-­‐or-­‐Treating,	
  and from then on it would become	
  
tradition to go Trick-­‐or-­‐Treating with them. dressed up	
  like dinosaur	
  again,	
  because couldn’t think of	
  
anything else to be. I wanted to dress up as Ash Ketchum from Pokemon,	
  but no store had that costume	
  
in stock.	
  The Palisades was full	
  of	
  wealthy families, so the candy they gave us	
  would be in much larger
amounts, obviously. I remember competing with James	
  and Noah as to who would get the most candy
at the end.	
  Afterwards, we would have dinner at Rob’s house, and then we would dump our candy in
piles on the floor to examine what we got. That was my favorite part of	
  it.

Early in my Third Grade year, my mother would often take us	
  to a festival near	
  Topanga	
  Canyon	
  
Boulevard,	
  where small concerts	
  were held and people barbequed	
  great food.	
  A friend of	
  hers had
something to do with these events, and played with the son of this friend.	
  He was named Riley Anapol,
and he was two years younger than me. A First Grader.	
  I played with some other younger kids	
  there as
well, peers of	
  Riley, and had a good time. Riley became common friend for	
  a while. The significance
of	
  this is	
  that Riley Anapol would eventually become someone I would harbor	
  a great hatred for. Riley	
  
would grow up to get lots of	
  girls, and I would grow up to be rejected by girls. But back then he was a
friend,	
  a peer,	
  and we were playing together as equals. It’s funny how the world works.

When the holidays	
  arrived, my father	
  announced that we were going to take family vacation to	
  
Soumaya’s home country of	
  Morocco and meet her family there,	
  and afterwards we were to stop by in
England.	
  I wasn’t excited about Morocco, since didn’t know much about it except that	
  it was in north
Africa, and wasn’t too excited about the fact that we’ll	
  be staying there for	
  six weeks either,	
  which
meant that my entire winter break would be spent in foreign country that knew nothing about.

But of	
  course, had no choice in the matter, and Morocco was added to the list of the many countries
I’ve been	
  to at such a young age. looked forward to visiting England afterwards and seeing family there.

Morocco was very strange and foreign to me, even more so than Malaysia, which was more
westernized. I found it to be very backwards, though it had a lot of	
  culture and the people were friendly.	
  
remember disliking a lot of	
  the meals, but enjoying the deserts and	
  pastries. Soumaya’s parents	
  were	
  
divorced, though they lived walking distance from each other in the Kasbah,	
  a historic community
located in the center of	
  Tangier.	
  Soumaya’s mother, Khadija, has a small but elegant house, and her
father, Abdesalem,	
  has a very large, almost castle-­‐like house that	
  is famous	
  for	
  being a location where a
scene from James Bond: The Living Daylights was shot. This fascinated me, as I was	
  a huge James Bond
fan at the time. In the center of this house there was an open courtyard where I always played with a kid
named Ayman,	
  and his two younger brothers. They were adopted	
  by Soumaya’s father	
  a few years	
  ago
and live with him.

After	
  a long stay in Morocco – too long in my opinion – we made our	
  stop in England to visit relatives.
We stayed at grandma	
  Jinx’s house,	
  and was able to play with my cousin George for a few days. On one	
  
of	
  the days we stayed in England,	
  my mother’s	
  sister, Aunt Min,	
  and my grandma Ah Mah came to visit
and brought me lot of English chocolates which I relished.

All in all,	
  it was a good trip and was glad to be able to experience it, though the length of	
  the trip cut	
  
into my school	
  schedule, and missed couple of weeks of	
  school.

After the holiday season,	
  my nanny Christine had to leave back to Germany,	
  and this saddened me	
  
deeply.	
  Chistine would always be my favorite nanny,	
  and was in a sullen mood on the day she left.

The remainder of my Third Grade year went by quickly.	
  I continued my Pokemon endeavors,
increasing my card collection and progressing on the Gameboy game.

I had a conflict with my friend Shane during this time. Because of	
  some arguments we previously had,	
  
started to play game with him in which he would become my enemy and rival at the school. For me, I



was just playing with him, but he took it seriously and the conflict escalated a lot more than I thought it
would.	
  We once got into a small physical fight in which hit him on the arm and was sent to the	
  
principal’s office. That was the biggest trouble I’ve been	
  in	
  at Topanga	
  Elementary.	
  This little conflict
with Shane lasted for	
  the rest of	
  Third Grade, but we would later reconcile and play again as friends	
  in
Fourth Grade.

Before summer came, my father’s spontaneous	
  career	
  as a commercial Director	
  took off once again,	
  
and	
  he became very successful. At this	
  point, he was probably the most successful	
  he’s ever been. With
this	
  success, he decided to move to a bigger and better	
  house. After	
  doing some searching,	
  we moved to
house in an upscale area of	
  West Hills,	
  near Woodland Hills.	
   loved this house at first sight. It had five	
  

bedrooms, which was more than enough space for our	
  family along with Uncle Dan who was still staying
with us. It also had a huge swimming pool with a spa, large grass field to play in,	
  a basketball court,
and a nice view of the Valley.	
  I was	
  a Valley kid again.

Despite father’s move to a much larger house and all the benefits that	
  came with it, I still	
  preferred
my time at mother’s house,	
  just because of	
  her gentle and fun attitude and the energy of	
  her	
  household.	
  
My mother indulged in me more than my father and Soumaya ever did.	
  She knew what liked and what
didn’t like,	
  and she would go out of	
  her way to make my life pleasant and enjoyable. was quite	
  
annoyed with the recent decision	
  between my mother	
  and father to extend my stay at father’s by two	
  
days of	
  the week.	
  From that point on, me and my sister	
  would only be at mother’s	
  house from Monday
to Thursday, and on	
  Thursday night we would go to father’s house until the following Monday.

9thMy Birthday was spent at father’s house, and father	
  and Soumaya	
  threw a party for me. They
invited a few of my friends from Topanga	
  Elementary, though the only friend remember being there	
  
was Philip and his younger brother	
  Jeffrey. James was invited, but he wasn’t able to make it. They also	
  
invited a few of Georgia’s friends, which really annoyed	
  me, since it was my	
  birthday, and	
  not Georgia’s.	
  
It was quite an eventful	
  party,	
  and it took place in our backyard.	
  My father hired magician to perform
tricks for everyone.

Years Old

My ninth year was very interesting, and went through a lot of changes emotionally and
intellectually.	
  It was the year in which I matured to a point where I would start observing the world
more conscientiously.	
  Before turned nine,	
  I was living life as a carefree child in world that I thought	
  
was only good and pure. From this point onwards, would gradually discover more about the world and
society. I would face problems and	
  frustrations	
  that I wouldn’t even think about before. My life would
still be positive and bright, however, and would live it to its fullest.

The first frustration of the year, which would remain for	
  the rest of my life, was the fact that	
  I was
very short for my age. As Fourth Grade started,	
  it fully dawned on me that I was the shortest kid in my	
  
class – even the girls were taller than me. In the past,	
  I rarely gave thought to it, but at this stage I
became extremely annoyed at how everyone was taller than me, and how the tallest boys were	
  
automatically respected more. It instilled the first feelings	
  of	
  inferiority in me, and such feelings would
only grow more volatile with time.

I desperately wanted to get taller, and read that playing basketball	
  increases height. This sparked my	
  
brief	
  interest in basketball, and would play it all the time during recess and lunch in the Upper. Most of	
  
the basketball courts were unused, so I would play it by myself, or	
  with anyone who cared to join me.
During my time at father’s, would spend hours playing basketball at father’s basketball	
  court, shooting



hoop after	
  hoop long into the evening,	
  and also remember lying on the ground in the basketball court	
  
trying to stretch my body as	
  much as	
  I could in between basketball	
  sessions.

When I played basketball	
  at school,	
  some boys would join me, and when they did saw that	
  they
were much better at the sport than me. envied their ability to throw the ball at double the distance
than could.	
  This made me realize that along with being short, I was physically weak compared to other
boys my age. Even boys younger than me were stronger. This vexed me to no end.

My fourth grade classroom was located in the center area of the school, and my teacher was named
Mrs. Gill, who had an assistant named Mr. Devine. Fourth grade was	
  a strange year due to the emotional
problems	
  I would go through,	
  and didn’t have as much fun at school as did in previous years. In class, I
sat near Keaton Webber, and	
  I got into a few conflicts with him.	
  We weren’t quite enemies, but I
disliked him intensely and I would always	
  consider him a foul	
  prick.

By nature, I am very jealous	
  person,	
  and at the age of nine my jealous	
  nature sprung to the surface.
During playdates	
  with James, sometimes he would have other friends over as well, and would feel very
jealous and upset when he paid more attention to them.	
  Feeling left out, I would find a quiet corner and	
  
start crying.	
  My mother	
  and Kim were very understanding,	
  and did the best they could to console me.

On the rare occurrence that my mother would have Maddy and Mo over for	
  dinner, or	
  if we would go
to visit them at their house,	
  Maddy	
  often played with my little sister Georgia instead of me, and this too	
  
made me jealous. I remember all the times I cried when this happened.

Jealousy and envy… those are two feelings	
  that would dominate my entire life and	
  bring me immense	
  
pain.	
   The feelings	
  of jealousy felt at nine-­‐years-­‐old were frustrating,	
  but they were nothing compared
to how I would feel once I hit puberty and have to watch girls choosing other	
  boys over me. Any
problem had at nine-­‐years-­‐old was	
  nirvana compared to what	
  I was doomed to face.

A few months into fourth	
  grade, it was decided by my parents to change me and	
  my sister’s living	
  
arrangement yet again. This time, we would be switching between mother’s house and	
  father’s	
  house	
  
each week. One week would be spent at mother’s, and	
  the next at father’s. This was fair split. At first I
wasn’t so sure about it, because always disliked	
  any change to my life,	
  but found	
  it to be a better	
  
arrangement. This enabled me to spend weekends	
  at mother’s house,	
  during her week,	
  and I was very	
  
excited about this.	
  I’ve only ever spent weekends	
  at father’s beforehand.

During father’s week, I would mostly be looked	
  after by our	
  two new nannies, Rosa and Amparro.	
  
They were of	
  South American origin and didn’t speak much English, but they were very kind.

I started to have intense conflicts	
  with Soumaya. I hated the rules she imposed on me, which I
believed she	
  had no right to impose, as she wasn’t my true parent. I hated how she would force me to	
  
drink milk every morning and very foul-­‐tasting soup for	
  dinner. I made such a fuss	
  about having the soup	
  
that	
  she used it as a punishment. Whenever did something wrong,	
  she would force me to drink the
soup.	
  I once had a playdate with Philip at father’s house, and	
  when I yelled at my sister because she was
annoying us, Soumaya	
  punished me by sending me to my room for	
  an hour, embarrassing me in front of	
  
Philip.	
  After this	
  incident, I never had a playdate at father’s house ever again.

This conflict with Soumaya	
  started a trend in which would love being at mother’s house and	
  dread	
  
the weeks	
  I had to spend at father’s	
  house. On top of the conflicts with Soumaya,	
  father was rarely
there, as	
  he was always out of town for	
  his work. After	
  spending a nice week at mother’s house,	
  I would
cry when Sunday came and had to go to father’s on Monday. would then spend the entire week at
father’s house looking forward to going back to my mother’s. I remember those Mondays	
  when my	
  
mother	
  dropped me off	
  at school	
  for the first day of	
  father’s week… felt so sad that	
  I cried when I saw
my mother’s car driving away. Of course, I would hide the tears to avoid embarrassment at school, but I
would feel miserable for	
  that whole day.



I always	
  had a pleasant experience during mother’s	
  week.	
  She always	
  arranged playdates for me,
because she knew I was too shy to initiate them myself. She always made everything fun.	
  On weekends	
  
after dinner, we would have “treat time”, where she would bring out box of candies for me and my	
  
sister to choose from.

I had a lot of	
  playdates with Philip, and through Philip also played with his	
  brother	
  Jeffrey,	
  who was
two years younger than us. While Philip was calm and mature,	
  Jeffrey was the complete opposite.
Jeffrey Bloeser was wild and boisterous, which often brought lot of	
  fun to my playdates with Philip.

My mother once had party at her house and invited all of our family friends. James Ellis	
  came over,	
  
and so did Philip and Jeffrey.	
  It was the first time I saw all of them together, and it made for an
interesting experience. I got bit jealous,	
  however, when Philip and Jeffrey seemed to respect and pay	
  
more attention to James than they did to me. When we were playing on my Nintendo 64 and I was
competing against James, they rooted for	
  James, which really upset me.

As my fourth grade year approached its	
  end, my little nine-­‐year-­‐old self had another revelation about	
  
how the world works. I realized that there were hierarchies, that some people were better than others.
Of course I was subconsciously aware	
  of	
  this in the past, but it was at this	
  time of my life – at nine years
old – that started to give it lot of	
  thought and importance.

I started to see this	
  at school. At school, there were always	
  the “cool	
  kids” who seemed to be more
admirable than everyone else.	
  The way they looked,	
  dressed,	
  and acted made them… cooler. These
“cool kids” as I called them,	
  included Keaton Webber, Matt Bordier, Michael Ray, Trevor	
  Bourget,
Zalman Katz, John Jo Glen, and few more. They were cool, they were popular, and they always seemed
like they were having a good time.

The peaceful and innocent environment of	
  childhood where everyone had an equal footing was all
over. The time of	
  fair play was at its end.	
  Life is a competition and a struggle, and was slowly starting to	
  
realize it.

When I became aware of	
  this common social structure at my school, I also started to examine myself
and	
  compare myself to these “cool kids”.	
  I realized, with some horror, that	
  I wasn’t “cool” at all. had a
dorky hairstyle, I wore plain and uncool clothing,	
  and was shy and unpopular. I was always described as
the shy boy in the past, but never really thought my shyness would affect me in negative way,	
  until
this	
  point.

This revelation about the world,	
  and about myself, really decreased my self-­‐esteem.	
  On top of this	
  
was the feeling that I was different because I am of mixed race. I am half White, half Asian,	
  and this
made me different from the normal fully-­‐white kids that	
  I was	
  trying to fit in with.

I envied the cool kids, and wanted to be one of them.	
  I was bit frustrated at my parents for	
  not	
  
shaping me into one of these kids	
  in the past. They never made an effort to dress me in stylish clothing	
  
or	
  get me a good-­‐looking haircut. I had to make every effort to rectify this.	
   had to adapt.

My first act was to ask my parents to allow me to bleach my hair	
  blonde. I always envied and admired
blonde-­‐haired people, they always	
  seemed so much more beautiful. My parents agreed to let me do it,
and father	
  took me to hair	
  salon on Mulholland Drive in Woodland Hills.	
  Choosing that hair salon was	
  a
bad decision,	
  for they only bleached the top of my head blonde. When indignantly questioned why
they didn’t make all of my hair blonde, they said that I was too young for	
  a full bleaching.	
  I was furious. I
thought looked so silly with blonde hair at the top of my head	
  and black hair	
  at the sides and back. I
dreaded going to school	
  the next day with this	
  weird new hair.

When I arrived at school the next day, I was intensely nervous. Before class	
  started, I stood in a
corner franticly trying to figure out how would go about revealing this to everyone. Trevor was the first
one to notice it, and he came up to me and patted my head, saying that it was very “cool”. Well, that



was exactly what I wanted. My new hair	
  turned out to be quite a spectacle, and for	
  a few days	
  I got a
hint of	
  the attention and admiration so craved.

My interest in Pokemon faded away at this time. In third grade, Pokemon was considered “cool” and
everyone was playing it. Towards the end of	
  fourth grade, found out that everyone was growing out of
Pokemon, and the only ones who played it were the geeky kids. I heard some kids	
  joking about how	
  
lame Pokemon players were, and decided it was time to quit.

I talked to James about this.	
  He was still	
  interested in Pokemon,	
  so gave him my Charizard card as a
gift, and as an act of my resignation from the game. Pokemon gave me some really happy and	
  
memorable experiences,	
  but it was	
  time to move on.

I then started to notice that all of the cool kids	
  were interested in skateboarding.	
  I had never even
ridden on a skateboard before, but if I wanted to be cool, had to become a skateboarder. I expressed	
  
this	
  to my parents, and my father was	
  glad that was	
  showing an interest in an active sport. He took me	
  
to the store Val Surf on Ventura Boulevard to buy me new skateboard, and was	
  fascinated by all of	
  
the different choices.	
  I settled for red Val Surf	
  branded Skateboard,	
  and they took it down from the	
  
wall and built it for me.

I was thrilled to have this	
  new skateboard and the possible chance it gave me to be a cool	
  kid. It was
time to start practicing.	
  I found it very hard to even ride on it in the beginning,	
  and spent many hours
outside trying to get the hang of	
  it. And that was that, was now a skateboarder, though not yet good	
  
enough to reveal myself as one to the kids at school. This was the start of	
  an obsession to copy	
  
everything the supposed “cool kids” were doing.

Part 3
The Last Period of Contentment
Age 9-­‐13

Fourth grade ended, and once the summer started,	
  I took a vow to mold myself into the coolest kid I
could possibly be by the time Fifth grade began.	
  I anticipated the approval the other	
  cool kids would
have of me once reveal myself as	
  being similar to them,	
  and looked forward to it.

After	
  about a year and a half	
  of	
  living in the house on Hatteras St. in upper West Hills, my father
decided to move into an even better house. This time, all of	
  us spent a day looking at open houses
together as a family. We went with a real estate agent and examined some beautiful	
  homes around	
  
Woodland Hills.	
  My favorite one was	
  a 3-­‐story house on Llano Drive, in the Woodland Hills Heights, the
most prestigious area of Woodland Hills that bordered Calabasas. It didn’t have pool, but it had a
sloping backyard almost three-­‐times as large as our	
  current one. The house had six bedrooms, and I took	
  
an intense liking to one particular bedroom that had its	
  own bathroom and a personal balcony. My
father	
  showed extreme enthusiasm about possibly buying this house, and I became obsessed with
getting that particular bedroom as my own room.	
  When I brought it up with father and Soumaya, they	
  
said that the room would most likely be Georgia’s because it was closer to the master bedroom. They
said that I would get a bedroom downstairs, one without my own bathroom or balcony.	
  I was furious,
and threw a huge crying tantrum.

Soon enough,	
  father went ahead with the decision to buy this house. I made a big deal about the	
  
possibility of	
  not getting that	
  lovely bedroom I wanted,	
  and kept sulking to father and Soumaya	
  about	
  
it.	
  When they finally moved	
  and the first week of	
  father’s at this new house started, I was	
  very anxious.
But then, as	
  we entered, father	
  and Soumaya	
  surprised me and revealed that they decided to give me



the room I wanted. I was so happy!	
  I danced and leaped with joy all over the house, and then went to	
  
my new balcony and looked out at the beautiful view of	
  Woodland Hills for an hour.

After the move to this new house, father would never move again,	
  and he still lives there to this very
day.	
  I would have many important experiences there for	
  the next decade, both good and terrible.

I needed skateboard for mother’s house too, and so my mother	
  took me to Val Surf	
  and bought me	
  
gray Val Surf skateboard. would use this skateboard much more than the red skateboard had at

father’s house, since had all of my playdates during mother’s week, and	
  mother	
  would make more of	
  
an effort to indulge in my new interest,	
  eventually taking me to skateparks every weekend.

I became very excited about my new hobby, and I shared it with James Ellis	
  and Philip Bloeser, my	
  
two main friends. I wanted to get them interested in skateboarding as well. It was	
  tricky to get James
into it, but he soon got his own skateboard,	
  and we would start skateboarding together around his
neighborhood.

As now considered myself a skateboarder, wanted to dress in the clothes	
  that all the cool	
  
skateboarders were wearing.	
  My mother took me to Val Surf	
  once again,	
  this time to shop for new
shirts. I picked out a few that had the logos of	
  skateboard companies on them. Later that day I put on	
  
one of my new shirts, and was thrilled to start going around in it.	
   felt cool.

At father’s house, I was introduced to a new nanny who would be living with us. Rosa and Amparro	
  
left back to their home countries few months before we moved house. This new nanny was an African
American woman named Tracy. She had a very fun personality, and always had pleasant time when
she looked after us. She was	
  able to drive, unlike my previous	
  nannies, and so she would be the one who	
  
would always pick me up from school	
  during father’s week from that	
  point on.

Uncle Dan had a quarrel with my father, and he was forced to move out. would never see him again
after that. Tracy would,	
  in way,	
  replace Uncle Dan as	
  the lodger who would live at father’s house.

Early in the summer, father forced me to attend summer camp at an elementary school nearby our	
  
new house. This school was	
  Bay Laurel Elementary School	
  in Calabasas. I hated the prospect, and I
vehemently protested it. The last thing wanted to do was spend my coveted summer at school	
  where	
  
didn’t know anyone.
I was starting to like going to father’s house a lot more after moving to our	
  lovely new house with my	
  

exquisite new room,	
  but this decision	
  of father’s made me dislike my weeks there again.	
  At mother’s
house, had it my way more often,	
  and that’s how wanted	
  to live.

I hated	
  having to go to camp during the summer, and was miserable at the start, but a couple weeks
into it made friends with two brothers	
  named Thomas	
  and Tyler.

On mother’s week,	
  I spent more and more time practicing skateboarding,	
  and had lots of playdates
with James where we would skateboard together. We also had lot of	
  fun playing Nintendo 64 games,
such as Donkey Kong 64,	
  Banjo Kazooie, Banjo Tooie, James Bond	
  Goldeneye, and many more. He also	
  
got me interested in collecting Beanie Babies.	
  At first I thought such a thing was very lame and girly, but	
  
we used them to fuel our	
  imagination and have mock battles and wars with each other. It was our	
  secret
hobby that we told no one about.

10thI was relieved when summer camp ended, and once it was	
  over my birthday arrived. had been
on	
  this world for a decade, and	
  what decade it was… full	
  of	
  discovery,	
  fun,	
  and happy adventures. I
can’t say the same for the following decade.



10thI didn’t have party for my birthday, and	
  I believe celebrated it during mother’s week. We went
out with James and his family to a restaurant in the Palisades.

1 Years Old

I was eager to re-­‐bleach my hair	
  to a fully blonde color, after the disastrous	
  failure of my previous	
  
attempt. This time, Soumaya	
  took me to the right salon,	
  and they gave me short haircut and bleached
all of my hair	
  blonde. When looked at myself in the mirrior,	
  I felt an intense level of satisfaction.

I went to James’s house soon after acquired my new hair color,	
  and the look of	
  surprise on	
  his face
when he first saw me gave me good laugh.

A couple of weeks later, my hair	
  started to grow and my black hair would show at the roots, but the	
  
blend turned out to suit me well, and this would become my hairstyle for the next year.

Mother took me and my sister on a short vacation towards the end of the summer. We drove up the
101 Freeway to Ventura, where we stayed at the Holiday Inn (which has now been replaced by the	
  
Crowne Plaza). I found the hotel to be comfortable and luxurious. It was	
  located right on the Ventura
Promenade, beautiful	
  walkway along the beach that led to a long pier.

At this stage, was very enthusiastic	
  about my new interest in skateboarding, and took my
skateboard with me. I enjoyed practicing on my new skateboard all along the Ventura Promenade.
During this trip, mother took me to my first skatepark,	
  which was called SkateStreet. It was humungous,
and	
  I was awed	
  by all the towering ramps. I attended beginner’s class, and the instructor taught me	
  
the basics of	
  riding on these ramps. I was	
  absolutely terrified at first, but by the end of the class, I was
able to go up and down the smallest of them,	
  and I had a blast.

When we got back to the hotel, we had a nice room-­‐service dinner, and then the three of	
  us watched
the movie Finding Nemo on the hotel television.	
  It was	
  a lovely little trip.

Before Fifth grade started,	
  I went with my father and	
  Soumaya	
  to dinner party at their	
  friend’s
house. I forgot who these friends	
  were, but it was	
  a nice house in Beverly Hills. There were lots	
  of
guests, and did what I usually did at such dinner parties… sat around eating snacks and talked with my	
  
sister, sometimes going to father	
  and to ask for	
  a sip of	
  wine.

During this party,	
  I found myself having a conversation with father, Soumaya, and one of	
  the party	
  
guests, a boisterous middle-­‐aged man who I can’t recall	
  the name of. Father and Soumaya were talking	
  
about how just turned ten years old, and we discussed life and what the future had in store for me.
This man we were talking to… he patted me on the back and	
  told me that	
  I have great life ahead of	
  
me. With a grin on	
  his face, he told me that “in the next ten years, you’ll have a great time… great
time”.	
  I had	
  no idea what he meant by that. wasn’t even thinking about my future at that point; I was
living in the moment.

Now know what he meant. Childhood is fun,	
  but when a boy reaches	
  puberty a whole new world
opens up to him… a whole new world with new pleasures, such as sex and love. Other boys will	
  
experience this, but not me, it pains me to say.	
  That is	
  the basis of my tragic life. will	
  not have a great
time in the next ten years. The pleasures of	
  sex and love will be denied to me. Other boys	
  will	
  
experience it, but not me. Instead,	
  I will only experience misery,	
  rejection,	
  loneliness, and pain.

At that moment in time, didn’t think much about this man’s comment. don’t even remember who	
  
he was. But after those ten years have passed and I’ve experienced what I’ve experienced, I can’t help
but think about that moment. If	
  only knew what was in store for me, right then and there.

It was	
  time to begin Fifth Grade. It started out excellently. My teacher was named Mrs. Damart, and	
  
she would always	
  be very kind to me.



For the first week of Fifth	
  Grade, I was at mother’s house. I considered myself to be very “cool” by
now. I had gotten better	
  at skateboarding,	
  I had blonde hair,	
  and dressed like a skateboarder. I felt
great anticipation for what the cool kids would think of	
  me once they saw my transformation.

To my disappointment, no one really cared. They were all in their own worlds. I don’t remember any	
  
kids	
  showing recognition of my new “coolness”.	
  Eventually,	
  I was	
  regarded differently than was in
Fourth grade, which became content with. The cool kids	
  talked to me more, and started hanging out	
  
with them during recess and lunch.

When father’s week came, felt frustrated because didn’t have enough	
  cool clothes there, and	
  it	
  
took a while for me to get father to find the time to buy some for me. Mother	
  always got me what I
wanted, right when I wanted it. At mother’s house, all	
  of my needs were met with excellent precision,	
  
whereas at father’s house, there would always	
  be a time delay because father and Soumaya	
  had less	
  
time for me, and paid less attention to me.

Shortly after my Fifth grade year began, my mother	
  decided to move out of	
  the Red	
  House to a small
house in Woodland Hills. This new house was located on Topanga	
  Canyon Boulevard,	
  near Dumetz	
  
street. Father’s house was	
  just up	
  the hill	
  from there, so it was practically walking distance to father’s
house.

I would miss	
  the Red House, despite its smallness and the fact that I had to share	
  a room with my	
  
sister. I had some very good times there. This new house was more convenient. It was still	
  a two	
  
bedroom house, but one room was big enough to be split in two,	
  and so by having a wall built in the
middle, my sister and I each got our own room.

As got better and better	
  at skateboarding,	
  my mother made an effort to take me to a skatepark	
  
every week. By now, skateboarding wasn’t just a sport was doing to copy the cool	
  kids. I was truly	
  
interested in the sport. I even had hopes and dreams of	
  becoming a professional skateboarder. That
became my life goal. loved skateboarding so much. I pictured myself doing amazing tricks in front of	
  a
cheering crowd, just like saw Tony Hawk do in some videos. I pictured the admiration on their faces,
and it was awesome.

The skatepark my	
  mother took me to was Northridge Skatepark, and she would take me there every
Friday. Northridge Skatepark was an average-­‐sized outdoor skatepark with fine wooden ramps. First,	
  we	
  
would have dinner at the Northridge Mall,	
  and then I would sign up for	
  the 7pm to 10pm session at the
skatepark. I usually went alone, but after a few weeks of	
  going I made few acquaintances there, and	
  
people knew me. This became Friday tradition	
  during mother’s week.

On the following Saturday, James usually came over	
  for	
  a sleepover. We would play Nintendo 64	
  
games like Tony Hawk’s Pro Skater	
  and Donkey Kong late into the night, and	
  then	
  on	
  Sunday morning	
  
mother would take us both to Skatelab,	
  an indoor	
  skatepark in Simi	
  Valley. James had become really	
  
interested in skateboarding too, or	
  so believed. was	
  always	
  better at it than him though,	
  and liked it
that	
  way.

This was	
  the way every weekend	
  went during mother’s week,	
  and had the time of my life.

I was so interested in skateboarding that took my skateboard trick-­‐or-­‐treating for	
  Halloween.	
  My	
  
costume, of course, was myself as	
  a skateboarder. We went to the Lemelson’s for	
  a nice dinner and then
set out to collect our	
  candy.	
  It was quite tricky to hold bag full	
  of candy while skateboarding,	
  but had
fun.	
  I remember some teenagers seeing me on my skateboard and saying “why didn’t think of	
  that”.	
  
Hah,	
  that was gratifying.

For	
  Christmas, my mother bought me the new Playstation 2.	
  I had been wanting it for long time,
and when I unwrapped the present and saw the box, I felt so elated.	
  Beforehand, the only video game



console played was the Nintendo 64 (and the Gameboy, if that counts). The Playstation 2 was much
more advanced in graphics, and it amazed me.

When mother	
  announced	
  that I would have to share it with my sister Georgia and	
  that can’t keep	
  it
in my room, my excitement turned to indignation,	
  and I threw quite a tantrum. After	
  crying for a bit, I
calmed down and settled to sharing it with Georgia. She wouldn’t be using it much anyways, I told
myself.

Even after	
  getting a Playstation 2,	
  I still	
  played my Nintendo 64 a lot because I loved the games had
for	
  it, and had an emotional attachment to it. The Nintendo 64 was the first video game console I
played,	
  and it would always	
  have a special place in my heart.

One day during winter break at father’s house, father	
  and Soumaya	
  went out for	
  a few hours and left
me and my sister with Tracy.	
  When they came back, they had a little puppy with them, and announced
that it was our	
  new pet.	
  It was mainly a present for	
  Georgia. Georgia had been desperately asking father	
  
for	
  a pet puppy for the last year, but didn’t think he would actually go through with it. I was so shocked	
  
that	
  we now had a dog.	
  I was always	
  afraid of	
  dogs when I was little, and never imagined having one as
pet. The only pets I’ve had	
  previously were my turtle and	
  iguana, who both died	
  within a year of	
  

acquiring them.	
  Georgia was given the choice on what to name the puppy,	
  and she named it Lucky.	
  I
thought this was a very lame and stupid name.

When I returned to school	
  after the winter break, I noticed that	
  all the cool	
  kids	
  had another interest:	
  
Hacky sacking.	
  It was a simple sport consisting of	
  kicking a bean-­‐sack into the air as many times	
  as you	
  
can without it landing on the floor. They all had hacky sacks, and they would spend recess and lunch
kicking them with each other, since skateboarding wasn’t allowed on	
  school	
  grounds. I didn’t have a
hacky sack, and decided that needed to do something about that. Mother took me to the store Pac
Sun where got hacky sack with an orange and green design.	
  When we got home from the mall,	
  I
started practicing.	
  I remember struggling with it first, but spent the next few afternoons	
  concentrating	
  
on getting good at it.	
  I spent many hours well into the night practicing in my backyard.

Once I was able to kick the hacky sack properly, I made big deal of the fact that was	
  now interested
in it.	
  I would go up to the group of cool kids	
  and show off my skills, and played with it every single
minute I spent outside during school time.

The Upper playground was rebuilt over the break, and there was a brand new playground to play on.	
  I
always loved brand new things, and the new playground was quite engaging.	
  On the very first day that	
  
we were allowed to use it, I played tag with Philip Bloeser, Addison Altendorf, Bryce Jacobs, and a few	
  
others.

I never really became good friends with the so-­‐called	
  “cool kids”. would see them more as	
  
competitors than friends. During recess	
  and lunch, I mainly played with Philip and his little clique which
consisted of Addison Altendorf, Kevin, and T.J Tassone.

I made few Fourth Grade friends	
  through hacky sacking,	
  though forget their	
  names. I mainly
played with them during recess	
  and lunch. One day, after	
  I stayed an hour after school at the Upper, I
was hacking sacking with them and I kicked my hacky sack up onto a roof. It wasn’t first hacky sack,	
  
thank goodness, but was quite fond of	
  it and was	
  sad to lose it. I wonder if it’s still	
  up there… No, it
would have been cleared away by now.

I still	
  refused to have any playdates when I was at my father’s house due to the incident with
Soumaya	
  in Fourth Grade. Because of this, my father and Soumaya	
  became concerned that didn’t have	
  
any friends.



Soumaya forced me to befriend some of	
  the neighbor’s kids	
  who lived	
  just down the road.	
  They
would often skateboard outside of	
  their houses. I was aghast… the	
  prospect of walking up to bunch of	
  
kids	
  who didn’t know and asking to play with them was terrifying to me. They were “cool”	
  
skateboarders, and that made it even more intimidating.	
  Of course, wanted to be friends	
  with them	
  
and	
  join in their fun,	
  but I was too scared that they would think I’m weird.	
  I have always	
  been shy by	
  
nature.

Soumaya didn’t understand	
  this, and	
  she gave me no choice in the matter. She sent me out of	
  the	
  
house and wouldn’t let me back in until I introduced myself to them.	
  I tried pretending that was playing	
  
with them, but instead would hide in a quiet street corner. To my surprise, Soumaya somehow knew I
was doing this, and she came to confront me. She then got Tracy to take me down to where the kids	
  
were playing and push me into it. Tracy went up to the kids	
  and asked if I could play with them.	
  I felt
embarrassed and timid,	
  but they welcomed me.

I always	
  had the subconscious	
  preconception that the coolest kids were mean and aggressive by
nature, which is	
  quite true, and was shocked that these kids were being nice to me and letting me play	
  
with them.	
  After	
  a fun afternoon skateboarding around the streets of	
  Woodland Hills, regretted not	
  
befriending them sooner. They went to Woodland Hills	
  Elementary School,	
  the school my sister would
soon go to.

A couple of weeks later, Soumaya	
  forced me to befriend yet another	
  group of Woodland Hills kids.	
  
This second	
  group	
  lived nearer to my house,	
  and they weren’t skateboarders, however they liked	
  riding	
  
bikes and scooters. One of them was a black boy named Lucky Radley, who thought was very nice at
the time. I found it strange that	
  he had the same name as my dog. He was a fourth grader, and he would
later go to the same middle school as me, where he would become an object of my extreme jealousy
and	
  hatred. Looking back, I can’t believe actually played with him as a friend in my father’s
neighborhood.

In the spring,	
  uncle Jonny and the cousins came to stay at father’s house. Cousin George bunked with
me in my room, and the two of	
  us became instant friends. I hadn’t seen	
  him since my last trip to
England,	
  and back then we were little kids. I enjoyed having a friend to play with on a daily basis without	
  
having to arrange a playdate, and the week that they stayed with us was great fun.	
  I once took him
along to play on scooters and skateboards with the neighbor	
  kids, and we also went to the beach lot.

Indeed, it was great week, and was sad to see them go.	
  I looked forward to seeing him again when
we were to go on our vacation to France and England in the coming summer.

After	
  Jonny and the cousins	
  left,	
  Soumaya’s mother	
  Khadija came to stay for	
  a few months, and I was
made to share my room with her, because father	
  had converted two of	
  the guest rooms	
  into his office,
and Tracy was staying in the downstairs room.	
  I had an extra bed in my room,	
  so suppose it made	
  
sense to them.	
  I was a bit annoyed with this at the start, but bonded well with Khadija, so I soon
became ok with it. She was like a third grandmother to me.

My mother attained tickets	
  to the red carpet premiere Star Wars Episode 2: Attack of	
  the Clones. We
received four	
  tickets. Georgia was old enough to go, and persuaded mother	
  to let me give the fourth
ticket to James. I was awestruck by the time the movie ended. It found it to be absolutely phenomenal.	
  
James and talked about it for	
  hours	
  afterward.

My life at school	
  was	
  starting to become mediocre again,	
  and became frustrated with my struggle to	
  
be cool. didn’t have a regular group	
  of friends who I always played with. I was like a nomad, moving	
  
from group to group and trying to fit in with each one, but never fully integrating. feared that the cool	
  
kids	
  didn’t regard me as one of them,	
  and even Philip’s	
  clique never considered me one of their core



friends. Despite all of my attempts to be cool, didn’t feel	
  as if the other	
  kids respected me as such. I
was still quite the outcast, as I always will be.

My social life changed somewhat when Mrs. Damart announced that we would have new seating	
  
arrangements in class, and the process of	
  deciding on who sits where was up to us. Our class consisted
of	
  tables that seated about five to six people,	
  and when our	
  name was called randomly, we could choose
anywhere to sit, meaning that everyone had a chance to sit with their group of	
  friends. I didn’t have a
core group of	
  friends, so I was thrown into a state of panic.

Originally,	
  I was sitting at the table where Philip’s clique sat, but all of their names were called before
me, and was booted from their table. At this	
  point,	
  I just chose to sit anywhere, and ended up sitting	
  
next to John Jo Glen.	
  Matt Bordier and Danny Dayani also sat at our table. These were kids who I
regarded as cool, so I was content with sitting with them.

I never really interacted with John Jo Glen that much in the past.	
  He was one of	
  the biggest jerks of	
  
the school, next to Trevor	
  and Keaton.	
  We quarreled bit at the start, but soon enough we started
socializing,	
  and talked with him about some new games got for my Playstation 2. We became friends	
  
when John Jo suddenly asked me if he can come over to my house. felt happy that he asked me this… it
would be the first playdate would have without my mother	
  arranging it for me. This would spark a fun	
  
new friendship that would last well after Fifth Grade. The random seating arrangement next to John Jo
was the best thing to happen to me in Elementary School.

Despite my struggles to be regarded as “cool” and my obsession with attaining such recognition, Fifth
grade was my favorite school	
  year in Elementary School. played with more people than I ever	
  did in
previous grades, I was less shy, I wasn’t a dork,	
  and had an awesome time learning how to skateboard
and hacky sack. It was memorable year filled with joyful	
  experiences.

I didn’t want the school year to end.	
  Once Fifth grade was over, will	
  have to go to Middle School,
and the prospect filled me with anxiety. My little innocent mind always	
  looked at Middle School as
something far	
  in the future,	
  when I grow up.	
  I didn’t want to grow up.	
  I was enjoying my life as a kid
right at that moment. didn’t think about the future.

Kids	
  in my class told many rumors of Middle School	
  life that filled me with fear	
  and sent a shiver
through my spine. Even through watching movies and T.V. shows	
  I got glimpse of	
  what was	
  in store for	
  
Middle Schooler.	
  There was talk of	
  girls, and how it would soon be “cool” to be popular with the girls.

Girls were like completely foreign	
  creatures to me. I never interacted with them… I wasn’t expected to.	
  In
Elementary School, boys played with boys	
  and girls played with girls. That was what I was used to.
That was my world.	
  I heard stories of	
  how boys	
  are expected to start kissing girls in Middle School! Such
things	
  overwhelmed me. I tried to dismiss	
  it as much as	
  I could and enjoy my life in the present moment.

My school arranged a camping trip for	
  the entire Fifth Grade class	
  before graduation day. At first I
didn’t want to go because I would be away from my parents for	
  five days, something was never used
to.	
  I was afraid would get too homesick. I never spent more than one night away from my parents. On	
  
the rare occasion that they had to go out of town for few days and left me with a nanny,	
  I would cry at	
  
night.

My teacher Mrs. Damart came up to me one morning before class started and persuaded me to go,	
  
saying that the graduation trip was something wouldn’t want to miss. It would be a once in lifetime	
  
experience, and after	
  some hesitation agreed to go along.

I forgot exactly where this camping trip took place.	
  It was located at special camping retreat
somewhere in the forest to the north of	
  Los	
  Angeles. It was very secluded… a small village of cabins	
  and
tents surrounded by wilderness and hiking trails.	
  For the trip there, decided to go with my friends	
  Bryce
and Charlie in a car instead of taking the school	
  bus with everyone else. This was much more	
  
comfortable, and I was glad to have snagged spot in the car with them.



Everyone was assigned to groups of five to share a cabin or	
  a tent. was originally placed in the group	
  
with Charlie, Bryce, and	
  a few others… but that group was given a tent to sleep in. was appalled by how	
  
drab and uncomfortable the tents	
  looked. wanted a cabin.	
  So I went to my teacher and asked to be	
  
transferred to a group that was sleeping in a cabin.	
  She placed me in a group of some cool	
  skateboarder
kids, including Michael, Sam,	
  Trevor, Matt,	
  and Stephen. felt sense of	
  pride to be part of this	
  group.

During the daytime on this trip,	
  the whole Fifth Grade class	
  participated in games, outdoor	
  activities,
nature hikes,	
  and barbeques. It was great fun. Nighttime in the cabin was like having a sleepover with
five people, and it was a new experience that excited me. Before bedtime, Michael Ray took out a
magazine that had pictures of	
  beautiful model women,	
  and all of the boys	
  gathered around and looked	
  
at them.	
  So… even at the early age of ten,	
  boys were starting to be attracted	
  to the female	
  body.	
  I didn’t
understand	
  this… hadn’t yet reached that stage. I pretended to be interested	
  just so that I wouldn’t
appear uncool.	
  All of	
  those boys	
  probably lost their virginity by sixteen. Damn them.

The trip ended up being so fun that didn’t cry at all about being away from my parents for	
  so long.

And finally,	
  it was time to graduate from Elementary School. Before the ceremony, our whole class	
  
watched video full	
  of footage of school	
  life throughout the year. I saw few glimpses of myself caught	
  
in the footage, and felt gratified. My life at Topanga Elementary School was a blast, full of memorable
experiences and wonderful times.

I dressed in a nice shirt with a tie for	
  the ceremony.	
  All	
  of the Fifth Graders lined up and walked down
an isle through the center of	
  the Auditorium, with the audience of	
  parents and siblings	
  on either	
  side.
When I saw my parents, they looked so proud of me. Each student had to walk up to their	
  teacher on
the stage and	
  receive graduation	
  award. We weren’t required to give speech, to my relief. I would be
too nervous to talk in front of	
  an audience. The graduation	
  theme song was	
  “Time of Your	
  Life” by the	
  
band Green Day, one of my favorite bands. Whenever would hear this song again,	
  I would think about	
  
that glorious	
  day,	
  and the memories would make me feel	
  an extreme sense of	
  nostalgia. In the	
  
afternoon, there was a graduation party at the Top of Topanga	
  community recreation center, a lovely
place that provided a view of	
  the whole Valley.

My mother took me to have dinner at the sushi	
  restaurant Kabuki afterwards. It was just me and her.
As we sat down at the restaurant after all the excitement, I took a moment to fully ponder over the fact
that	
  Elementary School was	
  all over. It was done. felt so accomplished and proud… was happy, things	
  
were good.	
  But along with that	
  happiness was feeling of	
  sadness	
  that will be leaving all of those	
  
experiences behind.	
  A whole chapter of my life had just passed, and a new one was beginning. That day
was such an extraordinary day. day to remember, a memory to cherish.

For the first few weeks of	
  summer, mother arranged playdates with various	
  friends	
  and
acquaintances I made from Topanga	
  Elementary,	
  including Trevor	
  Bourget, Matt Bordier, Charlie
Converse, John Jo Glen, and Philip Bloeser. It was	
  interesting to have Trevor and Matt over. I never
thought I would have playdates with them. Matt was one of the coolest kids	
  in the school; he was a
skateboarder and baseball	
  player who seemed to garner respect from everyone. I envied him during	
  
Elementary School even when we were friends, and I would deeply envy and hate him later on in life,
when I find out how much success he would have with girls.

Again,	
  I repeat, that as children we all play together as equals in a fair environment. Only after the
advent of	
  puberty does the true brutality of	
  human nature show its	
  face. Life will become a bitter and	
  
unfair	
  struggle for self-­‐worth, all because girls will choose some boys over others. The boys who girls
find attractive will live pleasure-­‐filled lives while they dominate the boys who girls deem unworthy. Matt	
  
Bordier will go on to live life of pleasure. Girls will throw themselves at him.	
  And will	
  go on to be
rejected and humiliated by girls. At that moment in time, we were just playing together as children,
oblivious	
  to the fact that my future will be dark and his will	
  be bright. Life is such cruel joke.



My mother continued to take me to Northridge Skatepark every Friday,	
  and also attended a
skateboard camp at Pedlow Skatepark for	
  a couple of weeks. At this camp I bumped into one of the kids	
  
played with around	
  father’s house.
I had been trying very hard to get better at skateboarding,	
  but when I saw that there were boys	
  a lot	
  

younger than me who could do more tricks, I realized that	
  I sucked.	
  I was never good at sports or any	
  
physical activity,	
  and when discovered skateboarding, thought that finally here was sport that I
could excel in and even became a professional at. It crushed me a little inside to see that was a failure	
  
at skateboarding after more than a year of practicing it. I could never master the kickflip or	
  heelflip.	
  All I
could do was the ollie jump and ride down a few ramps. I saw eight-­‐year-­‐old boys at the skatepark who	
  
could do a kickflip with ease, and it made me so angry.Why did fail	
  at everything tried? asked	
  
myself. My dreams of	
  becoming a professional skateboarder were over. I felt so defeated.

Because of	
  this, my interest in skateboarding slowly faded away during this summer. James had	
  
recently told me that	
  he was no longer interested in the sport,	
  so no longer had him to skateboard with
anyway. just decided to forget about it for the moment.

James’s	
  family moved to a new house in Malibu.	
  The house was owned by the Lemelson’s,	
  and they
were staying in it temporarily.	
  Mother took us	
  there a few times where I adventured with James	
  in the
wilderness area that	
  surrounded the house. We would often go to a small plaza	
  in the center of Malibu.	
  
There was a playground there, with a few shops and restaurants surrounding it.

It was	
  time for my 11th birthday. was	
  at mother’s house and	
  just decided to have a small playdate for	
  
my birthday. invited James	
  over, along with another kid who had befriended at the Woodland Hills
recreation center. My mother made small cake, blew out the candles,	
  and that was it.	
  I was eleven
years old.

1 Years Old

The trip to France and England began shortly after my birthday. We had been talking about it for	
  a
while at father’s house, and	
  I was really excited	
  to go. We traveled on	
  Virgin Atlantic Upper Class. I was	
  
extremely enthusiastic about this, as always	
  loved luxury and opulence.

We stopped by in England	
  for	
  a couple of	
  days to say hello to grandma	
  Jinx. The cousins weren’t	
  
there, they were already in France, so it was a bit boring. When we arrived in France, the feeling of
wonder and curiosity swept over me as it always did when I visited foreign country.	
  The last time I was
in France, I was only a few weeks old.	
  This was the first time I was able to truly experience the country.	
  
France was a whole different world,	
  and it was a world that liked.	
  French culture is so exquisite and	
  
refined compared to American culture.

After	
  booking a couple of	
  rooms	
  at small Inn near the town of Toulouse, we met up with Jonny and
the cousin’s at Aunt Jenny’s	
  house. Aunt Jenny is my father’s sister, and the last time I saw her was
when I lived in England,	
  before the move to America. She had a few kittens in her house that loved to	
  
play with.

George and immediately resumed our	
  friendship that started in the spring. There was	
  a vast
forested area surrounding the house. George told me there were lots of wild boars in the forest, so we
went “wild boar hunting”. It was just a game, and we never ended up seeing any boars at all, but the
suspense of possibly finding one was what made it fun.

We stayed in Toulouse for	
  about a week,	
  and then we said goodbye to the relatives and set off	
  to	
  
tour	
  the country. We toured many cultural towns and stayed in castle-­‐style hotels. This	
  should have	
  
been a great experience for	
  me,	
  but my conflicts with Soumaya	
  soured it. There were a few incidents	
  in



which she punished me by making me stay in my hotel room while she, father	
  and Georgia all went out	
  
to dinner at restaurant. I hated her for this.

On the way back,	
  we stopped at grandma Jinx’s house in England	
  for a week. The cousins were there	
  
this	
  time, and it was	
  a lot of	
  fun.	
  We all slept in one room,	
  so it was like having one big sleepover. One	
  
day we went on a trip to a museum, where had an argument with Soumaya. She shouted at me in front	
  
of	
  George and threatened to punish me. This was so embarrassing that fell into miserable mood for	
  
the rest of	
  the day. I always	
  loved traveling,	
  but learned that traveling with Soumaya just ruins the
whole experience. And this wouldn’t be the last time I would be forced to travel with Soumaya	
  either, to
my utmost dismay.

The trip lasted three weeks	
  in length, the perfect length of	
  time for a vacation, in my opinion.	
  I quite
enjoyed it, if don’t count the times Soumaya ruined it.

It felt nice to be back home after a long,	
  cultural vacation.	
  At father’s house, my nanny Tracy got into
an argument with father, and she was forced to leave. was sad to see her go.	
  She was always	
  pleasant	
  
and fun to be around.	
  Once Tracy left, Georgia and I would no longer	
  have any nannies.	
  We were getting	
  
too old for it. I wasn’t a little child anymore… having nannies became a thing of	
  the past. From now on, if	
  
father	
  and Soumaya	
  had to go out to a dinner party,	
  they would just hire a baby-­‐sitter to look after us,
and soon would be old enough to stay by myself in the house.

I got a haircut, and this time I decided not to bleach my hair	
  blonde. The black hair always grew out	
  
anyway,	
  so the full-­‐blonde look only lasted for	
  a couple of weeks. Having blonde hair seemed to have	
  
lost its spark,	
  so just didn’t bother with it anymore.

The summer was pleasant and relaxing,	
  but it quickly came to an end.	
  The time for Middle School	
  had	
  
come. My fear of this	
  day haunted the	
  back of my mind all summer. I was enrolled at Pinecrest Middle
School for	
  Sixth	
  Grade. I had	
  mixed feelings about going to this school	
  because I didn’t like my
experience there during	
  kindergarten. Father said it’s the best option for me, because it was small
private school. didn’t want to go to a large school like Hale Middle School… that would have been	
  too	
  
overwhelming for me.

On the first day,	
  I was shaking with anxiety and fear.	
  I didn’t know what to expect. Transitioning to	
  
Middle School was a big deal for me,	
  even more so than starting elementary school. I was much older
and	
  I cared more about what people thought of me. I was no longer an innocent little child who didn’t
have to worry. I had to worry about lot of things, and oh,	
  did I worry!	
  It was a whole new school	
  full of	
  
people I didn’t know. They all previously went to elementary school	
  together, so most of	
  them already	
  
knew each other. That made me even more nervous. The only person knew who was going to Pinecrest	
  
was geeky kid named Nate Grossman,	
  who didn’t really interact with that much in Topanga.

I also felt an intense fear of what Middle School life would be like.	
   didn’t know how to act around	
  
girls, I didn’t know what was	
  cool	
  anymore,	
  I had no friends	
  there. simply didn’t know what to do.	
  I felt
like I was walking into a snowstorm without a coat.

My parents led me into the school to say goodbye, and then it was time for me to start my first class. I
had to take multiple classes with different teachers now. This was also a new concept for me and it made
me extremely uncomfortable. Since this was a private school, I had to wear uniform,	
  something hadn’t
done since going to Dorsett House in England.	
  I thought of	
  this as good	
  thing though… didn’t have to
worry about what I would have to wear on the first day.

For the first few days,	
  I withdrew into a defensive shell and didn’t really talk to anyone. I did observe,
however. I observed how everyone acted, who the “cool kids” were, what they were like… and it was all
so intimidating.	
  The social challenges that faced in Fifth Grade were intensified tenfold.



I noticed that there were two groups of	
  cool,	
  popular kids. There were the skateboarder kids, such as
Vinny Maggio, Ashton Moio, Darrel, Wes, and Alex Dib.	
  And then there were the boys who were popular
with girls, including Vincent, Robert Morgan,	
  and Oren Aks. They all seemed so confident and
aggressive. felt so intimidated by them,	
  and hated them for	
  it. I hated them so much, but had to	
  
increase my standing with them.	
  I wanted to be friends	
  with them.

I also observed the girls. was still very short for my age, and most of	
  the girls were taller than me. I
hadn’t reached puberty yet,	
  but was	
  starting to admire female prettiness. There was one group of	
  
pretty, popular girls, and they all seemed to like hanging out with that boy Robert Morgan.	
  I didn’t yet
desire girls	
  sexually,	
  but still	
  felt envy towards Robert for	
  being able to attract the attention of all the	
  
popular girls.What was so special	
  about Robert Morgan? constantly asked myself.

I thought all of the cool kids	
  were obnoxious	
  jerks, but tried as best as I could to hide my disgust and
appear “cool” to them. They were obnoxious jerks,	
  and yet somehow it was these boys who all of the	
  
girls	
  flocked to.	
  This showed me that the world was a brutal place, and human beings	
  were nothing
more than savage animals. Everything my father taught me was	
  proven wrong.	
  He raised me to be a
polite, kind gentleman.	
  In a decent world,	
  that would be ideal. But the polite, kind gentleman doesn’t
win in the real world. The girls	
  don’t flock to the gentlemen.	
  They flock to the alpha	
  male. They flock to	
  
the boys who appear to have the most power and status. And it was	
  a ruthless struggle to reach such a
height.

It was	
  too much for me to handle.	
  I was still a little boy with a fragile mind.	
  Thinking about such things	
  
would only crush my innocence, and it eventually will. But not at this point. I subconsciously wanted to
enjoy my childhood as much as could,	
  so tried not to think about this	
  new revelation and enjoy life in
the moment. put it all aside, to be pondered over later.

My whole world had changed. The “cool” thing to do now was to be popular with girls.	
   didn’t know	
  
how to go about doing that. Skateboarding, was able to do… dressing well, that was simple… But
attracting attention from girls? How in the blazes was going to	
  do	
  that? didn’t even understand	
  what
was so special	
  about it either, but everyone seemed to place so much importance on it. This made me	
  
even more shy, and	
  I became known as the “shy new kid.”

Thankfully, some kids	
  started reaching out to me, and had a few chances to integrate within a
couple of weeks. The first boy to talk to me was Brice Miller.	
  He asked me if I had any friends at the	
  
school, because he always saw me alone. I admitted that had no friends, and he offered to be my first	
  
friend.	
  I was very grateful for	
  this.

Once again, used skateboarding as a way to increase my standing,	
  telling the skateboarder kids	
  that I
knew how to skateboard and that could do some tricks. This got them to treat me more cordially.	
  I even
talked to Robert Morgan a few times, who hated and yet subconsciously revered for	
  being so	
  popular.	
  
Whenever a so-­‐called popular kid would say a word to me or	
  give me a high five, I felt immense	
  
satisfaction.

Inevitably,	
  I started to become	
  known to the girls of	
  my school; and surprisingly,	
  they treated me	
  
quite well.	
  It was a huge relief.	
  Middle School	
  would be the last time in my life where I wouldn’t be	
  
completely invisible to girls.	
  All	
  of the pretty girls had peculiar habit of	
  hugging boys	
  they knew as a
form of greeting,	
  and some of them hugged me. I didn’t understand why, but it felt like the best feeling	
  
ever. was one hundred-­‐times more satisfied from getting a hug from pretty girl than getting a high	
  
five from a popular boy. It was new experience that enraptured every fiber of my being.

7th 8thThe and grade girls	
  were especially kind	
  to me. I guess they thought was	
  “cute” in a boyish
sort of way. This made my initial	
  experience of Middle School much better.



I decided to attend the school dance in early October. A school dance was completely foreign to me.
Elementary Schools didn’t have them, of	
  course, and only knew about them from watching typical	
  
American shows on television.	
  I thought it was something had to do in order to be cool. I was very	
  
nervous, naturally,	
  but pushed myself to go ahead with it.

When I got there, Robert Morgan saw me and asked me if wanted to hang out with his	
  group.	
  I was
7th 8thgrateful for this, and I ended up having a nice time. I was shocked that some and grade girls	
  

offered to dance with me. They came up	
  to me in a group	
  and taught me how to “slow dance”.	
  I had to
place my hands on their hips, while they placed their hands	
  on my shoulders, and we would move slowly	
  
with the music. They were all taller than me, and	
  I was	
  terrified, but it felt so… good. That would be the	
  
only time in my life where would have satisfying experience with girls. The only	
  time.

Halloween of this	
  year marked the last time I would ever	
  go trick-­‐or-­‐treating. After	
  this year	
  I would
be too old for	
  it. Mother took us to the Lemelson’s,	
  and	
  I decided to not dress up in any costume. I went	
  
as myself, sporting my black Pinecrest sweater. As it was my last time trick-­‐or-­‐treating,	
  it would be the
last time I would have any sort of	
  fun on Halloween.	
  And did have a lot of fun.	
  It was nice to go out	
  
collecting candy with James	
  and Noah,	
  like we had been doing for	
  several years past.

My father cut off	
  a portion of the child support he had been paying my mother, which forced my	
  
mother to move house. We moved to a small blue house on Glade Avenue in Canoga	
  Park. I didn’t like
Canoga Park at all.	
  It was a very ugly and low-­‐class	
  area to the north or Woodland Hills, and felt it
demeaning that	
  we would have to live there during mother’s week.

The house did have some upsides. It had four	
  bedrooms and a bigger living room than mother’s old
house. My new room was a lot larger than my old one. And of	
  course, my mother always had her own
ways of making everything better. I would still enjoy my time at mother’s small house more than my	
  
time at father’s big Woodland	
  Hills house.

Along with this move, there came new change in our	
  rotation schedule.	
  My parents decided that we
would stay at our mother’s house more, instead of switching one week-­‐one week.	
  Mother would have
us	
  for	
  all of the weekdays, and	
  we would go to father’s	
  on	
  the weekends when he was in town.

Around the same time that my mother moved, James’s	
  family moved as well,	
  to another Lemelson-­‐
owned house in the Palisades. They would only remain in this	
  house for	
  a very brief period,	
  because a
tragic event would soon occur in James’s	
  family.

One day at school, I was sitting in my class when I was suddenly called to the office. My mother was
there, waiting to pick me up.	
  I got into her	
  car, and the three of	
  us drove out of my school	
  and parked on	
  
the side of	
  Shoup Avenue. She told us the dire news. James’s mother, Kim Ellis,	
  had just passed away	
  
from breast cancer. I cried for	
  a bit. Kim was a very kind-­‐hearted person,	
  and the mother of my best
friend.	
  She had been suffering from breast cancer for several years, but never thought she would die
from it.	
  I immediately thought of	
  how James must be feeling.	
  He just lost his own mother! It made me	
  
think of	
  how horrible would feel if the same thing happened to my own mother, just the thought alone	
  
filled me with pain.

There was to be a get-­‐together of	
  family friends at James’s house that night,	
  in honor of Kim. On the	
  
way,	
  I thought about how I would approach James on the subject. The amount of grief	
  he must be	
  
feeling… I couldn’t even imagine it.	
  The last similar experience was the death of my grandfather, and	
  I
was only four years old then.	
  When we arrived, I looked for	
  James, and found him sitting in his room.	
  I
gently offered my deepest condolences for	
  his loss. He remained very strong, obviously hiding his
emotions. He looked very sad,	
  in an extremely stoic sort of way.	
  He told me he fully accepted what had
happened, that his mother was dead and that was the end of	
  it. That was all we spoke on the matter.



We tried not to think about it for	
  the rest of	
  the night, and later on played tag in his backyard with him
and some of	
  his	
  friends.

I remained very shy during my Sixth Grade year, and	
  I would always	
  be labeled	
  as quiet kid.	
  I wasn’t
able to establish any friends	
  that I could have playdates with, so the only playdates	
  I had was with old
friends	
  from Topanga	
  Elementary. This filled in the social	
  void,	
  and was content with it.

I tried my best to improve my social situation during school	
  time. A few girls	
  continued to pay	
  
attention to me, saying hi as	
  I walked by them and occasionally giving me hugs, but felt bitter at the
fact that wasn’t able to truly hang out with them like the popular boys	
  were doing.

In order to not be seen as a complete loner at school, I ended up making friends	
  with a kid named
Connor	
  Hanrahan.	
  Connor was not popular	
  kid, because girls	
  didn’t like him.	
  Despite this, he was one	
  
of	
  the most pompous	
  assholes of the school, even more so than any of the most popular boys. Connor	
  
was a true bully.	
  I started hanging out with him during recess	
  and lunch, and we made a few jokes with
each other	
  and had a few good laughs, but he would always	
  push me around and act tough.	
  I was so
timid back then that	
  I didn’t care. I just wanted someone to hang out with.

When I stayed back after	
  school one day, my mother saw me with Connor when she	
  came to pick me
up.	
  She has been concerned about me not making any new friends	
  at Pinecrest, and suppose she was	
  
relieved to see me with a “friend”.	
  She invited Connor to come over to my house, which he accepted. I
was bit hesitant to invite anyone from Pinecrest to my mother’s house, because it was located in
Canoga Park, a bad area,	
  and most of	
  the kids	
  at Pinecrest were upper-­‐middle class who would look	
  
down on me for	
  living there.	
  But couldn’t back out of	
  this once my mother invited Connor. He came	
  
over and all went well, we played a few video games for	
  a couple of	
  hours. But after	
  that playdate, he	
  
would always rip on me for living in a “poor” house. He would also tell other kids at Pinecrest about it.	
  
This infuriated me to no end,	
  and would keep proclaiming that my father lives in a prestigious	
  three-­‐
story house in the Woodland Hills Heights. I became vehemently obsessed with proving to Connor	
  and
everyone else that	
  I wasn’t poor. went so far as to bring pictures of my father’s house to school. I even
considered inviting some people over to father’s	
  house, but remembered my vow of never doing that
due to the possibility that another	
  incident would happen with Soumaya, like the one that occurred
years ago.

It was	
  at eleven years old when I first started using the internet on a regular basis. The internet was
still considered a new phenomenon at the time. Before eleven, roughly knew how to browse websites
and use email,	
  but once fully immersed myself in it,	
  it really fascinated me.

The popular social networking tool	
  at that	
  period was AOL instant messenger, or “AIM”.	
  I made my	
  
first AIM account on	
  my mother’s computer, and	
  she would let have one hour	
  a day to explore it.	
  I
joined few chat rooms. The prospect of	
  talking to strangers from computer was new and astounding	
  
to me.

Towards the end of	
  sixth grade, still hadn’t made a group	
  of friends who I could see outside of
school. The only social interactions had outside of	
  school were playdates with old friends	
  from Topanga	
  
every now and again.	
  Joining chatrooms	
  through AOL temporarily filled in the social void for	
  a few
weeks. This will definitely not be the first time I would try to fill in that void with the internet.

Once I established myself	
  in the chat rooms, made few friends	
  who instant messaged frequently.	
  
Most of	
  them were in middle school	
  and some were in high school. also talked to a few people knew
from Pinecrest over AIM.

One friend who I met through a chat room suddenly emailed me pictures of	
  beautiful	
  naked girls,
telling me to “check this out”. When I looked	
  at the pictures, I was shocked beyond	
  words. I had never
seen	
  what beautiful	
  girls looked like naked,	
  and the sight filled me with strong and overwhelming	
  
emotions. I didn’t know what was happening to me. Was it the first inkling of sexual desire in my body? I



was traumatized. My childhood was fading away.	
  Ominous	
  fear swept over me, and stopped talking to	
  
that	
  person.

As the Sixth Grade year came to a close, felt dissatisfied and insignificant. Indeed,	
  a whole new
world had opened up before me, and had no idea	
  how to prevail in it. still wanted to live as a child.	
  
I never established any proper friends	
  at Pinecrest, and the only playdate had was the one with

Connor that my mother arranged, and that turned out to be disaster for me. My mother and father
both showed concern that wasn’t making any friends, but because still saw some friends	
  from
Topanga, they didn’t make big deal out of	
  it.

I consider Sixth Grade to be the better year out of the three years I would spend in Middle School.	
  
Girls actually paid	
  attention	
  to me. They knew who I was and	
  I didn’t feel	
  like I was completely invisible. I
was extremely shy with girls	
  and could barely have a conversation with them,	
  but still	
  interacted with
girls	
  more during this year than would for any following year. The cool kids treated me nicely, despite
my reputation	
  as the “quiet kid”.	
  I always	
  felt like loser compared to them,	
  and hated them for it,
though	
  I still wanted their approval. I wanted to be one of them… wanted	
  to be their	
  friend.

The closest I came to truly being one of	
  them was when Vinny and Robert both invited me to their
birthday parties,	
  which were only a couple of weeks	
  apart at the very end of	
  the school	
  year. Both
parties were at Skatelab skatepark. I hadn’t been to Skatelab for	
  about a year, and	
  when I walked	
  in, all
of	
  the memories of	
  going there with James filled my mind. I hadn’t even skateboarded for	
  a while, but	
  
after few minutes on the ramps my ability came back like magic. They were all quite impressed.	
  I bet
they thought I would end up sucking at it. was happy to prove them wrong.

Indeed, Sixth Grade was the peak of my life at Pinecrest.	
  It would only go downhill	
  from there.

My mother bought me a brand new video game console, the Xbox. heard a lot of kids	
  talking about	
  
how great the Xbox was at school, so I was really eager	
  to have one. I liked the Xbox much more than
the Playstation 2. The graphics were better and the games were more to my taste. With the Xbox, got
the game Halo.	
  At first, found Halo to be very difficult and gave up on it a few times. I had no idea that
Halo would soon become one of my favorite video game series that ever played.

I was extremely happy and relieved when summer came. Middle School	
  was much more stressful	
  
than Elementary School, both socially and academically.	
  Summer would provide well-­‐needed break	
  
from all of	
  it.

I started seeing some old friends	
  from Topanga more frequently.	
  Among these were John Jo Glen and
Charlie Converse. Charlie wasn’t really one of my main friends	
  at Topanga Elementary.	
  I had	
  a few	
  
playdates with him here and there, but not that many. It was only until after	
  Fifth Grade graduation that
our	
  real friendship began. He always	
  had a charming and humble personality,	
  and he was well-­‐liked by
everyone at Topanga. He came over to my mother’s house a few times after got my Xbox, where he	
  
tried to help me get past the hardest level on Halo.	
  John Jo and Charlie were very close friends with each	
  
other, and eventually would start to see them at the same time.

John	
  Jo invited me to his father’s apartment in Hollywood	
  for	
  a sleepover. I found	
  his apartment to be
very dingy,	
  but I had so much fun	
  that didn’t even care. He lived just across the street from the huge	
  
Scientology building.	
  We got together with group of his friends	
  and snuck into the building’s courtyard
at night to play hide-­‐and-­‐seek tag. This was	
  the first time I had been out having fun with a group of kids	
  
my age without any adult supervision. It was	
  very amusing.	
  When we went back to his apartment, we
played Conker’s	
  Bad Fur Day on the Nintendo 64. The Nintendo 64 was a very old console at this point in
time, especially after now had an Xbox and a PS2, but was entertained by Conker’s Bad Fur Day so	
  
much that asked my mother to buy it for me the next day.



James	
  Ellis moved yet again to another	
  house in the Palisades. After the death of	
  his mother, James’s
father	
  Arte quickly made the decision to move again.	
  Arte rented a small house on Temecula	
  Street,
near the renowned Palisades Bluffs. There	
  they would remain for a very long time, and all of	
  the most	
  
significant experiences would have with James in the future would take place there.

At this time, though,	
  I wasn’t seeing James that much. We slowly drifted apart after we lost our	
  
common interest in skateboarding.	
  We still	
  considered each other	
  friends, and we would still	
  see each
other occasionally,	
  almost as a courtesy.	
  But our	
  friendship would be at a standstill	
  during our	
  middle
school	
  years.

I was enjoying	
  a lovely summer, but suddenly my mother	
  said that I had to go to summer camp at
Pinecrest. This was a decision she made with my father, because they thought it would be healthy for	
  
me. didn’t like this one bit.	
  It was a last minute decision.	
  One moment I was relaxing and enjoying my	
  
summer break, the next my mother is waking me up early to take me to my first day of	
  camp at	
  
Pinecrest. Gratefully, summer camp would only last for	
  four	
  weeks.

Summer camp at Pinecrest was located at the Elementary School	
  section,	
  and recognized my old
kindergarten class. It was a mix of middle school	
  and elementary school kids, and made a few friends	
  
with some kids who were younger than me.

At this camp,	
  an incident happened that would scar	
  me for life. The first time that was treated badly
by a girl occurred at this	
  camp.	
  I was	
  innocently playing with the friends	
  I made, and they were tickling	
  
me, something people always did because I was very ticklish.	
  I accidently bumped into a pretty girl the
same age	
  as me, and she got very angry. She cursed at me and pushed me, embarrassing me in front of	
  
my friends. I didn’t know who this girl was… She was only at Pinecrest for summer	
  camp… But she was
very pretty, and she was taller than me. I immediately froze up and went into state of	
  shock. One of	
  
my friends	
  asked me if was	
  ok,	
  and didn’t answer. I remained very quiet for	
  the rest of the day.

I couldn’t believe what had happened. Cruel treatment from women is ten	
  times worse than from	
  
men. It made me feel	
  like an insignificant, unworthy little mouse. I felt so small and vulnerable.	
  I
couldn’t believe that this girl was so horrible to me, and	
  I thought that it was because she viewed me as	
  
loser. That was the first experience of female cruelty endured, and it traumatized me to no end. It

made me even more nervous	
  around girls, and I would be extremely weary and cautious of them from	
  
that point on.

Before summer camp ended, I saw that same girl hanging out with Oren Aks few times. Oren Aks
was one of	
  the popular kids	
  in my grade. I hated Oren so much when I saw him with her. It made me feel
so inferior… that this girl was mean to me and yet she liked Oren. Thankfully, Oren	
  wouldn’t be
returning to Pinecrest for Seventh Grade, and would never see him again.	
  I wonder what became of
him…	
  I bet he lived good life.

I felt relieved when summer camp ended. That experience with the mean girl ruined it for me. Hell, it
ruined part of my life. Whenever think about summer camp would think about that girl,	
  and my	
  
emotions	
  would flare up.

My 12th birthday followed.	
  I decided not to do anything for	
  it. Mother took me and my sister out to a
Japanese restaurant to celebrate it. Twelve seemed like a big number to me back then. One more year
and would be a teenager. It was hard to believe.

1 Years Old

For the rest of	
  the summer, resumed my routine of	
  relaxing and having playdates. I tried to forget
about what happened at summer camp as much as	
  I could.



John Jo came over to my house, where he slept over	
  for the first time. We played few video games,
and then he	
  told me that he wanted to take me to a place called Planet Cyber, a cyber café that	
  had all
of	
  the best online PC games. I knew nothing of the sort, but it was just down the street from my	
  
mother’s house. walked	
  there with him, eager to experience	
  something new.

This was my first experience with online gaming. Playing video games with people over the internet
invoked a whole new level of	
  fascination	
  in me. Talking to people over AIM was fun	
  and new, but this…
this	
  was tremendous. I always loved playing multiplayer mode on video games when I had friends over.
With online gaming,	
  I could do it whenever	
  I want. I was a novice to these new games on the PC, but I
got the hang of it after	
  playing with John Jo for	
  a few hours. The games we played were Day of Defeat
and Counter	
  Strike.

Mother took me and Georgia on two little vacation trips	
  in the same week. For the first trip we went
to Long Beach, where we stayed at the Hyatt hotel. It reminded me of our little trip to Ventura	
  two years
previously.	
  We visited the Harbor	
  and the aquarium. The three of	
  us really bonded on this	
  trip.

We went home for a couple of	
  days	
  before going on the second trip.	
  For the second trip,	
  we went to	
  
Legoland and stayed at the resort there. The resort was exceedingly beautiful, with a huge swimming	
  
pool	
  and spa.	
  We met up with a family of one of Georgia’s friends	
  and explored the entirety of Legoland.

When we got home from our marvelous trip,	
  I had another sleepover with John Jo.	
  He loved the fact	
  
that	
  I lived near Planet Cyber, so he would soon be calling every week, asking to come over.

I saw Charlie a few days later.	
  Charlie was also familiar with Planet Cyber, and when the two of	
  us
went there, he introduced me to an RPG	
  game called Diablo 2.	
  I didn’t know what to make of this game,
it was like an adventure game similar to Banjo Kazooie and Donkey Kong,	
  but much more mature, with
the ability to interact with other	
  players online.

It was	
  only a matter of time before started inviting John Jo and Charlie to sleep over at the same	
  
time. When the three of	
  us went to Planet Cyber as	
  a group,	
  I had an absolute blast. It was one of the
best experiences of my life.

At father’s house, father would frequently invite his new friend Alexander Bubenheim over. Alex
Bubenheim was a boisterous	
  German man who worked as a composer and lived in the Top of Topanga	
  
community.	
  Alex had a son named Lukas, who was a couple of	
  years younger than Georgia. Lukas was a
very girly	
  and immature little boy,	
  but found him to be very amusing. They would come over almost
every weekend	
  that I was at father’s,	
  and become big part of my life there.

Seventh Grade began. My coveted summer break was all over. On the first day, noticed some people
met during	
  summer camp start school	
  there as	
  Sixth Graders. One of them was Patrick Dib, the
younger brother of Alex Dib.	
  I would always view Patrick Dib as an obnoxious, rude lout. He was	
  very
ugly too, and	
  it annoyed me that	
  he carried himself around	
  as if he wasn’t freckled,	
  chubby-­‐faced
imbecile.

I said hello to everyone I knew from last year, including Robert Morgan and his	
  clique of	
  popular kids.
There were also a flock of new kids who transferred from the Pinecrest in Van Nuys. I was soon to meet	
  
them.	
  Among these were Alfred Graham,	
  Anthony Glukov,	
  Jonny Noone, Derek Olsen, Garrett, Rafael,
and Edward. They already knew each other and always	
  hung out together	
  at the start of	
  the year, but I
soon noticed that each of them soon integrated into the already pre-­‐established cliques of Pinecrest. I
was jealous that	
  Jonny Noone, an obnoxious Mexican kid, immediately became popular with the	
  
skateboarders because of his cocky attitude.

Alfred Graham,	
  a half-­‐black boy whom I would have semi-­‐friendship with throughout the years was
intensely disliked by everyone, mainly because he was	
  ugly and had a habit of intentionally annoying



people.	
  He would eventually become friends	
  with the skateboarders, however, due to his interest in the
sport.

My reputation	
  as	
  the “shy kid” continued, and still	
  didn’t make any friends who became close
enough to see outside of school. did socialize with various groups during school hours, so I wasn’t a
complete outcast during Seventh Grade.

James	
  Ellis started middle school at Paul	
  Revere Middle School	
  as a Sixth Grader. Though he is the	
  
same age	
  as am,	
  he was held back a year in elementary school. Coincidentally, he went to the same	
  
school	
  as John Jo, Charlie, and a few other friends from Topanga.
After this point, would stop seeing James Ellis	
  for	
  a while. Our	
  friendship became temporarily stale

and would remain so for another year. The only time we saw each other	
  during this period was when we	
  
had family get-­‐togethers. James’s sister, Sage, often came over to play with Georgia, while James didn’t
bother to come at all.

John Jo and Charlie started to come over every Friday. This would soon become tradition.	
  Fridays	
  
were always my favorite time of the week, and this tradition made me always	
  look forward to Fridays
with intense eagerness. They would be dropped off	
  by their parents shortly after	
  school	
  time,	
  and then
we would all walk to Planet Cyber and play games for hours.

After	
  a few of	
  these Friday sleepovers,	
  Charlie introduced me to his friend Elijah.	
  Elijah was
temporarily staying at Charlie’s house, and	
  the two of them were like brothers. I immediately took a
great liking to Elijah,	
  and we became instant friends. He helped me beat some of the hardest levels of	
  
Halo. Elijah would then come over with Charlie and John Jo, and the four of	
  us became a close group of	
  
friends. This	
  was	
  the only true social group I would ever have, and had a great time with them.

We sometimes hung out at Planet Cyber until 3:00 in the morning, the latest I had ever been out	
  
without parent supervision.	
  We would switch between playing Halo at my house,	
  playing games at	
  
Planet Cyber, or skateboarding around the neighborhood.	
  I briefly got back into skateboarding for the	
  
sake of enjoying it with these friends. On the following Saturday morning, we would wake up by 9:00,	
  
have breakfast at Krispy Kreme and spend a few more hours at Planet Cyber before my friends were	
  
picked up by their	
  parents. would then go to father’s house for	
  the weekend,	
  if father was	
  in town.

My sister Georgia’s birthday was in November, and on	
  that day my father hired	
  a limo to pick up	
  
Georgia and	
  her friends from mother’s house. Charlie and	
  Elijah came over, though	
  John	
  Jo was absent	
  
that	
  day. When the limo returned, we all celebrated Georgia’s birthday at the house together. I
introduced father	
  to my friends. It was	
  a very happy experience.

When the winter break finally arrived, my grandma Ah Mah came over from England to visit, and she
stayed in the fourth bedroom at mother’s	
  house. Ah Mah is just like my mother, she always knew what I
liked	
  and	
  went out of	
  her way to get it for me, just to put smile on my face. She brought with her some	
  
of my favorite English chocolates, along with her famous	
  peanut cookies that	
  I loved	
  so much.

Mother	
  had party at her house, and a lot of family friends came over, including Maddy and her
mom, James and	
  his family,	
  Philip and Jeffrey and their	
  family,	
  and a lot of mother’s old friends	
  whom I
hadn’t seen for	
  a long time.	
  Ah Mah, who is a professional cook, made some of her special dishes, and	
  
we set up a bouncy castle in our	
  backyard.	
  I invited John Jo,	
  Charlie, and Elijah over, and we walked to
Planet Cyber for a little bit, then walked back home and had some fun on the Bouncy Castle. James	
  
never really liked my group	
  of	
  friends… he told me he thought they were jerks. I suppose he was right	
  
about John	
  Jo,	
  but Charlie and	
  Elijah were always nice people. Oh well, I never really liked James’s
friends	
  either,	
  so that made us	
  even, guess.



I had a great time during this party.	
  James and Maddy were the last ones to leave. Me and my sister	
  
played with them for	
  a while on the bouncy castle. It made for	
  an interesting and peculiar experience,	
  
playing with both James and Maddy at the same time, my two oldest friends. It had been a long time
since had seen Maddy,	
  and it would be the last time that	
  we would ever play together as friends.
Before the night was over, we all took a picture together outside my mother’s front door. James made a
funny face for	
  it, while stood behind him awkwardly waving my hand.	
  To this very day, my mother still
has that picture in one of	
  her photo albums.

One time when John Jo, Charlie, and Elijah came over for our traditional Friday night sleepover, we
met up	
  with Armando and his younger brother Gus. I hadn’t seen them since Topanga	
  Elementary
school. We had a good time skateboarding with them at the church parking lot near mother’s house,
and all over that	
  area. Afterwards, we had some video game competitions	
  at Planet Cyber.

My mother took me to watch Lord of the Rings: Return of the King in the movie theatres.	
  I already
saw the first two movies, but wasn’t huge fan of the series until I saw this	
  third	
  one in the movie
theatres. Watching that movie in the theatres was such an epic experience, and will always	
  remember
it.	
  Though	
  it wasn’t as exciting as going to the red carpet premieres of	
  the Star Wars prequels, it came	
  
quite close.

After the movie, mother and ate dinner at TGI Friday’s. When we got home, as	
  I was getting ready
for	
  bed,	
  I heard a knock on my door. It was Elijah asking if wanted to go with him to Planet Cyber,
which did for a few hours.

That day marked the last time I would ever go to the movie theatres with just my	
  mother, except for	
  
premieres. Growing up,	
  I always	
  loved it when my parents took me to the movies.	
  The large screen and
loud surround-­‐sound immersed me into the movie, and liked that dizzy feeling I would feel when I
walked out of	
  a movie theatre and entered back into the real world.	
  It was	
  always	
  a remarkable
experience.

Soon enough,	
  the movie theatres would turn from place of	
  joy to a place of dread.	
  Once puberty
arrives, would start getting jealous of all the young couples or	
  groups	
  of boys and girls who go to the
movies	
  together. That day that	
  I saw the final Lord of the Rings movie was the last time I enjoyed the	
  
movie theatres in peace,	
  without fear of	
  humiliation.

Aside from Fridays, I always met my group of friends	
  at Planet Cyber on Wednesdays, because they	
  
were charging only one dollar per hour on Wednesdays. Usually my mother wouldn’t let me play video	
  
games for such a long time on a weekday, but she made an exception for	
  Wednesdays.

On one such Wednesday,	
  Charlie introduced me to the game Warcraft 3. It was	
  like no game I had	
  
ever played before. It enabled the player to build an army and battle against other players online. After	
  
the first round of	
  Warcraft III, going up against John Jo and Charlie, I was captivated. The game was so
much fun.	
  I couldn’t help but think about it every second for	
  the next two days. When the following
Friday arrived, we played it for most of the day and well into the night.

My initially happy interest in the game Warcraft 3 had an ominous tone to it. This was the beginning
of	
  a long relationship with the Warcraft franchise. In less than a year from that point, they would release	
  
their	
  ultimate game, World of Warcraft,	
  a game that I would find sanctuary in for most of my teenage	
  
years.

Seventh Grade flew by very fast. My school	
  life was a continuation of	
  Sixth Grade. I mingled with
acquaintances here and there and behaved nicely with everyone. The difference is that I was having so	
  
much fun outside of	
  school with my friends	
  at Planet Cyber that didn’t really care about getting popular
at school or	
  getting attention from girls. was enjoying my very last year of childhood. My twelfth year



was one of	
  the best years of	
  my life, and the last year that was happy.	
  I’m glad that can at least say I
made the best of	
  it.

I gave no thought at all to my future, or the fact that puberty was just around the corner. barely	
  
even knew much about what puberty was. With puberty, my whole world would change, and my entire	
  
life would collapse into utter despair. I wonder	
  how I would have handled things	
  if I knew…	
  If was	
  
prepared…

This summer was long awaited.	
  I was having the time of my life, and once school was out couldn’t
wait to spend the summer relaxing and doing fun things. I was relieved that neither of my parents made	
  
me attend summer camp.	
  I suppose I had gotten too old for	
  it. This summer was mine to enjoy however
wanted. It was like a coveted treasure that	
  I could only hold for	
  a few moments, but those moments
would last forever in memory. It was my last summer before puberty. My last summer of	
  innocence. My	
  
last summer of	
  true happiness and satisfaction with life.

I continued	
  my traditional Friday sleepovers with Charlie, John Jo,	
  and Elijah. Because there was no
more school, they would sometimes come over on other days as	
  well. I managed to beat the entire
game of	
  Halo on	
  legendary mode with Elijah’s help,	
  an impressive feat.

Philip and Jeffrey came over quite a lot as well. Philip was always	
  the mature and insightful brother,
while Jeffrey was the wild and funny one. Seeing the two of them together	
  always made for	
  an
interesting and excitable mix.	
  Their mother, Kathy,	
  brought them over on weekdays	
  quite often. We	
  
drank lot of	
  soda, ate lot of candy, and played with scooters and	
  skateboards around	
  my mother’s
neighborhood.	
  I took them to Planet Cyber one time and showed them some of the games there.

On the weekends	
  I spent at father’s, we usually did something with the Bubenheims. They lived in the
Top of	
  Topanga	
  community,	
  where we often spent afternoons. I played with Georgia and Lukas in the
swimming pool there, and being one who admires great views, spent a lot of	
  time looking out at the	
  
Valley.	
  Going to that place would always remind me of	
  my Fifth Grade graduation party, a good
memory.

Soumaya told us extraordinary news. On one sunny afternoon	
  at father’s, me and	
  my sister were	
  
asked to come to the dining room for a special announcement. It wasn’t announced by words, but by	
  
Soumaya	
  indicating us to feel	
  her stomach. She was pregnant! She and my father	
  were having their	
  first	
  
baby together. I was going to have a baby brother.

I felt elated. remember when I was a bit younger I always asked my father	
  and Soumaya	
  if they were	
  
going to have baby,	
  and they said they would like to. still	
  felt surprised when it was actually	
  
confirmed. It was that warm feeling that would envelop me when a good change happened in my life. I
had no idea what it would be like, but welcomed it.

My step-­‐grandmother Khadija came to stay with us for	
  a second time, mainly to help Soumaya	
  
prepare for	
  the birth.

In the middle of	
  the summer, mother took me and my sister	
  on a vacation to Malaysia. This was the	
  
first time we would go on an overseas	
  vacation with just mother, and I was pleased at the thought of	
  it.

13thWe took off on my Birthday. spent my birthday on the airplane, a much more exciting birthday
than the previous	
  few. We traveled on	
  Singapore Airlines, and	
  though	
  we weren’t traveling first class on
this	
  trip,	
  I found it to be just as comfortable. The staff of	
  Singapore Airlines knew it was my birthday,	
  and
they brought me a cake with a candle during the middle of the flight. It was	
  a very nice gesture.

We had to spend eight	
  hours at the Singapore Airport. I thought this airport was	
  such a pleasant place
that	
  I really enjoyed just spending time there. It was all	
  part of the vacation experience. The airport was
huge, and much more entertaining than LAX or any airport in Europe that	
  I’ve been to. The three of us



walked around and explored, went shopping,	
  visited all	
  the common areas, and had a nice meal at one
of	
  the restaurants. There were lot of foreign candies and sodas that I was curious	
  to try. Traveling with
just my mother and sister was lot less stressful	
  than traveling with father and Soumaya. It was
wonderful.

When we arrived in Malaysia, we met up with my grandma	
  Ah Mah, my mother’s sister Min and her
husband Jack, and cousin Emma. They were also visiting Malaysia from England.	
  We all stayed at a tall
hotel	
  building near the beach. After we unpacked everything at the hotel, some of	
  my mother’s relatives
who lived in Malaysia came to see us. We had a birthday celebration for me at the hotel that night.
Before I went to sleep, pondered over the	
  fact that	
  I was now a teenager.

I had a lovely time on this	
  vacation. Our hotel	
  suite was on one of	
  the highest floors of the building,	
  
and it had an exquisite deck that	
  provided a view of	
  the ocean. During the trip, we toured around the	
  
island of Penang, visited Georgetown, went to a fun waterpark, and had very delicious meals at many	
  
exotic restaurants. Just relaxing and watching movies at the hotel was	
  a joy in itself. The vacation was so	
  
nice that	
  I didn’t even miss my life at home. The three weeks flew by very fast, and	
  I cried a little when it	
  
was over. It was a good sadness.

I celebrated my birthday again	
  at father’s	
  house on the night we returned to America. was allowed	
  
to have my very first glass of	
  beer for	
  this celebration. always	
  thought of	
  alcoholic drinks, such as	
  beer	
  
and wine, as mysterious drinks that were forbidden to children like myself. Father would let me have	
  
only a small sip of	
  wine from time to time. Having my first glass of	
  beer felt like a big honor.

For my present, I got my first cell phone. During this	
  era, cell phones were like rite of	
  passage for	
  
kids	
  my age. always envied the kids who had a cell phone. John Jo had a silver Sprint phone with green
lighting that always coveted. To finally have a cell phone of my own made me feel so proud. My phone	
  
was silver T-­‐Mobile phone with blue lighting.	
  I loved the satisfaction felt when I opened it up and saw	
  
the pretty lights.

1 Years Old

I enjoyed the rest of the summer as best as I could. On the first Planet Cyber session after being back	
  
from vacation,	
  I met up with John Jo.	
  They had the new Warcraft 3 expansion available to play, and the	
  
two of us tried it out.

I had a sleepover with Charlie and Elijah,	
  and they introduced me to their friend Julian Ritz-­‐Barr.	
  Julian
went to Topanga Elementary with us, though he was two grades lower, so I never knew him beforehand.	
  
thought he was very cool, but bit stupid.	
  We competed with each other	
  at Planet Cyber. I continued
to see him with Charlie and Elijah a few more times after that.

Coincidentally,	
  Julian’s parents were friends with Rob	
  Lemelson,	
  and didn’t know this	
  at the time. A
few years down the line, I would cross paths	
  with Julian again	
  at one of	
  the Lemelson’s parties, where I
would spitefully envy him for	
  being so confident with everyone.

When the summer ended,	
  I cried a little. It was such a great summer. I went on a vacation, saw lots
of	
  friends, played lots	
  of games, and enjoyed life to its fullest.	
  Of course, didn’t know at the time that	
  
this	
  was the last good	
  summer in my life,	
  but still cried… as always	
  do after	
  a joyful experience comes
to an end.

Eighth Grade began on a very mellow note. For the first couple of months,	
  I continued on with the life
I’ve been	
  living,	
  and things seemed ok. The main people hung out with at school	
  were Alfred Graham,	
  
Gavin Dowd, and Brice Miller.	
  Alfred was just getting good at skateboarding,	
  and he was starting to
become popular with the skateboarders. He once brought his skateboard to school and landed kickflip,



the move I was never able to master	
  in the past. was secretly jealous, even though insisted to	
  
everyone that was no longer interested in skateboarding.

I started to take more notice of the kids	
  in lower grades, specifically the Seventh Graders. There was
one who came in from Topanga	
  Elementary,	
  the older brother of one of Georgia’s	
  friends. His	
  name was
Neil Davis.	
  I observed the popular kids of	
  Seventh Grade... In a way they visually mimicked the popular
kids	
  of my own grade. They were all the same, though the Seventh Graders seemed lot meaner. I
noticed that	
  Neil Davis was starting to be friends with them, even with the pretty girls. would gradually	
  
develop a great envy towards	
  him. Another one was Lucky Radley, the black kid I played with in father’s
neighborhood.	
  He transferred to Pinecrest during that very year, and he immediately became popular
with the pretty girls of	
  his grade. I hated him for	
  it.

Things	
  were getting more intense every year we grew older, and	
  I didn’t want to grow up.	
  I wanted to	
  
live the life was comfortable with.	
  I wanted to live in a world of	
  fairness, and tried not to accept that it
would soon come to an end.

The games enjoyed playing at Planet Cyber were too powerful	
  to run on my mother’s computer, so	
  
Planet Cyber was the only place could play them.	
  That was until I asked my father to buy me Warcraft 3
to install on his powerful	
  laptop.	
  I got the Frozen Throne expansion to go with it, and once it was
installed I was	
  able to play it on his laptop whenever he allowed me to. thought it was really cool to	
  
actually play an online game from my own home. Father’s house became lot more fun	
  after this,
though hated it when Soumaya set limits on my playtime.

When father	
  invited the Bubenheims over, Alex sometimes brought his friends	
  Gary and Antje Twinn.	
  
They had a son named Vincent, who was the same age as my sister and a good friend of Lukas. Vincent
was a kind-­‐hearted and sweet little boy who was a bit overweight. I showed him Warcraft on my	
  
father’s computer. He was very interested in the game, and	
  he would watch me for	
  hours. He really
looked up to me. We got along well.

One day,	
  I was looking up things	
  on the internet about Warcraft 3. That is when found out about a
new,	
  revolutionary Warcraft game coming out, called World of Warcraft. didn’t think much of	
  it at the	
  
time,	
  ignorant of the effect it would have on me in my later	
  life.

Gradually, my friendship with John Jo,	
  Charlie, and Elijah started to wane. They no longer came over
as a group anymore. Our	
  usual	
  Friday sleepovers stopped happening,	
  as they got more busy with other	
  
things. John Jo and Charlie slowly started to get bored of Planet Cyber, which caused them to lose their	
  
interest in coming over every week. continued	
  to see them individually; sometimes would see Charlie
and Elijah together, sometimes just Elijah,	
  and sometimes just John Jo.

Due to them coming over	
  less often, I began to walk to Planet Cyber alone. I never did this before,
because my friends	
  came over so much and we would go together. I would usually play Diablo 2 or	
  
Warcraft 3 there. For	
  a time, did this as a routine without getting bored. Sometimes would meet John	
  
Jo there and we would have intense Warcraft 3 competitions	
  with each other.

After	
  a few more weeks into autumn,	
  I began to get a bit depressed over the fact that the good times
had with my main group of	
  friends	
  was	
  fading away.	
  I started to walk to Planet Cyber alone just to	
  
reminisce such times. Sometimes I would stay there for	
  hours into the night. I never thought I would get
bored of	
  the highly entertaining games there, but after	
  playing them so much on my own, I was
surprised that I was getting a bit bored. Good times always come to an end,	
  and I always	
  had a hard
time accepting this fact.

One time while was	
  alone at Planet Cyber, I saw an older teenager	
  watching pornography.	
  I saw in
detail a video of	
  a man having sex with a hot girl. The video showed him stick his penis	
  inside girl’s
vagina. I didn’t know anything about sex at the time. I barely even knew what sex was. I was slowly



starting to develop	
  sexual feelings	
  for	
  hot girls, but I didn’t know what to do with them. To see this video	
  
really traumatized me. I had	
  no idea what I was seeing… couldn’t imagine human beings	
  doing such
things	
  with each other. The sight was shocking,	
  traumatizing,	
  and arousing.	
  All of these feelings mixed
together took a great toll on me. I walked home and cried by myself for	
  a bit. I felt too guilty about what
saw to talk to my parents about it.	
  I was quite shaken for	
  a few days.
This was	
  among the very first glimpses I had of sex. Finding out about sex is one of the things	
  that

truly destroyed my entire life. Sex… the very word fills me with hate. Once hit puberty,	
  I would always	
  
want it, like any other boy. would always hunger for	
  it, would always covet it, I would always fantasize	
  
about it. But I would never get it.	
  Not getting any sex is	
  what will shape the very foundation of my	
  
miserable youth. This was very dark day.

Soon enough,	
  I would inevitably find out about what sex was,	
  whether I saw that foul video or	
  not.
Boys at my school started talking about it. Connor	
  Hanrahan and his friend Jordan Carlton one day told
me exactly what happens when a man and woman have sex.	
  Finding out about sex was just the
beginning of	
  my horrific downfall.

My father and mother arranged to change our	
  routine back to one-­‐week, one-­‐week. Father wanted to
spend more time with us, and it was agreed that this would be the way.	
  I was angry about this, because I
felt satisfied with the way things	
  were. If it went back to one-­‐week, one-­‐week,	
  I would have to	
  spend	
  
time at father’s	
  even if father wasn’t there, and hated that. didn’t see how it enabled father to	
  spend
more time with us, because he was	
  always	
  going away for work anyway.	
  But alas, I had no choice in the
matter, and the arrangement was set. This is how it would remain from that point on...	
  My living	
  
arrangement wouldn’t change again until I turn 18 and	
  Soumaya kicks me out.

When Christmas	
  came, I told father that	
  I would like new computer	
  game. Father took me out	
  
shopping for my new present. We first went to Comp USA	
  on	
  Victory Boulevard, but they didn’t have a
large selection of games. I was on the verge of	
  just choosing to buy Diablo 2,	
  a game had already spent
hours on at Planet Cyber. But then, I decided that since Best Buy was just across	
  the street, we should go	
  
and have a look at the games there.

At Best Buy,	
  I saw the game World of Warcraft. It had just come out a few weeks	
  ago.	
  I picked up the	
  
box and looked at it for	
  a few minutes. The game looked amazing and alluring,	
  so decided to choose
World of Warcraft as my Christmas present. spent more time looking it over and reading about it on	
  
the way home.

The only computer could play World of	
  Warcraft on	
  was father’s laptop,	
  but father was	
  always	
  using	
  
his laptop for work. I had to wait long time to get a chance to play it.	
  After reading the game manual, I
got extremely excited to play it.	
  It was a whole new type of	
  game for me, an MMORPG that would
enable me to make my own character in a huge online fantasy world,	
  and it was world was already	
  
familiar with through	
  playing Warcraft 3.	
  This game was a hundred times bigger than any game I’ve	
  
played in the past. The more read about the game, the more anticipated I became.

After	
  almost a month went by after getting World of	
  Warcraft, was finally able to play it.	
  I made a
WoW account with my father, and then I created my first character, a night elf druid.	
  It really blew my	
  
mind.	
  My first experience with WoW was like stepping into another world of excitement and adventure.
It was video game world, but they made it so realistic that	
  it was	
  like living another life, a more exciting	
  
life.	
  My life was getting more and more depressing at that	
  point, and WoW would fill	
  in the void.	
  It felt	
  
refreshing and relieving.	
  I was only able to play it for few hours for my first session.	
  It was all I would
think about when I wasn’t able to play it.

Mother	
  didn’t have good	
  enough	
  computer to run	
  World of Warcraft, so I felt a bit frustrated	
  
because of	
  that. I thought of	
  how awesome it would be if Planet Cyber had the game, but doubted that



it did.	
  One afternoon,	
  I walked to Planet Cyber with my WoW disks and asked them if they can install my	
  
disks onto one of their computers. The owner told me the game was already being	
  installed, and I was
thrilled to hear those words. It wasn’t ready yet, however, and had to wait. I kept going back to Planet
Cyber every day to wait for it, and played other	
  games there while they were still processing it. It was a
fun wait, and I knew will eventually be able to play it. Finally,	
  after spending three days at Planet Cyber	
  
waiting,	
  it was ready. I loaded the game and logged onto my account. I was completely ecstatic. spent
all of my free time in the next few days	
  playing it.	
  The owner of Planet Cyber came to know me because	
  
of	
  this series	
  of events,	
  and he named me his best customer.

I invited Charlie over, and he came with Stephen, an old friend from Topanga Elementary whom I
hadn’t seen	
  for	
  a while. I found	
  out that they both had their own WoW accounts, and	
  we went to Planet
Cyber to play it together. I made a new character on their server just to play with them,	
  though would
eventually discard this character.

I saw Charlie only few more times after that. Elijah was busy with some life problems	
  and stopped
coming over. John Jo simply vanished from my life at this point, for	
  no particular reason. I can’t recall the
exact last time saw him,	
  but it was	
  around this period.

My mother decided to move to an apartment in Woodland Hills.	
   reacted indignantly. An apartment!
had never lived in an apartment before, and always thought of	
  apartments	
  as being poor and low-­‐
class. I would be embarrassed to admit it to anyone.

The apartment building was called the Renaissance Apartments, near the Warner Center area of	
  
Woodland Hills.	
  We moved into a two bedroom apartment. Mother knew was too old to share a room	
  
with my sister, so she gave me the second bedroom,	
  and she and my sister shared the master bedroom.

Leaving the blue house on Glade Avenue was hard.	
  I had so many good times with my friends	
  there.
And to move out of	
  it at the very time that stopped seeing those friends… it was quite emotional. I
cried on our	
  last day there.

My mother’s new apartment was not walking distance from Planet Cyber, and was bit	
  
embarrassed to show that I lived in an apartment, so I stopped seeing any friends. Elijah was the last
person in the group who saw. I was	
  at Planet Cyber and he tapped me on the shoulder. It was a
random meeting.	
  The two of	
  us talked for	
  a bit about the new Halo 2 game, and I showed him my WoW	
  
character. That was the last time I saw him.

Eventually, I lost all contact with Charlie, John Jo, and Elijah.	
  The friends had such a good times with
for	
  the last two years were no longer my friends. They were lost to me. I also stopped seeing Philip and
Jeffrey… they simply just forgot about me, assumed. The only friend who remained to me was James
Ellis.

The upside of moving to the apartment was that my mother acquired high speed internet.	
  I was able
to play World of	
  Warcraft on her computer, along with Halo 2 on Xbox Live.

This was	
  the point when my social life ended completely.	
  I would never have a satisfying social life	
  
ever again.	
  It was the beginning of	
  a very lonely period of my life, in which my only social interactions	
  
would be online through video games,	
  with the sole exception being my friendship with James. The
ability to play video games with people online temporarily filled in the social void.	
  I got caught up in it,
and was too young and naïve to realize	
  the	
  severity of	
  how far	
  I had fallen. was too scared to accept
it.	
  This loss of	
  a social life, coupled with the advent of puberty,	
  caused me to die little inside. It was too	
  
much for me to handle, and stopped caring about my life and my future. I even stopped caring about	
  
what people thought of me.	
  I hid myself away in the online World of Warcraft, a place where felt
comfortable and secure.

Part 4



Stuck in the Void
Age 13-­‐17

James	
  Ellis also acquired Xbox Live with Halo 2.	
  I started to play it with him online, and our	
  friendship	
  
reignited after being stale for	
  the	
  previous year. We would meet up online after school, or on Saturday
mornings. The two of us battled on Halo 2 over the internet, just like we did with our	
  Nintendo 64	
  
games when we were children.

James	
  would be my only friend throughout the next depressing and lonely period of my life. My	
  
friendship with James helped me cope with the loneliness. The very few fun times we would have were
like a light in the darkness for me.

Now that I was able to play World of	
  Warcraft at my mother’s house with no limitations, aside from	
  
school	
  and homework, I became very addicted to the game and my character	
  in it.	
  It was	
  all I cared
about.

I was so immersed in the game that no longer cared about what people thought of me. I only saw
school	
  as something that took time away from WoW. became very bored at school, mainly due to the	
  
fact that was	
  still the invisible quiet kid. To alleviate this boredom,	
  I started to act weird and annoying	
  
to people just to gain attention.

I became known as the “weird kid” at Pinecrest, and	
  people started to make fun	
  of me, but didn’t
care. I had my online games	
  to distract me from the harsh realities of	
  life that	
  I was too scared to face.	
  
The only time did care was	
  when a group of	
  popular Seventh Grade girls started teasing me, which hurt	
  
lot. One of	
  these girls was	
  Monette Moio, pretty blonde girl who was Ashton’s	
  younger sister.	
  She	
  

must have thought I was an	
  ultimate loser. I hated her	
  so much, and will	
  never forget her. I started to
hate all girls	
  because of this. I saw them as mean, cruel, and heartless creatures that	
  took pleasure from	
  
my suffering.

At father’s house, I was forced to change my bedroom to the downstairs room that Tracy once	
  
occupied. My old bedroom	
  was to be given to my baby brother… Soumaya	
  was	
  due to give birth to him	
  
very soon.	
  I was quite annoyed at this.	
  That room was the room that made me so enthusiastic	
  about	
  
moving to that house. Father and Soumaya	
  thought moving me was the best solution.	
  The new baby	
  
would get room close to them,	
  and I would have the much bigger downstairs	
  room.

When I moved to the downstairs room, slowly agreed that it was the sensible thing to do. My new
room was twice the size of my old one, still	
  had my own bathroom,	
  and also had the hallway that led
to it. Technically, I had the whole bottom floor of	
  the three story house to myself. The only bad thing	
  
about this was that I would get scared to walk down those stairs at night when it’s dark… the light switch
was at the bottom of	
  the stairs. I’ve always	
  been afraid	
  of	
  the dark.

Soumaya gave birth to a newborn baby boy, and they named him Jazz.	
  It happened during father’s	
  
week. While father and Soumaya were at the hospital,	
  Alex Bubenheim picked	
  us up from school	
  and we	
  
stayed at his house in the afternoons. This occurred for	
  three days, and finally, on the day of the birth,
father	
  showed up to announce the birth of Jazz. We had a little celebration,	
  and the song “Jessie’s Girl”
played from Alex’s	
  sound	
  system. Whenever I heard that song in the future, I would always think of	
  that
day.

It was	
  an exciting day.	
  I actually had a brother… It was hard to believe. Technically he is my half-­‐
brother, but would always	
  term him as my brother. I wasn’t as impacted by his birth as expected
myself to be, possibly because was	
  so caught up in my own personal and emotional changes that was
going through at that stage.



Spring break came up,	
  the first break from school since started playing WoW.	
  I considered myself
extremely fortunate that I was at my mother’s house for	
  that week. I disliked being at father’s	
  house,
because had so many limits on the amount of	
  time I could play my game. On the onset of	
  spring break,
planned to spend the whole time on WoW, leveling up my character and forgetting about my horrible
school	
  life.

I invited James to come over to my mother’s apartment for the first time. We played a round of Halo
2,	
  and then decided to show him World of Warcraft. He knew nothing about it. I was very eager to get
him into it. WoW was his kind of	
  game, after all.	
  He seemed very interested.

We went to father’s	
  house for Easter	
  Sunday. He took us to party held by some new friends of	
  his,
the Thompsons. Alongside the Bubenheims, the Thompsons	
  became frequent guests	
  at my father’s
dinner parties. They consisted of John Thompson, a successful film producer, and his wife Tatiana. They
had three children: Isabella,	
  the oldest daughter, was two years	
  younger than me, and the twins Josh
and Alessandra were the same age	
  as my sister.

On the first day me and my sister met them,	
  and believe it was on that	
  Easter Sunday, we played
with them splendidly in their backyard.	
  But soon, after they came over a few more times, began to	
  
have uneasy feelings of	
  nervousness	
  and fear around the two girls, mainly because thought all girls
hated me. The way I was treated by girls at my school played a big part in my resentment towards	
  all of	
  
them during this time. This resentment would only grow larger the more I am treated unfairly by the	
  
female gender.

Mother took us to the premiere of	
  Star Wars Episode 3: Revenge of the Sith. As a huge Star Wars fan,	
  
this	
  was big day for me. Episode 3 would complete the whole Star Wars saga. It was the most
anticipated movie. To be able to see it before everyone else made me feel special. really liked the
character Anakin Skywalker, and was amazed to see his epic transformation into Darth Vader on the
high quality big screen.

Finally having something to brag about, told everyone at school	
  the next day that went to the
premiere because my mother is friends	
  with George Lucas. The problem was that most Eighth Graders
thought of	
  Star Wars as	
  being a “nerdy” interest,	
  and they didn’t really care. I was left frustrated and	
  
disappointed by their reaction.

As middle school approached its ultimate end, was having a miserable time there. I was extremely
unpopular,	
  widely disliked, and	
  viewed as the weirdest kid in the school. I had to act weird in order to	
  
gain attention.	
  I was tired of	
  being the invisible shy kid.	
  Infamy is better than total obscurity.

The teasing received was bittersweet.	
  It felt horrible to be teased and bullied… it caused me a lot of	
  
pain and anger… but at the same time got a kick out of	
  getting so much attention.	
  It felt good	
  to be
confident enough to pick fights with the popular skateboarder kids. It was either that, or	
  continue to be	
  
ignored by everyone like I was in Sixth and Seventh Grade. I never knew how to gain positive attention,	
  
only negative.

My experience during Middle School	
  really darkened my view of the world, and it would only get
darker from then on,	
  as	
  I suffered more and more. The way I was treated by girls at this time, especially	
  
by that evil bitch Monette Moio,	
  sparked an intense fear of girls. The funny part of	
  this is	
  that had a
secret crush on Monette. She was the first girl I ever had a crush on,	
  and never admitted it to anyone.
To be teased and ridiculed by the girl I had a crush on wounded me deeply. The world that	
  I grew up	
  
thinking was bright and blissful	
  was all over. I was living in a depraved world,	
  and didn’t want to accept	
  
it.	
   didn’t want to give any thought to it.	
  That is why immersed myself entirely into my online games
like World of Warcraft. I felt safe there.



I was so obsessed with playing WoW that	
  I never gave much serious thought to the fact that would
have to go to High School soon.	
  As the end of middle school neared, the prospect started to loom over
me more and more. At one moment I pictured what my life in high school	
  would be like, based on how	
  
things	
  have been for me	
  in middle school. It was not a bright picture. I didn’t want to have to deal with
the cruelty of	
  girls in high	
  school, and imagined that it would be much worse than	
  anything I’ve ever
experienced. begged my parents to send me to Crespi	
  Carmelite High School,	
  a catholic all-­‐boys	
  school.

Father	
  took me there for	
  a tour, and it didn’t look so bad.	
  It was a very prestigious	
  private school. At
least I wouldn’t have to deal with any fear of girls there. We submitted an application.	
  A few weeks	
  later	
  
received the news that had been accepted to Crespi.

Eighth Grade Graduation was a nightmare. Everyone was required to go up on stage and speak to the
whole audience. We had to say our	
  name, and tell everyone what school we were planning on going to.	
  
The audience consisted of all of the student’s families,	
  as well as any siblings or	
  friends	
  who wished to	
  
attend.	
  Both of my parents came, as well as Soumaya, Khadija, my sister,	
  and even my baby brother
Jazz.

It took place in the evening.	
  As I lined up,	
  I could feel	
  myself shaking.	
  I was scared even to speak in
front of	
  a classroom. To speak in a microphone to hundreds of	
  people was	
  too much. didn’t understand	
  
how everyone else seemed to be fine with it. envied their	
  bravery. When my name was called, I didn’t
want to go,	
  but it was	
  required of me, and pushed myself to do it. I walked up to the microphone and	
  
nervously said “My name is Elliot, and plan on	
  going to Crespi High	
  School”.	
  I heard my own voice in
the speakers and saw everyone staring at me. It made me cringe. I quickly walked away for the next	
  
person to go up.	
  It was over. Eighth Grade was over. Middle School was over.

I said a few farewells to the people I knew. Alfred Graham and Brice Miller told me they were going to
Crespi as well.	
  At least will	
  know two people at Crespi	
  on the first day, I thought.
The thought of going to High School sent a shiver through me. I put it in the back of my mind to deal
with later.

After the ceremony,	
  I said goodbye to the principal, and she congratulated me on completing middle
school. On the way home, my family seemed very proud	
  of me. I didn’t feel proud.	
  I didn’t feel like I
accomplished anything.	
  Middle School, though it started out ok in the first two years, ended up being a
disaster.

For the summer break, I planned on spending the whole time playing WoW and forgetting about	
  
everything else. I reached the highest level on my WoW character: level 60.	
  I actually considered this	
  to	
  
be huge and important	
  accomplishment. I joined a guild with my character,	
  and made few online	
  
friends	
  though	
  it. I couldn’t wait to play my character	
  further, exploring everything the game had to
offer	
  and collecting more armor	
  pieces and	
  trinkets.

In just a week into my summer break, my mother told me that father and Soumaya were going to	
  
Morocco, and would be forced to go with them.	
  This news upset me tremendously. I then asked how	
  
long this trip would be, and was told it would be eight weeks EIGHT WEEKS?!	
  I could not believe what I
was hearing.	
  I threw a big tantrum.

For one thing,	
  I was never enthusiastic about Morocco. The country is very backwards, and that made	
  
me very uncomfortable. They didn’t even have the latest video games. And to be forced to go there for	
  
eight weeks? That would take up the entire summer and the first two weeks of high	
  school. It was even
longer than the last time we went, and I thought that was too long.	
  I wouldn’t be able to play WoW at
all for two whole months. The prospect devastated me. begged my mother to not let me go,	
  but father
and Soumaya	
  insisted on bringing me and Georgia, and my mother was	
  probably looking forward to	
  
having two months without children to look after. The decision was made, the plans	
  were set. They



already had a plane ticket ready for me. I was going to Morocco. bet they all knew would protest	
  
against going, which is why they told me last minute.

The last day of mother’s week was the day before we would depart.	
  Mother took me and my sister to	
  
barbeque at the house of her friends	
  Alan and Rebecca.	
  I was very sad for the whole day.	
  I didn’t do	
  

anything at the barbeque except swing on their swing in misery.	
  When we got home I played WoW for	
  
the very last time. I took advantage of the few hours I had left on it. My mother	
  allowed me to stay up
until midnight playing.	
  I acquired a very nice piece of armor	
  for my character. I didn’t want to leave it.

When we arrived at father’s house the next day,	
  I heard even more upsetting news. Father had to	
  
work for the first few weeks	
  of summer, so he would joining us in	
  the middle of the trip.	
  It was only
Soumaya	
  taking us to Morocco! always	
  hated traveling with Soumaya. She made everything so difficult.	
  
Baby Jazz will	
  be coming along with us,	
  of	
  course, and the stress of	
  looking after whelping baby while	
  
traveling will put Soumaya in a bad mood.	
  I was not happy at all.

As expected, the journey there was a disaster. Baby Jazz cried a lot during the trip,	
  and Soumaya	
  
wasn’t at her best of moods. We didn’t take First Class,	
  and we had to make three stops; once in
Michigan,	
  again in Paris, and yet again in Casablanca, before taking a small plane to Tangier.	
  It was a
miserable journey, the complete opposite of	
  the great time had a year ago on the trip to Malaysia.

We took a taxi to Khadija’s house right after we arrived.	
  Khadija went home to Morocco on different
plane few days before us, and she was already settled in. After unpacking at Khadija’s house, we
walked to Soumaya’s father’s huge house where I met Ayman again.	
  I remembered playing with Ayman
on my last trip to Morocco… He grew up	
  a lot since then. To my dismay, he was taller and stronger than
me, despite being two years younger. I was always short and physically weak… that’s how	
  it’s been all
my life. We instantly became friends	
  again	
  after	
  catching up a little, and	
  I played hide-­‐and-­‐ seek tag with
him and his two younger brothers.

I disliked having to be in Morocco for the whole summer, but tried to make the best of	
  it. Ayman
made the time spent there more fun.	
  We often went out by ourselves to explore the city of Tangier.	
  
Ayman knew where everything was, and Soumaya	
  trusted him to show me around. Georgia sometimes
came with us. We had a few good times	
  together, and we got along well.

The Thompsons joined us	
  in Morocco a couple of weeks after we arrived. Georgia was happy that
Alessandra, Josh, and Isabella were there to play with her. I was not happy about it.	
   was so scared of	
  
girls at that time that	
  I kept my distance from Alessandra and	
  Isabella. didn’t want to admit to Ayman
that	
  I was scared of	
  girls though,	
  that would have been embarrassing,	
  so I just told him that thought	
  
they were too immature. He didn’t understand this,	
  because I myself was very immature at the time.

14thFor my birthday, Soumaya organized a small party at her father’s house. Most of	
  the guests were
her Moroccan friends, and some of	
  them didn’t even know that	
  the party was	
  for my birthday. I was a
bit annoyed by this. They had a cake arranged for me, and when it was brought out everyone gathered
to wish me a happy birthday.	
  That would be the last time I spent my birthday with more people than
just my family. was amazed that I was actually fourteen.	
  Fourteen sounded like such a big number. I
didn’t feel fourteen. I still felt like a kid,	
  and in all appearances, was.

Father	
  couldn’t even make it for my birthday. was bit upset about this. He came a few days	
  after it.	
  
Once he arrived, we toured around Tangier and a few other areas as family.	
  Khadija and Ayman
sometimes	
  came along with us. Soumaya’s father owned house on the beach, and	
  we usually went
there for	
  beach trips. I caught virus while swimming in the ocean once, which caused me to get	
  
extremely ill. I spent a whole week of the vacation in bed, aching and vomiting.	
  I was never that ill
before in my life. Whenever	
  I would think about Morocco in the future, I thought about that horrid	
  
experience.

At one time towards the end of	
  the trip,	
  when I had a sleepover with Ayman at Soumaya’s father’s
house, he showed me some European porn videos	
  in the middle of the night. I could observe the act of
sex in much more detail than that one glimpse had at Planet Cyber. I didn’t want to look,	
  but my



curiosity got the better of me. To see a video of human beings	
  doing such weird and unspeakable things	
  
with each other	
  revolted me. I couldn’t understand what was seeing.	
  And	
  yet,	
  I noticed I was feeling	
  
aroused. I felt desire to do those things, to have sex with the naked women I saw in the video.	
  It was a
funny feeling that overwhelmed my whole body.	
  I could feel my penis	
  getting hard.	
  This is when I
noticed that	
  I was finally going through puberty. Heavens save me.

The trip was way too long, and towards the end felt depressed and homesick. All	
   wanted was to go
back home and play WoW, and yet I had to accept that	
  once did get home,	
  I had to start high school	
  
right away. supposed that being able to play WoW again would make up for	
  that, though.	
  And it would
sure beat staying in Morocco for	
  any longer. I was	
  growing tired of	
  it.

1 Years Old

I felt wave of relief when we arrived back in the United States. We had to travel separately from	
  
father	
  again	
  because he had	
  a different flight schedule, but it wasn’t that bad on the way back because I
was looking forward to playing WoW again.

I only had one free day before had to start school.	
  When I got back to mother’s house,	
  I gave her a
big hug… That was the longest time had been away from mother. After	
  that, immediately asked if I
can go on her computer and play my game. logged onto my character, which was just the way left it	
  
two months ago.	
  I said hi to all of my online friends	
  and tried to catch up on everything.

The dreaded day arrived all too soon.	
  I had to start High School. School had already begun while I was
still in Morocco,	
  so I would be the “new kid” again.	
  That made it so much worse. My father drove me	
  
there on the first day. When we got there, was	
  intimidated by all the huge high school boys, and I cried
in the car for few minutes, telling my father that I was too scared to get out.

I had to go, and eventually did.	
  We walked to the main office where ran into Brice Miller.	
  We	
  
greeted each other before was led up to join my first class of	
  the day. Alfred Graham was in that class,
and he helped me settle in.

During lunchtime, Alfred showed me around the whole school. started to feel lot more
comfortable. He introduced me to some of	
  the other freshmen. In the courtyard,	
  I met Pascal and his
clique of	
  friends. I immediately took a disliking to them. Pascal was cocky and popular,	
  so felt
intimidated.	
  He was	
  like the Crespi equivalent of	
  Robert Morgan. As I met a few more people, ran into	
  
Keaton	
  Webber! didn’t expect to find	
  any more people knew at Crespi. It really took me by surprise. I
hadn’t seen Keaton	
  since he left Topanga	
  Elementary at the end of Fourth Grade. Keaton was still the	
  
arrogant jerk he always was	
  at Topanga, and he had his	
  own clique of	
  skateboarder friends, such as	
  
Andy Moussa and Aaron Amman.

As expected, I failed to make any new friends. I was	
  so overwhelmed by the brutality of	
  the world
that	
  I just didn’t care anymore. On the very first week, had my first experience of	
  true bullying,	
  not just	
  
the teasing had at Pinecrest. Some horrible Twelfth Graders saw me as a target because looked like a
ten year old and was physically weak. They threw food at me during lunchtime and after	
  school. It
enraged me, but I was too scared to do anything about it.What kind of horrible, depraved people would	
  
poke fun at a boy	
  younger than them who has just entered high school? thought to myself.

After the first few weeks of	
  high school, concluded that my time at Crespi would not be pleasant at	
  
all.	
  I withdrew further into the World of	
  Warcraft, neglecting my homework and spending all of my free	
  
time playing it.

As a late birthday present, father	
  bought me new laptop that	
  was able to run	
  WoW. It wasn’t very
powerful	
  laptop, but it performed adequately. This enabled me to have more time playing my game.
During father’s week, Soumaya was always on my back about how much time I spent on WoW, but since



my room was on the bottom floor,	
  secluded from the rest of	
  the house, I was able to sneak as much
time on it as I could.

While I was playing WoW after dinner at mother’s house once, heard my sister watching the new
show Avatar: The Last Airbender on the television. decided to check it out. I soon found myself really	
  
enjoying it. It was a magnificent story set in a fantasy world where people can control	
  the power of the
elements. Once I watched the first episode,	
  I was hooked on the story.	
  Prince Zuko was my favorite
character; he was banished prince who was trying to regain his rightful place in the world.	
  I always	
  
related to him.	
  Avatar: The Last Airbender	
  became my favorite T.V. show.

My mother	
  informed me that she was just on the phone to Arte Ellis, and he told her that James	
  now	
  
played	
  World of	
  Warcraft. I was very pleased to hear	
  this.	
   could now share my greatest interest in the
world with my good	
  friend… my only friend.	
  I then went over to James’s house for	
  a sleepover, which I
hadn’t done for	
  a while. He showed me his WoW character, who was only level 20.	
  We weren’t on the
same server, so we couldn’t play it together. The only way would be for one of	
  us to start over, and we	
  
were too immersed in our characters to do that. I was fine with that. James was really fascinated by my	
  
level 60 character, and most of the time he would just watch me play,	
  anyway.	
  We also played lot of	
  
Halo 2 together.

Having these common interests	
  with James reminded me of the good old days when we were	
  
children; when we were both interested in skateboarding,	
  and before that, Pokemon. This nostalgic
experience provided small	
  respite from my sufferings	
  at school.

My life at Crespi got even worse. Alfred and Brice apparently told everyone how weird I was	
  at
Pinecrest, and	
  people in my own grade started to tease me. They found	
  out that didn’t like being called
skateboarder,	
  and it was true. Because failed to become good at skateboarding,	
  I developed a hatred

for	
  the sport, and whenever	
  someone called me a skateboarder, it reminded me of my failure and got	
  
very angry. The whole school	
  started calling me it just to anger me, along with other insulting names.
They teased me because I was scared of	
  girls, calling me names like “faggot”. People also liked to steal
my belongings	
  and run away in an attempt to get me to chase after them.	
  And I did chase after them in
furious	
  rage,	
  but I was so little and weak that they thought it was comical.	
   hated everyone at that	
  

school	
  so much.
It got to a point where I had to wait in quiet corner for the hallways	
  to clear before could walk to	
  

class. also took long routes	
  around the school to avoid bullies.	
  My parents began to consider not letting	
  
me continue there after Ninth Grade.

When winter break came, felt like had just landed on a peaceful island after swimming through a
horrific storm.	
  It was such fine relief. The break was to last for	
  three weeks, and was sorely
disappointed	
  that two of them would be at father’s	
  house, while only one was at mother’s. I hated	
  being	
  
at father’s	
  house because Soumaya	
  became more and more suspicious of	
  how much time spent playing	
  
WoW, and she would place limits on my playtime whenever she	
  caught me playing it.	
  I wasn’t able to do
my five-­‐hour-­‐long events to collect rare armor pieces for my character while I was	
  at father’s house.

It was	
  during this winter break that	
  I experienced my first masturbation and ejaculation.	
  It was one of	
  
the most peculiar and memorable experiences of my life.	
  At this	
  point was	
  officially going through the	
  
stages of	
  puberty,	
  and had lots of sexual urges. I often fantasized about hot naked girls while rubbing	
  
my penis	
  against my mattress at night. One	
  time, while doing this, felt an intense stirring numbness all
around my fully erect penis, and it extended all over my body.	
  It felt magical	
  and ecstatic, and I kept	
  
rubbing my penis on the mattress. That was when the orgasm happened. I couldn’t believe how much
pleasure felt from that. I looked down at	
  my penis to see that my semen had poured out all over it, like



volcanic eruption of white, sticky fluid. What was happening to	
  me? thought to myself with nervous	
  
excitement. It was like nothing had ever seen or experienced before, something completely out of my	
  
world.	
  I felt really guilty afterwards, so I refrained from telling anyone about it.

I started to masturbate on a regular basis. At first I only did it by rubbing my penis	
  on my bed, but it
eventually escalated to looking at pictures of	
  girls online while rubbing my penis against my pants,
fantasizing about doing sexual things	
  with them. didn’t know how to access any porn sites, so I would
just browse regular websites until I found a picture of a hot girl to masturbate to.

I developed a very high sex drive, and it would always	
  remain like this. This was	
  the start of	
  hell for	
  
me. Going through puberty utterly doomed my existence. It condemned me to live a life of	
  suffering and
unfulfilled desires.	
  Even at that	
  young age, I felt depressed because I wanted sex, yet I felt unworthy of
it.	
   didn’t think I was ever going to experience sex in reality, and was	
  right. I never did. was finally	
  
interested in girls, but there was no way I could ever get them.	
  And so my starvation began.

The boys in my grade talked about sex lot. Some of	
  them even told me that they had sex with their	
  
girlfriends. This	
  was the most devastating and traumatizing thing I’ve ever heard in	
  my life.	
  Boys having	
  
sex at my age of Fourteen? couldn’t fathom it. How is it that they were able to have	
  such intimate	
  and	
  
pleasurable experiences with girls while	
  I could only fantasize	
  about it? frequently started asking	
  
myself. This was an all-­‐boys	
  school… How in the	
  hell were those boys even able to meet girls to	
  have sex	
  
with? I wondered. I hoped they were lying.	
  I hoped against all hope. Hearing that really shook me to the	
  
core. Words	
  cannot describe how much hatred and envy I felt for those boys. That hatred would only
fester the more I suffer from my sexual starvation.	
  I was too scared to tell anyone about it, and I hid it
well… for a time.

These recent events cause me to withdraw even further	
  away from the world. drowned all of my	
  
misery in my online games. World of Warcraft was the only thing had left to live for. My grades	
  at
Crespi dropped dramatically.	
  I just didn’t care anymore. I hated that	
  school. didn’t think about my
future. The only thing gave any serious	
  thought to was my WoW character. I had become very powerful	
  
in the game, and I was in one of the best guilds. With this	
  guild, participated in lots of	
  five-­‐hour	
  raid
events	
  to collect better gear	
  and armor	
  for my character.

Mother moved to a new house with a swimming pool that she was able to lease for a fair	
  price. She	
  
picked me and my sister up from father’s house and took us there as a surprise. It was located near the
old blue house, though in a nicer area. This was on a day that had an event on WoW in the afternoon,	
  
and was very concerned about whether or	
  not I would make it in time, so when we got to the new	
  
house didn’t even look around	
  and immediately hooked	
  up my laptop to play WoW. I was that	
  
obsessed.

After	
  being bullied so much in Eighth and Ninth Grade, became more shy and timid than ever was
in my life.	
   felt very small, weak, and above all, worthless.	
   cried by myself at school every day.

The very last day of	
  Ninth Grade was	
  the worst. I was having P.E.	
  at the gym,	
  and one of my
obnoxious	
  classmates named Jesse was bragging about having sex with his	
  girlfriend.	
  I defiantly told him
that	
  I didn’t believe him,	
  so he played a voice recording of what sounded like him and his girlfriend
having sex. I could hear a girl saying his name over and over again while she panted franticly. He grinned
at me smugly.	
   felt so inferior	
  to him,	
  and hated him.	
  It was at that moment that was called to the	
  
office. When I got there, my mother was waiting for me to take me home. I cried heavily as I told her	
  
about what happened earlier. That was the last day ever set foot in Crespi Carmelite High School.

Crespi was finished. I thought could finally relax. Little did I know that the worst was yet to come.



My parents shocked me with very horrible news. They were planning on sending me to Taft High	
  
School. Taft had five times as many students as Crespi,	
  it was	
  a public school, it had girls in it, and it had	
  
bad reputation.	
  I had never been so scared in my entire	
  life. How could they	
  do this to me, after	
  

knowing what I went through at Crespi? Taft High School would eat me alive and spit me out. I felt so	
  
betrayed by my parents.

On top of	
  that, they told me had to go to summer school	
  at Taft very soon.	
  I failed few classes at	
  
Crespi and had to make up for	
  them. The summer was supposed to be a time of	
  peace and relaxation.	
  
This was turning out to be the worst summer of my life.

I went with my parents to the Taft Orientation event, and it was a horrific experience. felt so	
  
dismayed at how large the school	
  was,	
  and how intimidating all of the tall students were. I even begged
my parents to send me back to Crespi,	
  because knew Taft would be much worse.

I had a foul	
  time at summer school. remember how used to hate it when my parents made me go	
  to
summer camp.	
  Summer camp was like heaven compared to summer school at Taft. I got lost on the first
day. I was so terrified that hid in the hallways during break time. I spent my time at summer school	
  
gruelingly waiting to go home so could feel safe playing WoW.

My 15th Birthday was	
  in the midst of	
  this summer school term.	
  I was so miserable during this period
that	
  I didn’t even give much	
  thought to it. It was so uneventful that barely remember anything about it.	
  
believe just had dinner with my mother and played WoW afterwards.

1 Years Old

Toxic is the word that	
  describes my first day of	
  Tenth Grade at Taft High School.	
  It was a toxic
nightmare. Every single second of it was agony.	
  I continued to beg my parents to not make me go,	
  but it	
  
was to no avail.	
  My father drove me there, and didn’t want to get out of his car. He almost had to drag
me out. I somehow found the will to put one foot in front of	
  the other	
  and walk towards that awful,	
  ugly
front building.

The first week of Taft was living hell. I was bullied several times, even though	
  I didn’t know anyone	
  
there. After being so used to wearing a polo shirt with khaki pants as school	
  uniform at private	
  
schools, continued to dress	
  like that even after leaving Crespi. didn’t give any thought to how nerdy I
looked.	
  I was too withdrawn,	
  like a turtle tucked into his shell.	
  I was	
  still	
  in the process of	
  going through	
  
puberty at the time, so I still	
  looked and sounded like ten-­‐year-­‐old.	
  Such a persona	
  attracted zero	
  
attention from girls, of	
  course, but it did attract bullies	
  like moths to a flame.

I was completely and utterly alone. No one knew me or extended a hand to help me. I was an
innocent, scared little boy trapped in a jungle full of malicious	
  predators,	
  and I was	
  shown no mercy.	
  
Some boys	
  randomly pushed me against the lockers as	
  they walked past me in the hall.	
  One boy who	
  
was tall and had blonde hair	
  called me “loser”, right in	
  front of	
  his	
  girlfriends. Yes, he had girls with
him.	
  Pretty girls. And	
  they didn’t seem to mind	
  that he was such an evil	
  bastard. In fact,	
  I bet they liked	
  
him for	
  it. This is how girls are, and I was starting to realize it.	
  This was what truly opened my eyes to	
  
how brutal the world is.	
  The most meanest and depraved of men come out on top,	
  and women flock to
these men. Their evil acts are rewarded by women; while the good, decent men are	
  laughed at. It is sick,
twisted, and wrong	
  in every way.	
  I hated the girls even more than the bullies because of this.	
  The sheer
cruelty of the world around me was so intense that I will never recover from the mental scars. Any	
  
experience I ever had before never traumatized me as much as this.

I couldn’t do it anymore. On the morning before the second week of Taft started,	
  I broke down and
cried in front of my mother,	
  begging her not to make me go to that	
  horrible place. I was so scared that I



felt physically sick. I continued crying in the car on the way there, and my mother gave in. Instead of	
  
taking me to school, we went to the café at Gelson’s	
  in Calabasas where we had a big talk. I tried to	
  
explain how much I was suffering there. She just could not take me to school	
  after	
  that. When we were	
  
finished with	
  Gelsons’s,	
  she drove me to my father’s house and told him about what happened. They
agreed to take me out of	
  Taft.

I didn’t go to school for month while my parents decided what to do with me. I took advantage of
the time to rest and recover	
  at home, playing my online games. The pain and suffering had to endure
at Taft was all over, but the scars would remain.	
  I tried to forget about it as much as I could.	
  I took a
deep breath and relaxed.

After	
  a month of	
  recovery, my parents took me to look at two continuation high schools, which
operate like home-­‐schooling because you only spend three hours a day there and do the rest of	
  the
work at home. One of	
  them was right next to El Camino High School, the other one was in Van Nuys. My	
  
parents preferred the one in Van Nuys	
  because they felt it was more structured and organized. It was
called Independence High School, and they decided to send me there.

Independence was a very small school	
  with only three buildings	
  and 100 students. The teachers	
  were
all very nice and understanding,	
  and it had a relaxed and calm environment. I figured this	
  was	
  the best
option for me.

A week later, started	
  going to Independence High	
  School. didn’t like any of the students	
  there, as
they were all slobs with the exception of two or	
  three boys. This wasn’t a major concern, because I
didn’t care about having a social life at the point. All I wanted to do was hide away from the cruel world
by playing my online games, and Independence High School	
  gave me the perfect opportunity to do just	
  
that. I only had to be at school for three or four hours per day, and all of the work was very easy with
teachers available to help me with anything.	
  After those short school	
  hours, I had all the time in the	
  
world to do whatever wanted,	
  and spent it playing World of Warcraft.

One drawback was that had to take the bus	
  to school because my parents couldn’t pick me up	
  at
such an early time of the day. Though	
  it was	
  embarrassing,	
  I didn’t care about appearances anymore, so
didn’t make a big deal out of	
  it.
This was	
  the perfect set up for	
  a World of Warcraft addict.	
  After school, every day, fully indulged

myself in my addiction to WoW. My only social interaction was with my online friends	
  and with James,
who would occasionally come over to my house to play WoW with me.

My father’s career as a commercial director	
  hadn’t been as successful as it was	
  a couple years before.	
  
He foolishly decided to invest all of	
  his money in his first feature film,	
  a documentary named “Oh My	
  
God”.	
  In the film,	
  he would interview various	
  people about their opinions on	
  religion	
  and God.	
  To make	
  
it, he took off to travel all over the world for a few months. Despite this, the one week-­‐one week	
  
arrangement remained, and	
  during father’s week had	
  to stay at father’s house with only Soumaya. This	
  
frustrated me tremendously,	
  because Soumaya	
  has always	
  been a pain to live with, and she would
obstruct my time on WoW. was hopeful about father’s movie, however. He kept talking about how he	
  
will become very rich from it, and fostered hope that	
  he would become rich.	
  How naïve was… the
movie would only bankrupt him in the future.

On top of	
  this, I had to deal with another change at father’s house that	
  angered	
  me to no end.	
  I had
to give up my lovely,	
  huge, and luxurious downstairs room.	
  It was all because baby Jazz got a new nanny.	
  
Once again,	
  Jazz’s existence caused me to lose my room at father’s	
  house. This time, father made my	
  
room into his new office. He split his old office into two bedrooms, in which I got one of	
  them and the	
  
nanny got the other. My new room was much smaller, and	
  it didn’t have its own bathroom. My	
  
downstairs room was the best part of being at father’s house, and it was all gone. started to really hate	
  
going there.



Father	
  came back shortly for the winter break,	
  before taking off	
  again.	
   new expansion for World of	
  
Warcraft, called the Burning Crusade, came out in the beginning of	
  January. I was extremely excited for	
  
this	
  expansion.	
  It added many new features to the game, new areas to explore, and raised the level cap
to 70.	
  It was	
  like a whole new WoW game. I asked my father to buy it for me as a Christmas present. I
can still	
  remember the intense anticipation felt as installed it onto my laptop.

I decided to transfer my WoW character to the same server as James, so that we could play together
online and level u our	
  characters in the new expansion.	
  Through doing this, I met two of James’s
friends	
  from his school, who also played on his server. They were two brothers named Steve and Mark.
Steve is our	
  age, and Mark is a couple years older.

Me,	
  James, Steve, and Mark would then always play together online as a group.	
  I found them quite
fun to play the game with, and it was nice to have some friends	
  to play WoW with on a regular basis.
Eventually,	
  Steve and Mark decided to make new characters on a PvP server, which had play settings	
  
that	
  were more to my liking.	
  I chose to make a new character with them. made a blood elf character
that	
  I leveled up very fast, and this became my main character in the game. James	
  stayed on his old
server for	
  a while, but within few weeks we persuaded him to join us on the new one.

I had heated conflicts with Soumaya during every week that	
  I was at father’s house. All I wanted to do
was play WoW, and Soumaya	
  strictly limited my playtime. Because my new room was just across	
  from	
  
hers, she knew what was doing at every single second.	
  She was breathing down my neck the whole
time. She kept making me do chores around the house. I despised doing work around the house,
especially since we had a nanny who was supposed to do it.	
  If I made a scene about doing the work, she
took away my laptop for	
  a day or two. This was the most horrible thing she could do to me,	
  to take away	
  
my only source of	
  joy left in the world.	
  She sometimes	
  did it even when father was at home, and father	
  
didn’t lift finger to stop	
  her.

My first year	
  at Independence high school came to an end very quickly.	
  Nothing eventful really	
  
happened there, and barely interacted with anyone. I would just go there for my required time, do my	
  
work,	
  and go home. I was too absorbed in my game to care	
  about anything else.

At father’s house, in the beginning of	
  the summer, I was introduced to someone who I would hate for
very long time: Leo Bubenheim.	
  Alex Bubenheim married a German woman named Karina	
  who had	
  

just moved to the U.S. with her two	
  kids: Leo and Pollina, who became Alex’s step-­‐children. They would
then always	
  come over as family. Leo was 12 years old,	
  and Pollina was a year younger than me. My	
  
fear	
  of girls made me keep my distance from Pollina. She was total bitch anyway,	
  and her attitude	
  
would only get worse. She is	
  a true representative of everything hate about women.

When I first met Leo, didn’t think much of	
  him.	
  He was only twelve years old.	
  I just thought of him as
Lukas’s new older brother. had no inkling of	
  how much I will envy and hate him later on.

Soon enough,	
  my jealousy of	
  Leo began to manifest. He had just moved to the U.S. from Germany,	
  
and yet he was already able to make lots of	
  friends and had a great social life. He was tall, good looking,	
  
blonde-­‐haired, and a skateboarder; the type of person	
  I’ve always	
  envied and wanted to be.

Me, my father, and the Bubenheims	
  all went on a camping trip to Big Bear. It was	
  just the boys. We
drove deep into the wilderness in my father’s big,	
  formidable Lexus SUV. After setting up our tents, we	
  
built nice fire to gather around and tell stories. It was	
  quite fun,	
  and it made for a small respite from	
  
my lonely life,	
  though I had to suffer the presence of Leo and deal with my jealousy of	
  him. One time



during the trip, my father made me take Leo and Lukas out exploring.	
  The three of	
  us covered lot of	
  
ground,	
  and tried to act tough in front of them by slashing my knife at any plant that	
  got in our way.

4thThe of	
  July of this year	
  was the day saved my little brother’s life from drowning.	
  I went with my	
  
4thfamily to Antje and Gary Twinn’s house, as they always	
  had a of	
  July party.	
  The Bubenheims	
  were	
  

there, including	
  Leo and Pollina. So was Vincent Twinn,	
  who had grown up quite fast. The last time saw	
  
him,	
  he was the little kid who looked up to me when I showed him all of my computer	
  games. Now he	
  
was just becoming a teenager, with an interest in skateboarding.

The party was a pool	
  party,	
  and my brother	
  Jazz had full	
  exposure to the swimming pool. He had
already learned how to walk, but he couldn’t swim.	
  At one instance as was	
  eating lunch, I saw Jazz	
  
quickly run off	
  from the adults, completely unattended.	
  I then watched as he curiously examined the	
  
water, and then descended into steps of the shallow end of	
  the pool. Before long, he lost his footing on	
  
the steps and his whole body sank into the water. Nobody noticed. He	
  was going to	
  drown I thought	
  
with panic.	
   ran as	
  fast as I could,	
  plunging into the water	
  with my clothes still on, and pulled him out. I
asked him how he was doing,	
  and he coughed up some water and told me he felt fine. The only person	
  
who saw this	
  happen was	
  a little girl who was swimming in the shallow end.	
  I saved his	
  life, and my	
  
brother	
  remembers it to this very day.	
  Every single second of my brother’s life, everything that happens
to him in the future, will exist because pulled him out of the water that day.

16thI celebrated my Birthday at mother’s house. She bought me an Xbox 360, which had just been
released. I didn’t play it yet though,	
  because the only game I wanted for it was Halo 3,	
  which was set to	
  
come out in November. I was really looking forward to that game. It was supposed to be the best Halo	
  
game of	
  all time. After blew out my candles, I remember going outside and sitting by my mother’s	
  pool	
  
to contemplate my life.	
  Sixteen… what an age to be. I still felt like I was twelve. Most teenagers will start	
  
driving at this age… couldn’t even fathom myself driving.	
  The thought of	
  it scared me.

James	
  came for a sleepover shortly after my birthday, and he helped me set up my Xbox 360.	
  We
played a round	
  of Halo 2 to test it out. He didn’t bring his computer, because he had a desktop that was	
  
hard to transport, so suggested that we go to Planet Cyber to play WoW together. Our parents	
  
dropped us off	
  there and we had a good WoW session.	
  It was nice to see that place again,	
  to reminisce
of	
  happier times. I proposed,	
  for nostalgia’s sake, that we walk home for	
  the way back. My mother’s
new house was three times the distance from Planet Cyber as her old blue house, but really wanted to
do it.	
  On the way,	
  we passed by that little blue house, and all of the memories came back. The two of us
talked a lot,	
  and shared some laughs. It was a very memorable night.

1 Years Old

As summer’s end drew closer, became more and more depressed. My life had	
  gotten so lonely, and	
  
playing WoW barely made up for	
  it. My mother noticed this	
  and proposed that	
  I get together with Philip
again.	
  She called Philip’s mother Kathy to arrange a meetup.	
  And	
  so Philip came over twice during that
summer. I quite liked seeing him again… it was two years since the last time we spoke. Though	
  he had
no interest in my video games, he enjoyed playing in my mother’s swimming pool.

I had one playdate with Jeffrey as	
  well. Philip and his family went on a vacation to Catalina, and
Jeffrey wanted to stay at home. I went to his house for	
  a sleepover with just him there. Jeffrey had	
  
changed lot. He was now Fourteen, and he told me he had a girlfriend.	
  I was shocked,	
  amazed, and
envious. wondered how an immature brat like Jeffrey could have a girlfriend at such a young age. I had	
  
the dreaded suspicion that he had already had sex with her, and tried not to think about it. I was
deeply jealous, but for	
  the sake of our	
  past friendship and the good times we had together	
  in the past, I
hid that envy well enough.



Eleventh Grade at Independence began.	
  I still took the bus	
  to school, as had no desire to learn how	
  
to drive at that age. I was way too afraid of even trying it out. Driving is something that adults are	
  
supposed to do,	
  and still felt like child.

I continued on with my lonely routine	
  of	
  doing my schoolwork in the morning and playing WoW with
James, Steve, and Mark for the rest of	
  the time. I gave no thought to my future at all. just lived in the
moment, in my comfort zone.

My sex drive was at its peak at this age. Whenever I got back from school, had to masturbate. The
urge was too strong. During my masturbation sessions	
  I often built elaborate fantasies in my mind that I
had a hot, blonde-­‐haired girlfriend to have passionate sex with; almost like having an imaginary	
  
girlfriend.	
  I told no one about this. In fact,	
  I didn’t talk to my parents at all about my sexual
development. I felt too guilty and embarrassed about it. Whenever they probed me, lied to them,	
  
telling them that had no sex drive. My mother once caught me looking at pictures of girls online, and I
franticly had to convince her that	
  I stumbled on those pictures by accident.

I also noticed that my voice was	
  getting deeper. was starting to sound like an actual teenager. The
last stages of	
  puberty were over.

Halo 3 came out in November. I got my mother to buy it for me on the very day it was released. had
lot of fun playing it while drinking the special mountain dew flavor that was released with the game;

Mountain Dew Game Fuel, it was called. The game definitely lived up to its expectations, and to my	
  
surprise I found myself playing it more than WoW for the first couple of weeks.

Father	
  suffered through deep financial setback because of	
  his movie. Could things get any	
  worse for	
  
me? As a result, my father abruptly cut	
  off	
  all of the child-­‐support payments he was paying my mother.
My mother was forced to find a better-­‐paying job	
  to make up for	
  it, and she had to move out of her
house to a condominium close by.

Thankfully, Rob Lemelson offered her a job in his production company,	
  Elemental Productions. This	
  
new job enabled my mother	
  to make enough money to live comfortably. We hadn’t seen the Lemelsons	
  
much since the last time we went trick-­‐or-­‐treating with them years ago.	
  It was good to reconnect with
them.

I missed mother	
  living in an actual house, but at least the new place was a condominium,	
  with more	
  
luxuries than the apartment we once lived in.	
  The condominium had three bedrooms, and my room had	
  
its own bathroom. The bad part about this condominium was	
  its location in Canoga	
  Park, a lower-­‐class	
  
area. I hated telling people that my mother lived in Canoga	
  Park. It was highly embarrassing for me. But
alas, in that lonely and depressing stage of my life, there was no one really to tell, and barely cared
about what people thought of me anyway.	
  I was a complete dork, stuck in my own little world.

An exchange student from France moved into my father’s house. His	
  name was Max Bonon,	
  a
cultured,	
  outgoing nineteen-­‐year-­‐old French guy.	
  His parents are very wealthy hotel owners, and he
would be staying with us for	
  a few months while he studies English at Pierce College. At first, I wasn’t so
sure about having this young person lurking about, but we soon developed a good friendship.	
  He always	
  
invited me to play cards with him after	
  dinner, and though	
  Soumaya didn’t let me drink alcohol, he
would always sneak me beer. It was really nice to have that	
  regular social interaction.	
  I became really
fond of Max.

In just two weeks after Max arrived, we got the news that Soumaya’s father died in Morocco.	
  
Soumaya	
  immediately left for Morroco,	
  and she took baby Jazz with her. Though I was really sad about	
  
the death of	
  Soumaya’s	
  father, as he was a very kind and generous man,	
  I was glad to see Soumaya



gone. Father’s whole household changed for the better. I started	
  to love going to father’s house,
especially with Max there. He was like an older	
  brother	
  to me.

My mother became really close friends	
  with the Lemelsons due to her new job.	
  Every year, they have	
  
an extravagant Christmas party at their newly built mansion in the Palisades, and we would now be	
  
invited to it. James also went to the party, and had a pleasant time hanging out with him and Noah.

During one week at father’s after the New Year, father had to leave for	
  his work. For that week it was
just me, my sister, and Max in the house. The three of us	
  had a lot of	
  fun together.	
  Max took us to	
  
Universal Studios. Father allowed him to drive the big Lexus, for which I was a bit jealous. The last time I
was at the Universal Studios	
  amusement park was when I just moved to America.	
  Mother took us to the	
  
Universal city walk couple of times, but never the amusement park. I went on all of the rides,	
  including	
  
the infamous	
  Jurassic Park ride that	
  I was rejected from going on	
  when	
  I was a child.

When father	
  came back, we talked to him about our	
  time at Universal Studios. He suggested that we	
  
all go to Six Flags. The four of	
  us set out for	
  it the next day. Six Flags was the biggest amusement park	
  
I’ve ever been to.	
  I was awed by all the gigantic roller coaster rides. Max, my father, and	
  even my little	
  
sister were all eager to tackle the largest roller coasters. I was the only one who was scared out of my	
  
mind.	
  Max talked me into it, so nervously gave all of the rides try,	
  and ended up having some fun.

To my chagrin, my father decided to take up motorcycle riding.	
  He pulled up to the house one day in a
roaring Harley Davidson,	
  and was completely baffled.	
  I suppose it was due to some mid-­‐life crisis	
  he
was going through. A motorcycle… Really? Alex Bubenheim got him into it. He and Alex would then ride	
  
their motorcycles all the time. He kept insisting that	
  he take me on the motorcycle whenever we went
out, instead of	
  going in the car. This would be too embarrassing for me, and adamantly refused to ever
go on the motorcycle.

I went with mother to the red carpet premiere of	
  Indiana	
  Jones and the Kingdom of	
  the Crystal Skull.	
  
This was my fourth premiere. Going to premieres were always	
  an uplifting experience for me. The movie	
  
was quite a disappointment, however, and much preferred the classic Indiana	
  Jones films. The next
day, told some of my teachers that	
  I went to this premiere, and they were very shocked. bet was the	
  
first kid at that school who has done such prestigious things.

Soumaya and Jazz returned from Morocco.	
  I was happy to see my baby brother again,	
  but not so	
  
happy to see Soumaya. Things	
  were a lot better at father’s house when she was gone. Soon	
  after	
  she	
  
came back, we started getting into various arguments again,	
  which embarrassed me in front of Max.

In the Spring,	
  something horrible happened that will	
  haunt me forever. We met up with the
Bubenheims	
  at the Sagebrush Cantina	
  in Calabasas, and	
  a friend of Pollina’s was there with them,	
  
named Nicole, a girl around my age.	
  She sat next to Leo the whole time, and by the end of the dinner,
the two of them were making out. Twelve-­‐year-­‐old Leo was making out with a girl	
  who was almost my	
  
age. Not only does Leo have better social life, but now he was making	
  out with girls, AT AGE TWELVE!
They made out for a long time, and could see them tongue kiss. They knew I was	
  watching with envy,
and they still did it.	
  I bet that lucky bastard took great satisfaction from my envy. There I was, watching a
boy four years younger than me experience everything I’ve longed for… to kiss	
  a girl… to be worthy of a
girl’s attraction. On that day, developed a vicious	
  hatred for Leo that	
  will never go away.

A few days later,	
  Max went home to France,	
  never to come back again.	
  I was deeply saddened by this.
For the brief period	
  that Max was staying at father’s house, I enjoyed life a lot more. He was a big part of
my life there. He drove me to places when father and Soumaya were busy, we played card games and



had pleasant conversations after	
  dinner, and we always	
  took walks	
  to the top of	
  the hill	
  overlooking	
  
father’s neighborhood,	
  which I called the Overlook. Most importantly,	
  he made me feel	
  less lonely. was
very saddened by his departure.

Another horrible experience concerning the Bubenheims occurred. We were having dinner at their	
  
house, like we usually did. At the end of the dinner, a few of Pollina’s friends	
  came over. They were all
popular,	
  good	
  looking girls and	
  boys. They were the kind	
  of	
  people who I’ve always	
  had the desire to be
part of, but was never able to fit in with. Popular kids… cool kids. When I heard them talking about	
  

their	
  awesome lives and their	
  parties,	
  I had a breakdown right then and	
  there. realized how much I’ve
been missing out in my life, and cried in front of	
  everyone. felt like would never have life as good as
theirs. I told everyone that wanted to commit suicide. Father, Soumaya, Alex,	
  and Karina	
  talked to me	
  
for	
  three hours to cheer me up.

Eleventh Grade at Independence ended.	
  Like the previous	
  year, my time at the school went by like a
blur. I didn’t talk to anyone.	
  I barely considered it a part of my life. just did the work that was required
to do while I waited for the bus	
  to take me home.

Once summer started, I sank into a major	
  depression.	
  My feelings of	
  inferiority were intensified by	
  
the recent events with the Bubenheims. The Bubenheims were family friends… but now they	
  
represented the very thing that destroyed my whole life and took away my happiness.

It was	
  at this time that I was just beginning to realize, with a lot of	
  clarity, how truly unfair my life is.	
  I
compared myself to other teenagers and became very angry that they were able to experience all of	
  the	
  
things	
  I’ve desired, while I was left out	
  of	
  it.	
  I never had the experience of	
  going to a party with other	
  
teenagers,	
  I never had my first kiss, never held hands	
  with a girl, never lost my virginity.	
  In the past, I
felt so inferior	
  and weak from all of	
  the bullying that I just accepted my lonely life and dealt with it by
playing WoW, but at this point started to question why was condemned to suffer	
  such misery.

There was nothing I could really do about my unfair	
  life situation.	
  I felt completely powerless. The
only way could deal with it was to	
  continue to drown all of my troubles with my online games. I played
WoW really hard,	
  leveling two new characters to 70.	
  At mother’s house, I sometimes played it for	
  
fourteen hours a day. James, Steve, and Mark would always joke that there was never a time that they	
  
saw me offline. I was known	
  as the guy who was “always on	
  WoW”.

My laptop	
  was getting slower and	
  slower. It wasn’t very powerful	
  laptop, but it was	
  the only	
  
computer	
  I had to play WoW on. This was	
  really frustrating me,	
  because eventually it became so slow	
  
that	
  it ruined my gaming experience. I kept pestering my mother and father	
  to get me a faster laptop	
  
that	
  was more efficient for gaming.

For my 17th Birthday, my parents agreed to split the funds	
  for	
  a new laptop. My mother took me to	
  
Best Buy to choose it out, and found the perfect one. It was larger, highly efficient dark-­‐colored
laptop designed for	
  gaming.	
  After we bought it, we had dinner at the Japanese restaurant Kabuki on	
  

5thVentura Boulevard, the same restaurant my mother took me to after my Grade graduation.

1 Years Old

Father	
  told me that Max invited me to visit him in France for	
  three weeks. I would have to travel
there alone, and Max would pick me up at the airport near his hometown of Montpellier. At first I was
very anxious about it, and was about to say no.	
  Father	
  talked me into it, saying that was lucky to have	
  
an opportunity like this. I really missed Max, and I wanted to see him again,	
  so I quickly made the
decision to go.



I left around the beginning of	
  August. This was my first time traveling alone, and	
  I didn’t know what
to expect. Father signed me up to have supervised travel assistance to help me along the way, otherwise
would get lost in the airport. On the way there, I made stop in Frankfurt, Germany to transfer planes.
Germany became another country can add to the list of	
  places I’ve been.	
  When arrived at the airport	
  in
France, I waited for few hours and finally Max showed up.	
  I was really happy to see him. couldn’t
believe was actually in France again.

Max and stayed at his grandmother’s house in Montpellier. Montpellier was an exquisite city,	
  with a
romantic and cultured vibe to it. It was such a pity that was too caught up in my own world to truly	
  
appreciate it at the time.

Max introduced me to his life in France. I met with some of	
  his	
  friends	
  and we went to bars	
  together.
In France, the legal	
  drinking age	
  is 16, so I was	
  able to drink alcohol	
  at bar.	
  It was astounding!	
  For
those three weeks, I had the faintest taste of what life was like for	
  normal young people. The experience	
  
of	
  hanging out with a group of young people, boys	
  and girls, and enjoying life was	
  something never did
before. It really turned my whole world around,	
  for that short amount of time. So	
  this is what everyone	
  
else gets to experience I thought to myself with jealousy.	
  I felt sense of	
  happiness	
  and bliss	
  that I
hadn’t felt since childhood, when life was good.

During the trip, we visited the town of	
  Arles where we stayed in the hotel that Max’s family owns.
Max told me about all of	
  the sexual experiences	
  he had.	
  I never knew he had such an active sex life. The	
  
more he talked to me about it, the more envious	
  I became. I questioned to myself	
  why he got to	
  
experience such an amazing life, while had to suffer so much loneliness and humiliation.	
  I was
introduced to some of the girls	
  he had sex with in the past, and they were all pretty.	
  On top of that, his
family was extremely wealthy and they owned a sprawling mansion in the countryside.Where’s the
justice? I thought.Why couldn’t have	
  been born	
  into that life? envied Max so much. His life must have	
  
been heaven on earth. Despite my envy of	
  Max, I couldn’t hate him,	
  at least at that time. He was the	
  
only popular young person who ever reached out to me. He invited me to visit his home, and he treated
me like a friend.	
  For that, I will always	
  have a grudging respect for	
  Max Bonon.

After three weeks in France doing exciting social things, I returned to my lonely life in the U.S., where
became even more depressed than I was in the beginning of	
  summer,	
  especially after getting a taste of	
  
what life was truly like for normal people.	
   knew I could never live such a pleasurable life, and the
knowledge haunted me. I was back to my routine of World of Warcraft. At least the new expansion was
coming out soon, and I tried to look forward to that.

When Twelfth Grade began,	
  I made a vow to finish high school	
  before the month of March. The high	
  
school	
  system at Independence allows students to work at their own pace, so the more extra	
  work did,	
  
the sooner	
  I could graduate. was always	
  depressed and bored for	
  the few hours a day I had to spend
there, and	
  I disliked all of the degenerate,	
  low-­‐class students there. They repulsed me. I wanted to get	
  
out of	
  there as fast as could,	
  and it became my goal for	
  the year. At the end of school time every day I
asked my teachers to give me extra	
  homework assignments,	
  and stopped myself from playing WoW	
  
until I completed them.

The second expansion for	
  World of Warcraft finally released, called Wrath of the Lich King.	
  When I
got home from school, wanted	
  the game so badly. Mother wasn’t home from work yet,	
  so she couldn’t
drive me. I decided to walk all the way to Best Buy to pick up the game. It was long walk that took	
  
almost an hour. On the way home was	
  very hungry and stopped at Panda	
  Express	
  to eat lunch. Planet
Cyber was right next to that Panda Express,	
  so I walked in there for	
  a few seconds	
  to reminisce about	
  
better times before hurrying home to install the game. Once it was	
  installed, James and played it
together all afternoon.



I found out that one of my teachers	
  at Independence, Mr. Perales,	
  also played WoW. From then on,	
  
the two of	
  us would talk about the game every day.	
  It was nice to have someone at school to talk to,	
  and
enjoyed telling him about my daily progression with my character. This made my time at school	
  a lot	
  
less mundane and boring.

James, Steve,	
  and Mark were the closest thing had to a group of	
  friends. played with them online	
  
almost every day.	
  We had so many adventures in WoW as a group,	
  and yet… I felt like the outcast of	
  the	
  
group.	
  Steve and Mark only considered me an online friend,	
  never real friend.	
  I found out that the	
  
three of	
  them had WoW meet-­‐ups	
  at one of	
  their houses lot, and they never invited me. Sometimes,
when I would be playing with them online, I would find out that they were all together in real life, and I
was the only one left out. Whenever they did this, I acted bitter towards them through the game, but	
  
they didn’t even care. Even in the World of Warcraft, I was an outcast, alone and unwanted.

The more lonely felt, the more angry I became. The anger slowly built up inside me throughout all of	
  
the dark years. Even after the release of	
  the new WoW expansion,	
  I noticed that the game’s ability to	
  
alleviate my sense of loneliness was starting to fade. I began to feel lonely even while playing it,	
  and I
often broke down into tears	
  in the middle of my WoW sessions. I began to ask myself what the point
was in playing this	
  game anymore. I spent less and less time playing it.

One day found some posts on the internet about teenagers having sex,	
  and I was once again	
  
reminded of the life had been	
  denied. I felt that	
  no girl would ever want to have sex with me… And	
  I
developed extreme feelings	
  of envy,	
  hatred, and anger	
  towards anyone who has sex life. saw them as
the enemy. felt condemned to live a life of	
  lonely celibacy while other	
  boys were allowed to experience	
  
the pleasures of	
  sex, all because girls	
  didn’t want me. I felt inferior	
  and undesirable. This time,	
  however,
couldn’t just stand by and accept such an injustice anymore. I refused to continue hiding away from the
world and forgetting about all the insults	
  it dealt to me.

I began to have fantasies	
  of	
  becoming very powerful	
  and stopping everyone from having sex. I
wanted to take their sex away from them,	
  just like they took it away from me. I saw sex as an evil	
  and
barbaric act, all because I was unable to have it.	
  This was the major turning point. My anger made me	
  
stronger inside. This was when I formed my ideas that sex should be outlawed.	
  It is the only way to	
  
make the world a fair and just place.	
  If I can’t have it, I will	
  destroy it. That’s the conclusion I came to,	
  
right then and there.

I spent more time studying the world,	
  seeing the world for the horrible, unfair	
  place it is.	
   then had	
  
the revelation that	
  just because was	
  condemned to suffer	
  a life of loneliness and rejection, doesn’t	
  
mean I am insignificant. I have an exceptionally high level of intelligence. see the world differently than
anyone else. Because of	
  all of	
  the injustices	
  I went through and the	
  worldview developed because of	
  
them, I must be destined for	
  greatness. I must be destined to change the world, to shape it into an
image that	
  suits me!

At the beginning of the winter break, I decided to quit playing World of Warcraft	
  entirely. On my last	
  
day on the game, had a long,	
  emotional conversation with James where I opened up about all of my	
  
troubles.	
  I told him about all	
  my newfound views of the world,	
  and my belief that sex must be abolished.	
  
He seemed to be supportive of my stance, and was glad that he understood me. It was very
memorable day.

My father’s movie was released, but it did not do well at all.	
  He was only able to get it released in a
few select theatres, and no one was interested in seeing it.	
  He stupidly invested all	
  of	
  his money into the



movie, and he got absolutely nothing out of	
  it. This caused him to fall into a financial crisis that	
  he will
be stuck in for a long time. was annoyed that he kept having to make it clear to us	
  that he was now in a
“financial crisis”.	
  He talked about it all the time, and	
  it was embarrassing.

What a bitter coincidence, that right at the point when my life fell even deeper	
  into agony, my father	
  
is cursed with this financial crisis. Right at the time when I needed my father’s support the most, he lost	
  
all of	
  his assets. It was as if some malevolent being cursed me with bad luck.	
  I truly had no advantage at
all.	
  The universe was not kind to me.

I formed an ideology in my head of	
  how the world should work. I was fueled both by my desire to
destroy all of the injustices of	
  the world,	
  and to exact revenge on everyone envy and hate. I decided
that my destiny in life is to rise to power so I can impose my ideology on the world and set everything	
  
right. was only seventeen, have	
  plenty of time. thought to myself. I spent all of	
  my time studying in
my room,	
  reading books about history,	
  politics, and sociology, trying to learn as much as	
  I can.

I became a new person, furiously driven by a goal. My torment would continue, but had something	
  
to live for. I felt empowered.

I went over to James’s house to have a sleepover. Usually when I went there we spent the whole time	
  
playing WoW, with the exception of walking to town for	
  lunch. Because quit WoW, this was the first	
  
time we had to find other things	
  to do.	
  We spent most of the time going on walks around the Palisades
town center, or	
  along the Palisades Bluffs, talking about our views of	
  the world and our	
  hopes	
  and
dreams. I told him more about my hatred of	
  people who have sex. James quickly deduced the reason for	
  
why I was so fervent about abolishing sex… that	
  in truth	
  I really want to have sex but feel	
  like I can
never have it, so I wish to take it away from everyone else. He read me very well. had to admit that he
was right. That is the exact reason for	
  it.

I fulfilled my vow of	
  finishing high school	
  by March. In fact,	
  I finished bit earlier than I expected – in
mid-­‐February. I completed so many homework assignments towards the end,	
  especially since no longer
played WoW. was glad to be done with it. School was finally over. Not having to go to school	
  anymore
gave me a lot of	
  free time to think and brood.

As time progressed, I realized how hopeless everything in my life was. The chances that will ever rise	
  
to power and right the wrongs	
  of	
  the world were extremely slim.	
  I had absolutely no idea or	
  plan of	
  how	
  
to acquire any sort of	
  power. It was naïve of me to think that	
  I could one day become dictator. The
only thing	
  I could do was fantasize about it.

My whole world twisted even deeper into darkness and despair	
  as my depressing life continued on.	
  
My hatred for	
  people who have sex festered inside me like plague. I frequently went on walks around	
  
town to brood over how hopeless	
  and unfair	
  everything was. It was better than being stuck in my room	
  
all the time. When I saw young couples walking around at the mall, my anger and hatred	
  intensified
greatly.	
  It was the worst torture ever to see them making out and being intimate. My life, if you can call
it a life, was living hell.

My parents quickly took note of	
  how radical I was becoming,	
  and they made a hasty plan to change	
  
my life.	
  Of course, that	
  is what they claimed. I think they were just trying to find a way to get rid of me	
  
because I was too hard to deal with.	
  Soumaya was going back to Morocco,	
  and they decided to send me	
  
with her. It was the most ridiculous	
  plan	
  I’ve ever heard.

They announced this	
  to me at a café near my mother’s house. I was expecting something extreme,
something drastic, but this? It completely caught me off	
  guard.Morocco? They think I’ll	
  be happy	
  there?
furiously thought with disbelief. I was	
  devastated,	
  and for	
  a moment I couldn’t even speak. The last



thing wanted was to hide away in backwater country with nothing to do, while all of my peers enjoy	
  
life in the U.S.	
  I didn’t want to run	
  away from my troubles in the U.S., I wanted	
  to confront them. just
didn’t know how. Going to Morocco was the absolute worst solution for me, and they intended for me	
  
to stay there for a long time.

After	
  hearing this news, felt a sense of urgency that had never felt before. They already had a plane	
  
ticket ready for me, and I was scheduled to leave in five days. My immediate goal was to stop my
parents from sending me to Morocco.	
  Throwing a tantrum with my mother didn’t work. She was set on
this.

I spent the remaining five days at father’s house. While there, chose not to protest at all, because I
knew it wouldn’t work. They will	
  force me onto that plane one way or	
  another. I decided to keep	
  quiet
and	
  devise a plan of	
  escape.	
  I bided my time,	
  and didn’t talk much to father or Soumaya during those	
  
last few days. The plan came up with was to run away on the morning before the flight, walk all the
way to my mother’s condo, and hide in a secret spot on	
  the roof. It would be a place where they least	
  
expected me to be.

I kept quiet in the last couple of	
  days	
  to throw off their suspicion, but that backfired and made them	
  
even more suspicious. I suppose they expected me to protest about going, and my silence made them	
  
think was up to something.

When the time came, decided to get up at 4:00 a.m.	
  to prepare. To my dismay, noticed that my	
  
father	
  set an alarm on the front door. I was planning to run away at 6:00 a.m., when the garbage truck	
  
arrived,	
  because the noise from the truck would mask any noise I make while leaving.	
  The alarm,	
  
however, would definitely alert father and Soumaya. I got too nervous	
  and abandoned that idea.	
  
Instead,	
  I waited until everyone woke up and had breakfast. My plan was ruined by the alarm, and had
to come up with a new plan fast!	
  I had little time left. innocently told father I wanted to go on small
walk before the departure, and as soon as	
  I exited the front door, I bolted at full speed. It was hasty,	
  but	
  
had to do something.	
  I didn’t think father would catch	
  on	
  to my deception	
  so quickly… After only
clearing one block, looked behind	
  my shoulder and saw father chasing after me. All of my hope	
  
collapsed then and there, and lost all of the fight in me. I stopped running and put my head	
  down in
defeat. Soumaya	
  came in the car minutes later,	
  and they both took me home. The plan failed. I was
going to Morocco.

The journey to Morocco was the most horrendous travel experience I’ve ever had.	
  It was just me,
Soumaya, and four-­‐year-­‐old Jazz.	
  Jazz kept screaming and vomiting on the plane, Soumaya was in a sour	
  
mood, and I was completely miserable.	
  I thought my whole life was all over. I had nothing to look	
  
forward to in the future. I wanted to die.

Once I got there felt like all of	
  the life in me had drained out. I was so defeated.	
  I couldn’t help but	
  
cry all the time, even in front of	
  Soumaya’s relatives. Khadija didn’t understand why I was so upset,	
  and
she got offended that was crying on the first day at her house. It was a complete disaster.

I kept dreaming of home.	
  I thought of	
  the prospect of	
  being able to return home, and a small hope	
  
sparked in me. I kept emailing my mother frequently, telling her how much I hated being there and how	
  
much I cried all the time. I told her that	
  if	
  she would give me one more chance and enable me to come	
  
home, I will try harder to lead a better life and become person she could be proud of. After	
  a week of	
  
doing this, mother	
  gave in and flew to Morocco to take me home. I won.	
  I was going home.

When I returned to the U.S., I felt so relieved that I forgot about my troubles for	
  a few days	
  and
relaxed. It was good to be back home. This is where my fight is, right here in the U.S., and nowhere else.

The sense of elation felt soon wore off. My lonely life as a social outcast resumed.

I continued going on my usual	
  long walks every day, feeling angry and hateful towards the world.
During mother’s week,	
  I would walk to the mall and sit on the balcony overlooking the food court next



to the AMC	
  theatres. There would see all of	
  the young couples lining up to see a movie, and boiled
with hatred. During father’s	
  week,	
  I walked to the Calabasas Commons	
  nearby,	
  and	
  sometimes rode	
  
my bicycle. I also walked up	
  the hill	
  near my father’s house to the Overlook.	
  I spent lot of time up	
  
there, contemplating about my life and fantasizing about becoming powerful enough to punish
everyone hate.

On one dreadful	
  day, when I was riding my bicycle near Calabasas, a group of popular teenagers in an
SUV	
  drove by and made fun	
  of me. I suppose my appearance didn’t help with that. I looked exactly like
the outcast was. was still wearing plain polo shirts and khaki pants at the time, covered with a blue zip
up hoodie and a black baseball cap. It was	
  a torturous experience, and the pain felt from it never went
away.	
  All	
  I wanted was to fit in with those popular kids who lived such pleasurable lives, but instead I
was ridiculed and reviled by them. They made me feel so inferior and undesirable.	
  I will never forget	
  
that	
  experience. It was burned into my memory.

My misery became harder and harder to bear, and none of my parents understood my plight. My	
  
father	
  thought that all was well with me. How could he be so	
  blind?	
  He was so caught up in his failing	
  
work that he didn’t care	
  about how my life was turning out. I cursed him for	
  it. My father never made	
  
any effort to prepare me for	
  facing such a cruel world. He never taught me how to attract girls. He never
warned me that	
  if	
  I didn’t attract girls at an early age, my life would fall into a miserable pit of	
  despair!	
  
Again… How could he be so blind? asked myself constantly.

It all came to a climax on one of the days	
  that walked to the Calabasas Commons. treaded through	
  
the area with my head	
  down,	
  all alone,	
  in a state of complete despair about my life. I looked around me	
  
and saw lots of young couples holding hands	
  and groups	
  of	
  good looking teenage boys and girls walking	
  
together and having fun on their Saturday night out. I saw all of those teenagers enjoying their	
  
pleasurable lives together, while I was all alone. They were enjoying everything I couldn’t have. I was
filled with intense anguish, and	
  I quickly ran all the way back to father’s house with tears pouring down
my cheeks. Once got home had a breakdown and cried for	
  hours and hours into the night.

Part 5
Hope and Hopelessness
Age 17-­‐19

When I woke up the next morning,	
  I felt bit calmer. Calmer	
  enough to think clearly about what just
happened. couldn’t bear to have my life continue this	
  way,	
  so tried to evaluate why I have had to	
  
suffer	
  so much. spent the whole day in calm meditation,	
  deeply reviewing my life to see how I fell to	
  
this	
  dark place. I concluded that cannot just give up on having the life I want if I never try to get it.	
  I
realized that was still only seventeen, and that there are many possibilities	
  for me in the future. I
wanted to give myself a new chance at life, despite all the odds	
  that were against me. wanted
something to live for, something to look forward to in the future. This calm session of	
  contemplation	
  
made me feel a lot better.

I told my parents and my sister that was willing to make a renewed effort to change. They seemed
very happy with me. For once, in their eyes, wasn’t being negative about life.

I examined myself in the mirror	
  and decided that if want to make a fresh start, the first thing to do	
  
would be to change my appearance. got a haircut, and then my mother and sister	
  took me shopping at
the Fallbrook mall for some new clothes. I knew nothing about fashion at the time, so just chose a few	
  
new jeans. I hadn’t worn jeans	
  since I was ten years old.	
  For the first time in many years,	
  I started to
care about how looked again.



I spent a few more days calming myself down. I then started to feel something that has been lost to
me for long time: Hope.

Without hope, just couldn’t go on	
  any longer. I needed to feel hope. Hope for	
  the future, hope for	
  a
better life.	
  Upon feeling this, I realized that	
  perhaps it is possible for me to have the things	
  I desire; to
have a great social life again,	
  to have a girlfriend, to have sex, to have all of the pleasures I’ve	
  
desperately craved for so long.	
  It was	
  refreshing.

4thOn the of	
  July, we went to a big party at the Lemelson’s. There, had a heavy discussion	
  with
James about my revelation and goals. He seemed very glad that had a newfound zest for	
  life. He	
  
admitted that he was getting very worried about me, from the way I was going.	
  James was in a similar
situation as	
  I was. He was a virgin like me, never	
  having much interaction with girls in his life.	
  The two of	
  
us	
  talked for	
  hours about our	
  troubles and our	
  hopes of overcoming them. It was nice to have such a
good friend like James on my side, who could understand and relate to me.

I made new Facebook profile (which still use to this day) in an effort to improve my social life.
Having been	
  so lost in my own world for	
  the last four years, I didn’t know much about these new social
networking sites such as Facebook and Myspace. The last time I was interested in such things	
  was when
made an AIM account, but no one used that anymore.
Once I fired up my profile, was able to reconnect with a few friends	
  from Topanga	
  Elementary.	
  I

talked to Philip over	
  Facebook, and the two of us made plans	
  to meet up later in the summer after not	
  
seeing each other	
  for	
  two years.

I also attempted to reconnect with my old friends Charlie and John Jo,	
  remembering all of the great
experiences had with them.	
  I managed to speak with them on the phone a couple of times, but they	
  
didn’t seem keen on meeting up,	
  and subsequently abandoned the effort.

18thI had a quiet Birthday at a restaurant with my family.	
  Soumaya was still in Morocco,	
  so mother	
  
and father	
  agreed to meet for	
  it. It was	
  one of	
  the few times that had dinner with both my mother	
  and
my father since their	
  divorce. received some birthday cards	
  from relatives, wishing me a great year
ahead. took a vow that day to make this	
  new year of my life a happy one, to turn my life around and
fulfill	
  all	
  of my desires.

And so began a period of	
  great yearning.	
  A great chase, so to speak. I will chase after a hope that I
built for myself, only to have that hope shattered at every turn.

1 Years Old

I was 18,	
  a high school	
  graduate,	
  and summer was nearing its end.	
  I had to think about continuing my	
  
education.	
  I was eager to be as productive with my time as I could be. College represented hope for	
  
me.	
  I would be starting a new kind of	
  school where there are lots of	
  people and opportunities. I might	
  
possibly make friends, have interactions with girls, maybe even get a girlfriend! The thought filled me	
  
with enthusiasm.

And so I enrolled at Pierce College, the first of	
  a few colleges would jump to in my many desperate	
  
attempts to find a desirable life. Pierce College is large community college in Woodland Hills, not far	
  
from both my mother’s and	
  father’s houses. When I looked	
  through	
  the list of classes, I saw that most of	
  
them were already full. The only class was	
  able to get was a computer	
  class, and settled with that. I
could always	
  spend time at the college even while not in class, I concluded. Having only one class would
help me ease into college at a milder pace. hadn’t been in a normal school	
  system for	
  three years. I



feared I might get nervous. But then, after thinking about everything had been through in the last few	
  
months, I knew I had the strength and courage to tackle it.

My mother made the decision to move to a new apartment near Calabasas. She took me and my	
  
sister there to show it to us beforehand.	
  The room that would get would be smaller, and	
  it wouldn’t
have its own bathroom, but the apartment was located in a much better area. It was walking distance	
  
from my father’s house,	
  the Mulholland	
  shopping center, and the Calabasas	
  Commons. ended up
persuading my mother to move there, as it would be much more convenient.

On the first day at the new place, I took long stroll	
  around the nearby areas. Of course, those areas	
  
weren’t unfamiliar to me, as	
  I had walked around	
  there many times during father’s week.	
  But this was
the first time I went on long walk since my breakdown, and it made me feel more confident.

I met up with Philip Bloeser after not seeing him for two years. The last time saw him was during the	
  
summer I turned 16. My mother	
  dropped me off at this	
  house, and wasn’t surprised to find	
  that he was
still the exact same person; mature, reserved,	
  a little awkward, and prone to random bouts of hyper
energy.	
  Jeffrey was also there, and he was still	
  as	
  wild and boisterous as ever,	
  though he had changed a
lot in appearance, no longer	
  being the little kid I was so used to seeing him as.

Philip already had his driver’s license,	
  so the two of us	
  went out in his car to meet Addison	
  Altendorf,
who had just moved back to the U.S. and was	
  living with his	
  mother in an apartment in Malibu. Philip
and Addison have always	
  been very close friends	
  with each other, and the two of them go everywhere
together. I hadn’t seen	
  Addison	
  since Topanga	
  Elementary.	
  At first glance, didn’t know what to make of	
  
him.	
  It was like meeting a whole new person.	
  He had changed tremendously. With his	
  mustache and	
  
hairstyle, he looked older than he was, cultivating a refined and sophisticated personality and wearing
an elegant blazer coat.

As spent time with Addison that day, I started to enjoy talking to him about politics and the world.	
  
He was very intelligent and more informed than other people our	
  age.

I bought my first Lottery ticket when I went out shopping with my mother one day. We stopped at
Ralph’s where noticed the Lottery machine. I didn’t know anything about the Lottery,	
  so asked my	
  
mother	
  about it. She told me how it works and taught me how to buy a ticket. Each ticket provides a
very small chance of	
  winning millions of	
  dollars, and the jackpot could rise to the hundreds of millions. I
couldn’t believe it.	
   didn’t know such a thing existed! After	
  buying my ticket, felt thrilled with the
prospect of having a chance to become a multi-­‐millionaire. That ticket, of	
  course,	
  didn’t win. And	
  neither
would any of the tickets	
  I buy after it, but they would give me hope.

I never thought nor cared about money before I turned 18,	
  because I was still living like a child,	
  with
my parents handling the money and giving me the things	
  I needed. However,	
  the more older grew,	
  the	
  
more realized how important money was, and the more obsessed I would become about getting rich.	
  
This obsession, which was barely taking root at the time, sparked long relationship the Lottery that
would only end in disappointment and despair.

At father’s house, we watched the movie Alpha Dog after	
  dinner one night. This movie depicts lot of	
  
teenagers and young people partying and having sex with beautiful	
  girls, living the life that I’ve desired
for	
  so long.	
  The main character	
  is a fifteen year old kid who has sex with two hot girls	
  in a swimming	
  
pool. I was so envious	
  that delighted in his death at the end.	
  I remember thinking that I would rather	
  
live his life than mine, even though	
  he died. He had sex and	
  I didn’t. The movie deeply affected me	
  
emotionally, and would think about it for	
  some time afterwards.



I started my new semester at Pierce College. I still hadn’t obtained my driver’s license yet, so was
forced to take the public bus	
  to school. This was an extremely unpleasant experience, but I was willing	
  
to bear with it just so could go to college and improve my life.

On my first day,	
  I couldn’t help but feel	
  nervous. The place reminded me of	
  Taft, though the people
seemed nicer and the environment was less	
  intimidating.	
  When I settled down into my class, felt that	
  
things	
  will	
  turn out ok.

Soumaya returned from Morocco, and she was very angry with me due to the way I acted while I was
there. She effectively kicked me out of father’s house, and because I was eighteen,	
  she was	
  allowed to.	
  
Father	
  didn’t do anything to stop	
  her,	
  being the weak man that he is.	
  This is how it has always	
  been.	
  
Father	
  has always given Soumaya free reign to impose her rules	
  on the household.	
  He gave her all the	
  
power.

This act officially ended the one week-­‐one week arrangement,	
  and mother’s house became my
permanent living place.

Not only did she kick me out of	
  father’s house, but she forbade me to go there even for a short visit.
And	
  still, father didn’t do anything about it. Father kept saying that the house is her house as much as	
  his,
and that she has the right to kick me out. No! I am the eldest son!	
  The	
  house	
  should be MY house before
hers! This caused any respect I still	
  had for my father to fade away completely.	
  It was such betrayal, to
put his second wife before his eldest son. What kind of	
  father would do that? The bitch must be	
  really
good to him in	
  bed, figured.What a weak man.

Every day,	
  I tried to make some effort to go out looking for ways to improve my life.	
  I felt that	
  staying	
  
in my room was a waste of time. knew what I wanted,	
  but had no idea how to get it.	
  I frequently went
on	
  walks around	
  my mother’s neighborhood	
  in the desperate hope that	
  someone would befriend me	
  or	
  
girl would talk to me. Nothing of	
  the sort ever happened.
Sometimes	
  I walked all the way up to the Overlook, as my mother’s	
  apartment was just around	
  the

other side of	
  it; And sometimes walked to the Calabasas	
  Commons, where I would hang out at Barnes
& Noble,	
  reading books,	
  always with the hope that some young people would reach out and befriend	
  
me, but no one ever did.

I kept hoping and hoping and hoping.	
  Hope is what kept me alive.

I continued seeing Philip and Addison, my only other	
  social interaction besides James. I talked to	
  
Addison about my old political	
  views, debating with him about what an ideal world would look like. I
found out that he had some fascist views of his own, and it was nice to have a discussion with someone	
  
about things	
  that would make most normal people run a mile.

I frequently messaged Addison on Facebook,	
  hoping to start up conversations when I felt lonely.	
  He
told me he was just starting his Twelfth Grade year at Malibu High School, and his	
  goal was to fit in with
the popular kids. Fitting in with popular kids	
  atMalibu High School? didn’t expect Addison	
  to be	
  
successful in such a venture.

Addison invited me to his birthday party.	
  It was small	
  get-­‐together on the beach in Point Dume,
Malibu.	
  I had a very hard time socializing with people, so I ended up drinking too much alcohol. Before
Philip drove me home, I vomited outside Addison’s apartment, in front of	
  his mother and everyone else.
It was highly embarrassing and put lot of	
  effort to block it from my mind afterwards.

James	
  came to my mother’s new apartment for	
  a sleepover. We walked to the Calabasas Commons	
  
together. It was nice to show him all of my favorite spots there, like the window at Barnes & Noble that	
  
overlooks the whole area, and	
  turtle ponds	
  next to King’s restaurant. It was	
  a great place to talk and	
  
contemplate.	
  We had some deep conversations about our	
  fantasies and our	
  hopes for	
  the future.



When I was a child,	
  Halloween used to be a fun and exciting experience, but ever since the last time I
went trick-­‐or-­‐treating Halloween has been a time when I spent the whole night in my room while other	
  
teenagers were out having fun partying.

On this	
  Halloween,	
  I was desperate to do something social.	
  I just couldn’t sit in my room on	
  such	
  a
night. I found out from stalking random people on Facebook that there was going to be huge house
party in West Hills.	
   decided to take a big leap forward and attend this house party, even though I
wouldn’t know anybody there. had nothing to lose, and	
  it would give me more of	
  a chance of meeting	
  
girls	
  than if stayed in my room all night. Because couldn’t drive,	
  I had to walk all	
  the way there, and it
took 45 minutes. When I got	
  there, was overcome by anxiety, but couldn’t back out at that point. I
paid the entry fee of $5 and walked right in. To my dismay, the party was smaller than expected. All of	
  
the kids were smoking marijuana, and they all seemed to know each other. It would only be a matter of	
  
time before they detected that	
  I was an outcast. I stood around awkwardly for	
  a few minutes before
giving up and walking home.

On the way home, just as	
  I was about to reach my mother’s house,	
  a group of four young thugs drove	
  
by me in a pick-­‐up truck and proceeded to throw eggs at me, laughing while they did it.	
  They seemed
intoxicated,	
  and they missed me. I picked	
  up one of the shells	
  and threw it right back into their car. I was
no longer a weak little kid who would take a hit without fighting back. I was stronger now. They got out	
  
of	
  their car and tried to attack me, and	
  they would have beaten me bloody if didn’t pull	
  out my trusty	
  
pocket knife, which usually carried when I walked alone by myself. Thankfully,	
  the thugs	
  backed away
and drove off. Perhaps	
  it was the knife, or	
  the look of extreme hatred in my eyes. quickly ran home,
terrified.	
  It was an unsuccessful	
  and misfortunate night.

For	
  a few days after Halloween,	
  I kept thinking about that	
  incident with the horrible thugs who
almost attacked me. They must have seen me as weakling who they could bully for their	
  amusement. I
didn’t want the world to view me as weak.

This led to my new commitment to start exercising and lifting weights. began working out at the
gym in my mother’s apartment complex every other day. hoped it would increase my confidence and	
  
make me appear bit stronger.Maybe	
  if I built muscles, girls will be attracted to me I hopefully	
  
proclaimed to myself. had never	
  worked out or	
  lifted weights in my life, so my body has always	
  been
very frail and delicate. This was new experience, and it made me feel more productive.

Soumaya’s grudge against me lessened after a couple of months, and she allowed me to go to
father’s house for	
  dinner occasionally.	
  I was very angry with father, but hid my anger. I still	
  needed
him.

Father	
  began teaching me how to drive once I received my driver’s permit, which was quite hard to
get.	
  I had to take written test with many questions, and failed it on my first try.	
  On the second
attempt, I managed to pass.

My first experience driving was very scary.	
  I’ve played few racing video games	
  in my life,	
  but driving	
  
car for	
  real was much more intimidating.	
  At first,	
  I could barely even drive around	
  my father’s	
  quiet

neighborhood.	
  I was overcome by the fear that	
  I will never be able to drive. I soon got more used to it
during the next few sessions. Soon enough,	
  I was able to drive a short distance up Topanga	
  Canyon with
ease.	
  I still didn’t feel prepared to take my official driver’s test, though.

Despite my attempts to improve my life,	
  I was still feeling frustrated and angry.	
  I was getting nothing
out of my efforts. I still hadn’t made any friends	
  at Pierce College, and didn’t interact with any girls.



My days at Pierce College grew more and more mundane and depressing.	
  I went to my class on	
  
Tuesdays and Thursdays, taking the bus	
  to the AMC	
  and walking the rest of the way. In the classroom, I
had a hard time socializing with anyone. Making friends	
  seemed impossible.

My mother was casually dating a very wealthy man named Jack at the time, though	
  I wouldn’t find
out they were dating until much later. When she	
  first mentioned him,	
  I thought he was just friend.	
  Jack
gave mother the keys	
  to his	
  Malibu beach house, and	
  we went to stay there for	
  a few nights, though	
  
Jack wasn’t there. The house was	
  a beautiful, white-­‐colored mansion located right on a private beach.
The backyard had a swimming pool	
  and a hot tub, with a gate leading right onto the shoreline.

Mother	
  had small get-­‐together at the beach house, and she invited James and his family,	
  along with
some other friends. James didn’t show up,	
  but his father Arte did.	
  To my surprise, Maddy Humpreys	
  and
her mother	
  came	
  over. Seeing Maddy for	
  the first time in six years	
  was	
  a very peculiar experience. The
last time we saw each other, we were just kids. Now, she was fully-­‐grown teenage girl,	
  and from	
  
looking through her Facebook pictures, I knew she was popular.	
  She was a typical pretty girl who had
lots of	
  pretty friends. She was one of them, one of the popular kids. My first friend in America,	
  someone	
  
played with innocently as child,	
  had grown up to represent the type of	
  people who have caused me	
  
so much pain in my life. I was very nervous	
  talking to her, as I had no experience with talking to young	
  
girls, but had to make the effort. She seemed weirded-­‐out by my awkwardness. It was cringe-­‐worthy.

While staying at the beach house, invited Philip and Addison over to hang out,	
  as they were always	
  in
Malibu together. They came to pick me up,	
  and while was	
  in the car with them,	
  Addison kept talking	
  
about how successful	
  he has been at mingling with the popular kids	
  at Malibu High School. He kept
talking about all of	
  the parties he’s been to, and all of	
  the pretty girls he has met. I couldn’t believe what
was hearing.	
  Addison actually did it. He succeeded in becoming popular at his school. In such a short	
  
time,	
  he was able to accomplish what I’ve been trying to do my whole life. was extremely jealous. And	
  
that	
  was not the worst of	
  it.

As spent more time with	
  them that night, noticed that Addison’s	
  new status amongst the popular
Malibu crowd had changed his attitude. It made him very cocky and arrogant. He treated ME like a loser
the whole time. Later that night, he ditched me and Philip to go to a party with some girls that	
  he knew	
  
from Malibu.	
  I was seething with rage.

We then went to the Santa Monica pier with Philip’s friend Lenny,	
  and I saw young couples	
  
everywhere. used to love going to the Santa Monica pier as a child,	
  but now it was a place of vileness.
After	
  putting up with Addison’s insulting behavior,	
  this was too much. became so upset that I tried my	
  
first cigarette. I would end up smoking a few times after that, though I would quit within a few weeks
due to it having no effect on me.

When Philip dropped me back to the beach house, walked to the beach	
  in the middle of the night	
  
and yelled out my anguish to the roiling ocean.

After that	
  last experience with Philip and Addison, my attitude changed. My newfound optimism	
  
about life subsided, and began feeling intense anger and hatred	
  towards the world again.	
  The way	
  
Addison treated me made me realize what the world thinks of me. If I was one of	
  those popular kids,
Addison would have treated	
  me with deference and	
  respect, but I wasn’t. I was complete loser in his
eyes,	
  and everyone else’s. No effort I made in the last few months changed the way the world saw me.
The world still viewed me as	
  a weak and undesirable loser, even though changed my wardrobe and	
  
started working out.What was the point anymore? asked myself. I couldn’t help but feel anger and	
  
hatred. Life was too unfair to me.

I continued going on	
  walks around	
  mother’s	
  house in	
  the desperate hope that I might possibly cross	
  
paths with some pretty girl who would be attracted to me. would have been satisfied with that.



Sometimes spent two or three hours wandering around the neighborhood.	
  It was	
  all I could do.	
  I never
met any girl. Each walk left me bitterly disappointed, and eventually stopped doing it altogether.

My time at Pierce College became more miserable each day I went there. I despised having to take
the bus. It was embarrassing and stressful, and it sucked all of the pride out of me. And for what? To go	
  
to one class where didn’t talk to anyone? There was no point in it anymore. I couldn’t stand the feeling	
  
of	
  loneliness had there. No one wanted to be my friend.	
  It just wasn’t worth the trouble.	
  I decided to
drop my class.

My mother got very angry that dropped my class at Pierce, even though I thoroughly explained to
her the reasons. This was when she started pressuring me to get a job. Getting a job is something never
thought about before in my life, and soon realized that the older became,	
  the more it was expected of	
  
me if didn’t go to college. To placate my mother, I started searching for jobs online every day, but I
wasn’t able to find one that was suitable for me.

I felt hatred and dissatisfaction with the world and society, but didn’t want to hide away from it	
  
anymore. I needed to be as productive with my time as	
  possible, and had a lot of	
  free time at this
point. The best way to make use of this	
  time, concluded, was to spend it self-­‐educating myself.
Knowledge is power.

I began a daily routine of	
  walking to Barnes & Noble in Calabasas every day, where I would spend
hours reading books that ranged from biographies of powerful	
  leaders, histories of	
  significant periods,
self-­‐help books, philosophy and psychology texts, and historical fiction novels. I sometimes even spent	
  
entire	
  days	
  there, from the time it opened to the time it closed. In the afternoons,	
  to my extreme rage, I
sometimes	
  saw young couples strolling through the store. Sometimes they would even sit on the
reading chairs, kissing and fondling each other. Whenever I saw this, I got so overcome by envy and
heartbreak that I went to the bathroom to cry. The occasional couples didn’t stop	
  me from going there,
however, because it was the most beneficial thing for me to do at that moment.

I still met up with Philip and Addison occasionally, even though hated Addison. They provided me	
  
with a sense of	
  a social life, and a way for me to vent about my troubles. Addison treated me like a
lowlife every time I hung out with them,	
  and he kept bragging about the girls he met at parties in
Malibu.	
  I indignantly accused him of	
  lying,	
  as that was what I wanted to believe. He was only amused by
my envy.	
  I then found that Addison deleted me from his Facebook friends	
  list out of	
  the blue. This was
the last slight I would bear from him, and subsequently sent him a hateful Facebook message in
response. then viewed Addison as a bitter enemy of mine. He truly was a disgusting and	
  treacherous	
  
little bastard.

Addison	
  was once in the same position as I, but right when he succeeded in integrating with the
popular kids, he betrayed me and treated me the same way the popular kids treated me,	
  as if I’m lowlife
scum. The world truly is a brutal place, where a man must fight a bitter	
  struggle against all other men to
reach the top.	
  Humans	
  are nothing but vicious	
  beasts in a jungle.

I delved more into learning as much as I could from books	
  at Barnes & Noble.	
  I expanded on the	
  
political	
  and philosophical ideals concocted when I was seventeen,	
  and I soon became even more
radical	
  about them than I ever was before.	
  It was all fueled by my wish to punish everyone who is
sexually active, because concluded that it wasn’t fair that other people were able to experience sex	
  
while have been denied it all my life. started to have the desire to create a world where no one is	
  
allowed to have sex or	
  relationships. I again saw that as the perfect,	
  fair world. Reproduction can be	
  
accomplished without sex, through artificial insemination.	
  Sex is	
  evil, as it gives too much pleasure to	
  
those who don’t deserve it.



I shaped all of	
  these ideals through learning and self-­‐educating myself for hours every day. My	
  
personality became even more rigid,	
  and I started to dress in very conservative attire.

I went with my mother to the yearly Christmas party at the Lemelson’s. I spent most of the time with
James, discussing with him further	
  about my ideals. We also played lot of video games with Noah and
his friends. Noah was really interested in Nintendo games, and he had a lot of them. Playing games	
  with
them reminded me of	
  a time, long ago in my past, when I played Nintendo 64 as	
  a child,	
  blissfully living	
  
life in a world that	
  I thought was good.	
  I longed to be child again,	
  to be in a bright place away from the
cruel darkness	
  of reality.	
  I will always	
  treasure those memories.

I had to go Christmas shopping,	
  and decided to do it at the Calabasas Commons. I was	
  always	
  going	
  
there anyway.	
  While walking around,	
  I ran into Maddy,	
  who was there with her boyfriend.	
  For	
  some	
  
strange reason,	
  I have never	
  had any sexual attraction towards	
  Maddy,	
  despite the fact that she’s	
  a
blonde girl and I’m obsessed	
  with blondes. Perhaps	
  it was because she used to be my friend when we
were children, don’t know.	
  Because wasn’t attracted	
  to her, didn’t find myself	
  feeling as much
jealousy as one might think would in such a situation.	
  It was still very awkward.	
  I just said hello to her
quickly and walked away.

On New Year’s Eve of 2010, the day that marked the end of	
  the decade, caught a terrible illness and
had to stay in bed for	
  the whole afternoon as well	
  as the next day. My mother was going to go to one of	
  
her friend’s houses, but she felt sorry for me and stayed at home. I spent the whole time lying in my	
  
bed, brooding about my life. don’t know what was worse, the physical pain	
  I felt from the sickness, or	
  
the emotional pain and rage had towards the world. would say the latter.

When the illness had passed on the following afternoon,	
  I thought about how it caused me to waste	
  
my New Year’s	
  holiday in my room,	
  but then I mused that I would have done the same thing anyway,	
  
whether was sick or not, because had no friends	
  to celebrate New Year’s with.

I checked	
  Addison’s	
  Facebook profile with one of my stalking accounts, and I saw that he went to a
huge New Year’s party at a mansion with his popular Malibu	
  friends. He took lots	
  of	
  pictures of	
  himself
posing with various	
  girls.	
  I hated him so much when I saw that. The level of	
  hatred felt was unreal. He	
  
was doing everything I wanted to do! Why him and not me? cursed at the world. What was seen can
never be unseen, and I will never forget it, nor will	
   forgive it.

My hope that will one day have beautiful	
  girlfriend and live the life desire slowly faded away.	
  I
was in the same dark and miserable place had been year previously; lonely,	
  unwanted, miserable,
and seething with rage at the world.	
  I kept thinking about how some boys	
  were easily able to get
girlfriends	
  straight after they went through	
  puberty.	
  I couldn’t fathom how they did it, and	
  I hated and	
  
despised them for	
  it.

I kept thinking about Leo Bubenheim,	
  and how he kissed that girl Nicole at the Sagebrush Cantina	
  
when he was only twelve. Twelve! He was able to have an intimate experience with a girl when he was
only twelve; and there I was	
  at eighteen, still a kissless virgin. My envy of Leo became an obsession.	
  I
kept asking my sister	
  for	
  information about him, but she refused to tell me anything.	
  I frightfully
wondered if he	
  had lost his virginity already,	
  and he most likely had.	
  He was a popular kid,	
  and girls
desired him. Leo was happily living his heavenly life with the knowledge that he’s worth something to	
  
the world, while had to wallow in my misery and loneliness.

Life is	
  not fair. One can either accept that fact, keeling over in defeat; or one can harness the strength
to fight against it. My destiny was to fight against the unfairness of the world.



My mother carried on pressuring me to get job,	
  and she would never leave me alone about it.	
  She
was a bit frustrated that I wasn’t getting one. The two of	
  us had	
  a lot of arguments, and	
  living with my	
  
mother	
  became an extreme hassle.

After	
  signing me up to a program in the regional center, my mother found a life coach to counsel me	
  
and	
  help me find	
  a job.	
  This	
  life coach’s name was Tony,	
  a boisterous 40 year old	
  man who came to	
  
meet me every other week.	
  I was open to going along with this.	
   had plenty of	
  free time,	
  and I was so	
  
lonely that any social interaction was welcome. For our	
  meetings, Tony usually took me out to lunch
somewhere in the Valley, where he gave me advice on socializing and self-­‐improvement.

I continued searching for	
  a job, but still wasn’t able to find	
  one. I refused all of	
  the jobs	
  that Tony	
  
suggested to me. The problem was that most of the jobs	
  that were available to me at the time were jobs	
  
considered to be beneath me. My mother wanted me to get a simple retail job, and the thought of	
  
myself doing that was mortifying.	
  It would be completely against my character. I am an intellectual who	
  
is destined for	
  greatness. I would never perform a low-­‐class	
  service job.

My father told me that I could work for his friend Karl Champley for	
  a few weeks, to help him build a
staircase in his new house. knew Karl quite well, for	
  he used to come over to father’s for	
  dinner
occasionally. Karl was just finishing up building his new house in Woodland Hills, just few minutes	
  
away from father’s house, and	
  he offered to hire me to help with the staircase.

I agreed to take this job. Sure, construction work was lowly and laborious,	
  but this	
  was different. This
was more like assisting a friend,	
  and it would be in a private environment. It was the perfect temporary	
  
job	
  opportunity,	
  and it would most definitely get my mother off my back. still wasn’t able to drive, so I
rode my bicycle there from mother’s	
  house every morning.	
  The trip on the bicycle took 30 minutes. It
was grueling to ride a bicycle up that steep winding road every day,	
  but it provided good exercise, which
was in need of. I worked with Karl every weekday for	
  about three weeks. It turned out to be quite a
pleasant experience. Karl was very friendly and I enjoyed working with him. When we finished the
staircase,	
  which was a spiral staircase that led up to his roof-­‐deck,	
  we took a moment to admire the
work we did.

On my last day working for	
  Karl,	
  I decided to stop	
  by at father’s house to have drink. I was quite
parched from the bicycle ride. I entered the house without knocking because I believed I had the right	
  
to.	
  As the eldest son, the house should be my house after my father. Soumaya was surprised to see me,
and she got angry that didn’t knock. To teach me lesson,	
  she ordered me to go back outside and	
  
knock. refused, telling her that she has no right to order me around anymore. I then helped myself to a
glass of water. Soumaya	
  knocked the glass of	
  water out of my hand and it shattered on the floor. Father
clamored angrily up the stairs from his office demanding to know what was going on.	
  The three of	
  us
had a heated argument, and	
  of	
  course father took Soumaya’s side. They both kicked me out of	
  the	
  
house, telling me that	
  I’m not	
  to return.	
  I felt betrayed and humiliated as furiously made my way back
to mother’s house. At that very moment, hated both of	
  them, and wouldn’t see either of	
  them for	
  
many months. For	
  those months, my father was dead to me. My mother was all I had left in this bleak
world.

During that same week, had a climactic meeting with Philip and Addison where my noxious	
  feud	
  
with Addison Altendorf reached a boiling point. We went on an outing to the Griffith Park Observatory,	
  
as we usually did when we got together. This time, my arguments	
  with Addison were very intense. I
tried to insult him as much as I could,	
  in a petty attempt to get revenge at him for	
  all the insults	
  and	
  
slights he dealt to me. We went back and forth at each other for the whole evening,	
  to the chagrin of
poor Philip who had to put up with it.	
  By the end of	
  the night, Addison said something to me that was so



offensive it will haunt me forever, and it rang true: “No girl in this whole world will	
  ever want to fuck
you.”

I already felt that no girl in the world wanted to fuck me. I was a kissless	
  virgin after all. That was the	
  
sole reason why I was suffering. But to hear it come from someone else,	
  someone like Addison, really
caused it to sink into core of my	
  mentality and emotions.

That whole night made for	
  a very vile and wicked experience. I decided not to see Philip and Addison
for	
  a long time.

Because I was no longer seeing Philip and Addison, James was once again my only friend.	
  I frequently
talked to him over Skype. Sometimes would go over to his house, where the two of	
  us went on our	
  
traditional walks around the Palisades town center. James still	
  played WoW, and he was trying to get me	
  
back into it.	
  I was quite tempted.	
  After everything had been through in the last few months, I did feel
the urge to delve back into that	
  void. Facing the world was tough,	
  and it took its toll on me, especially	
  
since I’ve seen	
  no results. I was still in the same position had always been: Lonely, unwanted, and
miserable.

I found out that my mother was actually dating Jack, the wealthy man who owned the Malibu beach
house. I always thought he was only her friend. My mother	
  never told me or my sister	
  about any men
that	
  she dated.	
  She always kept that strictly private. I hadn’t even met Jack yet. He was worth well over
$500 million,	
  and he owned other mansions in Bel Air and Beverly Hills.

When I found out about this, I started to harbor the hope that my mother will get married to this
man,	
  and I will be part of	
  a rich family.	
  That will	
  definitely be a way out of my miserable and insignificant	
  
life.	
  Money would solve everything.	
  I started to frequently ask my mother to seek marriage with this
man, or	
  any wealthy man for	
  that matter. She always adamantly refused, and demanded that stopped
talking about it.	
  She told me that she never wanted to get married again after her	
  experience with my	
  
father. I told her that she should sacrifice her well-­‐being for	
  the sake of my happiness, but this only	
  
offended her	
  further.

At the beginning of	
  summer, finally received my driver’s license. had to take the driving test twice
before passed it. The first time,	
  I took it at the Winnetka DMV, and I made a few mistakes at the end	
  
which caused me to fail it. After	
  taking some lessons that my mother	
  arranged for	
  me,	
  I gave the driving	
  
test another	
  try at the Thousand Oaks DMV. This area was much easier to navigate around,	
  so I
managed to closely pass	
  the test.

Once my official driver’s license came in the mail, my mother told me some good	
  news. She received
new car from Jack, which meant she could give her older car to me. I now had a car of my own to

drive.	
  To be able to drive to any place I wanted to go provided me with a new sense of freedom that I
never felt before. I felt more like an adult rather than kid. realized that I could start college again,	
  
now that	
  I had the ability to drive there.

I registered for	
  a summer	
  class at Moorpark College. I read about Moorpark College online and found	
  
that	
  it was a much better option than Pierce College. My mother and drove up there to take look. The	
  
campus was smaller	
  in scale, and more aesthetically pleasing.	
  It was	
  located in the town of Moorpark,	
  in
gorgeous mountain area near Thousand Oaks. I also saw lot more beautiful	
  girls there than ever

saw at Pierce. Everywhere looked I saw beautiful	
  blonde girls	
  walking around.	
  This college was just
right for me.

In the days	
  leading up to my first day at Moorpark, felt a renewed sense of	
  hope. A new college
provided new start, and this college looked perfect in every way. I had the hope that	
  I could make it	
  
there; that I could make friends, meet some girls, and eventually find a pretty girl to be my girlfriend.	
  I



pictured her in my mind all the time; her cascading blonde hair,	
  her beautiful	
  face,	
  her sensual body…	
  
Everything.	
  I imagined us walking hand in hand through the college, looking at the magnificent view of	
  
the mountains	
  in the distance as the sun sets	
  behind them. That would be heaven. That was what I
wanted in life. Every single hate-­‐fueled ideal, world-­‐view,	
  and philosophy created in the past was a
result of	
  not being able to do that.

I was very optimistic on the first day. When I walked onto the campus	
  I breathed in the fresh
mountain air and admired my surroundings. I was	
  in a new environment with lots	
  of	
  new possibilities.
The class took was	
  a world history class,	
  and it began on a good note. The class was well-­‐structured and	
  
the teacher was entertaining.	
  After	
  the class ended, I walked around the college for	
  an hour	
  to explore	
  
and ponder over how can set my life right. Once again,	
  I dared to hope that there could be good	
  
future for me.

My renewed hope gave me solace for	
  a few days, but it did not last. Moorpark soon became place	
  of	
  
loneliness and despair, just like any other place I’ve attempted to thrive in. The breaking point was when
saw good looking couples walking along the area where dreamed of	
  walking with a girlfriend.	
  To watch
another boy experience it, with a beautiful	
  girl who should be mine, was a living hell. constantly	
  asked
myself what I did wrong in life, to be unable to have a beautiful	
  girlfriend.

It was	
  no better inside the classroom. There was this one obnoxious jock with buzz-­‐cut who was
taking the class with his	
  gorgeous	
  girlfriend. They always sat next to each other, talking and touching	
  
each other with affection. Every day had to see this, and my envy grew and grew. I constantly glared at	
  
them with raw hatred.What did do wrong that he did right? I yelled out to the universe on the way
home.Why does he	
  deserve	
  the	
  love of beautiful	
  girl,	
  and not me? Why do girls hate me so? Questions	
  
and questions. All	
  I could do was	
  question why I was suffering so much injustice in life.

My mother one day told me that I should become writer, because had some talent in writing. That
was strange to hear. For my whole life I was never talented at anything I tried. I was too physically weak
to play sports with other boys when I was little; never became professional at skateboarding no matter	
  
how much I practiced; and was never that skilled at any video games	
  I played… even World of Warcraft.
Steve and Mark were able to play their characters more skillfully that I ever did,	
  and they started the	
  
game much later than me. Deep	
  down, I’ve always known that	
  I had no talents, and	
  I’ve always tried not	
  
to think about it.

Indeed, it was strange to hear my mother say that could become a talented writer, but it did give me	
  
an idea.	
   started to wonder	
  if	
  I actually could become writer. I could write an epic fantasy story that	
  
will be made into a movie, and will	
  become rich from it.	
  Being rich will definitely make me attractive	
  
enough to have beautiful girlfriend.	
  It was not impossible, and working towards it would give me	
  
something to live for. I mulled it over in my mind for	
  a while.

We went to Jack’s beach house in Malibu	
  to spend couple of nights again.	
  My mother called me on	
  
the phone to tell me the plan while I was at college.	
  It was lonely and depressing day at school, and I
was glad to be able to have some respite at the lovely beach house. I immediately drove there from	
  
Moorpark after my class was finished.

Mother	
  had a few of	
  her friends	
  over,	
  and she bought lot of	
  delicious	
  food.	
  After	
  stuffing myself
with portions from every dish and drinking multiple glasses of wine, I went on a long and peaceful walk	
  
on the beach, wishing that had a girlfriend to walk beside me. Before went to bed, I thought lot	
  
more about the possibility of	
  becoming rich.	
  If I was a millionaire and owned a house like the one I was
spending that night in,	
  I could have any girl I want. Being in that position would make up for	
  all of	
  the
misery I’ve had to go through	
  in	
  the past… and making up for	
  it is my most important goal in life. My one
wish is to feel	
  satisfied for the way my life is.



I seriously started to consider working towards	
  writing an epic story. was	
  always	
  creating stories	
  in
my mind to fuel my fantasies. Usually those stories depicted someone like myself rising to power	
  after	
  a
life of being treated unfairly by the world.	
  I mentally examined all of the stories I had developed, and
focused on the few that thought would become bestsellers. If I could get one of them made into a
movie, would definitely be a millionaire. It was the only solution to my problems. I saw myself as a
highly intelligent and magnificent person who is meant for great things. This	
  could be one of them.

I spent the next couple of	
  weeks focusing on writing for myself instead of	
  working on my schoolwork.
The class didn’t give much homework to do anyway.	
  I wrote summaries for three different stories, and I
think showed two of	
  them to my mother. She seemed to think that	
  they would make good movies, and	
  
that	
  increased my confidence. either wanted to write a novel first, or	
  go straight to making it a
screenplay.

I spent every afternoon for	
  two weeks working on this goal. My time at college was miserable. I often	
  
cried on the way home because was	
  envious of so many couples walking around.	
  I poured all of my	
  
energy into coming up with a way to make this goal work.

My faith that	
  I could write an epic story that would make me rich soon collapsed. read so many
articles online of the chances that a screenplay would be made into a movie. I also saw that most writers
of	
  even the highest budget films	
  didn’t make as much as I thought they did… Definitely not enough	
  to
live on for	
  the rest of	
  their life.	
   also thought, with a lot of despair, of	
  the time that it would take to
achieve such a goal. Most bestselling authors or	
  screenwriters didn’t become	
  millionaires until they
were well into their forties or fifties. I didn’t want to wait until I was forty years old to lose my virginity!
The thought of spending the next twenty years working hard every day for	
  a chance to make a million or	
  
two filled me with revulsion. By the time I’d become a millionaire from doing that,	
  I wouldn’t even be	
  
able to get hot young girls because I’d be too old.	
  I decided that writing was not my path	
  to salvation,	
  
and abandoned the idea completely.	
  Of course, I would become tantalized with the idea a few more
times	
  in the future, but that would be due to the desperate, false hope that	
  I often create for myself.

I couldn’t stand	
  seeing that damnable couple in my class	
  anymore. never understood what that	
  
pretty girl saw in her brute of	
  a boyfriend.	
  That guy was	
  able to experience his college	
  life with his
beautiful	
  girlfriend by his side, while was all alone. It made me feel so inferior. I had to watch them	
  
together, every single day. The torture was unbearable. When I got home from college one day, I
dropped my class in a rage.

I didn’t think about how my mother	
  would react to me dropping the class. I knew she would be very	
  
disappointed,	
  and I couldn’t afford to have her be disappointed	
  in me. I was relying on	
  her for	
  
everything.	
  What she gave to me,	
  she could easily take away.	
  I panicked and resolved to get a job in
order to placate her.

After	
  asking Tony, my social skills counsellor, if could get job through the regional center, he called
me back and told me that there was	
  a job	
  available for me. didn’t get much information about it, but I
decided to sign up for	
  it right there and then. After this	
  was secure,	
  I was comfortable enough to tell my	
  
mother that	
  I dropped my	
  class at Moorpark. I could have lied to her and told her that	
  I never dropped
the class, but at that time I was too scared to lie to her.

I started day of	
  working at this new job.	
  It was located in an office building that was connected to
an Airport in Los	
  Angeles. To my horror	
  and humiliation,	
  the job turned out to be a menial custodial	
  job,
and had to clean offices and even the bathrooms. There was no way I would ever degrade myself to
such a level. I felt like utter shit from even considering working at such a place. I only worked for a few	
  
hours while thought about how to handle this foul situation… and on the next day called to announce



that	
  I was quitting.	
  That was	
  the second	
  and last “job” would ever have. I only worked there for less
than a day.

After	
  I quit, fell into an even worse state of	
  panic than was in after	
  I dropped my Moorpark class. I
rapidly pestered myself with the ultimate question:What am to do now? called up Karl Champley to	
  
see if he had another	
  job for me at his house, but he told me that	
  his house was almost finished and	
  
there was literally no work for me to do there. I was doomed. I thought that	
  if my mother found out that
quit, she would kick me out of	
  her household.
My mother was taking a vacation in Hawaii with my sister during this time. I had a few days by myself

to relax and plot my next move. concluded that going to college and enduring the sight of	
  couples
walking around was better than having to resort to working a low-­‐class job somewhere, and had to pick
one of	
  the two in order to placate my mother. College was also more beneficial because I could learn
and educate myself through it.

I called up my mother	
  and cried to her on the phone, explaining to her why I quit the job that signed
up for, and asked	
  her if she would give me another	
  chance. told her I will register for more classes at	
  
Moorpark and pour	
  all of my energy into studying hard. also told her that will continue with working	
  
on my writing.	
  To my relief, she was	
  very understanding,	
  and she told me she would continue to support	
  
me if did this.

The temporary pressure had to face that	
  summer was eased, but after thinking about it, supposed
it was insignificant compared to the overall pressure that’s been on my shoulders	
  ever since hit
puberty: My struggle against society that looks down	
  upon	
  me… against the female	
  gender for	
  denying	
  
me sex and love. Addison	
  Altendorf’s hurtful	
  words	
  kept haunting me all throughout the summer. I saw	
  
my future and I saw only more bleak loneliness. will never have	
  sex. I will never have	
  love. Girls deem
me unworthy of it, I thought to myself over	
  and over	
  again.	
  I cried every day when imagined how much
fun and pleasure other teenagers were having as languished in despair.

19thMy birthday passed by sullenly, and it caused me to feel even more defeated. Nineteen and still a
virgin, I miserably proclaimed on that	
  day. My father didn’t even deign	
  to give me a phone call.	
  Instead,	
  
he sent me letter wishing me happy birthday and telling me that	
  he wanted me to apologize to	
  
Soumaya, which of	
  course I refused to do.

The laptop received on my 17th birthday had become infected with viruses, so my mother bought
19thme new,	
  even better laptop on my birthday. chose one that can handle video games very well,

because had just made the decision to start playing World of Warcraft again.	
  I just couldn’t handle the	
  
anguish in my life anymore,	
  and needed a break, no matter how unhealthy and time-­‐consuming WoW	
  
would be for me.

1 Years Old

Upon setting up my new laptop,	
  I immediately installed all	
  of my WoW disks. logged onto my	
  
account and took a look at all of my characters that	
  I hadn’t touched for	
  a year and a half.	
  Right when I
logged onto my main character, I was contacted by James, and he invited me to join an online group	
  
with him,	
  Steve, and Mark. They all gave me a warm welcome back.

And there I was, stuck in the void of	
  hopelessness once again; in the exact same position as	
  I had
been when was fourteen, fifteen, sixteen and seventeen.	
  For all the efforts made to improve my life
during my eighteenth year, had nothing to show for it. No friends, no girls, no life.

I started going to James’s	
  house a lot more, since I was now able to drive and the two of	
  us could play
WoW together again. Seeing James was always	
  pleasant in its own way.	
  He was my comrade in virginity,



for	
  he too didn’t get any attention from girls, and I’m sure he suffered from it, but not as much as did.	
  I
was very perplexed	
  as to why he didn’t feel	
  any anger towards	
  girls for	
  denying him sex.	
  He should be
just as angry as am.	
  I supposed he didn’t have a very high	
  sex drive, or	
  he was just generally weak	
  
person.

To be angry about the injustices one faces is a sign of	
  strength. It is a sign that one has the will to fight	
  
back against those injustices, rather than bowing down and accepting it as fate. Both my friends	
  James
and Philip seem	
  to be the weak, accepting type; whereas am the fighter.	
  I will never stand to be	
  
insulted,	
  and will eventually have my revenge against all those who insult me, no matter how long it
takes.

For the rest of	
  the summer, took it easy and played WoW with James, Steve,	
  and Mark; just like old
times. I also started reading a new book series called Song of Ice and Fire, by George R.R. Martin.	
  This
medieval fantasy series	
  was	
  spectacular. The first book of the series was Game of	
  Thrones, and once I
read the first chapter just couldn’t put it down. It was like nothing had ever read	
  before,	
  with a huge	
  
array of	
  complex characters, a few of	
  whom could relate to.	
  I found out that it was going to be adapted
into an HBO television series, and became very excited for that.

Delving into fantasy stories like WoW and	
  Game of Thrones didn’t make me forget about all of my	
  
troubles in life, but they did give me a temporary and relieving sense of escape, which need from time	
  
to time. Life would be impossible to handle without those temporary respites.

Rob Lemelson suggested to my mother	
  that join the karate class	
  he practices in. Rob was an expert	
  
black-­‐belt, and James was also taking the same class with him. They met up every Tuesday and Friday	
  
night, and	
  I agreed to go on	
  Fridays. Every Friday, I began the routine of	
  driving up to James’s house, and	
  
then the two of	
  us would go in James’s car to the karate class	
  in Santa Monica. James got his first car a
few months after got mine, though his car was a lot older and worn out.

Rob thought that	
  starting karate would be healthy for me, as it is meant to increase confidence and
build character. I was eager	
  to see if could benefit from it.	
  The class was pleasant. It gave me a good	
  
work out and a sense of	
  invigoration.	
  There were usually six or	
  seven other students, and was	
  
particularly annoyed with this one twelve year old kid who seemed to think he was better than me	
  
because he was a brown belt and I was novice white belt. I bet he thought he could beat me in a fight	
  
because of	
  it… Hah! No chance in that. It was	
  annoying,	
  but was amused at the same time.

After the karate class, Rob would take us out to a nice restaurant for	
  dinner if he had time. If Rob was
busy that night, James	
  and would go to our	
  usual dinner place in the palisades, and then we would go
back to his house to hang out for	
  a while.

My new semester at Moorpark College began.	
  I only managed to sign up for one class, but promised
my mother	
  that would do at least three classes in the next semester. Both of my grandma’s offered to	
  
send me some money to help me out with living expenses, and I wisely saved every check received
from them.	
  One of my priorities was to start building up my money savings	
  in case my life became too	
  
drastic.

The class I started was a political	
  science class. I figured I would gain some useful	
  knowledge by taking	
  
it, though disliked the teacher because he had the tendency to randomly call on me to answer
questions. I was still terrified of	
  speaking in front of	
  the class, even if it was	
  for one sentence. My social
anxiety has always made my life so difficult, and no one ever understood it. hated how everyone else	
  
seemed to have no anxiety at all.	
  I was like cripple compared to them.	
  Their lives	
  must be so much
easier. Thankfully, there were no couples in this	
  class, but still had to see them when I walked through	
  
the school. The only thing could do was	
  keep my head	
  down and pretend	
  they didn’t exist. still cried
on the drive home every day.



Grandma	
  Jinx came to visit the United States in October, where she stayed at father’s house. This
presented difficult situation.	
  She of	
  course wanted to see me, her eldest grandson,	
  but I wasn’t on	
  
speaking terms with my father and Soumaya. was very resentful of my father for the way he treated
me during that last incident, and will never forgive him for	
  it. My father effectively abandoned me at	
  
one of my most crucial points in my life. Though in fact, he was never really present in my life to
abandon	
  me in the first place. When think about it,	
  he was always	
  absent from my life.	
  When my whole	
  
world took a downward spiral into darkness after I hit puberty,	
  he never made any effort to save me. He	
  
just didn’t care.

I would never let what happened to me happen to a son of mine, if had a son… though	
  from the way
things	
  have been	
  going,	
  I’ll never have a chance to have son,	
  because girls don’t want to have sex me.	
  I
would make such a better father than my own father.

Grandma	
  Jinx pushed the both of us to reconcile. She insisted that	
  I meet her and	
  father at father’s	
  
house, where the three of us	
  would set out to have lunch somewhere. I showed up and gave my	
  
grandma	
  a hug.	
  Father didn’t say a word to me, nor I to him.

We went to our	
  local Japanese restaurant. Father sat in silence while Grandma	
  Jinx asked me lots of
questions	
  about my life. Eventually we got around	
  to the subject that was hanging in the air.	
  If it weren’t
for my grandma, the conversation would have gotten nowhere. Father and went back and forth at each
other with accusations. Grandma	
  Jinx persuaded the two of	
  us to drop our	
  grudges and move on.	
  For
her sake,	
  we acquiesced.	
  I shook hands	
  with father as we agreed to put the past behind us.

I went on a walk with Grandma Jinx after we returned to father’s house. I took her up to my old
contemplation spot, the hilltop	
  that overlooks father’s neighborhood, which always called the	
  
Overlook.	
  That place is one of the most special places in my life.	
   have memories of	
  it stretching back all
the way to when I was a joyful	
  ten-­‐year-­‐old.	
  I remember going up there to skateboard all the way down;
rode my bicycle up there during my middle school	
  years; hiked up there with Max when he was
staying at father’s	
  house as an exchange	
  student; languished there in despair	
  when I went on my lonely
walks at the age of	
  seventeen and eighteen; and now I was showing it to my grandma. When the two of	
  
us	
  reached the top, every memory came back to me, and felt a bittersweet sense of nostalgia.

After the walk, I didn’t want to enter father’s house. Soumaya was in there, and	
  I hadn’t seen	
  her
since that dreadful	
  day when she made father throw me out. Once again, my grandma	
  forced the issue,
and agreed to go in for	
  a talk. We all sat down at the kitchen table and agreed that arguing would get	
  
us	
  nowhere. Father	
  and Soumaya were willing to start over, and I agreed to give our	
  relationship	
  
another chance. Before my grandma	
  departed back to England,	
  she made us promise to keep up the	
  
positive relations,	
  and made sure that	
  they would invite me over for	
  dinner frequently.

I soon went to one of those dinners	
  at father’s house. It was	
  an awkward experience, to have dinner
with the two of them after all of that	
  tension. We didn’t raise any issues	
  and talked about pleasant	
  
things. It was nice to see my brother	
  Jazz again.	
  I was shocked by how much he had grown in the past	
  
several months. He was no longer baby,	
  but a five-­‐year-­‐old boy who was turning six soon.	
  I could
actually have full conversations	
  with him.	
  He was a very social boy, and quite boisterous… and that	
  
started to worry me. He could well turn into one of the people have despised and envied so much. felt
hint of jealousy that my five-­‐year-­‐old brother was so well versed in social skills at such a young age. I

always suffered from shyness and social anxiety,	
  but Jazz didn’t seem to have that problem.
I put that worry at the back of my mind.	
  He was my brother, and he really looked up to me. He was

one of	
  the few people who treated me the way I want to be treated, with respect and adoration.	
  I
enjoyed spending time with the boy.



As got more used to having a car of my own to drive,	
  I frequently went on	
  what called “night	
  
drives” around	
  my mother’s	
  neighborhood.	
  They almost replaced the long walks I used	
  to take in the
afternoons. Staying in my room all the time only increased my depression.	
  It was suffocating. To ease	
  
this	
  suffocation, frequently got in my car at night, turned on the radio,	
  and went on a drive with no	
  
particular destination.	
  The song “Two Is Better Than One” always played on the radio when I went on	
  
those night drives. It made me feel sad,	
  though it was soothing at the same time. That song will	
  always	
  
remind me of the loneliness	
  I felt during those experiences.

I soon learned the hard way to not go on night drives on Fridays and Saturdays. That was when
teenagers were out and about. Even in the peaceful residential neighborhood that my mother	
  lived in, I
frequently saw bands of teenagers roaming the streets. They were high schoolers,	
  younger than me;	
  
mostly skateboarder punks or	
  football	
  jocks who had pretty girls beside them.	
  The sight of	
  them	
  
enraged me to no end.	
  It reminded me of the life I missed out on. They were probably on their way to
some house party, where they will get drunk and have sex and do all sorts of	
  fun pleasurable things that
I’ve never	
  had the chance to do. Damn them all!

My Autumn semester	
  at Moorpark College flashed by like a subtle lightning bolt.	
  It was	
  as if it didn’t
even exist in my life. Moorpark College was supposed to be place of	
  hope for me, but it turned into a
place of despair, just like everything else. was invisible there. Nobody knew existed or	
  cared who I
was. At least this time finished a class.

7thThe day of my final exam was December , which was also the day the new expansion to World of
Warcraft was released, called Cataclysm.	
  I completed my final exam with ease, and thus	
  I completed my	
  
first college class, in which received the grade of	
  a B. Afterwards, rushed to Best Buy to purchase the
new game. With new WoW expansions,	
  some of	
  those old feelings that felt when first played the	
  
game came back to me, and wanted that	
  feeling again.	
  It was comforting,	
  and the sense comfort was
something needed to cushion myself with.	
  I also knew that would beat James, Steve, and Mark to the	
  
next high level cap.	
  I supposed it would provide small	
  sense of competitive satisfaction.	
  Getting a
character to the highest level the fastest was the only part of the game that I was truly good at, but I
suppose that was	
  due to the massive amounts of	
  free time had at my disposal. Since my college class	
  
was over and it was winter break, could literally play the game for every waking minute.

And so I did.	
  My last stint in the World of Warcraft was an intense one. I reached the new level cap in
less than two days, and once I was there repeatedly took pleasure in killing James’s,	
  Steve’s, and	
  Mark’s
characters as	
  they tried to level up,	
  as a petty form of revenge for them leaving me out of	
  their
group meetings years	
  ago, and because I was jealous	
  that Steve and Mark were more skilled at the game	
  
than was. Being a higher level for those few days	
  gave me the advantage I needed to even the score.
But digress.

After two weeks of	
  playing World of Warcraft nonstop,	
  I once again came to the abrupt decision to
quit.	
  The new expansion was a major disappointment. Blizzard Entertainment,	
  the creators	
  of the game,
made changes that believe ruined everything that was fun about it. I won’t get into the details, as most
of	
  the people reading this won’t understand	
  complicated	
  video game terms anyway.

But that was only a small	
  part of the reason why quit.	
  The main reason was the disturbing new
player-­‐base. The game got bigger with every new expansion that was released, and as it got bigger, it	
  
brought in a vast amount of	
  new players. I noticed that more and more “normal” people who had active	
  
and pleasurable social lives were starting to play the game, as the new changes catered to such a crowd.
WoW no longer became a sanctuary where could hide from the evils of the world,	
  because the evils of	
  
the world had now followed me there. saw people bragging online about their sexual experiences with
girls… and they used the term “virgin” as an insult to people who were more immersed in the game than
them. The insult stung,	
  because it was true. Us virgins did tend to get more immersed in such things,
because our	
  real lives were lacking.	
  I couldn’t stand to play WoW knowing that my enemies, the people I



hate and envy so much for having sexual lives,	
  were now playing the same game as me. There was no	
  
point anymore. I realized what terrible mistake I made to turn my back on the world again. The world
is brutal, and need to fight for my place in it.	
  My life was at a crucial turning point, and	
  I couldn’t waste
any more precious	
  time.

At the Lemelson’s	
  Christmas party,	
  I told James that was quitting WoW again,	
  and he told me he	
  
suspected I would very soon.	
  It was just a matter of time. Even through playing with me over the
internet,	
  he could detect my anger and rage towards the world seeping through the computer screen. I
questioned him about why he himself could go on living without feeling any sort of	
  anger or resentment
about his circumstances,	
  which were similar to mine. He was, after all, a nineteen year old virgin just like
was. He just casually told me that	
  didn’t pay attention	
  to it, and	
  focused on	
  his strengths. What	
  
strengths do	
  I have to	
  focus on? I wondered. The world views me as a weakling. Perhaps	
  I needed to
prove the world wrong.

On Christmas Day,	
  father	
  held a huge Christmas	
  party at his house. I was invited, since I was back on	
  
speaking terms with them. got a few new shirts	
  for Christmas, so decided to wear one for	
  the	
  
occasion.	
  I hadn’t seen any of	
  father’s friends	
  for	
  a while, and	
  it was nice to reunite with them. The
Bubenheim’s weren’t there; father had recently got into a fight with Alex,	
  abruptly ending their
friendship.	
  I suppose it was for the best. If Leo was	
  at that party, would have probably gotten into a
nasty fight with him. My hatred of	
  Leo was so volatile that wanted to confront him.	
  I wanted to hurt	
  
him.	
  I couldn’t let him get away with the insults	
  he dealt towards me in the past.

A few family friends	
  complimented my appearance, and that made me feel a bit better about myself.
It is so peculiar how simple smile or	
  a compliment can completely change how I feel	
  about the world
for	
  a few moments.

During the remaining days of	
  2010,	
  I joined my mother and	
  sister at Jack’s beach house in Malibu	
  to	
  
spend a few nights. They arrived there a few hours before me, and by the time reached the house they	
  
had already invited a few guests	
  for	
  an afternoon get-­‐together. To my outrage, I saw that mother had
invited Maddy and	
  her boyfriend. was looking forward to having another	
  respite at the beautiful	
  
Malibu mansion where can indulge myself in opulence and forget about my depressing loneliness.
Having a young couple lurking around only reminded me of my insignificance. I was extremely upset
with my mother for inviting them. She should have been more considerate.

If only had a girlfriend of my own to take to that place.	
  That beach	
  house is	
  the perfect place to take
girlfriend to. It had a swimming pool	
  and a Jacuzzi, it was located on a private beach where we could

walk arm in arm, and it even had a private movie theatre. Such an opportunity wasted, all because no	
  
girl would give me a chance.	
  Instead,	
  I was all alone, and had to see another couple watch movies
together in that very theatre.

Thankfully, that	
  couple only stayed for a few hours.	
  Mother	
  invited a few more guests, and we	
  
ordered our	
  dinner to be delivered from a local restaurant. By the time dinner arrived,	
  I had already
consumed three glasses of wine, and had a fourth glass	
  with the meal. Everything’s better with some	
  
wine in the belly,	
  as a famous	
  character from Game of Thrones would say.	
  I was left out of most of the	
  
conversations, like always was, so I just sat there quietly, sipping my wine as had to bear listening to	
  
Maddy talk about how awesome her life was.

I excused myself as soon as finished eating,	
  and boy did stuff myself on that meal. I then walked	
  
outside onto the beach. The wine had long since gone to my head, making me feel a sense of	
  dizzy	
  
invigoration.	
  I started walking along the shore,	
  taking in the magnificence of the gentle, moonlit ocean.
It was so… romantic. I kept walking and walking with no destination in mind.	
  The romance of	
  it all filled
me with despair and longing.	
  I wanted a girlfriend to experience that moment with me, but no girl



wanted to be my girlfriend.	
  The only thing could do was imagine how heavenly it would be to have a
beautiful	
  girl by my side. It is such a shameful tragedy.

I ended up walking for	
  two hours, and at the end of	
  it was crying to myself because I felt so sad.	
  
When I returned to the house, Maddy and her boyfriend had left, and so did most of the guests. The
only guests who remained were my mother’s friends Alan and Rebecca, and their	
  sons, as they were	
  
spending the nights there with us.

I spent the rest of my time there relaxing and watching movies in the theatre. We watched the entire
Jurassic Park trilogy, which brought back fond memories of my childhood.	
  I went on a few more walks on
the beach	
  during the daytime. That beach was always quiet and peaceful,	
  since the only people who
visited it were those who lived in homes on the beach. I took full	
  advantage of	
  this. I’ve always	
  found	
  
beaches to be truly beautiful, but could never go to public beaches because they are full of young	
  
couples walking around in their revealing bathing suits,	
  the sight of which fills me with envious rage. On
the private beach,	
  I could enjoy the serenity of	
  the environment without having to worry about young	
  
couples making me jealous.	
  There were no young couples, only a few families and old couples here and	
  
there. I did,	
  however, pass by one young girl,	
  and she was like goddess who came down from heaven.
She was walking alone, in her bathing suit, with her luscious	
  blonde hair blowing in	
  the wind.	
  I couldn’t
help but slyly admire her	
  beauty as	
  we passed by each other. I was scared. I was scared that	
  she might	
  
view me as nothing but an inferior	
  insect who’s	
  presence ruins	
  her atmosphere. Her beauty was	
  
intoxicating!	
  And then, just as we passed each other, she actually looked	
  at me. She looked at me and
smiled.Most girls	
  never even deigned to look at me, and this one actually looked at me and smiled. had
never felt so euphoric in my life. One smile. One smile was all it took to brighten my entire day. The
power that beautiful women	
  have is unbelievable.	
  They can temporarily turn a desperate boy’s whole
world around just by smiling.

That smile put me in good, healthy mood for	
  the rest of	
  that walk, but it soon faded away as I
realized that could never actually have girl as beautiful	
  as that. She probably only smiled out of	
  
politeness. She would never	
  go for me. And what is the point to life if can’t have a girl of such beauty?	
  
Some men get to have beautiful	
  girlfriends	
  like that, and	
  some don’t. I am among those who are denied
such a pleasure, and that is why I hate life.

After	
  spending three days at the Malibu beach	
  house, I was sad to leave it. I had a feeling I would
never see the place again, and it was true. That was the last time I ever	
  went there. Mother ended her
relationship with Jack sometime within the following months, though she would never tell me directly	
  
about it.

I spent New Year’s Eve alone and miserable, just like the previous year. And the year before that, for	
  
that matter. It was the last day my WoW account was active, and logged onto WoW just for	
  that
occasion.	
  I angrily had arguments with random people online who I saw bragging about their girlfriends.
spewed out all of my hatred towards them,	
  but they were only amused. It was a very aggravating	
  
experience, and it made me glad that I cancelled my WoW account. There was nowhere could hide
anymore. Time was ticking, and a New Year was just beginning.	
  I concluded that I had to put more effort	
  
into making better use of my time.

I made a vow on	
  New Year’s Day that I wouldn’t masturbate until I did something to successfully get
one step further in life.	
  Having a high sex drive, I usually masturbated at least every other	
  day.	
  I always	
  
fantasized about sex… and the fact that I was unable to have sex made me even more obsessed with it.
To stop masturbating for more than three days was a big deal. I lasted seven days. On the seventh day	
  
my sexual urges became too overwhelming.	
  My whole body was enveloped in it.	
  I thought about girls	
  
every single second,	
  and not having a girl to have sex with was	
  unbearable.	
  I could not even function	
  
anymore, so I had to break my commitment. The masturbation session I had after that seven-­‐day dry
spell was astounding.	
  I did my usual fantasizing about having sex with a beautiful, tall blonde-­‐haired girl;



but this	
  time I intensified it a lot, and made up a whole story in my mind just to make the experience	
  
seem more real. If only it could be real. Some men get to live that fantasy, whereas could only dream	
  
of	
  it. Life is	
  not fair.

I finished the fourth book of the Song of	
  Ice and Fire series. The television adaptation, Game of	
  
Thrones was coming out in just few months, and I was really looking forward to that. I was also looking	
  
forward to the fifth book of	
  the series, which had a release date of	
  July 12th. After	
  finishing all four
books, I had become huge fan of	
  the series. It depicted a much more exciting world than the one I
lived in, with a large array of	
  complex characters, a few of whom could really relate to.

As was	
  reading up about the release date for the fifth book, found an online countdown that
12th 12thshowed each day,	
  hour, minute,	
  and second that remained until July . Since July was so close to

my 20th birthday, used this	
  countdown as	
  the official countdown of my last days as a teenager.	
  I made	
  
it my internet homepage, and hoped that it would motivate me to do everything can to change my life
during this crucial period.

Since I was back in father’s good	
  graces, my mother agreed to meet with him and me	
  to talk about	
  
my life situation. We had dinner at a Japanese restaurant, where we had a long talk about what I was
doing in my life, and what my college	
  plans were. My mother	
  and father	
  both agreed that in order to	
  
change my life,	
  I needed to remove myself from my current environment and start anew. Living at my	
  
mother’s apartment was becoming unhealthy,	
  and they thought that things	
  would improve if I had my	
  
own place. It was at this moment that	
  we began to form the Santa Barbara	
  plan, in which would go to	
  
college in Santa Barbara	
  and live amongst the students	
  there.

The Santa Barbara	
  plan was formed on that night, but its roots stretch all the way back to when I just	
  
turned eighteen. It was all because I watched that movie Alpha Dog. The movie had a profound effect on	
  
me, because it depicted lots	
  of	
  good looking young people enjoying pleasurable sex lives. I thought
about it for many months afterward, and constantly read about the story online. found out that it
took place in Santa Barbara,	
  which prompted me to read about college life in Santa Barbara. found out	
  
about Isla	
  Vista, the small town adjacent to UCSB where all of	
  the college students	
  live and have parties.
When found out about all this, had the desperate hope that if I moved to that town would be able to	
  
live that life too. That was the life I wanted.	
  A life of	
  pleasure	
  and sex.	
  I talked to my mother	
  about the
prospect of going to college	
  in Santa Barbara	
  a few times during my eighteenth year. She thought it was	
  
good idea; it would certainly free her of	
  the burden of	
  living with me,	
  but we never seriously

considered it.	
  Until that	
  day.
My mother proposed the plan to father, and father became very enthusiastic about it. We laid down

the groundwork right then and there. Father was	
  still suffering from his financial crisis, but he agreed to
pay for my tuition	
  and contribute five hundred dollars month towards my living expenses,	
  while my	
  
mother would pay for my apartment rent and continue to provide me with the car. was to do one more
semester at Moorpark for	
  the time being, and then transfer to Santa Barbara	
  City College in the
summer.

This was	
  a very astonishing turn of events. I didn’t expect this, and had no idea	
  how to react. I was
completely dumbfounded. thought it was just going to be a casual dinner meeting where we would
simply talk about my life, and we ended up making plans	
  to drastically change my life.

At that period of my life, was on the verge of	
  giving up all hope that	
  I would ever live the life I want,
but this	
  changed everything.	
  I now had the opportunity to start fresh, in a beautiful	
  new town, at a new
college,	
  with my own living place.	
  Of course, I would have to share an apartment with other college	
  
students, but that was part of the experience. It would give me more social credibility than living with
my mother, that’s for	
  sure. Deep down, I always wanted an opportunity like this;	
  and now had one, just



at the time when I was about to give up on everything completely.	
  It was	
  very overwhelming,	
  and I
needed few days to meditate and take it all in.

It was	
  such an unbelievable turn of events that I dismissed it from my mind in the following two	
  
months. It was still five months before I would start college in Santa Barbara, so decided not to worry	
  
about it for the time being. At the present, had to worry about my new semester	
  at Moorpark that was
just beginning.

I was registered to take three classes for the Spring semester at Moorpark. The first was an early	
  
morning history class, followed by sociology and then psychology. They were all just as disastrous as I
expected them to be. I had to drop the sociology class right on the first day, because there was	
  this
extremely hot blonde girl who took the class with her	
  brute of	
  a boyfriend.	
  I couldn’t stand looking at	
  
them sitting together. I left the class mid-­‐session	
  because couldn’t take it anymore.

Dropping my sociology class left me with a huge gap of	
  time in between my history and psychology	
  
classes. During this time usually went to quiet, secluded spot that	
  had a few tables overlooking the	
  
view of the mountains. I spent a lot of time here, writing in my diary and contemplating my place in the	
  
world.

My two remaining classes were not much better. In	
  my history class, I had a crush on a really pretty	
  
girl, only to find out that she had a boyfriend, and in my psychology class there was this group of	
  popular
kids	
  who acted obnoxious	
  the whole time. One of them was a very pretty blonde girl, and she actually
enjoyed associating with the obnoxious	
  boys	
  in her clique. The injustice! hated them all. Everyone	
  
treated me like I was invisible.	
  No one reached out to me, no one knew existed. was a ghost. It was	
  
agony,	
  but couldn’t drop all of my classes… already felt guilty about dropping one of them,	
  and I was
afraid that my parents would somehow find out. I skipped class a lot, only going in for	
  important
lectures and tests, and spent lot of	
  time at my usual secluded area at the college.

As spent a lot of	
  time contemplating,	
  I realized that my life was	
  repeating itself in a vicious circle of	
  
torment and injustice. Each new semester of	
  college yielded the same lonely celibate life,	
  devoid of	
  girls
or	
  any social interaction. It was as if there was a curse of misfortune placed upon me. I wondered what
the point was in attempting to start new life in Santa	
  Barbara. Hadn’t done the same at Moorpark? I
thought, with a shiver of	
  dread running up my spine, about how horrible it would be if the same thing	
  
ends	
  up happening after	
  I make the big move to Santa	
  Barbara. didn’t even want to imagine how much
of	
  an epic defeat that would be. I wisely shut away all thoughts about it, and focused with intense
determination on how can change my life right at the current moment.

My father gave me a book called The Secret after	
  I had dinner at his house in February. He	
  said it will
help me develop a positive attitude. The book explained the fundamentals of	
  a concept known as the	
  
Law of	
  Attraction. had never heard or read anything quite like this	
  before, and I was intrigued. The	
  
theory stated that one’s thoughts were connected to universal force that can shape the future of	
  
reality. Being	
  one who always loved fantasy and magic, and who always wished that such things	
  were	
  
real, I was swept up in temporary wave of	
  enthusiasm over this book. The prospect that could change	
  
my future just by visualizing in my mind the life wanted filled me with a surge of hope that my life
could turn out happy. The idea was ridiculous, of course, but the world is such a ridiculous	
  place already
that figured I might as	
  well	
  give it try. In addition,	
  I was so desperate for something to live for that	
  I
wanted to believe in the Law of Attraction,	
  even if it was proven to me that it wasn’t real.

Once I finished reading it, drove all the way to Point Dume in Malibu and climbed out to the cliffs	
  at
the very edge. It was a windy day, and could see the ocean roiling below me. As night fell, I looked out	
  
to the stars and proclaimed to the universe everything wanted in life.	
   proclaimed how I wanted to be
millionaire, so I could live a luxurious	
  life and finally be able to attract the beautiful	
  girls	
  I covet so	
  

much. wished to make up for the years of youth that wasted in bleak loneliness,	
  and by doing so I



would	
  get	
  revenge	
  on	
  everyone	
  who	
  thought	
  they	
  were	
  better	
  than	
  me,	
  just	
  by	
  becoming	
  better	
  than	
  
them	
  through	
  the	
  accumulation	
  of	
  wealth.	
  I	
  believed	
  that	
  the	
  only	
  way	
  for	
  me	
  to	
  attain	
  this	
  wealth	
  at	
  
the	
  time	
  was	
  to	
  win	
  the	
  Lottery,	
  and	
  that	
  is	
  what	
  I	
  visualized	
  doing.	
  

I	
  then	
  descended	
  the	
  clifftop	
  on	
  Point	
  Dume	
  and	
  walked	
  along	
  the	
  Malibu	
  ocean,	
  just	
  like	
  I	
  did	
  a	
  
couple	
  of	
  months	
  previously	
  at	
  the	
  beach	
  house.	
  I	
  saw	
  a	
  couple	
  walking	
  along	
  the	
  shore	
  ahead	
  of	
  me;	
  
the	
  man	
  looked	
  to	
  be	
  in	
  his	
  late	
  20’s	
  or	
  early	
  30’s,	
  and	
  the	
  girl	
  he	
  was	
  walking	
  with	
  looked	
  like	
  a	
  
supermodel.	
  I	
  assumed	
  he	
  was	
  very	
  rich	
  and	
  owned	
  a	
  nice	
  house	
  in	
  Malibu.	
  The	
  two	
  of	
  them	
  were	
  
walking	
  hand	
  in	
  hand,	
  and	
  I	
  saw	
  him	
  subtly	
  place	
  his	
  hand	
  on	
  her	
  ass	
  every	
  now	
  and	
  then.	
  He	
  was	
  living	
  
the	
  life.	
  He	
  was	
  in	
  heaven.	
  I	
  was	
  envious,	
  but	
  since	
  the	
  man	
  was	
  older	
  than	
  me,	
  it	
  also	
  gave	
  me	
  a	
  twinge	
  
of	
  hope,	
  especially	
  after	
  my	
  proclamation	
  to	
  the	
  universe	
  at	
  the	
  clifftop.	
  If	
  I	
  become	
  a	
  multi-­‐millionaire,	
  I	
  
would	
  be	
  able	
  to	
  walk	
  on	
  the	
  beach	
  with	
  a	
  beautiful	
  girlfriend	
  too,	
  and	
  my	
  life	
  would	
  be	
  complete.	
  That	
  
was	
  what	
  I	
  wanted.	
  That	
  was	
  what	
  I	
  wished	
  for	
  in	
  my	
  future.	
  As	
  I’ve	
  always	
  believed,	
  I	
  am	
  destined	
  for	
  
great	
  things.	
  Becoming	
  a	
  multi-­‐millionaire	
  at	
  a	
  young	
  age	
  is	
  what	
  I	
  am	
  meant	
  for.	
  
	
  

My	
  faith	
  was	
  soon	
  broken,	
  as	
  I	
  bought	
  a	
  few	
  Megamillions	
  Lottery	
  tickets	
  and	
  visualized	
  myself	
  being	
  
the	
  winner.	
  I	
  usually	
  visualized	
  it	
  by	
  meditating	
  on	
  the	
  rooftop	
  of	
  my	
  mother’s	
  apartment	
  right	
  at	
  the	
  
time	
  of	
  the	
  drawing.	
  A	
  part	
  of	
  me	
  knew	
  it	
  was	
  impossible	
  to	
  will	
  the	
  universe	
  to	
  make	
  me	
  the	
  winner	
  
just	
  by	
  wishing	
  for	
  it	
  on	
  a	
  rooftop,	
  but	
  I	
  was	
  so	
  desperate	
  that	
  I	
  wanted	
  to	
  believe	
  I	
  could.	
  I	
  wanted	
  to	
  
believe	
  I	
  had	
  the	
  POWER	
  to	
  do	
  it.	
  After	
  failing	
  to	
  win	
  when	
  the	
  jackpot	
  reset	
  because	
  someone	
  else	
  won,	
  
I	
  lost	
  all	
  faith	
  in	
  that	
  book,	
  and	
  I	
  almost	
  ripped	
  it	
  apart	
  in	
  frustration.	
  

I	
  desperately	
  pondered	
  if	
  there	
  was	
  some	
  other	
  way	
  I	
  could	
  make	
  millions	
  of	
  dollars	
  at	
  my	
  age,	
  but	
  I	
  
came	
  up	
  with	
  nothing.	
  I	
  realized	
  that	
  my	
  miserable,	
  lonely	
  virgin	
  life	
  was	
  going	
  to	
  continue,	
  and	
  my	
  only	
  
hope	
  was	
  to	
  give	
  Santa	
  Barbara	
  a	
  try.	
  
	
  

I	
  was	
  still	
  attending	
  Karate	
  class	
  with	
  James	
  and	
  Rob	
  Lemelson	
  every	
  week.	
  Most	
  of	
  the	
  time,	
  Rob	
  
couldn’t	
  make	
  it	
  because	
  he	
  was	
  busy	
  with	
  something,	
  so	
  it	
  was	
  mostly	
  just	
  James	
  and	
  I	
  going	
  together.	
  
It	
  was	
  a	
  pleasant	
  Friday	
  night	
  tradition	
  that	
  had	
  lasted	
  for	
  the	
  last	
  several	
  months,	
  and	
  I	
  enjoyed	
  the	
  
chance	
  it	
  gave	
  to	
  hang	
  out	
  with	
  James	
  and	
  have	
  some	
  form	
  of	
  social	
  interaction.	
  But	
  lately,	
  things	
  were	
  
starting	
  to	
  get	
  tense.	
  

I	
  was	
  constantly	
  annoyed	
  at	
  how	
  I	
  wasn’t	
  getting	
  better	
  at	
  my	
  karate	
  moves	
  in	
  the	
  class,	
  and	
  that	
  one	
  
little	
  kid	
  still	
  treated	
  me	
  with	
  disrespect	
  because	
  I	
  was	
  still	
  a	
  white	
  belt,	
  and	
  he	
  was	
  a	
  brown	
  belt.	
  I	
  was	
  
also	
  frustrated	
  at	
  how	
  James	
  was	
  so	
  much	
  physically	
  stronger	
  than	
  I	
  was,	
  and	
  how	
  he	
  was	
  so	
  much	
  more	
  
skilled	
  at	
  karate	
  than	
  me.	
  During	
  sparring	
  sessions,	
  the	
  deep	
  anger	
  inside	
  me	
  that	
  had	
  accumulated	
  over	
  
a	
  life	
  of	
  pain	
  and	
  injustice	
  would	
  sometimes	
  come	
  out,	
  and	
  I	
  used	
  my	
  anger	
  to	
  give	
  me	
  an	
  advantage	
  
when	
  I	
  sparred	
  with	
  James	
  and	
  the	
  other	
  students.	
  The	
  karate	
  teachers	
  didn’t	
  like	
  this,	
  and	
  I	
  was	
  
criticized.	
  I	
  found	
  the	
  anger	
  to	
  be	
  quite	
  euphoric	
  when	
  I	
  used	
  it	
  to	
  fight,	
  and	
  I	
  enjoyed	
  it	
  in	
  a	
  bittersweet	
  
way.	
  

After	
  our	
  karate	
  session,	
  when	
  me	
  and	
  James	
  went	
  to	
  a	
  restaurant	
  in	
  the	
  Palisades	
  to	
  have	
  dinner,	
  I	
  
sometimes	
  got	
  very	
  angry	
  when	
  I	
  saw	
  a	
  group	
  of	
  teenagers,	
  or	
  a	
  teenage	
  couple.	
  I	
  constantly	
  talked	
  to	
  
James	
  with	
  vehement	
  rage	
  about	
  my	
  envy	
  and	
  anger	
  at	
  such	
  people.	
  I	
  told	
  him	
  about	
  how	
  I	
  wished	
  I	
  
could	
  make	
  them	
  all	
  suffer.	
  We	
  had	
  a	
  lot	
  of	
  conversations	
  about	
  what	
  we	
  would	
  do	
  if	
  we	
  had	
  all	
  the	
  
power	
  in	
  the	
  world,	
  and	
  I	
  told	
  him	
  about	
  all	
  of	
  the	
  torturous	
  acts	
  of	
  revenge	
  I	
  would	
  carry	
  out	
  against	
  all	
  
those	
  who	
  have	
  insulted	
  me	
  or	
  lived	
  a	
  better	
  life	
  than	
  me.	
  I	
  thought	
  that	
  James	
  would	
  relate	
  to	
  me,	
  
since	
  he	
  was	
  also	
  a	
  virgin	
  who	
  had	
  no	
  girls	
  in	
  his	
  life,	
  but	
  some	
  of	
  the	
  things	
  I	
  said	
  began	
  to	
  disturb	
  him.	
  
One	
  night,	
  he	
  told	
  me,	
  with	
  a	
  lot	
  of	
  distress,	
  that	
  enough	
  was	
  enough.	
  He	
  didn’t	
  want	
  to	
  hear	
  it	
  
anymore.	
  That	
  was	
  also	
  the	
  night	
  that	
  I	
  decided	
  to	
  quit	
  the	
  karate	
  class.	
  



I	
  didn’t	
  speak	
  to	
  James	
  until	
  the	
  two	
  of	
  us	
  attended	
  Rob	
  Lemelson’s	
  birthday	
  party	
  in	
  late	
  Spring.	
  It	
  
was	
  celebrated	
  at	
  a	
  very	
  upper	
  class	
  restaurant	
  in	
  Los	
  Angeles,	
  and	
  the	
  Lemelson	
  family	
  rented	
  a	
  private	
  
room	
  with	
  seven	
  tables	
  for	
  the	
  occasion.	
  The	
  food	
  was	
  absolutely	
  delicious,	
  and	
  the	
  wine	
  was	
  exquisite.	
  
Each	
  bottle	
  was	
  from	
  1985,	
  and	
  probably	
  worth	
  over	
  a	
  thousand	
  dollars	
  each.	
  

I	
  was	
  seated	
  next	
  to	
  James	
  at	
  the	
  “young	
  person’s	
  table”,	
  and	
  at	
  that	
  table	
  I	
  ran	
  into	
  none	
  other	
  than	
  
Julian	
  Ritz-­‐Barr!	
  I	
  hadn’t	
  seen	
  him	
  since	
  we	
  were	
  hanging	
  out	
  together	
  with	
  Charlie,	
  John	
  Jo,	
  and	
  Elijah…	
  
That	
  was	
  seven	
  years	
  ago.	
  The	
  oaf	
  didn’t	
  even	
  remember	
  who	
  I	
  was.	
  I	
  found	
  out	
  that	
  his	
  father	
  was	
  good	
  
friends	
  with	
  Rob.	
  When	
  I	
  mentioned	
  him	
  earlier	
  in	
  the	
  story,	
  I	
  talked	
  about	
  how	
  much	
  I	
  would	
  envy	
  him,	
  
and	
  this	
  was	
  the	
  night	
  when	
  that	
  happened.	
  There	
  were	
  a	
  few	
  girls	
  at	
  our	
  table,	
  daughters	
  of	
  Rob’s	
  
friends.	
  One	
  of	
  them	
  was	
  pretty,	
  I	
  believe	
  she	
  was	
  the	
  daughter	
  of	
  Pietro	
  Scalia,	
  a	
  renowned	
  film	
  editor;	
  
she	
  had	
  very	
  sexy	
  eyes,	
  and	
  she	
  was	
  tall…	
  I	
  always	
  had	
  a	
  thing	
  for	
  tall	
  girls,	
  and	
  this	
  one	
  was	
  almost	
  taller	
  
than	
  me.	
  I	
  had	
  to	
  suffer	
  watching	
  Julian	
  sweet-­‐talk	
  all	
  of	
  the	
  girls.	
  He	
  acted	
  so	
  confidently,	
  and	
  the	
  way	
  
the	
  pretty	
  girl	
  looked	
  at	
  him	
  with	
  those	
  sexy	
  eyes	
  of	
  hers…	
  that	
  was	
  a	
  look	
  that	
  no	
  girl	
  ever	
  gave	
  to	
  me.	
  I	
  
could	
  tell	
  that	
  she	
  was	
  attracted	
  to	
  him.	
  

I	
  became	
  more	
  enraged	
  with	
  each	
  second	
  I	
  had	
  to	
  suffer	
  through	
  this.	
  The	
  girls	
  treated	
  me	
  like	
  I	
  was	
  
invisible,	
  but	
  they	
  all	
  paid	
  attention	
  to	
  Julian.	
  What	
  made	
  it	
  even	
  worse	
  was	
  that	
  Julian	
  was	
  a	
  year	
  
younger	
  than	
  me,	
  and	
  he	
  acted	
  like	
  an	
  obnoxious	
  prick,	
  but	
  the	
  girls	
  liked	
  it!	
  The	
  more	
  enraged	
  I	
  
became,	
  the	
  more	
  wine	
  I	
  drank.	
  James	
  was	
  probably	
  worried	
  about	
  how	
  angry	
  I	
  was	
  getting,	
  and	
  he	
  
tried	
  to	
  strike	
  up	
  random	
  conversations	
  with	
  me	
  to	
  distract	
  me	
  from	
  Julian.	
  It	
  was	
  very	
  hard	
  to	
  help	
  
myself	
  from	
  getting	
  up	
  and	
  dumping	
  my	
  wine	
  all	
  over	
  Julian’s	
  stupid	
  head.	
  Perhaps	
  I	
  would	
  have…	
  if	
  the	
  
birthday	
  cake	
  wasn’t	
  presented	
  so	
  early.	
  Everyone	
  stood	
  up	
  to	
  sing	
  happy	
  birthday	
  to	
  Rob,	
  and	
  then	
  the	
  
meal	
  was	
  over.	
  Some	
  of	
  the	
  guests	
  left,	
  and	
  James	
  and	
  I	
  switched	
  to	
  a	
  different	
  table.	
  By	
  the	
  time	
  the	
  
party	
  was	
  over,	
  I	
  had	
  consumed	
  eight	
  glasses	
  of	
  that	
  1985	
  wine.	
  I	
  was	
  underage,	
  but	
  no	
  one	
  seemed	
  to	
  
notice	
  me	
  drinking.	
  I	
  was	
  literally	
  stumbling	
  out	
  of	
  the	
  restaurant.	
  
	
  

I	
  saw	
  James	
  again	
  a	
  couple	
  of	
  weeks	
  later,	
  and	
  that	
  would	
  be	
  the	
  last	
  time	
  I	
  see	
  him	
  for	
  quite	
  a	
  while.	
  
It	
  was	
  at	
  another	
  dinner	
  party	
  of	
  Rob’s	
  that	
  he	
  held	
  at	
  his	
  house	
  in	
  the	
  Palisades,	
  though	
  for	
  no	
  special	
  
occasion.	
  This	
  time,	
  another	
  person	
  who	
  was	
  a	
  target	
  of	
  my	
  extreme	
  jealousy	
  was	
  there;	
  his	
  name	
  was	
  
Roy,	
  an	
  Indonesian	
  boy	
  who	
  was	
  the	
  son	
  of	
  Rob’s	
  housemaid.	
  He	
  was	
  four	
  years	
  younger	
  than	
  me	
  and	
  
James,	
  and	
  he	
  took	
  pleasure	
  in	
  bragging	
  to	
  us	
  about	
  his	
  success	
  with	
  girls.	
  He	
  kept	
  showing	
  us	
  pictures	
  
of	
  his	
  supposed	
  texting	
  conversations	
  with	
  girls.	
  James	
  didn’t	
  seem	
  to	
  mind	
  it,	
  to	
  my	
  outraged	
  surprise.	
  
I,	
  on	
  the	
  other	
  hand,	
  could	
  barely	
  tolerate	
  the	
  insolent	
  little	
  worm.	
  

At	
  the	
  party,	
  James	
  and	
  I	
  frequently	
  went	
  outside	
  to	
  have	
  conversations	
  about	
  our	
  fantasies.	
  I	
  wisely	
  
refrained	
  from	
  getting	
  too	
  extreme	
  in	
  what	
  I	
  said,	
  but	
  we	
  came	
  up	
  with	
  some	
  interesting	
  scenarios.	
  For	
  
instance,	
  we	
  talked	
  about	
  what	
  we	
  would	
  do	
  if	
  we	
  discovered	
  that	
  we	
  had	
  certain	
  magical	
  powers,	
  and	
  
it	
  would	
  escalate	
  to	
  us	
  coming	
  up	
  with	
  our	
  own	
  stories	
  of	
  the	
  glory	
  we	
  would	
  attain	
  in	
  such	
  a	
  situation.	
  I	
  
talked	
  about	
  how	
  I	
  would	
  use	
  my	
  powers	
  to	
  rule	
  the	
  world	
  and	
  set	
  everything	
  right,	
  and	
  James	
  had	
  
similar	
  ideas	
  as	
  well.	
  We	
  seemed	
  to	
  be	
  getting	
  along	
  quite	
  well,	
  but	
  after	
  that	
  night	
  James	
  would	
  refuse	
  
to	
  contact	
  me	
  for	
  a	
  couple	
  of	
  months.	
  
	
  

The	
  first	
  episode	
  of	
  my	
  favorite	
  television	
  series	
  of	
  all	
  time,	
  Game	
  of	
  Thrones,	
  was	
  released	
  in	
  April.	
  I	
  
watched	
  it	
  with	
  profound	
  excitement.	
  Being	
  a	
  fan	
  of	
  the	
  books,	
  this	
  was	
  a	
  very	
  anticipated	
  event	
  for	
  me.	
  
Seeing	
  all	
  of	
  the	
  characters	
  that	
  I	
  knew	
  so	
  well	
  on	
  the	
  television	
  screen	
  was	
  spectacular.	
  The	
  show	
  
exceeded	
  all	
  of	
  my	
  expectations.	
  Each	
  week	
  I	
  looked	
  forward	
  to	
  the	
  next	
  episode,	
  and	
  each	
  episode	
  
gave	
  me	
  a	
  small	
  hint	
  of	
  joy	
  in	
  my	
  otherwise	
  bleak	
  life.	
  
	
  

Towards	
  the	
  end	
  of	
  my	
  Spring	
  semester	
  at	
  Moorpark,	
  I	
  was	
  so	
  frustrated	
  with	
  my	
  lonely	
  status	
  at	
  the	
  
college	
  that	
  I	
  refused	
  to	
  even	
  drive	
  up	
  there	
  in	
  the	
  last	
  few	
  weeks.	
  I	
  left	
  my	
  home	
  in	
  the	
  mornings,	
  



pretending	
  to	
  my	
  mother	
  that	
  I	
  was	
  going	
  to	
  college,	
  but	
  instead	
  I	
  went	
  to	
  Barnes	
  &	
  Noble	
  and	
  sat	
  there	
  
until	
  my	
  mother	
  left	
  for	
  work,	
  and	
  then	
  I	
  would	
  go	
  back	
  home.	
  I	
  made	
  sure	
  to	
  stay	
  at	
  Barnes	
  &	
  Noble	
  for	
  
at	
  least	
  two	
  hours,	
  just	
  in	
  case	
  my	
  mother	
  left	
  later	
  than	
  usual.	
  I	
  have	
  always	
  ever	
  been	
  meticulously	
  
careful	
  at	
  everything	
  I’ve	
  done.	
  

On	
  the	
  last	
  day,	
  I	
  went	
  to	
  my	
  classes,	
  quickly	
  took	
  my	
  final	
  exams,	
  and	
  left.	
  When	
  my	
  classes	
  lined	
  up	
  
for	
  the	
  final	
  exams,	
  everyone	
  had	
  a	
  group	
  to	
  socialize	
  with	
  while	
  I	
  stood	
  on	
  the	
  side,	
  alone.	
  Everyone	
  
must	
  have	
  thought	
  I	
  was	
  a	
  complete	
  loser.	
  Thank	
  goodness	
  it	
  was	
  the	
  last	
  day.	
  The	
  people	
  in	
  those	
  
classes	
  angered	
  me	
  to	
  no	
  end.	
  That	
  was	
  the	
  last	
  time	
  I	
  would	
  ever	
  see	
  that	
  college.	
  On	
  the	
  drive	
  home,	
  I	
  
cried	
  to	
  myself	
  as	
  I	
  listened	
  to	
  music	
  on	
  the	
  radio,	
  as	
  I	
  always	
  did.	
  I	
  failed	
  to	
  get	
  the	
  life	
  I	
  wanted	
  at	
  
Moorpark.	
  

I	
  had	
  nothing	
  going	
  for	
  me	
  in	
  my	
  life,	
  except	
  for	
  the	
  prospect	
  of	
  starting	
  a	
  new	
  life	
  in	
  Santa	
  Barbara.	
  
That	
  was	
  my	
  only	
  hope,	
  and	
  it	
  seemed	
  very	
  bleak.	
  From	
  the	
  way	
  things	
  went	
  at	
  Moorpark,	
  I	
  feared	
  the	
  
worst	
  for	
  how	
  things	
  might	
  turn	
  out	
  in	
  Santa	
  Barbara,	
  but	
  I	
  had	
  to	
  give	
  it	
  a	
  try.	
  I	
  was	
  desperate	
  to	
  have	
  
the	
  life	
  I	
  know	
  I	
  deserve;	
  a	
  life	
  of	
  being	
  wanted	
  by	
  attractive	
  girls,	
  a	
  life	
  of	
  sex	
  and	
  love.	
  Other	
  men	
  are	
  
able	
  to	
  have	
  such	
  a	
  life…	
  so	
  why	
  not	
  me?	
  I	
  deserve	
  it!	
  I	
  am	
  magnificent,	
  no	
  matter	
  how	
  much	
  the	
  world	
  
treated	
  me	
  otherwise.	
  I	
  am	
  destined	
  for	
  great	
  things.	
  
	
  

At	
  the	
  end	
  of	
  Spring	
  I	
  had	
  to	
  commence	
  with	
  my	
  summoning	
  to	
  jury	
  service.	
  I	
  received	
  the	
  summons	
  
in	
  the	
  mail	
  a	
  few	
  months	
  prior,	
  but	
  I	
  postponed	
  it	
  until	
  May	
  because	
  I	
  was	
  too	
  anguished	
  to	
  deal	
  with	
  
such	
  trivial	
  matters	
  at	
  the	
  time.	
  The	
  Courthouse	
  was	
  all	
  the	
  way	
  in	
  Santa	
  Monica.	
  As	
  I	
  sat	
  in	
  the	
  waiting	
  
room	
  before	
  my	
  interview	
  with	
  the	
  judge,	
  I	
  saw	
  a	
  very	
  pretty	
  girl	
  who	
  looked	
  about	
  the	
  same	
  age	
  as	
  I	
  
was.	
  She	
  had	
  a	
  face	
  that	
  melted	
  my	
  heart.	
  What	
  I	
  would	
  give	
  to	
  hold	
  her	
  in	
  my	
  arms	
  and	
  kiss	
  that	
  pretty	
  
face	
  of	
  hers…	
  I	
  wanted	
  to	
  talk	
  to	
  her,	
  but	
  I	
  just	
  couldn’t.	
  I	
  felt	
  too	
  insecure.	
  I	
  was	
  afraid	
  she	
  would	
  think	
  
of	
  me	
  as	
  a	
  creep,	
  as	
  all	
  other	
  girls	
  did.	
  To	
  my	
  fury,	
  another	
  guy	
  came	
  in	
  and	
  struck	
  up	
  a	
  conversation	
  
with	
  her.	
  They	
  started	
  talking	
  comfortably,	
  and	
  he	
  even	
  made	
  her	
  laugh!	
  I	
  had	
  to	
  watch	
  it	
  all,	
  and	
  it	
  
broke	
  my	
  heart.	
  

I	
  wanted	
  to	
  get	
  out	
  of	
  there	
  as	
  soon	
  as	
  I	
  could.	
  I	
  hoped	
  that	
  I	
  could	
  make	
  an	
  excuse	
  to	
  avoid	
  having	
  to	
  
do	
  jury	
  service.	
  When	
  I	
  was	
  called	
  in	
  for	
  the	
  interview,	
  I	
  requested	
  to	
  be	
  excused	
  due	
  to	
  the	
  fact	
  that	
  I	
  
was	
  moving	
  to	
  Santa	
  Barbara	
  soon.	
  To	
  my	
  relief,	
  the	
  judge	
  told	
  me	
  I	
  can	
  go	
  and	
  wished	
  me	
  good	
  luck.	
  As	
  
I	
  drove	
  out	
  of	
  the	
  Courthouse	
  parking	
  lot,	
  I	
  saw	
  the	
  same	
  pretty	
  girl.	
  She	
  must	
  have	
  been	
  excused	
  as	
  
well.	
  Again,	
  I	
  wished	
  I	
  could	
  have	
  said	
  something	
  to	
  her.	
  She	
  would	
  have	
  made	
  the	
  perfect	
  girlfriend	
  for	
  
me,	
  but	
  she	
  was	
  probably	
  already	
  attracted	
  to	
  that	
  other	
  guy	
  who	
  sweet-­‐talked	
  her	
  in	
  the	
  waiting	
  room.	
  
Damn	
  him!	
  I	
  felt	
  so	
  sad	
  on	
  the	
  drive	
  home.	
  When	
  I	
  passed	
  by	
  the	
  Palisades,	
  I	
  stopped	
  by	
  at	
  a	
  park	
  that	
  I	
  
used	
  to	
  play	
  at	
  with	
  James	
  when	
  the	
  two	
  of	
  us	
  were	
  little.	
  I	
  walked	
  around	
  for	
  a	
  bit	
  and	
  took	
  a	
  ride	
  on	
  
the	
  swing,	
  reminiscing	
  about	
  happier	
  times.	
  
	
  

At	
  the	
  very	
  end	
  of	
  May,	
  my	
  mother	
  gave	
  me	
  an	
  unpleasant	
  surprise	
  by	
  telling	
  me	
  that	
  I	
  had	
  to	
  move	
  
to	
  Santa	
  Barbara	
  on	
  June	
  4th,	
  which	
  was	
  just	
  in	
  a	
  few	
  days.	
  I	
  wasn’t	
  prepared	
  to	
  move	
  so	
  soon.	
  I	
  thought	
  
I	
  would	
  go	
  there	
  towards	
  the	
  end	
  of	
  June,	
  right	
  before	
  I	
  start	
  my	
  summer	
  class.	
  I	
  wanted	
  more	
  time	
  to	
  
emotionally	
  and	
  mentally	
  prepare	
  for	
  such	
  a	
  huge	
  undertaking.	
  And	
  it	
  was	
  a	
  huge	
  undertaking.	
  For	
  the	
  
first	
  time	
  in	
  my	
  life,	
  I	
  was	
  moving	
  out	
  of	
  my	
  parent’s	
  house;	
  and	
  on	
  top	
  of	
  that,	
  I	
  had	
  to	
  move	
  into	
  an	
  
apartment	
  with	
  other	
  college	
  students.	
  I	
  had	
  no	
  idea	
  what	
  to	
  expect,	
  and	
  of	
  course	
  I	
  was	
  very	
  nervous.	
  

My	
  mother	
  and	
  I	
  found	
  two	
  apartment	
  complexes	
  in	
  Isla	
  Vista	
  that	
  I	
  could	
  potentially	
  move	
  into.	
  I	
  
went	
  with	
  my	
  mother	
  and	
  father	
  on	
  a	
  day	
  trip	
  to	
  Santa	
  Barbara	
  to	
  take	
  a	
  look	
  at	
  them.	
  We	
  first	
  had	
  
lunch	
  at	
  a	
  restaurant	
  on	
  Cliff	
  Drive,	
  and	
  while	
  there	
  I	
  admired	
  how	
  beautiful	
  Santa	
  Barbara	
  truly	
  was.	
  I	
  
found	
  it	
  to	
  be	
  like	
  a	
  mixture	
  of	
  Malibu	
  and	
  Santa	
  Monica,	
  depending	
  on	
  what	
  part	
  of	
  it	
  I	
  was	
  in.	
  

I	
  was	
  astounded	
  when	
  we	
  toured	
  through	
  Isla	
  Vista.	
  It	
  was	
  a	
  whole	
  town	
  of	
  college	
  students	
  living	
  
together,	
  right	
  next	
  to	
  UCSB,	
  and	
  right	
  next	
  to	
  the	
  beach.	
  I	
  had	
  never	
  seen	
  anything	
  like	
  it	
  in	
  my	
  life.	
  



When	
  I	
  read	
  about	
  it	
  online	
  I	
  thought	
  it	
  was	
  too	
  good	
  to	
  be	
  true,	
  but	
  there	
  it	
  was.	
  It	
  was	
  exactly	
  as	
  I	
  
expected	
  it	
  to	
  be.	
  There	
  were	
  hot	
  blonde	
  girls	
  walking	
  around	
  everywhere.	
  

I	
  always	
  theorized	
  that	
  one	
  of	
  the	
  main	
  hindrances	
  to	
  me	
  living	
  the	
  life	
  I	
  desire	
  was	
  my	
  situation	
  of	
  
living	
  in	
  my	
  mother’s	
  apartment.	
  I	
  thought	
  to	
  myself,	
  as	
  we	
  explored	
  more	
  of	
  this	
  college	
  town,	
  that	
  if	
  I	
  
lived	
  there,	
  then	
  there	
  was	
  no	
  way	
  I	
  would	
  have	
  trouble	
  getting	
  a	
  social	
  life	
  and	
  losing	
  my	
  virginity.	
  It	
  
was	
  the	
  perfect	
  environment	
  to	
  do	
  so.	
  If	
  I	
  can’t	
  get	
  laid	
  there,	
  then	
  there	
  is	
  no	
  hope	
  for	
  me	
  at	
  all.	
  

The	
  first	
  apartment	
  building	
  we	
  looked	
  at	
  was	
  pleasant,	
  but	
  they	
  only	
  had	
  shared	
  rooms,	
  and	
  I	
  
wanted	
  my	
  own	
  room.	
  The	
  second	
  apartment	
  building	
  was	
  called	
  Capri	
  Apartments,	
  and	
  they	
  had	
  a	
  
setup	
  of	
  many	
  two-­‐bedroom	
  apartments	
  shared	
  between	
  three	
  college	
  students,	
  in	
  which	
  one	
  occupies	
  
the	
  single	
  room	
  and	
  the	
  other	
  two	
  occupy	
  the	
  shared	
  room.	
  The	
  single	
  rooms	
  cost	
  more,	
  of	
  course,	
  but	
  
it	
  wasn’t	
  much.	
  My	
  parents	
  and	
  I	
  sat	
  down	
  at	
  a	
  café	
  to	
  talk	
  about	
  it.	
  We	
  agreed	
  that	
  Capri	
  Apartments	
  
was	
  the	
  best	
  choice.	
  My	
  mother	
  went	
  back	
  to	
  their	
  office	
  to	
  arrange	
  a	
  lease	
  deal.	
  Capri	
  was	
  a	
  very	
  
popular	
  apartment	
  complex,	
  so	
  it	
  was	
  hard	
  to	
  get	
  a	
  spot	
  there	
  so	
  late	
  in	
  the	
  year.	
  They	
  didn’t	
  have	
  any	
  
Autumn	
  semester	
  apartment	
  units	
  ready	
  until	
  July,	
  so	
  it	
  was	
  arranged	
  that	
  I	
  would	
  stay	
  in	
  a	
  temporary	
  
apartment	
  unit	
  for	
  the	
  first	
  month,	
  and	
  then	
  move	
  to	
  a	
  permanent	
  one	
  in	
  July	
  once	
  it	
  was	
  ready.	
  The	
  
lease	
  was	
  signed	
  and	
  the	
  deal	
  was	
  set.	
  I	
  was	
  going	
  to	
  move	
  to	
  Santa	
  Barbara	
  on	
  June	
  4th.	
  

My	
  mother	
  was	
  very	
  adamant	
  that	
  I	
  move	
  on	
  that	
  particular	
  date.	
  She	
  said	
  it	
  was	
  because	
  she	
  wanted	
  
me	
  to	
  go	
  there	
  and	
  settle	
  in	
  before	
  college	
  started,	
  but	
  I	
  knew	
  the	
  real	
  reason.	
  She	
  always	
  wanted	
  me	
  
out	
  of	
  her	
  house	
  because	
  she	
  hated	
  having	
  to	
  deal	
  with	
  me.	
  The	
  Santa	
  Barbara	
  plan	
  would	
  free	
  her	
  of	
  
me,	
  and	
  she	
  wanted	
  that	
  so	
  badly	
  that	
  she	
  was	
  willing	
  to	
  pay	
  $900	
  a	
  month	
  for	
  my	
  apartment	
  room	
  
rent.	
  Basically,	
  she	
  was	
  paying	
  money	
  to	
  get	
  rid	
  of	
  me.	
  I	
  realized	
  that	
  once	
  I	
  moved	
  out,	
  there	
  was	
  no	
  
going	
  back.	
  It	
  will	
  set	
  a	
  precedent,	
  and	
  the	
  threshold	
  will	
  be	
  crossed.	
  My	
  mother	
  will	
  never	
  welcome	
  me	
  
back	
  to	
  live	
  with	
  her	
  permanently	
  ever	
  again.	
  
	
  

In	
  the	
  remaining	
  days	
  I	
  had	
  at	
  my	
  mother’s	
  apartment,	
  I	
  spent	
  a	
  lot	
  of	
  time	
  meditating	
  about	
  how	
  I	
  
would	
  deal	
  with	
  this	
  huge	
  change.	
  I	
  had	
  to	
  prepare	
  myself	
  as	
  much	
  as	
  possible,	
  so	
  I	
  did	
  a	
  lot	
  of	
  
introspecting	
  and	
  evaluated	
  myself	
  in	
  great	
  detail.	
  This	
  move	
  to	
  Santa	
  Barbara	
  was	
  the	
  only	
  chance	
  I	
  had	
  
of	
  attaining	
  the	
  life	
  I	
  desire.	
  I	
  had	
  to	
  do	
  my	
  best	
  to	
  make	
  this	
  work,	
  proclaiming	
  to	
  myself	
  that	
  this	
  time,	
  I	
  
will	
  not	
  fail.	
  I	
  exercised	
  in	
  the	
  gym	
  for	
  many	
  hours	
  to	
  boost	
  my	
  confidence	
  as	
  much	
  as	
  possible,	
  and	
  I	
  
went	
  to	
  the	
  mall	
  to	
  shop	
  for	
  clothes.	
  Last	
  Christmas	
  I	
  got	
  a	
  few	
  gift	
  cards	
  for	
  Macy’s,	
  and	
  I	
  spent	
  them	
  all	
  
on	
  a	
  few	
  shirts	
  that	
  I	
  thought	
  I	
  would	
  look	
  good	
  in,	
  as	
  well	
  as	
  new	
  shoes.	
  After	
  doing	
  everything	
  I	
  could	
  
do	
  to	
  physically	
  boost	
  my	
  confidence	
  and	
  appearance,	
  I	
  was	
  ready.	
  
	
  

And	
  so	
  ends	
  another	
  era	
  of	
  my	
  extraordinary	
  and	
  tragic	
  life.	
  I	
  call	
  it	
  the	
  era	
  of	
  Hope	
  and	
  Hopelessness,	
  
where	
  I	
  drifted	
  and	
  languished	
  in	
  lonely	
  despair	
  while	
  I	
  lived	
  at	
  my	
  mother’s	
  apartment	
  and	
  attended	
  
two	
  colleges.	
  At	
  various	
  intervals,	
  something	
  happened	
  to	
  give	
  me	
  a	
  new	
  hope	
  for	
  my	
  life,	
  only	
  to	
  have	
  it	
  
shattered	
  later	
  on.	
  My	
  life	
  had	
  been	
  moving	
  in	
  that	
  same	
  pattern	
  for	
  a	
  long	
  time	
  now,	
  
and	
  I	
  was	
  sick	
  and	
  tired	
  of	
  it.	
  All	
  while	
  I	
  was	
  suffering	
  this	
  lonely	
  existence,	
  other	
  boys	
  my	
  age	
  lived	
  their	
  
happy	
  lives	
  of	
  pleasure	
  and	
  sex.	
  I	
  can	
  never	
  forgive	
  such	
  an	
  injustice,	
  and	
  it	
  was	
  my	
  bid	
  to	
  
overcompensate	
  for	
  it	
  in	
  the	
  future.	
  I	
  had	
  to	
  make	
  up	
  for	
  all	
  the	
  years	
  I	
  lost	
  in	
  loneliness	
  and	
  isolation,	
  
through	
  no	
  fault	
  of	
  my	
  own!	
  It	
  was	
  society’s	
  fault	
  for	
  rejecting	
  me.	
  It	
  was	
  women’s	
  fault	
  for	
  refusing	
  to	
  
have	
  sex	
  with	
  me.	
  

The	
  move	
  to	
  Santa	
  Barbara	
  is	
  the	
  endgame,	
  the	
  ultimate	
  climax	
  of	
  everything.	
  I	
  saw	
  it	
  as	
  a	
  new	
  chance	
  
that	
  was	
  given	
  to	
  me	
  to	
  finally	
  have	
  the	
  things	
  I	
  want	
  in	
  life:	
  love,	
  sex,	
  friends,	
  fun,	
  acceptance,	
  a	
  sense	
  of	
  
belonging.	
  But	
  I	
  could	
  never	
  forgive	
  the	
  world	
  for	
  denying	
  me	
  such	
  things	
  in	
  the	
  past.	
  I	
  was	
  already	
  
turning	
  twenty	
  soon.	
  I	
  had	
  already	
  lost	
  many	
  years	
  of	
  my	
  life.	
  I	
  deserve	
  better	
  than	
  that.	
  I	
  am	
  an	
  
intelligent	
  gentleman,	
  and	
  I	
  deserve	
  the	
  love	
  of	
  girls	
  more	
  than	
  the	
  other	
  obnoxious	
  boys	
  of	
  my	
  age,	
  and	
  
yet	
  they	
  get	
  girls	
  and	
  I	
  don’t.	
  That	
  is	
  a	
  crime	
  that	
  can	
  never	
  be	
  forgotten,	
  nor	
  can	
  it	
  be	
  forgiven.	
  I	
  always	
  



wanted	
  to	
  exact	
  my	
  revenge	
  on	
  humanity	
  for	
  forcing	
  me	
  to	
  live	
  such	
  a	
  life,	
  but	
  I’ve	
  also	
  always	
  had	
  the	
  
hope	
  that	
  if	
  I	
  can	
  do	
  things	
  in	
  life	
  to	
  make	
  up	
  for	
  all	
  my	
  suffering,	
  then	
  that	
  in	
  itself	
  would	
  be	
  a	
  form	
  of	
  
peaceful	
  revenge.	
  

In	
  truth,	
  the	
  move	
  Santa	
  Barbara	
  was	
  actually	
  a	
  chance	
  that	
  I	
  was	
  giving	
  to	
  the	
  world,	
  not	
  the	
  other	
  
way	
  around!	
  I	
  was	
  giving	
  the	
  world	
  one	
  last	
  chance	
  to	
  give	
  me	
  the	
  life	
  that	
  I	
  know	
  I’m	
  entitled	
  to,	
  the	
  life	
  
that	
  other	
  boys	
  are	
  able	
  to	
  live	
  with	
  ease.	
  If	
  I	
  still	
  have	
  to	
  suffer	
  the	
  same	
  rejection	
  and	
  injustice	
  even	
  
after	
  I	
  move	
  to	
  Santa	
  Barbara,	
  then	
  that	
  will	
  be	
  the	
  last	
  straw.	
  I	
  will	
  have	
  my	
  vengeance.	
  
	
  
Part	
  6	
  
Santa	
  Barbara:	
  Endgame	
  
Age	
  19-­‐22	
  
	
  

On	
  Saturday,	
  June	
  4th,	
  2011,	
  I	
  packed	
  up	
  all	
  of	
  my	
  most	
  important	
  belongings	
  into	
  my	
  car,	
  said	
  
farewell	
  to	
  my	
  mother,	
  and	
  drove	
  off	
  to	
  face	
  my	
  destiny	
  in	
  the	
  beautiful	
  ocean-­‐side	
  town	
  of	
  Santa	
  
Barbara.	
  It	
  was	
  raining	
  as	
  I	
  arrived	
  in	
  the	
  vicinity,	
  and	
  I	
  felt	
  a	
  sense	
  of	
  ominous	
  foreboding	
  as	
  I	
  entered	
  
Isla	
  Vista,	
  my	
  new	
  home.	
  My	
  father	
  met	
  me	
  outside	
  my	
  apartment;	
  he	
  came	
  to	
  help	
  me	
  move	
  in.	
  

The	
  two	
  of	
  us	
  walked	
  up	
  to	
  the	
  leasing	
  office	
  where	
  they	
  gave	
  me	
  my	
  new	
  set	
  of	
  keys,	
  and	
  then	
  one	
  
of	
  the	
  receptionists	
  walked	
  me	
  to	
  the	
  apartment	
  unit	
  that	
  I	
  will	
  be	
  staying	
  in	
  for	
  a	
  month.	
  I	
  was	
  
introduced	
  to	
  two	
  new	
  housemates	
  who	
  would	
  only	
  be	
  there	
  for	
  one	
  week.	
  One	
  of	
  them	
  was	
  named	
  
Artem,	
  a	
  quiet	
  Russian	
  student	
  who	
  went	
  to	
  UCSB;	
  and	
  the	
  other,	
  whose	
  name	
  I	
  don’t	
  remember,	
  was	
  a	
  
tall	
  blonde	
  surfer-­‐type	
  boy	
  who	
  went	
  to	
  SBCC.	
  I	
  was	
  annoyed	
  at	
  how	
  tall	
  and	
  attractive	
  he	
  was,	
  though	
  I	
  
didn’t	
  show	
  it.	
  

After	
  I	
  unpacked	
  all	
  of	
  my	
  belongings,	
  father	
  and	
  I	
  went	
  out	
  for	
  a	
  quick	
  lunch	
  before	
  I	
  said	
  goodbye	
  to	
  
him.	
  And	
  that	
  was	
  it.	
  For	
  the	
  first	
  time	
  in	
  my	
  life,	
  I	
  was	
  living	
  independently,	
  miles	
  away	
  from	
  my	
  
parents,	
  in	
  a	
  new	
  town.	
  I	
  felt	
  a	
  sudden	
  sense	
  of	
  anxiety,	
  fear,	
  and	
  trepidation;	
  but	
  I	
  also	
  felt	
  a	
  sense	
  of	
  
hope	
  that	
  my	
  life	
  could	
  possibly	
  change	
  for	
  the	
  better.	
  I	
  exchanged	
  small	
  talk	
  with	
  my	
  new	
  housemates,	
  
and	
  they	
  seemed	
  nice	
  enough.	
  It	
  was	
  hard	
  to	
  believe	
  that	
  I	
  was	
  actually	
  living	
  in	
  an	
  apartment	
  with	
  two	
  
other	
  college	
  students	
  who	
  I	
  didn’t	
  know	
  until	
  that	
  day,	
  especially	
  for	
  someone	
  like	
  me	
  who	
  has	
  had	
  
very	
  minimal	
  social	
  interaction	
  with	
  other	
  young	
  people.	
  It	
  felt	
  so	
  odd	
  and	
  peculiar.	
  	
  I	
  was	
  uncertain	
  of	
  
what	
  to	
  expect,	
  and	
  the	
  anxiety	
  I	
  felt	
  from	
  that	
  uncertainty	
  was	
  overwhelming,	
  but	
  I	
  knew	
  I	
  had	
  to	
  push	
  
through	
  this.	
  I	
  knew	
  this	
  was	
  the	
  major	
  turning	
  point	
  of	
  my	
  life.	
  My	
  life	
  was	
  finally	
  changing,	
  and	
  I	
  had	
  to	
  
do	
  my	
  best	
  to	
  make	
  that	
  change	
  a	
  positive	
  one.	
  

The	
  very	
  first	
  night	
  was	
  traumatic	
  and	
  gave	
  me	
  a	
  very	
  bad	
  taste	
  about	
  everything.	
  Through	
  my	
  
window	
  I	
  heard	
  a	
  lot	
  of	
  students	
  partying	
  outside,	
  and	
  I	
  wondered,	
  with	
  a	
  great	
  amount	
  of	
  fear,	
  how	
  I	
  
would	
  ever	
  be	
  able	
  to	
  join	
  in	
  on	
  their	
  fun.	
  That	
  was	
  the	
  reason	
  I	
  was	
  there,	
  after	
  all.	
  I	
  didn’t	
  think	
  I	
  was	
  
capable	
  of	
  it.	
  Later	
  in	
  the	
  night,	
  I	
  heard	
  a	
  boy	
  and	
  a	
  girl	
  having	
  sex	
  in	
  the	
  apartment	
  above	
  me.	
  Just	
  
knowing	
  that	
  other	
  young	
  men	
  get	
  to	
  enjoy	
  the	
  pleasures	
  of	
  sex	
  while	
  I	
  get	
  none	
  of	
  it	
  has	
  always	
  filled	
  
me	
  with	
  envious	
  rage,	
  as	
  well	
  as	
  bitter	
  hatred	
  towards	
  the	
  world;	
  but	
  to	
  actually	
  hear	
  them	
  doing	
  it?	
  
That	
  was	
  even	
  more	
  traumatizing.	
  I	
  was	
  prepared	
  for	
  this,	
  however.	
  I	
  had	
  done	
  a	
  lot	
  of	
  research	
  about	
  
college	
  life	
  in	
  the	
  town	
  of	
  Isla	
  Vista,	
  and	
  I	
  knew	
  that	
  students	
  had	
  a	
  lot	
  of	
  sex	
  there.	
  I	
  had	
  an	
  inkling	
  of	
  a	
  
suspicion	
  that	
  I	
  would	
  eventually	
  hear	
  or	
  even	
  see	
  people	
  doing	
  such	
  things	
  if	
  I	
  lived	
  in	
  that	
  
environment.	
  Hell,	
  the	
  reason	
  I	
  moved	
  there	
  was	
  because	
  it	
  was	
  a	
  sexually	
  active	
  place.	
  I	
  myself	
  wanted	
  
to	
  be	
  sexually	
  active.	
  But	
  when	
  I	
  heard	
  that	
  couple	
  above	
  me	
  having	
  sex,	
  I	
  couldn’t	
  help	
  feeling	
  vile	
  and	
  
miserable	
  about	
  it.	
  I	
  tried	
  to	
  calm	
  myself	
  down	
  and	
  convince	
  myself	
  that	
  soon	
  I	
  will	
  be	
  doing	
  the	
  exact	
  
same	
  thing.	
  How	
  wrong	
  I	
  was.	
  



My	
  first	
  week	
  turned	
  out	
  to	
  be	
  very	
  unpleasant,	
  leaving	
  a	
  horrific	
  first	
  impression	
  of	
  my	
  new	
  life	
  in	
  
Santa	
  Barbara.	
  My	
  two	
  housemates	
  were	
  nice,	
  but	
  they	
  kept	
  inviting	
  over	
  this	
  friend	
  of	
  theirs	
  named	
  
Chance.	
  He	
  was	
  black	
  boy	
  who	
  came	
  over	
  all	
  the	
  time,	
  and	
  I	
  hated	
  his	
  cocksure	
  attitude.	
  Inevitably,	
  a	
  
vile	
  incident	
  occurred	
  between	
  me	
  and	
  him.	
  I	
  was	
  eating	
  a	
  meal	
  in	
  the	
  kitchen	
  when	
  he	
  came	
  over	
  and	
  
started	
  bragging	
  to	
  my	
  housemates	
  about	
  his	
  success	
  with	
  girls.	
  I	
  couldn’t	
  stand	
  it,	
  so	
  I	
  proceeded	
  to	
  ask	
  
them	
  all	
  if	
  they	
  were	
  virgins.	
  They	
  all	
  looked	
  at	
  me	
  weirdly	
  and	
  said	
  that	
  they	
  had	
  lost	
  their	
  virginity	
  long	
  
ago.	
  I	
  felt	
  so	
  inferior,	
  as	
  it	
  reminded	
  me	
  of	
  how	
  much	
  I	
  have	
  missed	
  out	
  in	
  life.	
  And	
  then	
  this	
  black	
  boy	
  
named	
  Chance	
  said	
  that	
  he	
  lost	
  his	
  virginity	
  when	
  he	
  was	
  only	
  thirteen!	
  In	
  addition,	
  he	
  said	
  that	
  the	
  girl	
  
he	
  lost	
  his	
  virginity	
  to	
  was	
  a	
  blonde	
  white	
  girl!	
  I	
  was	
  so	
  enraged	
  that	
  I	
  almost	
  splashed	
  him	
  with	
  my	
  
orange	
  juice.	
  I	
  indignantly	
  told	
  him	
  that	
  I	
  did	
  not	
  believe	
  him,	
  and	
  then	
  I	
  went	
  to	
  my	
  room	
  to	
  cry.	
  I	
  cried	
  
and	
  cried	
  and	
  cried,	
  and	
  then	
  I	
  called	
  my	
  mother	
  and	
  cried	
  to	
  her	
  on	
  the	
  phone.	
  

How	
  could	
  an	
  inferior,	
  ugly	
  black	
  boy	
  be	
  able	
  to	
  get	
  a	
  white	
  girl	
  and	
  not	
  me?	
  I	
  am	
  beautiful,	
  and	
  I	
  am	
  
half	
  white	
  myself.	
  I	
  am	
  descended	
  from	
  British	
  aristocracy.	
  He	
  is	
  descended	
  from	
  slaves.	
  I	
  deserve	
  it	
  
more.	
  I	
  tried	
  not	
  to	
  believe	
  his	
  foul	
  words,	
  but	
  they	
  were	
  already	
  said,	
  and	
  it	
  was	
  hard	
  to	
  erase	
  from	
  my	
  
mind.	
  If	
  this	
  is	
  actually	
  true,	
  if	
  this	
  ugly	
  black	
  filth	
  was	
  able	
  to	
  have	
  sex	
  with	
  a	
  blonde	
  white	
  girl	
  at	
  the	
  age	
  
of	
  thirteen	
  while	
  I’ve	
  had	
  to	
  suffer	
  virginity	
  all	
  my	
  life,	
  then	
  this	
  just	
  proves	
  how	
  ridiculous	
  the	
  female	
  
gender	
  is.	
  They	
  would	
  give	
  themselves	
  to	
  this	
  filthy	
  scum,	
  but	
  they	
  reject	
  ME?	
  The	
  injustice!	
  
	
  

Females	
  truly	
  have	
  something	
  mentally	
  wrong	
  with	
  them.	
  Their	
  minds	
  are	
  flawed,	
  and	
  at	
  this	
  point	
  in	
  
my	
  life	
  I	
  was	
  beginning	
  to	
  see	
  it.	
  The	
  more	
  I	
  explored	
  my	
  college	
  town	
  of	
  Isla	
  Vista,	
  the	
  more	
  
ridiculousness	
  I	
  witnessed.	
  All	
  of	
  the	
  hot,	
  beautiful	
  girls	
  walked	
  around	
  with	
  obnoxious,	
  tough	
  jock-­‐type	
  
men	
  who	
  partied	
  all	
  the	
  time	
  and	
  acted	
  crazy.	
  They	
  should	
  be	
  going	
  for	
  intelligent	
  gentlemen	
  such	
  as	
  
myself.	
  Women	
  are	
  sexually	
  attracted	
  to	
  the	
  wrong	
  type	
  of	
  man.	
  This	
  is	
  a	
  major	
  flaw	
  in	
  the	
  very	
  
foundation	
  of	
  humanity.	
  It	
  is	
  completely	
  and	
  utterly	
  wrong,	
  in	
  every	
  sense	
  of	
  the	
  word.	
  As	
  these	
  truths	
  
fully	
  dawned	
  on	
  me,	
  I	
  became	
  deeply	
  disturbed	
  by	
  them.	
  Deeply	
  disturbed,	
  offended,	
  and	
  traumatized.	
  
	
  

Those	
  two	
  housemates	
  moved	
  out	
  within	
  a	
  week.	
  I	
  was	
  glad	
  to	
  see	
  them	
  go,	
  after	
  that	
  horrible	
  
incident.	
  I	
  was	
  then	
  presented	
  with	
  two	
  new	
  housemates,	
  who	
  would	
  be	
  staying	
  in	
  the	
  apartment	
  for	
  
the	
  rest	
  of	
  the	
  month	
  that	
  I	
  was	
  there.	
  Their	
  names	
  were	
  Daniel	
  Faynshell	
  and	
  Reed	
  Mankins.	
  Reed	
  was	
  
a	
  quiet	
  Asian-­‐American	
  student	
  who	
  was	
  studying	
  biology	
  at	
  UCSB,	
  and	
  Daniel	
  was	
  a	
  heavy-­‐set	
  Russian	
  
student	
  who	
  had	
  a	
  witty	
  personality.	
  Both	
  of	
  them	
  were	
  older	
  than	
  me	
  by	
  a	
  couple	
  of	
  years.	
  Daniel	
  was	
  
very	
  social	
  and	
  talkative.	
  He	
  often	
  tried	
  to	
  start	
  conversations	
  with	
  me,	
  which	
  I	
  actually	
  liked.	
  Social	
  
interaction	
  was	
  always	
  welcome	
  in	
  my	
  lonely	
  life,	
  and	
  I	
  found	
  him	
  to	
  be	
  a	
  very	
  interesting	
  person.	
  It	
  was	
  
nice	
  to	
  have	
  someone	
  reach	
  out	
  to	
  me.	
  
	
  

Soon	
  enough,	
  my	
  summer	
  session	
  at	
  Santa	
  Barbara	
  City	
  College	
  began.	
  I	
  had	
  enrolled	
  for	
  two	
  classes,	
  
a	
  history	
  class	
  and	
  a	
  geography	
  class.	
  The	
  history	
  class	
  started	
  at	
  8:00	
  in	
  the	
  morning.	
  When	
  my	
  alarm	
  
rang,	
  I	
  enthusiastically	
  put	
  on	
  one	
  my	
  new	
  shirts	
  as	
  I	
  got	
  ready	
  to	
  start	
  my	
  first	
  day	
  of	
  my	
  new	
  college.	
  
The	
  weather	
  was	
  sunny	
  and	
  bright	
  as	
  I	
  made	
  the	
  drive	
  down	
  the	
  101	
  Freeway.	
  This	
  was	
  it.	
  This	
  was	
  the	
  
moment	
  of	
  truth.	
  My	
  whole	
  life	
  has	
  led	
  to	
  this.	
  

I	
  was	
  starting	
  a	
  new	
  college,	
  in	
  a	
  beautiful	
  new	
  town.	
  This	
  was	
  my	
  fresh	
  start	
  to	
  attain	
  the	
  life	
  I’ve	
  
been	
  craving	
  for	
  so	
  long.	
  If	
  I	
  am	
  unable	
  to	
  make	
  it	
  in	
  this	
  opportunistic	
  environment,	
  then	
  I	
  am	
  doomed	
  
forever.	
  

I	
  felt	
  a	
  surge	
  of	
  confidence	
  as	
  I	
  ascended	
  the	
  flight	
  of	
  stairs	
  that	
  led	
  up	
  to	
  the	
  main	
  campus.	
  For	
  my	
  
first	
  class,	
  which	
  was	
  history,	
  I	
  had	
  to	
  cross	
  the	
  iconic	
  bridge	
  to	
  the	
  west	
  campus.	
  I	
  tried	
  to	
  feel	
  as	
  
confident	
  and	
  sure	
  of	
  myself	
  as	
  possible,	
  thinking	
  that	
  all	
  of	
  the	
  girls	
  I	
  passed	
  were	
  attracted	
  to	
  my	
  
appearance.	
  They	
  should	
  be.	
  I	
  spent	
  a	
  lot	
  of	
  time	
  choosing	
  out	
  that	
  shirt	
  and	
  doing	
  my	
  hair.	
  



When	
  I	
  reached	
  the	
  classroom,	
  I	
  saw	
  some	
  pretty	
  girls	
  waiting	
  outside.	
  My	
  new	
  classmates,	
  I	
  thought	
  
with	
  excitement.	
  I	
  was	
  a	
  bit	
  dismayed	
  that	
  they	
  didn’t	
  pay	
  any	
  attention	
  to	
  me.	
  They	
  didn’t	
  even	
  look	
  at	
  
me.	
  I	
  was	
  sure	
  I	
  had	
  an	
  attractive	
  appearance	
  that	
  day,	
  but	
  those	
  girls	
  didn’t	
  seem	
  to	
  notice	
  it.	
  Perhaps	
  I	
  
was	
  deluding	
  myself.	
  

As	
  all	
  of	
  the	
  students	
  started	
  pouring	
  in,	
  a	
  group	
  of	
  typical	
  popular-­‐type	
  boys	
  sat	
  near	
  me.	
  Their	
  
overly	
  social	
  and	
  obnoxious	
  personalities	
  offended	
  me,	
  and	
  I	
  felt	
  like	
  getting	
  up	
  and	
  leaving.	
  They	
  
somehow	
  knew	
  all	
  of	
  the	
  pretty	
  girls	
  in	
  the	
  class,	
  and	
  it	
  broke	
  my	
  heart	
  to	
  watch	
  them	
  chat	
  up	
  the	
  girls.	
  
How	
  could	
  I	
  compete	
  with	
  those	
  popular	
  kids?	
  I	
  hated	
  them	
  so	
  much.	
  I’ve	
  wanted	
  to	
  be	
  like	
  them	
  all	
  my	
  
life,	
  ever	
  since	
  elementary	
  school,	
  but	
  they	
  never	
  accepted	
  me.	
  They	
  have	
  caused	
  my	
  life	
  to	
  be	
  a	
  living	
  
hell	
  for	
  so	
  long.	
  Right	
  then,	
  on	
  the	
  very	
  first	
  day	
  of	
  SBCC,	
  I	
  was	
  going	
  through	
  the	
  exact	
  thing	
  as	
  I	
  did	
  at	
  
every	
  other	
  school	
  I’ve	
  been	
  to;	
  the	
  feeling	
  of	
  being	
  a	
  lonely,	
  unwanted	
  outcast.	
  

That	
  class	
  was	
  horrible,	
  but	
  I	
  didn’t	
  want	
  to	
  give	
  up	
  so	
  soon.	
  I	
  couldn’t!	
  My	
  whole	
  life	
  depended	
  on	
  my	
  
success	
  in	
  Santa	
  Barbara.	
  I	
  attended	
  my	
  geography	
  class	
  next.	
  This	
  class	
  was	
  much	
  more	
  interesting,	
  and	
  
more	
  relaxed,	
  but	
  it	
  didn’t	
  have	
  any	
  pretty	
  girls	
  in	
  it.	
  After	
  lunch	
  I	
  walked	
  over	
  to	
  the	
  cafeteria	
  area,	
  and	
  I	
  
saw	
  so	
  many	
  pretty	
  blonde	
  girls	
  sitting	
  around.	
  I	
  wished	
  I	
  had	
  the	
  courage	
  to	
  go	
  up	
  to	
  them	
  and	
  ask	
  one	
  
on	
  a	
  date,	
  but	
  they	
  would	
  have	
  seen	
  me	
  as	
  a	
  creep.	
  Girls	
  are	
  so	
  cruel.	
  

After	
  I	
  left	
  the	
  campus	
  I	
  drove	
  around	
  downtown	
  Santa	
  Barbara	
  to	
  explore	
  new	
  areas.	
  I	
  went	
  up	
  and	
  
down	
  State	
  Street,	
  the	
  main	
  common	
  area	
  of	
  the	
  city	
  where	
  everyone	
  frequents.	
  
Countless	
  restaurants	
  and	
  shops	
  lined	
  a	
  magnificently	
  designed	
  street	
  with	
  wide	
  walkways.	
  It	
  was	
  
absolutely	
  beautiful…	
  a	
  true	
  paradise,	
  for	
  those	
  who	
  were	
  thriving	
  there.	
  I	
  can	
  only	
  imagine	
  how	
  
heavenly	
  it	
  would	
  be	
  to	
  walk	
  with	
  a	
  beautiful	
  girlfriend	
  down	
  that	
  street.	
  My	
  life	
  would	
  be	
  complete	
  if	
  I	
  
get	
  to	
  do	
  that.	
  It	
  would	
  be	
  the	
  epitome	
  of	
  gratifying	
  perfection.	
  To	
  have	
  a	
  beautiful	
  blonde	
  girl	
  by	
  my	
  
side,	
  to	
  feel	
  her	
  hand	
  clasping	
  my	
  own	
  as	
  we	
  walk	
  everywhere	
  together,	
  to	
  feel	
  her	
  love!	
  That	
  is	
  what	
  I	
  
want	
  in	
  life.	
  Instead,	
  I	
  had	
  to	
  watch	
  other	
  men	
  experience	
  my	
  idea	
  of	
  heaven	
  while	
  I	
  rot	
  in	
  bitter	
  
loneliness.	
  

And	
  there	
  were	
  a	
  lot	
  of	
  young	
  couples	
  on	
  State	
  Street.	
  The	
  whole	
  area	
  was	
  full	
  of	
  young	
  people	
  
enjoying	
  their	
  pleasurable	
  little	
  lives.	
  I	
  saw	
  groups	
  of	
  good	
  looking	
  popular	
  boys	
  and	
  girls	
  gleefully	
  
walking	
  together.	
  It	
  reminded	
  me	
  of	
  that	
  fateful	
  night,	
  years	
  ago,	
  when	
  I	
  walked	
  through	
  the	
  Calabasas	
  
Commons	
  and	
  saw	
  the	
  same	
  thing.	
  And	
  there	
  I	
  was,	
  over	
  two	
  years	
  later,	
  still	
  in	
  the	
  exact	
  same	
  position.	
  
It	
  was	
  very	
  hard	
  to	
  deal	
  with.	
  I	
  quickly	
  drove	
  back	
  to	
  my	
  apartment	
  and	
  cried	
  to	
  myself,	
  soaking	
  my	
  
pillow	
  in	
  the	
  tears	
  of	
  my	
  agony.	
  

So	
  far,	
  Santa	
  Barbara	
  was	
  not	
  working.	
  I	
  dreaded	
  how	
  horrible	
  it	
  would	
  be	
  to	
  continue	
  suffering	
  my	
  
miserable,	
  lonely,	
  celibate	
  life	
  in	
  such	
  a	
  beautiful	
  city	
  where	
  everyone	
  else	
  experienced	
  the	
  pleasures	
  of	
  
sex	
  and	
  love.	
  That	
  would	
  be	
  the	
  darkest	
  hell.	
  And	
  that	
  was	
  exactly	
  what	
  was	
  in	
  store	
  for	
  me.	
  
	
  

After	
  a	
  couple	
  of	
  days	
  I	
  decided	
  to	
  drop	
  my	
  history	
  class.	
  I	
  couldn’t	
  stand	
  watching	
  those	
  obnoxious	
  
popular	
  boys	
  talk	
  to	
  all	
  of	
  the	
  pretty	
  girls	
  in	
  the	
  class.	
  The	
  girls	
  actually	
  liked	
  them!	
  I	
  should	
  be	
  the	
  one	
  
they	
  pay	
  attention	
  to,	
  but	
  they	
  treated	
  me	
  like	
  I	
  was	
  invisible.	
  I	
  didn’t	
  want	
  to	
  torture	
  myself	
  any	
  longer.	
  
I	
  felt	
  a	
  sense	
  of	
  guilt	
  as	
  I	
  did	
  it,	
  because	
  I	
  made	
  a	
  bid	
  to	
  make	
  the	
  best	
  of	
  my	
  time	
  in	
  Santa	
  Barbara.	
  Once	
  
the	
  class	
  was	
  dropped,	
  I	
  felt	
  a	
  sense	
  of	
  relief.	
  I	
  was	
  still	
  enrolled	
  in	
  the	
  geography	
  class,	
  and	
  it	
  was	
  only	
  
the	
  summer	
  session.	
  I	
  had	
  plenty	
  of	
  time	
  to	
  make	
  up	
  for	
  it.	
  
	
  

I	
  spent	
  the	
  rest	
  of	
  my	
  first	
  month	
  trying	
  as	
  hard	
  as	
  I	
  could	
  to	
  put	
  myself	
  out	
  in	
  the	
  social	
  environment	
  
of	
  Isla	
  Vista.	
  Daniel	
  was	
  twenty	
  three	
  years	
  old,	
  so	
  I	
  asked	
  him	
  to	
  purchase	
  some	
  alcohol	
  for	
  me,	
  a	
  bottle	
  
of	
  vodka	
  in	
  particular.	
  In	
  that	
  college	
  town,	
  everyone	
  went	
  out	
  with	
  at	
  least	
  a	
  little	
  alcohol	
  in	
  their	
  
system.	
  I	
  wasn’t	
  an	
  alcoholic,	
  but	
  drinking	
  alcohol	
  always	
  helped	
  me	
  with	
  being	
  more	
  confident	
  and	
  
sociable.	
  On	
  weekend	
  nights,	
  I	
  took	
  a	
  few	
  shots	
  from	
  my	
  vodka	
  bottle	
  and	
  set	
  out	
  on	
  walks	
  around	
  the	
  
town,	
  desperately	
  hoping	
  that	
  I	
  would	
  stumble	
  across	
  some	
  opportunity	
  to	
  make	
  friends.	
  I	
  often	
  ended	
  



up	
  sitting	
  alone	
  at	
  some	
  café,	
  hoping	
  girls	
  would	
  talk	
  to	
  me	
  before	
  I	
  sobered	
  up.	
  No	
  girl	
  ever	
  did.	
  I	
  then	
  
went	
  back	
  home	
  to	
  lie	
  in	
  my	
  bed	
  alone.	
  

On	
  one	
  such	
  night	
  I	
  got	
  drunk	
  enough	
  to	
  introduce	
  myself	
  to	
  some	
  other	
  students	
  who	
  lived	
  in	
  the	
  
same	
  apartment	
  complex.	
  They	
  were	
  sitting	
  in	
  the	
  common	
  area	
  of	
  the	
  apartment,	
  and	
  I	
  went	
  up	
  to	
  
their	
  group	
  and	
  sat	
  down	
  with	
  them.	
  They	
  weren’t	
  hostile	
  towards	
  me,	
  and	
  I	
  was	
  able	
  to	
  exchange	
  some	
  
form	
  of	
  small	
  talk	
  with	
  them.	
  After	
  a	
  while	
  though,	
  I	
  ended	
  up	
  just	
  sitting	
  there	
  awkwardly,	
  and	
  they	
  
eventually	
  questioned	
  why	
  I	
  was	
  so	
  quiet.	
  I	
  hated	
  when	
  people	
  did	
  that…	
  no	
  one	
  ever	
  understands	
  the	
  
troubles	
  of	
  someone	
  who	
  suffers	
  from	
  social	
  anxiety.	
  They	
  offered	
  me	
  a	
  few	
  beers,	
  which	
  I	
  gladly	
  
accepted.	
  I	
  ended	
  up	
  getting	
  so	
  drunk	
  that	
  I	
  completely	
  blacked	
  out.	
  I	
  stumbled	
  back	
  to	
  my	
  apartment	
  
and	
  vomited	
  on	
  the	
  floor,	
  just	
  like	
  I	
  did	
  on	
  that	
  embarrassing	
  night	
  at	
  Addison	
  Altendorf’s	
  birthday	
  party.	
  
The	
  next	
  morning,	
  I	
  didn’t	
  even	
  remember	
  that	
  I	
  vomited.	
  Daniel	
  informed	
  me	
  of	
  what	
  happened,	
  with	
  
an	
  amused	
  grin	
  on	
  his	
  face.	
  I	
  felt	
  so	
  ashamed,	
  but	
  at	
  least	
  I	
  did	
  something	
  more	
  social	
  than	
  anything	
  else	
  
I’ve	
  done	
  in	
  the	
  last	
  few	
  years.	
  That	
  was	
  some	
  progress,	
  I	
  supposed.	
  
	
  

Due	
  to	
  living	
  in	
  an	
  entirely	
  new	
  environment,	
  with	
  lots	
  of	
  new	
  experiences	
  to	
  come	
  with	
  it,	
  the	
  first	
  
month	
  in	
  Santa	
  Barbara	
  went	
  by	
  very	
  slowly.	
  I	
  was	
  relieved	
  when	
  July	
  arrived,	
  and	
  I	
  was	
  able	
  to	
  visit	
  
home	
  for	
  a	
  weekend.	
  When	
  I	
  arrived	
  back	
  in	
  Woodland	
  Hills,	
  I	
  felt	
  like	
  I	
  hadn’t	
  been	
  there	
  for	
  ages.	
  It	
  
was	
  a	
  pleasant	
  feeling,	
  as	
  it	
  gave	
  me	
  the	
  subconscious	
  impression	
  that	
  my	
  life	
  was	
  finally	
  moving	
  
forward	
  instead	
  of	
  staying	
  stagnant.	
  

When	
  I	
  arrived	
  back	
  at	
  my	
  mother’s	
  apartment,	
  she	
  was	
  away	
  at	
  work,	
  and	
  Georgia	
  was	
  at	
  school.	
  I	
  
took	
  a	
  moment	
  to	
  relax	
  after	
  going	
  through	
  so	
  much	
  trauma	
  and	
  unrest,	
  catching	
  up	
  on	
  all	
  of	
  the	
  Game	
  
of	
  Thrones	
  episodes	
  that	
  I	
  missed,	
  including	
  the	
  Season	
  1	
  finale.	
   Later	
  that	
  night,	
  I	
  met	
  my	
  mother	
  and	
  
father	
  at	
  an	
  upscale	
  restaurant	
  near	
  Warner	
  Center,	
  and	
  they	
  both	
  seemed	
  very	
  proud	
  of	
  me.	
  I	
  wasn’t	
  
proud	
  of	
  myself,	
  as	
  I	
  barely	
  met	
  my	
  expectations	
  in	
  my	
  first	
  month	
  in	
  Santa	
  Barbara.	
  I	
  had	
  an	
  exquisite	
  
meal	
  at	
  the	
  restaurant,	
  and	
  while	
  there	
  I	
  saw	
  a	
  pretty	
  girl	
  walk	
  in	
  with	
  her	
  family.	
  I	
  glanced	
  at	
  her	
  and	
  
she	
  glanced	
  at	
  me.	
  I	
  desperately	
  wondered	
  if	
  she	
  thought	
  I	
  was	
  attractive,	
  and	
  I	
  tried	
  to	
  convince	
  myself	
  
that	
  she	
  was	
  attracted	
  to	
  me,	
  in	
  an	
  effort	
  to	
  feel	
  better	
  about	
  myself.	
  Whether	
  she	
  was	
  attracted	
  to	
  me	
  
or	
  not	
  is	
  a	
  question	
  I	
  will	
  never	
  know	
  the	
  answer	
  to.	
  

There	
  was	
  no	
  school	
  on	
  the	
  following	
  Monday,	
  due	
  to	
  the	
  4th	
  of	
  July	
  Holiday.	
  I	
  went	
  with	
  my	
  mother	
  
to	
  the	
  annual	
  4th	
  of	
  July	
  party	
  at	
  the	
  Lemelson’s.	
  There,	
  I	
  saw	
  James	
  for	
  the	
  first	
  time	
  in	
  a	
  while.	
  It	
  felt	
  
good	
  to	
  see	
  him	
  again.	
  He	
  had	
  been	
  ignoring	
  me	
  in	
  the	
  last	
  couple	
  of	
  months,	
  but	
  the	
  two	
  of	
  us	
  
reignited	
  our	
  good	
  friendship	
  at	
  the	
  party.	
  I	
  told	
  him	
  that	
  I	
  was	
  now	
  going	
  to	
  college	
  in	
  Santa	
  Barbara,	
  
and	
  he	
  seemed	
  happy	
  for	
  me.	
  As	
  I	
  ate	
  dinner	
  with	
  him,	
  Noah,	
  and	
  a	
  few	
  of	
  Noah’s	
  friends	
  at	
  a	
  table	
  
outside,	
  I	
  filmed	
  a	
  funny	
  video	
  that	
  I	
  still	
  have	
  on	
  my	
  phone	
  to	
  this	
  day.	
  

On	
  the	
  next	
  morning,	
  I	
  made	
  my	
  drive	
  back	
  to	
  Santa	
  Barbara	
  to	
  finish	
  the	
  second	
  half	
  of	
  my	
  summer	
  
session.	
  I	
  prayed	
  that	
  I	
  would	
  have	
  a	
  better	
  experience	
  from	
  then	
  on.	
  
	
  

When	
  I	
  got	
  back	
  to	
  Capri	
  Apartments	
  it	
  was	
  time	
  for	
  me	
  to	
  transfer	
  to	
  my	
  permanent	
  apartment	
  unit,	
  
the	
  apartment	
  unit	
  that	
  I	
  was	
  set	
  to	
  stay	
  in	
  for	
  the	
  whole	
  year.	
  I	
  loaded	
  all	
  of	
  my	
  belongings	
  into	
  my	
  car	
  
and	
  said	
  goodbye	
  to	
  Daniel	
  and	
  Reed.	
  I	
  enjoyed	
  my	
  stay	
  with	
  them.	
  They	
  made	
  for	
  excellent	
  college	
  
housemates.	
  Before	
  I	
  left,	
  Daniel	
  told	
  me	
  that	
  I	
  should	
  come	
  to	
  visit	
  in	
  the	
  future.	
  

My	
  new	
  apartment	
  was	
  in	
  another	
  Capri	
  Apartments	
  building.	
  The	
  main	
  building	
  was	
  on	
  Seville	
  Road,	
  
in	
  the	
  center	
  of	
  Isla	
  Vista.	
  The	
  other	
  building	
  that	
  I	
  was	
  meant	
  to	
  stay	
  at	
  was	
  on	
  Abrego	
  Road,	
  a	
  few	
  
blocks	
  away,	
  towards	
  the	
  edge	
  of	
  the	
  town.	
  At	
  first	
  I	
  was	
  unsure	
  of	
  the	
  location,	
  though	
  it	
  was	
  still	
  
walking	
  distance	
  from	
  all	
  of	
  the	
  action.	
  It	
  was	
  definitely	
  quieter	
  in	
  that	
  area,	
  so	
  that	
  was	
  a	
  positive.	
  

One	
  of	
  the	
  receptionists	
  showed	
  me	
  to	
  my	
  new	
  bedroom.	
  The	
  apartment	
  unit	
  was	
  empty.	
  My	
  new	
  
housemates	
  wouldn’t	
  be	
  moving	
  in	
  until	
  August,	
  so	
  I	
  would	
  have	
  the	
  whole	
  apartment	
  to	
  myself	
  for	
  the	
  
month	
  of	
  July.	
  I	
  quite	
  liked	
  that.	
  It	
  would	
  provide	
  me	
  with	
  the	
  comfort	
  to	
  settle	
  into	
  the	
  place.	
  I	
  had	
  no	
  



idea	
  who	
  my	
  new	
  housemates	
  were	
  going	
  to	
  be,	
  and	
  I	
  was	
  hoping	
  they	
  would	
  be	
  people	
  I	
  could	
  be	
  
friends	
  with	
  to	
  help	
  improve	
  my	
  social	
  life.	
  All	
  of	
  the	
  rooms	
  were	
  randomly	
  assigned	
  at	
  Capri	
  
Apartments,	
  so	
  I	
  had	
  no	
  control	
  over	
  who	
  I	
  would	
  end	
  up	
  with.	
  I	
  could	
  only	
  hope	
  that	
  they	
  would	
  be	
  at	
  
least	
  tolerable,	
  because	
  they	
  were	
  to	
  be	
  my	
  housemates	
  for	
  the	
  whole	
  year.	
  
	
  

My	
  father	
  drove	
  up	
  to	
  Santa	
  Barbara	
  to	
  meet	
  me	
  a	
  few	
  days	
  later.	
  The	
  two	
  of	
  us	
  went	
  to	
  have	
  lunch	
  at	
  
a	
  restaurant	
  in	
  the	
  Camino	
  Real	
  Marketplace,	
  an	
  area	
  that	
  I	
  often	
  frequented.	
  When	
  we	
  sat	
  down	
  at	
  our	
  
table,	
  I	
  saw	
  a	
  young	
  couple	
  sitting	
  a	
  few	
  tables	
  down	
  the	
  row.	
  The	
  sight	
  of	
  them	
  enraged	
  me	
  to	
  no	
  end,	
  
especially	
  because	
  it	
  was	
  a	
  dark-­‐skinned	
  Mexican	
  guy	
  dating	
  a	
  hot	
  blonde	
  white	
  girl.	
  I	
  regarded	
  it	
  as	
  a	
  
great	
  insult	
  to	
  my	
  dignity.	
  How	
  could	
  an	
  inferior	
  Mexican	
  guy	
  be	
  able	
  to	
  date	
  a	
  white	
  blonde	
  girl,	
  while	
  
I	
  was	
  still	
  suffering	
  as	
  a	
  lonely	
  virgin?	
  I	
  was	
  ashamed	
  to	
  be	
  in	
  such	
  an	
  inferior	
  position	
  in	
  front	
  my	
  father.	
  
When	
  I	
  saw	
  the	
  two	
  of	
  them	
  kissing,	
  I	
  could	
  barely	
  contain	
  my	
  rage.	
  I	
  stood	
  up	
  in	
  anger,	
  and	
  I	
  was	
  about	
  
to	
  walk	
  up	
  to	
  them	
  and	
  pour	
  my	
  glass	
  of	
  soda	
  all	
  over	
  their	
  heads.	
  I	
  probably	
  would	
  have,	
  if	
  father	
  
wasn’t	
  there.	
  I	
  was	
  seething	
  with	
  envious	
  rage,	
  and	
  my	
  father	
  was	
  there	
  to	
  watch	
  it	
  all.	
  It	
  was	
  so	
  
humiliating.	
  I	
  wasn’t	
  the	
  son	
  I	
  wanted	
  to	
  present	
  to	
  my	
  father.	
  I	
  should	
  be	
  the	
  one	
  with	
  the	
  hot	
  blonde	
  
girl,	
  making	
  my	
  father	
  proud.	
  Instead,	
  my	
  father	
  had	
  to	
  watch	
  me	
  suffer	
  in	
  a	
  pathetic	
  position.	
  Life	
  is	
  so	
  
cruel	
  to	
  me.	
  When	
  I	
  said	
  my	
  farewell	
  to	
  father	
  before	
  he	
  drove	
  home,	
  I	
  felt	
  absolutely	
  miserable.	
  I	
  then	
  
went	
  back	
  to	
  my	
  room	
  and	
  sulked	
  for	
  hours.	
  
	
  

Another	
  incident	
  happened	
  on	
  the	
  following	
  day,	
  near	
  the	
  same	
  location.	
  I	
  went	
  to	
  the	
  Starbucks	
  at	
  
the	
  Camino	
  Real	
  Marketplace	
  by	
  myself,	
  like	
  I	
  usually	
  did	
  every	
  morning.	
  I	
  ordered	
  my	
  coffee	
  and	
  sat	
  
down	
  on	
  one	
  of	
  their	
  chairs	
  to	
  relax.	
  A	
  few	
  moments	
  later,	
  when	
  I	
  looked	
  up	
  from	
  my	
  drink,	
  I	
  saw	
  a	
  
young	
  couple	
  standing	
  in	
  line.	
  The	
  two	
  of	
  them	
  were	
  kissing	
  passionately.	
  The	
  boy	
  looked	
  like	
  an	
  
obnoxious	
  punk;	
  he	
  was	
  tall	
  and	
  wore	
  baggy	
  pants.	
  The	
  girl	
  was	
  a	
  pretty	
  blonde!	
  They	
  looked	
  like	
  they	
  
were	
  in	
  the	
  throes	
  of	
  passionate	
  sexual	
  attraction	
  to	
  each	
  other,	
  rubbing	
  their	
  bodies	
  together	
  and	
  
tongue	
  kissing	
  in	
  front	
  of	
  everyone.	
  I	
  was	
  absolutely	
  livid	
  with	
  envious	
  hatred.	
  When	
  they	
  left	
  the	
  store	
  I	
  
followed	
  them	
  to	
  their	
  car	
  and	
  splashed	
  my	
  coffee	
  all	
  over	
  them.	
  The	
  boy	
  yelled	
  at	
  me	
  and	
  I	
  quickly	
  ran	
  
away	
  in	
  fear.	
  I	
  was	
  panicking	
  as	
  I	
  got	
  into	
  my	
  car	
  and	
  drove	
  off,	
  shaking	
  with	
  rage-­‐fueled	
  excitement.	
  I	
  
drove	
  all	
  the	
  way	
  to	
  the	
  Vons	
  at	
  the	
  Fairview	
  Plaza	
  and	
  spent	
  three	
  hours	
  in	
  my	
  car	
  trying	
  to	
  contain	
  my	
  
tumultuous	
  emotions.	
  I	
  had	
  never	
  struck	
  back	
  at	
  my	
  enemies	
  before,	
  and	
  I	
  felt	
  a	
  small	
  sense	
  of	
  spiteful	
  
gratification	
  for	
  doing	
  so.	
  I	
  hated	
  them	
  so	
  much.	
  Even	
  though	
  I	
  splashed	
  them	
  with	
  my	
  coffee,	
  he	
  was	
  
still	
  the	
  winner.	
  He	
  was	
  going	
  home	
  to	
  have	
  passionate	
  heavenly	
  sex	
  with	
  his	
  beautiful	
  girlfriend,	
  and	
  I	
  
was	
  going	
  home	
  to	
  my	
  lonely	
  room	
  to	
  sleep	
  alone	
  in	
  my	
  lonely	
  bed.	
  I	
  had	
  never	
  felt	
  so	
  miserable	
  and	
  
mistreated	
  in	
  my	
  life.	
  I	
  cursed	
  the	
  world	
  for	
  condemning	
  me	
  to	
  such	
  suffering.	
  

I	
  wanted	
  to	
  do	
  horrible	
  things	
  to	
  that	
  couple.	
  I	
  wanted	
  to	
  inflict	
  pain	
  on	
  all	
  young	
  couples.	
  It	
  was	
  
around	
  this	
  point	
  in	
  my	
  life	
  that	
  I	
  realized	
  I	
  was	
  capable	
  of	
  doing	
  such	
  things.	
  I	
  would	
  happily	
  do	
  such	
  
things.	
  I	
  was	
  capable	
  of	
  killing	
  them,	
  and	
  I	
  wanted	
  to.	
  I	
  wanted	
  to	
  kill	
  them	
  slowly,	
  to	
  strip	
  the	
  skins	
  off	
  
their	
  flesh.	
  They	
  deserve	
  it.	
  The	
  males	
  deserve	
  it	
  for	
  taking	
  the	
  females	
  away	
  from	
  me,	
  and	
  the	
  females	
  
deserve	
  it	
  for	
  choosing	
  those	
  males	
  instead	
  of	
  me.	
  

Ever	
  since	
  I	
  was	
  seventeen,	
  I	
  often	
  fantasized	
  about	
  becoming	
  powerful	
  and	
  inflicting	
  suffering	
  upon	
  
everyone	
  who	
  has	
  wronged	
  me	
  in	
  the	
  past,	
  but	
  I	
  never	
  thought	
  I	
  would	
  actually	
  do	
  it.	
  At	
  this	
  point,	
  after	
  
going	
  through	
  so	
  much	
  suffering	
  and	
  injustice,	
  all	
  of	
  my	
  innocence	
  had	
  been	
  swept	
  away.	
  The	
  world	
  had	
  
been	
  cruel	
  to	
  me,	
  and	
  it	
  molded	
  me	
  to	
  become	
  strong	
  enough	
  to	
  actually	
  have	
  the	
  capability	
  of	
  returning	
  
that	
  cruelness	
  to	
  the	
  world.	
  I	
  had	
  never	
  been	
  a	
  violent	
  person	
  in	
  nature,	
  but	
  after	
  building	
  up	
  so	
  much	
  
hatred	
  over	
  the	
  years,	
  I	
  realized	
  that	
  I	
  wouldn’t	
  hesitate	
  to	
  kill	
  or	
  even	
  torture	
  my	
  hated	
  enemies	
  if	
  I	
  was	
  
given	
  the	
  opportunity.	
  

I	
  spent	
  the	
  next	
  five	
  days	
  in	
  my	
  room,	
  trying	
  to	
  forget	
  about	
  the	
  horrific	
  experiences	
  I	
  had	
  to	
  go	
  
through.	
  But	
  even	
  in	
  my	
  room,	
  I	
  couldn’t	
  escape	
  from	
  being	
  reminded	
  of	
  my	
  worthlessness.	
  Every	
  time	
  I	
  



looked	
  out	
  my	
  window	
  to	
  the	
  courtyard,	
  I	
  saw	
  young	
  people	
  socializing.	
  Obnoxious	
  drunk	
  boys	
  were	
  
chatting	
  up	
  pretty	
  girls,	
  and	
  I	
  wondered	
  with	
  great	
  panic	
  if	
  they	
  would	
  be	
  having	
  sex	
  together	
  in	
  the	
  
night.	
  I	
  often	
  fantasized	
  about	
  barging	
  into	
  their	
  rooms	
  while	
  they	
  had	
  sex	
  and	
  slashing	
  them	
  to	
  death	
  
with	
  my	
  knife.	
  
	
  

Before	
  I	
  knew	
  it,	
  it	
  was	
  July	
  12th	
  and	
  the	
  countdown	
  on	
  my	
  internet	
  homepage	
  was	
  up.	
  The	
  new	
  Song	
  
of	
  Ice	
  and	
  Fire	
  book,	
  A	
  Dance	
  with	
  Dragons,	
  was	
  released.	
  I	
  emailed	
  my	
  mother	
  to	
  order	
  me	
  the	
  book	
  
from	
  Amazon.	
  The	
  countdown	
  was	
  ultimately	
  over,	
  and	
  I	
  had	
  nothing	
  to	
  show	
  for	
  it.	
  I	
  was	
  still	
  a	
  virgin,	
  
even	
  after	
  a	
  month	
  of	
  living	
  in	
  a	
  town	
  full	
  of	
  college	
  kids	
  who	
  had	
  sex	
  all	
  the	
  time.	
  I	
  realized	
  that	
  I	
  had	
  
only	
  twelve	
  more	
  days	
  as	
  a	
  teenager!	
  I	
  was	
  going	
  to	
  turn	
  twenty	
  very	
  soon.	
  One	
  of	
  my	
  hopes	
  was	
  to	
  at	
  
least	
  lose	
  my	
  virginity	
  before	
  my	
  time	
  as	
  a	
  teenager	
  was	
  over.	
  Being	
  a	
  virgin	
  at	
  the	
  age	
  of	
  twenty	
  would	
  
make	
  me	
  feel	
  very	
  defeated.	
  

I	
  made	
  a	
  bid	
  to	
  do	
  everything	
  I	
  could	
  to	
  lose	
  my	
  virginity	
  in	
  those	
  few	
  remaining	
  days	
  I	
  had.	
  With	
  a	
  
tremendous	
  amount	
  of	
  panic,	
  I	
  wondered	
  what	
  I	
  could	
  possible	
  do.	
  The	
  only	
  thing	
  I	
  could	
  think	
  of	
  was	
  to	
  
go	
  out	
  to	
  the	
  common	
  areas	
  of	
  Isla	
  Vista	
  as	
  much	
  as	
  possible.	
  I	
  had	
  to	
  put	
  myself	
  out	
  there,	
  even	
  if	
  it	
  
only	
  increased	
  my	
  chances	
  of	
  having	
  sex	
  by	
  one	
  percent.	
  One	
  percent	
  was	
  still	
  better	
  than	
  zero.	
  

For	
  those	
  crucial	
  twelve	
  days	
  I	
  had	
  left	
  as	
  a	
  teenager,	
  I	
  walked	
  over	
  to	
  the	
  center	
  of	
  Isla	
  Vista	
  every	
  
day	
  and	
  sat	
  at	
  one	
  of	
  the	
  tables	
  outside	
  Domino’s	
  Pizza,	
  hoping	
  against	
  hope	
  that	
  a	
  girl	
  would	
  come	
  up	
  
and	
  talk	
  to	
  me.	
  Why	
  wouldn’t	
  they?	
  I	
  looked	
  good	
  enough,	
  didn’t	
  I?	
  Or	
  did	
  I	
  not	
  look	
  good	
  enough?	
  Such	
  
thoughts	
  flew	
  through	
  my	
  head	
  in	
  frantic	
  waves.	
  For	
  dinner,	
  I	
  always	
  walked	
  over	
  to	
  the	
  healthy	
  
restaurant	
  called	
  Silvergreen’s.	
  There	
  were	
  always	
  hot	
  girls	
  there,	
  but	
  none	
  of	
  them	
  deigned	
  to	
  even	
  
look	
  at	
  me.	
  On	
  every	
  one	
  of	
  those	
  nights,	
  I	
  walked	
  home	
  alone,	
  with	
  my	
  head	
  down	
  in	
  defeat.	
  

I	
  made	
  no	
  progress	
  in	
  school	
  either.	
  My	
  geography	
  class	
  had	
  no	
  pretty	
  girls	
  in	
  it,	
  so	
  I	
  had	
  no	
  hope	
  
there.	
  I	
  spent	
  a	
  lot	
  of	
  time	
  sitting	
  in	
  the	
  cafeteria	
  area,	
  but	
  all	
  of	
  the	
  beautiful	
  girls	
  I	
  saw	
  intimidated	
  me	
  
too	
  much.	
  One	
  time,	
  as	
  I	
  was	
  walking	
  across	
  the	
  huge	
  bridge	
  that	
  connected	
  the	
  two	
  campuses,	
  I	
  passed	
  
by	
  a	
  girl	
  I	
  thought	
  was	
  pretty	
  and	
  said	
  “Hi”	
  as	
  we	
  neared	
  each	
  other.	
  She	
  kept	
  on	
  walking	
  and	
  didn’t	
  
even	
  have	
  the	
  grace	
  to	
  respond	
  to	
  me.	
  How	
  dare	
  she!	
  That	
  foul	
  bitch.	
  I	
  felt	
  so	
  humiliated	
  that	
  I	
  went	
  to	
  
one	
  of	
  the	
  school	
  bathrooms,	
  locked	
  myself	
  in	
  a	
  toilet	
  stall,	
  and	
  cried	
  for	
  an	
  hour.	
  

On	
  one	
  of	
  my	
  very	
  last	
  days	
  as	
  a	
  teenager,	
  as	
  I	
  was	
  sitting	
  at	
  my	
  usual	
  place	
  at	
  the	
  food	
  court	
  outside	
  
Domino’s,	
  I	
  saw	
  a	
  sight	
  that	
  shattered	
  my	
  heart	
  to	
  pieces.	
  A	
  tall,	
  blonde,	
  jock-­‐type	
  guy	
  walked	
  into	
  one	
  
of	
  the	
  restaurants,	
  and	
  at	
  his	
  side	
  was	
  one	
  of	
  the	
  sexiest	
  girls	
  I	
  had	
  ever	
  seen.	
  She	
  too	
  was	
  tall	
  and	
  
blonde.	
  They	
  were	
  both	
  taller	
  than	
  me,	
  and	
  they	
  kissed	
  each	
  other	
  passionately.	
  They	
  made	
  me	
  feel	
  so	
  
inferior	
  and	
  worthless	
  and	
  small.	
  I	
  glared	
  at	
  them	
  with	
  intense	
  hatred	
  as	
  I	
  sat	
  by	
  myself	
  in	
  my	
  lonely	
  
misery.	
  I	
  could	
  never	
  have	
  a	
  girl	
  like	
  that.	
  The	
  sight	
  was	
  burned	
  into	
  my	
  memory,	
  and	
  it	
  caused	
  a	
  scar	
  
that	
  will	
  haunt	
  me	
  forever.	
  When	
  they	
  walked	
  away,	
  I	
  followed	
  them	
  in	
  my	
  car	
  for	
  a	
  few	
  minutes,	
  and	
  
when	
  they	
  entered	
  a	
  less	
  inhabited	
  area	
  I	
  opened	
  my	
  window	
  and	
  splashed	
  my	
  iced	
  tea	
  all	
  over	
  them.	
  It	
  
was	
  all	
  I	
  could	
  do	
  at	
  the	
  time,	
  but	
  at	
  least	
  it	
  was	
  something.	
  At	
  least	
  I	
  made	
  some	
  effort	
  to	
  fight	
  back	
  
against	
  the	
  injustice.	
  I	
  felt	
  sick	
  with	
  hatred	
  that	
  night.	
  The	
  hatred	
  boiled	
  inside	
  me	
  with	
  burning	
  vitriol.	
  
	
  

My	
  summer	
  session	
  ended	
  with	
  no	
  positive	
  effect	
  on	
  my	
  life.	
  After	
  I	
  completed	
  my	
  final	
  exam,	
  on	
  
which	
  I	
  received	
  the	
  grade	
  of	
  a	
  B,	
  I	
  drove	
  back	
  to	
  my	
  hometown	
  feeling	
  defeated.	
  

Shortly	
  after,	
  my	
  20th	
  birthday	
  finally	
  came.	
  Soumaya	
  and	
  Jazz	
  were	
  away	
  in	
  Morocco	
  for	
  the	
  summer,	
  
so	
  father	
  met	
  up	
  with	
  me,	
  my	
  mother,	
  and	
  my	
  sister	
  at	
  an	
  upscale	
  restaurant	
  in	
  Encino.	
  My	
  parents	
  
didn’t	
  show	
  any	
  concern	
  for	
  how	
  miserable	
  I	
  felt	
  about	
  being	
  a	
  twenty-­‐year-­‐old	
  virgin.	
  They	
  treated	
  it	
  as	
  
if	
  it	
  was	
  any	
  normal	
  birthday.	
  They	
  didn’t	
  seem	
  to	
  understand	
  the	
  gravity	
  of	
  the	
  situation,	
  which	
  
annoyed	
  me	
  immensely.	
  The	
  restaurant	
  had	
  an	
  “all-­‐you-­‐can	
  eat”	
  buffet	
  system,	
  and	
  I	
  greatly	
  stuffed	
  
myself	
  that	
  night.	
  Delicious	
  food	
  was	
  the	
  only	
  vice	
  I	
  was	
  able	
  to	
  enjoy,	
  since	
  I	
  was	
  deprived	
  of	
  sex.	
  I	
  had	
  



a	
  very	
  fast	
  metabolism,	
  so	
  I	
  could	
  eat	
  as	
  much	
  as	
  I	
  wanted	
  without	
  getting	
  fat.	
  I	
  suppose	
  that	
  was	
  one	
  
advantage	
  in	
  my	
  rather	
  disadvantageous	
  life.	
  

When	
  I	
  got	
  back	
  to	
  my	
  mother’s	
  apartment,	
  she	
  let	
  me	
  have	
  a	
  bottle	
  of	
  wine,	
  and	
  I	
  truly	
  drank	
  my	
  fill.	
  
“Everything’s	
  better	
  with	
  some	
  wine	
  in	
  the	
  belly.”	
  I	
  spent	
  the	
  rest	
  of	
  the	
  night	
  pondering	
  over	
  what	
  was	
  
in	
  store	
  for	
  me	
  at	
  that	
  point	
  in	
  life.	
  I	
  was	
  no	
  longer	
  a	
  teenager,	
  and	
  I’ll	
  never	
  be	
  able	
  to	
  experience	
  
having	
  sex	
  as	
  a	
  teenager.	
  My	
  teenage	
  years	
  were	
  completely	
  denied	
  to	
  me	
  by	
  the	
  cruelness	
  of	
  women.	
  
The	
  only	
  way	
  I	
  could	
  make	
  up	
  for	
  it	
  was	
  if	
  I	
  could	
  have	
  an	
  extraordinary	
  sex	
  life	
  in	
  my	
  twenties.	
  I	
  would	
  
have	
  to	
  have	
  a	
  profoundly	
  amazing	
  decade	
  in	
  my	
  twenties	
  to	
  compensate	
  for	
  all	
  the	
  misery	
  I	
  
experienced	
  in	
  my	
  teens.	
  If	
  I	
  fail	
  to	
  do	
  that,	
  then	
  I	
  have	
  nothing	
  to	
  live	
  for.	
  Sadly,	
  I	
  will	
  only	
  experience	
  
the	
  opposite	
  in	
  my	
  early	
  twenties,	
  and	
  it	
  will	
  destroy	
  me.	
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I	
  stayed	
  in	
  my	
  hometown	
  for	
  a	
  week.	
  One	
  of	
  my	
  birthday	
  presents	
  was	
  a	
  gift	
  card	
  to	
  Nordstrom.	
  I	
  
spent	
  it	
  on	
  a	
  couple	
  of	
  new	
  polo	
  shirts	
  that	
  made	
  me	
  feel	
  a	
  little	
  more	
  confident.	
  Buying	
  new	
  clothes	
  
would	
  always	
  give	
  me	
  a	
  temporary	
  boost	
  of	
  confidence,	
  and	
  I	
  practiced	
  it	
  as	
  if	
  it	
  was	
  a	
  drug.	
  
	
  

Before	
  I	
  left	
  for	
  Santa	
  Barbara,	
  I	
  reunited	
  with	
  Philip	
  and	
  Addison	
  after	
  a	
  very	
  long	
  period	
  of	
  not	
  seeing	
  
them.	
  The	
  three	
  of	
  us	
  met	
  up	
  at	
  the	
  Calabasas	
  Commons,	
  and	
  then	
  we	
  went	
  in	
  Philip’s	
  car	
  to	
  Malibu	
  for	
  a	
  
few	
  adventures.	
  We	
  ended	
  up	
  settling	
  down	
  at	
  Starbucks	
  and	
  had	
  a	
  few	
  insightful	
  conversations.	
  
Addison	
  had	
  changed	
  and	
  matured	
  tremendously,	
  and	
  he	
  was	
  no	
  longer	
  associating	
  with	
  the	
  popular	
  
Malibu	
  high	
  school	
  kids.	
  This	
  didn’t	
  change	
  my	
  resentment	
  towards	
  him,	
  and	
  I	
  kept	
  confronting	
  him	
  the	
  
whole	
  time	
  about	
  the	
  insulting	
  way	
  he	
  treated	
  me	
  over	
  a	
  year	
  ago.	
  After	
  a	
  lot	
  of	
  debating,	
  we	
  agreed	
  to	
  
resolve	
  our	
  conflict	
  with	
  each	
  other.	
  This	
  didn’t	
  mean	
  I	
  forgot	
  all	
  of	
  the	
  slights	
  he	
  dealt	
  to	
  me	
  in	
  the	
  past,	
  
however.	
  I	
  never	
  forget.	
  I	
  never	
  forgive.	
  One	
  day	
  I’ll	
  show	
  him	
  how	
  superior	
  I	
  
am.	
  
	
  

On	
  the	
  day	
  after	
  I	
  saw	
  Philip	
  and	
  Addison,	
  I	
  went	
  over	
  to	
  James’s	
  house.	
  I	
  hadn’t	
  been	
  there	
  for	
  ages,	
  
and	
  the	
  two	
  of	
  us	
  relived	
  our	
  traditional	
  walks	
  around	
  the	
  Palisades	
  town	
  center,	
  just	
  like	
  old	
  times.	
  It	
  
felt	
  strange	
  and	
  nostalgic	
  to	
  experience	
  it	
  after	
  so	
  long,	
  especially	
  after	
  going	
  through	
  so	
  many	
  changes	
  
in	
  Santa	
  Barbara.	
  I	
  told	
  James	
  about	
  my	
  turmoil	
  of	
  being	
  a	
  twenty-­‐year-­‐old	
  virgin,	
  and	
  my	
  desperate	
  
hope	
  that	
  things	
  will	
  get	
  better	
  once	
  I	
  start	
  my	
  Autumn	
  semester	
  at	
  my	
  new	
  college.	
  I	
  talked	
  about	
  all	
  
the	
  beautiful	
  blonde	
  girls	
  I	
  saw	
  walking	
  around	
  my	
  college,	
  and	
  my	
  deep	
  wish	
  that	
  I	
  will	
  have	
  one	
  day	
  
have	
  one	
  as	
  a	
  girlfriend.	
  James	
  sympathized	
  with	
  me	
  greatly,	
  for	
  he	
  was	
  also	
  going	
  through	
  similar	
  
troubles	
  in	
  life.	
  He	
  seemed	
  glad	
  that	
  I	
  was	
  finally	
  taking	
  some	
  steps	
  to	
  bring	
  changes	
  to	
  my	
  life.	
  
	
  

I	
  drove	
  back	
  to	
  Santa	
  Barbara	
  in	
  a	
  slightly	
  better	
  mood	
  than	
  I	
  was	
  in	
  when	
  I	
  left	
  it.	
  I	
  had	
  a	
  month	
  until	
  
the	
  new	
  semester	
  started,	
  and	
  I	
  could	
  use	
  that	
  time	
  to	
  prepare	
  and	
  recuperate.	
  My	
  new	
  housemates	
  
were	
  meant	
  to	
  move	
  into	
  the	
  second	
  bedroom	
  of	
  my	
  apartment	
  on	
  August	
  5th.	
  I	
  had	
  an	
  anxious	
  feeling	
  
of	
  anticipation	
  for	
  what	
  they	
  will	
  be	
  like.	
  

August	
  5th	
  came	
  quickly,	
  and	
  I	
  prepared	
  myself	
  to	
  be	
  in	
  a	
  pleasant	
  mood	
  to	
  meet	
  them.	
  Their	
  names	
  
were	
  Ryan	
  and	
  Angel,	
  and	
  to	
  my	
  dismay	
  they	
  were	
  of	
  Hispanic	
  race.	
  In	
  addition,	
  the	
  two	
  of	
  them	
  were	
  
already	
  friends	
  with	
  each	
  other,	
  which	
  meant	
  that	
  they	
  could	
  possibly	
  gang	
  up	
  against	
  me	
  if	
  any	
  conflicts	
  
were	
  to	
  arise.	
  They	
  also	
  seemed	
  like	
  rowdy,	
  low-­‐class	
  types.	
  My	
  first	
  impression	
  of	
  them	
  soured	
  me,	
  but	
  
I	
  tried	
  to	
  be	
  pleasant	
  and	
  not	
  show	
  it.	
  The	
  two	
  of	
  them	
  acted	
  cordial	
  to	
  me	
  on	
  the	
  first	
  day,	
  but	
  after	
  
observing	
  them	
  for	
  a	
  bit,	
  I	
  had	
  a	
  bad	
  feeling	
  that	
  they	
  would	
  be	
  trouble	
  to	
  live	
  with…	
  And	
  they	
  were	
  to	
  
be	
  my	
  housemates	
  for	
  a	
  whole	
  year!	
  When	
  I	
  was	
  alone	
  in	
  my	
  room,	
  I	
  panicked	
  to	
  myself	
  at	
  how	
  dire	
  a	
  



situation	
  this	
  was.	
  This	
  was	
  extremely	
  disappointing.	
  I	
  was	
  hoping	
  I	
  would	
  get	
  decent,	
  mature,	
  clean-­‐cut	
  
housemates.	
  Instead	
  I	
  got	
  low-­‐class	
  scum.	
  

On	
  the	
  second	
  day,	
  they	
  started	
  inviting	
  their	
  equally	
  rowdy	
  friends	
  into	
  my	
  apartment,	
  and	
  we	
  
exchanged	
  more	
  small	
  talk.	
  To	
  my	
  indignant	
  surprise,	
  they	
  asked	
  me	
  the	
  question	
  I	
  always	
  dreaded	
  
answering:	
  “Are	
  you	
  a	
  virgin?”	
  I	
  admitted	
  that	
  I	
  was	
  a	
  virgin.	
  I	
  always	
  admitted	
  the	
  truth	
  about	
  this.	
  It	
  
was	
  my	
  life	
  struggle,	
  and	
  I	
  couldn’t	
  lie	
  about	
  such	
  a	
  thing.	
  They	
  then	
  had	
  the	
  audacity	
  to	
  tell	
  me	
  that	
  
they	
  lost	
  their	
  virginity	
  long	
  ago,	
  bragging	
  about	
  all	
  the	
  girls	
  they	
  had	
  slept	
  with.	
  I	
  particularly	
  hated	
  
Angel	
  because	
  of	
  his	
  ugly	
  pig-­‐face.	
  How	
  could	
  such	
  an	
  ugly	
  animal	
  have	
  had	
  sexual	
  experiences	
  with	
  
girls,	
  and	
  yet	
  I	
  haven’t?	
  What	
  was	
  wrong	
  with	
  this	
  world?	
  I	
  got	
  so	
  angry	
  that	
  I	
  went	
  to	
  my	
  room	
  and	
  
punched	
  the	
  wall.	
  They	
  heard	
  me	
  and	
  started	
  laughing.	
  It	
  was	
  almost	
  a	
  repeat	
  of	
  what	
  I	
  experienced	
  
with	
  that	
  black	
  boy	
  named	
  Chance	
  in	
  the	
  old	
  apartment,	
  except	
  this	
  time	
  it	
  was	
  worse	
  because	
  these	
  
were	
  my	
  housemates	
  for	
  the	
  year!	
  

On	
  the	
  day	
  after,	
  I	
  almost	
  got	
  into	
  a	
  physical	
  fight	
  with	
  Angel.	
  The	
  ugly	
  pig	
  kept	
  acting	
  as	
  if	
  girls	
  
thought	
  he	
  was	
  more	
  attractive	
  than	
  me.	
  Hah!	
  I	
  am	
  a	
  beautiful,	
  magnificent	
  gentleman	
  and	
  he	
  is	
  a	
  low-­‐	
  
class,	
  pig-­‐faced	
  thug.	
  I	
  had	
  enough	
  of	
  his	
  cocksure	
  attitude,	
  and	
  I	
  started	
  to	
  call	
  him	
  exactly	
  what	
  he	
  was.	
  
I	
  tried	
  to	
  insult	
  him	
  as	
  much	
  as	
  I	
  could,	
  telling	
  him	
  how	
  superior	
  I	
  am	
  to	
  him,	
  and	
  saying	
  that	
  he	
  was	
  low-­‐	
  
class.	
  He	
  tried	
  to	
  attack	
  me,	
  but	
  Ryan,	
  being	
  the	
  more	
  mellow	
  of	
  the	
  two,	
  held	
  him	
  back.	
  A	
  pity,	
  I	
  was	
  
itching	
  for	
  a	
  chance	
  to	
  hurt	
  that	
  obnoxious	
  little	
  animal.	
  Though	
  I	
  suppose	
  it	
  was	
  for	
  the	
  best…	
  My	
  life	
  
was	
  too	
  important	
  to	
  risk	
  doing	
  anything	
  rash.	
  

In	
  a	
  panic,	
  I	
  immediately	
  called	
  my	
  mother	
  as	
  soon	
  as	
  I	
  could	
  and	
  told	
  her	
  of	
  the	
  dire	
  situation.	
  There	
  
was	
  no	
  way	
  I	
  could	
  live	
  with	
  those	
  two	
  imbeciles	
  for	
  the	
  whole	
  college	
  year.	
  They	
  already	
  ruined	
  my	
  
weekend.	
  My	
  mother	
  agreed	
  that	
  I	
  needed	
  to	
  get	
  out	
  of	
  there,	
  so	
  I	
  went	
  to	
  the	
  leasing	
  office	
  and	
  
explained	
  to	
  the	
  manager	
  everything	
  that	
  happened.	
  He	
  told	
  me	
  that	
  there	
  was	
  another	
  room	
  available	
  
for	
  me	
  to	
  transfer	
  to,	
  but	
  it	
  would	
  cost	
  one	
  hundred	
  more	
  dollars	
  a	
  month,	
  because	
  it	
  was	
  a	
  larger	
  two	
  
bedroom	
  unit	
  and	
  I	
  would	
  only	
  be	
  sharing	
  it	
  with	
  one	
  housemate,	
  who	
  would	
  occupy	
  the	
  other	
  room.	
  I	
  
called	
  my	
  mother	
  and	
  she	
  gave	
  me	
  permission	
  to	
  go	
  through	
  with	
  it.	
  I	
  signed	
  the	
  new	
  lease,	
  arranging	
  to	
  
transfer	
  when	
  the	
  room	
  became	
  available	
  in	
  September.	
  I	
  would	
  have	
  to	
  bear	
  living	
  with	
  them	
  for	
  the	
  
rest	
  of	
  the	
  month	
  until	
  then.	
  
To	
  help	
  get	
  through	
  the	
  month,	
  my	
  mother	
  let	
  me	
  come	
  home	
  every	
  weekend	
  until	
  I	
  was	
  able	
  to	
  

transfer	
  to	
  the	
  new	
  apartment.	
  I	
  would	
  only	
  stay	
  in	
  Santa	
  Barbara	
  during	
  the	
  weekdays,	
  but	
  on	
  those	
  
weekdays	
  Angel	
  and	
  Ryan	
  went	
  out	
  of	
  their	
  way	
  to	
  make	
  my	
  life	
  a	
  living	
  hell.	
  Every	
  time	
  they	
  went	
  out	
  
they	
  kept	
  yelling	
  to	
  me	
  how	
  they’re	
  going	
  to	
  sleep	
  with	
  hot	
  girls	
  that	
  night.	
  I	
  knew	
  they	
  were	
  just	
  lying	
  to	
  
make	
  me	
  jealous.	
  They	
  always	
  made	
  fun	
  of	
  me	
  for	
  being	
  a	
  virgin.	
  At	
  night,	
  they	
  frequently	
  made	
  noise	
  to	
  
wake	
  me	
  up.	
  I	
  was	
  literally	
  being	
  bullied,	
  and	
  it	
  was	
  truly	
  horrific.	
  I	
  wanted	
  to	
  kill	
  them	
  both,	
  but	
  of	
  
course	
  I	
  was	
  smart	
  enough	
  not	
  to	
  go	
  through	
  with	
  that	
  desire.	
  All	
  I	
  could	
  do	
  was	
  remember	
  every	
  single	
  
insult,	
  so	
  I	
  can	
  get	
  revenge	
  in	
  a	
  more	
  efficient	
  way	
  in	
  the	
  future.	
  That	
  is	
  who	
  I	
  am.	
  I	
  don’t	
  act	
  stupidly	
  or	
  
rashly.	
  I	
  remember	
  every	
  insult,	
  and	
  I	
  wait	
  until	
  the	
  time	
  is	
  right	
  to	
  strike.	
  When	
  that	
  time	
  comes,	
  I	
  will	
  
crush	
  all	
  of	
  my	
  enemies	
  in	
  the	
  most	
  devastating	
  and	
  catastrophic	
  way	
  possible,	
  and	
  the	
  results	
  will	
  be	
  
beautiful.	
  
	
  

On	
  one	
  of	
  the	
  weekends	
  in	
  which	
  I	
  went	
  home	
  during	
  August,	
  my	
  mother	
  moved	
  out	
  of	
  the	
  Versailles	
  
apartment	
  complex,	
  and	
  moved	
  into	
  the	
  Summit	
  Townhomes,	
  near	
  Warner	
  Center.	
  It	
  was	
  an	
  abrupt	
  
decision	
  to	
  move	
  there.	
  I	
  helped	
  her	
  pack	
  everything	
  and	
  watched	
  as	
  the	
  movers	
  transported	
  all	
  of	
  our	
  
belongings	
  to	
  the	
  new	
  place.	
  The	
  Summit	
  was	
  much	
  nicer	
  looking	
  than	
  her	
  old	
  apartment;	
  I’ll	
  say	
  that	
  
for	
  it.	
  It	
  was	
  a	
  townhome	
  with	
  an	
  upstairs	
  room	
  that	
  I	
  would	
  occupy	
  whenever	
  I	
  visit	
  home.	
  

I	
  was	
  glad	
  that	
  she	
  moved	
  to	
  a	
  better	
  place,	
  but	
  I	
  would	
  have	
  much	
  rather	
  she	
  got	
  married	
  to	
  a	
  
wealthy	
  man	
  and	
  moved	
  into	
  his	
  mansion.	
  Even	
  though	
  she	
  was	
  no	
  longer	
  seeing	
  Jack,	
  she	
  dated	
  other	
  
men	
  of	
  high	
  class.	
  She	
  had	
  a	
  special	
  way	
  of	
  charming	
  them.	
  I	
  continued	
  to	
  pester	
  her	
  to	
  get	
  married	
  so	
  



that	
  I	
  can	
  be	
  part	
  of	
  an	
  upper	
  class	
  family	
  and	
  enjoy	
  all	
  the	
  benefits	
  that	
  would	
  come	
  with	
  that,	
  but	
  she	
  
always	
  refused,	
  claiming	
  that	
  she	
  never	
  wants	
  to	
  get	
  married	
  due	
  to	
  her	
  unpleasant	
  experiences	
  with	
  
my	
  father.	
  I	
  told	
  her	
  that	
  she	
  should	
  suffer	
  through	
  any	
  negative	
  aspects	
  of	
  marriage	
  just	
  for	
  my	
  sake,	
  
because	
  it	
  would	
  completely	
  save	
  my	
  life,	
  but	
  she	
  still	
  refused.	
  
	
  

I	
  went	
  over	
  to	
  James’s	
  house	
  during	
  my	
  visit	
  home.	
  The	
  two	
  of	
  us	
  chatted	
  online	
  a	
  lot,	
  and	
  when	
  I	
  
told	
  him	
  that	
  I	
  was	
  in	
  town,	
  he	
  seemed	
  eager	
  to	
  see	
  me.	
  I	
  was	
  eager	
  to	
  see	
  him	
  too,	
  as	
  he	
  was	
  my	
  
closest	
  friend	
  and	
  I	
  had	
  a	
  lot	
  to	
  talk	
  to	
  him	
  about.	
  I	
  drove	
  up	
  Topanga	
  Canyon	
  to	
  his	
  house,	
  not	
  knowing	
  
that	
  it	
  will	
  be	
  the	
  last	
  time	
  I	
  ever	
  visit	
  him.	
  

The	
  two	
  of	
  us	
  did	
  what	
  we	
  usually	
  did.	
  We	
  walked	
  out	
  to	
  the	
  Palisade’s	
  Bluff’s	
  where	
  we	
  discussed	
  
our	
  hopes	
  and	
  dreams.	
  We	
  then	
  went	
  to	
  the	
  Palisades	
  town	
  center	
  to	
  have	
  dinner.	
  This	
  time	
  we	
  chose	
  
to	
  eat	
  at	
  Panda	
  Express.	
  While	
  we	
  were	
  eating,	
  some	
  high	
  school	
  kids	
  walked	
  in.	
  James	
  saw	
  them	
  first,	
  
and	
  right	
  when	
  he	
  saw	
  them	
  he	
  said	
  the	
  words	
  “We’re	
  fucked”.	
  James	
  knew	
  I	
  would	
  have	
  trouble	
  with	
  
them.	
  They	
  were	
  popular	
  boys	
  who	
  had	
  a	
  flock	
  of	
  pretty	
  girls	
  with	
  them.	
  One	
  of	
  them	
  sat	
  down	
  with	
  two	
  
of	
  the	
  girls,	
  putting	
  his	
  leg	
  up	
  on	
  another	
  chair	
  with	
  a	
  cocky	
  smirk	
  on	
  his	
  face.	
  I	
  was	
  livid	
  with	
  rage,	
  and	
  I	
  
wanted	
  to	
  pour	
  my	
  drink	
  all	
  over	
  his	
  head.	
  James	
  knew	
  exactly	
  what	
  I	
  was	
  planning	
  to	
  do;	
  we	
  had	
  been	
  
through	
  similar	
  incidents	
  before.	
  He	
  made	
  a	
  lot	
  of	
  effort	
  to	
  try	
  to	
  dissuade	
  me	
  from	
  acting	
  on	
  my	
  anger,	
  
pointing	
  out	
  that	
  there	
  was	
  a	
  security	
  guard	
  nearby.	
  I	
  did	
  the	
  only	
  other	
  thing	
  I	
  could	
  do;	
  I	
  packed	
  up	
  my	
  
dinner	
  and	
  left	
  the	
  restaurant,	
  fleeing	
  in	
  defeat	
  and	
  shame.	
  James	
  soon	
  followed,	
  and	
  we	
  decided	
  to	
  
finish	
  our	
  meal	
  at	
  his	
  house.	
  

A	
  dark	
  and	
  ominous	
  aura	
  clouded	
  over	
  our	
  friendship	
  that	
  day.	
  When	
  the	
  two	
  of	
  us	
  got	
  back	
  to	
  
James’s	
  house,	
  I	
  was	
  still	
  seething	
  with	
  rage.	
  I	
  didn’t	
  understand	
  why	
  James	
  wasn’t	
  angry	
  like	
  me.	
  The	
  
sight	
  that	
  we	
  just	
  witnessed	
  was	
  horrible	
  to	
  watch.	
  To	
  see	
  another	
  male	
  be	
  successful	
  with	
  females	
  is	
  
torture	
  for	
  males	
  like	
  us	
  who	
  have	
  no	
  success	
  with	
  females.	
  I	
  was	
  so	
  angry	
  that	
  I	
  told	
  James	
  of	
  all	
  of	
  the	
  
acts	
  of	
  revenge	
  I	
  wanted	
  to	
  exact	
  on	
  those	
  popular	
  boys.	
  I	
  told	
  him	
  my	
  desire	
  to	
  flay	
  them	
  alive,	
  to	
  strip	
  
the	
  skins	
  off	
  their	
  flesh	
  and	
  make	
  them	
  scream	
  in	
  agony	
  as	
  punishment	
  for	
  living	
  a	
  better	
  life	
  than	
  me.	
  
James	
  became	
  deeply	
  disturbed	
  by	
  my	
  anger.	
  I	
  wished	
  that	
  he	
  wasn’t	
  disturbed.	
  I	
  wished	
  he	
  could	
  be	
  a	
  
friend	
  that	
  felt	
  the	
  same	
  way	
  about	
  the	
  world	
  that	
  I	
  did.	
  But	
  he	
  wasn’t	
  that	
  kind	
  of	
  person.	
  He	
  was	
  a	
  
weakling.	
  

Once	
  I	
  had	
  calmed	
  down,	
  the	
  two	
  of	
  us	
  had	
  a	
  long	
  conversation	
  in	
  his	
  room,	
  and	
  I	
  ended	
  up	
  crying	
  in	
  
front	
  of	
  him	
  as	
  I	
  explained	
  how	
  hopeless	
  I	
  felt	
  about	
  life.	
  Soon	
  after	
  that,	
  I	
  left	
  his	
  house,	
  never	
  to	
  return	
  
there	
  again.	
  He	
  will	
  never	
  invite	
  me	
  over	
  after	
  that	
  incident,	
  and	
  our	
  friendship	
  will	
  slowly	
  fade	
  to	
  dust.	
  
	
  

During	
  the	
  last	
  few	
  days	
  that	
  I	
  had	
  to	
  endure	
  living	
  with	
  those	
  barbaric	
  housemates,	
  I	
  often	
  walked	
  
out	
  to	
  Isla	
  Vista	
  hoping	
  that	
  I	
  could	
  meet	
  a	
  girl	
  and	
  take	
  her	
  home	
  with	
  me.	
  I	
  wanted	
  to	
  prove	
  to	
  them	
  all	
  
that	
  girls	
  liked	
  me,	
  to	
  see	
  the	
  look	
  on	
  their	
  faces	
  when	
  they	
  see	
  a	
  girl	
  by	
  my	
  side.	
  But	
  of	
  course,	
  I	
  had	
  
nothing	
  to	
  prove	
  because	
  girls	
  didn’t	
  like	
  me.	
  Every	
  time	
  I	
  tried	
  to	
  go	
  out	
  and	
  meet	
  a	
  girl,	
  I	
  ended	
  up	
  
walking	
  home	
  alone	
  in	
  anger.	
  On	
  one	
  of	
  these	
  nights,	
  I	
  crossed	
  paths	
  with	
  a	
  boy	
  who	
  was	
  walking	
  with	
  
two	
  pretty	
  girls.	
  I	
  got	
  so	
  envious	
  that	
  I	
  cursed	
  at	
  them,	
  and	
  then	
  I	
  followed	
  them	
  for	
  a	
  few	
  minutes.	
  They	
  
just	
  laughed	
  at	
  me,	
  and	
  one	
  of	
  the	
  girls	
  kissed	
  the	
  boy	
  on	
  the	
  lips.	
  I’m	
  assuming	
  she	
  was	
  his	
  girlfriend.	
  
That	
  was	
  one	
  of	
  the	
  worst	
  experiences	
  of	
  torture	
  from	
  girls	
  that	
  I’ve	
  had	
  to	
  endure,	
  and	
  it	
  will	
  be	
  a	
  scar	
  
in	
  my	
  memory	
  forever,	
  to	
  remind	
  me	
  that	
  girls	
  think	
  I’m	
  unworthy	
  compared	
  to	
  other	
  boys.	
  I	
  ran	
  home	
  
with	
  tears	
  pouring	
  down	
  my	
  cheeks,	
  hoping	
  that	
  my	
  horrible	
  housemates	
  wouldn’t	
  be	
  there	
  to	
  witness	
  
my	
  shame.	
  
	
  

I	
  tried	
  to	
  spark	
  a	
  positive	
  attitude	
  on	
  the	
  first	
  day	
  of	
  my	
  Autumn	
  semester	
  at	
  Santa	
  Barbara	
  City	
  
College.	
  I	
  was	
  registered	
  for	
  three	
  classes;	
  history,	
  astronomy,	
  and	
  math.	
  My	
  history	
  and	
  astronomy	
  
classes	
  were	
  in	
  the	
  morning,	
  and	
  my	
  math	
  class	
  was	
  late	
  in	
  the	
  afternoon,	
  so	
  on	
  school	
  days	
  I	
  had	
  to	
  



spend	
  the	
  entire	
  day	
  at	
  the	
  college.	
  I	
  figured	
  this	
  would	
  be	
  beneficial,	
  because	
  it	
  would	
  keep	
  me	
  out	
  of	
  
my	
  room	
  and	
  in	
  a	
  place	
  where	
  possible	
  opportunities	
  might	
  come	
  my	
  way.	
  I	
  had	
  to	
  wait	
  a	
  couple	
  of	
  
hours	
  before	
  my	
  math	
  class	
  started,	
  and	
  I	
  spent	
  those	
  hours	
  roaming	
  around	
  the	
  college	
  or	
  sitting	
  in	
  the	
  
library,	
  looking	
  at	
  all	
  of	
  the	
  hot	
  girls	
  and	
  wishing	
  I	
  could	
  have	
  one	
  as	
  a	
  girlfriend.	
  I	
  was	
  like	
  a	
  starving	
  man	
  
surrounded	
  by	
  a	
  feast	
  that	
  I	
  was	
  prohibited	
  to	
  eat.	
  

All	
  of	
  my	
  classes	
  left	
  me	
  feeling	
  hopeless	
  and	
  depressed.	
  Not	
  only	
  was	
  I	
  unable	
  to	
  meet	
  any	
  girls,	
  and	
  
there	
  were	
  a	
  lot	
  of	
  pretty	
  ones,	
  but	
  I	
  also	
  had	
  a	
  hard	
  time	
  making	
  any	
  friends.	
  I’ve	
  always	
  had	
  a	
  hard	
  
time	
  making	
  friends…	
  I’m	
  not	
  the	
  type	
  of	
  person	
  that	
  can	
  fit	
  in	
  with	
  a	
  group	
  of	
  outgoing	
  people;	
  the	
  last	
  
time	
  I	
  did	
  such	
  a	
  thing	
  was	
  when	
  I	
  was	
  twelve.	
  I	
  had	
  to	
  make	
  friends.	
  Having	
  a	
  social	
  circle	
  will	
  provide	
  
me	
  with	
  more	
  opportunities	
  to	
  meet	
  girls,	
  and	
  it	
  was	
  the	
  only	
  way	
  to	
  get	
  invited	
  to	
  all	
  of	
  those	
  exciting	
  
college	
  parties.	
  But	
  no	
  one	
  even	
  wanted	
  to	
  be	
  my	
  friend.	
  I	
  actually	
  tried	
  to	
  initiate	
  small	
  talk	
  with	
  guys	
  
who	
  sat	
  next	
  to	
  me,	
  but	
  it	
  never	
  went	
  far.	
  I	
  had	
  a	
  horrible	
  feeling	
  that	
  I	
  was	
  in	
  for	
  a	
  very	
  miserable	
  time	
  
in	
  Santa	
  Barbara.	
  
	
  

I	
  did	
  make	
  one	
  friend	
  through	
  spending	
  time	
  in	
  my	
  apartment’s	
  courtyard.	
  This	
  friend’s	
  name	
  was	
  
Andy	
  Chan;	
  he	
  was	
  a	
  foreign	
  student	
  from	
  China.	
  Andy	
  shared	
  the	
  same	
  eagerness	
  as	
  I	
  did	
  to	
  experience	
  
college	
  life	
  in	
  Isla	
  Vista	
  to	
  the	
  fullest;	
  and	
  unlike	
  most	
  people	
  my	
  age,	
  I	
  found	
  him	
  to	
  have	
  some	
  
intelligence	
  and	
  substance.	
  The	
  two	
  of	
  us	
  walked	
  out	
  to	
  Del	
  Playa	
  Street	
  in	
  Isla	
  Vista	
  a	
  few	
  times,	
  the	
  
place	
  where	
  all	
  the	
  parties	
  happen,	
  but	
  nothing	
  ever	
  came	
  of	
  it.	
  I	
  still	
  felt	
  like	
  an	
  outcast,	
  even	
  though	
  I	
  
had	
  a	
  friend	
  with	
  me;	
  and	
  I	
  still	
  felt	
  inferior	
  compared	
  to	
  all	
  of	
  those	
  guys	
  who	
  walked	
  around	
  with	
  
beautiful	
  girls.	
  
	
  

On	
  September	
  5th,	
  I	
  was	
  finally	
  able	
  to	
  move	
  into	
  my	
  new	
  permanent	
  apartment	
  unit.	
  I	
  felt	
  relieved	
  
that	
  I	
  would	
  never	
  have	
  to	
  deal	
  with	
  the	
  likes	
  of	
  Ryan	
  and	
  Angel	
  ever	
  again,	
  though	
  I	
  did	
  worry	
  that	
  I	
  will	
  
eventually	
  run	
  into	
  them	
  again	
  because	
  my	
  new	
  unit	
  was	
  still	
  in	
  the	
  same	
  apartment	
  complex.	
  Once	
  I	
  
was	
  given	
  the	
  keys,	
  I	
  quickly	
  transported	
  all	
  of	
  my	
  belongings	
  to	
  the	
  new	
  place.	
  I	
  was	
  supposed	
  to	
  have	
  
only	
  one	
  housemate	
  who	
  would	
  live	
  in	
  the	
  other	
  room	
  of	
  the	
  unit,	
  but	
  he	
  hadn’t	
  moved	
  in	
  yet.	
  I	
  had	
  no	
  
idea	
  who	
  my	
  new	
  housemate	
  would	
  be,	
  but	
  I	
  was	
  told	
  that	
  he	
  was	
  an	
  older	
  student	
  who	
  attended	
  the	
  
University.	
  That	
  knowledge	
  made	
  me	
  feel	
  assured	
  that	
  he	
  would	
  be	
  tolerable	
  to	
  live	
  with.	
  He	
  was	
  set	
  to	
  
arrive	
  in	
  two	
  weeks,	
  so	
  I	
  had	
  the	
  place	
  to	
  myself	
  until	
  then.	
  

I	
  unpacked	
  all	
  of	
  my	
  things	
  and	
  set	
  up	
  my	
  new	
  room.	
  Once	
  I	
  was	
  done,	
  I	
  looked	
  at	
  it	
  and	
  thought	
  to	
  
myself	
  that	
  this	
  was	
  it;	
  this	
  was	
  my	
  new	
  living	
  place	
  in	
  the	
  college	
  town	
  of	
  Isla	
  Vista,	
  and	
  if	
  I	
  could	
  finally	
  
have	
  the	
  life	
  I	
  wanted,	
  then	
  this	
  may	
  well	
  be	
  the	
  room	
  where	
  I	
  lose	
  my	
  virginity!	
  How	
  wrong	
  I	
  was.	
  It	
  
would	
  only	
  be	
  another	
  room	
  where	
  I	
  suffer	
  miserable	
  loneliness.	
  No	
  girl	
  will	
  ever	
  step	
  foot	
  in	
  it.	
  
	
  

Santa	
  Barbara	
  was	
  not	
  going	
  well	
  for	
  me.	
  I	
  was	
  already	
  months	
  into	
  my	
  twentieth	
  year	
  and	
  I	
  had	
  
nothing	
  to	
  show	
  for	
  it.	
  As	
  I	
  spent	
  the	
  first	
  weeks	
  of	
  September	
  in	
  my	
  new	
  room,	
  all	
  alone,	
  I	
  fully	
  realized	
  
how	
  much	
  I	
  was	
  failing	
  at	
  life.	
  Santa	
  Barbara	
  was	
  supposed	
  to	
  be	
  a	
  place	
  of	
  hope,	
  a	
  place	
  where	
  I	
  could	
  
start	
  a	
  new,	
  happy	
  life.	
  I	
  couldn’t	
  believe	
  how	
  wrong	
  everything	
  was	
  turning	
  out.	
  Instead	
  of	
  finally	
  
getting	
  a	
  chance	
  to	
  live	
  a	
  life	
  of	
  sex	
  and	
  love	
  like	
  other	
  young	
  people	
  did,	
  I	
  only	
  experienced	
  worse	
  
rejection	
  and	
  humiliation	
  than	
  I	
  had	
  ever	
  experienced	
  before.	
  This	
  was	
  unbelievable	
  and	
  unforgivable.	
  If	
  
humanity	
  continued	
  to	
  insult	
  me	
  with	
  such	
  cruelty,	
  then	
  there	
  really	
  was	
  no	
  hope	
  for	
  happiness	
  in	
  my	
  
life.	
  

At	
  Santa	
  Barbara	
  City	
  College,	
  I	
  had	
  exactly	
  the	
  same	
  experience	
  that	
  I	
  had	
  at	
  Moorpark.	
  I	
  had	
  to	
  
watch	
  beautiful	
  young	
  people	
  enjoying	
  their	
  lives	
  together	
  as	
  I	
  languished	
  in	
  loneliness	
  and	
  despair,	
  
because	
  no	
  one	
  accepted	
  me.	
  I	
  dropped	
  my	
  math	
  class	
  –	
  I	
  just	
  couldn’t	
  bear	
  having	
  to	
  be	
  at	
  the	
  college	
  
all	
  day	
  long,	
  sitting	
  in	
  the	
  library	
  watching	
  couples	
  kiss	
  each	
  other.	
  I	
  retained	
  my	
  two	
  morning	
  classes	
  
only	
  because	
  there	
  was	
  still	
  some	
  small	
  inkling	
  of	
  desperate	
  home	
  inside	
  me.	
  



My	
  usual	
  day	
  went	
  as	
  follows:	
  I	
  woke	
  up	
  alone	
  in	
  my	
  bed,	
  with	
  no	
  girl	
  beside	
  me,	
  and	
  did	
  a	
  few	
  
minutes	
  of	
  exercise	
  before	
  I	
  showered	
  and	
  got	
  ready	
  for	
  college;	
  I	
  then	
  drove	
  to	
  Starbucks	
  to	
  have	
  my	
  
morning	
  latte	
  and	
  felt	
  envious	
  whenever	
  I	
  saw	
  a	
  young	
  couple	
  there;	
  I	
  would	
  then	
  attend	
  my	
  two	
  classes	
  
where	
  no	
  one	
  said	
  a	
  word	
  to	
  me,	
  having	
  to	
  endure	
  the	
  torment	
  of	
  watching	
  other	
  guys	
  talking	
  to	
  the	
  
girls	
  I	
  liked;	
  And	
  then	
  I	
  would	
  go	
  home	
  alone,	
  open	
  the	
  door	
  to	
  my	
  lonely	
  room,	
  and	
  feel	
  absolutely	
  
miserable.	
  The	
  loneliness	
  was	
  suffocating.	
  I	
  could	
  barely	
  breathe.	
  If	
  only	
  one	
  pretty	
  girl	
  had	
  at	
  least	
  
given	
  me	
  a	
  chance	
  and	
  tried	
  to	
  get	
  to	
  know	
  me,	
  everything	
  would	
  have	
  turned	
  out	
  differently,	
  but	
  girls	
  
continued	
  to	
  treat	
  me	
  with	
  disdain.	
  

The	
  loneliness	
  was	
  torturing	
  me	
  so	
  intensely	
  that	
  I	
  even	
  started	
  up	
  my	
  WoW	
  account	
  and	
  played	
  the	
  
game	
  constantly	
  for	
  the	
  month	
  of	
  September.	
  James	
  still	
  played	
  WoW,	
  and	
  the	
  two	
  of	
  us	
  played	
  
together	
  online	
  for	
  a	
  few	
  days,	
  but	
  he	
  treated	
  me	
  very	
  coldly	
  the	
  whole	
  time.	
  I	
  could	
  tell	
  that	
  the	
  kind	
  of	
  
friendship	
  we	
  had	
  for	
  so	
  many	
  years	
  no	
  longer	
  existed.	
  That	
  last	
  incident	
  in	
  the	
  Palisades	
  stabbed	
  our	
  
friendship	
  deeply,	
  and	
  it	
  was	
  in	
  the	
  process	
  of	
  bleeding	
  away.	
  At	
  the	
  time,	
  I	
  felt	
  offended	
  by	
  his	
  attitude	
  
towards	
  me,	
  so	
  I	
  called	
  him	
  out	
  on	
  it.	
  This	
  sparked	
  a	
  long	
  argument	
  between	
  us	
  that	
  resulted	
  in	
  James	
  
refusing	
  to	
  talk	
  to	
  me	
  online	
  anymore.	
  A	
  few	
  days	
  after	
  that,	
  I	
  deactivated	
  my	
  account	
  again.	
  
	
  

My	
  new	
  housemate	
  arrived	
  in	
  the	
  middle	
  of	
  September.	
  His	
  name	
  was	
  Spencer	
  Horowitz;	
  a	
  short,	
  
chubby	
  UCSB	
  student	
  who	
  was	
  about	
  a	
  year	
  older	
  than	
  me.	
  He	
  seemed	
  like	
  a	
  friendly,	
  mature	
  sort	
  of	
  
person;	
  definitely	
  a	
  pleasant	
  contrast	
  from	
  the	
  housemates	
  I	
  had	
  to	
  suffer	
  through	
  in	
  the	
  previous	
  
month.	
  I	
  didn’t	
  expect	
  to	
  have	
  any	
  problems	
  with	
  him.	
  However,	
  I	
  was	
  a	
  disappointed	
  due	
  to	
  the	
  fact	
  
that	
  I	
  was	
  hoping	
  my	
  new	
  housemate	
  would	
  be	
  someone	
  I	
  could	
  relate	
  to…	
  someone	
  who	
  could	
  be	
  my	
  
friend	
  and	
  help	
  me	
  integrate	
  with	
  the	
  social	
  life	
  in	
  Santa	
  Barbara.	
  I	
  didn’t	
  see	
  Spencer	
  as	
  the	
  type	
  of	
  
person	
  I	
  would	
  become	
  friends	
  with.	
  We	
  could	
  get	
  along,	
  but	
  we	
  had	
  nothing	
  in	
  common.	
  

In	
  addition,	
  I	
  was	
  a	
  bit	
  shocked	
  when	
  Spencer	
  told	
  me	
  that	
  he	
  used	
  to	
  have	
  a	
  girlfriend.	
  It	
  was	
  a	
  
casual	
  comment	
  that	
  came	
  out	
  of	
  a	
  conversation	
  we	
  had.	
  I	
  didn’t	
  understand	
  how	
  a	
  chubby	
  and	
  
unattractive	
  guy	
  like	
  Spencer	
  would	
  have	
  been	
  able	
  to	
  get	
  a	
  girlfriend,	
  while	
  I’ve	
  never	
  had	
  the	
  chance	
  
to.	
  The	
  guy	
  was	
  three	
  inches	
  shorter	
  than	
  me,	
  and	
  even	
  I	
  am	
  considered	
  short	
  for	
  my	
  age.	
  I	
  could	
  not	
  
fathom	
  how	
  such	
  a	
  thing	
  was	
  possible,	
  and	
  I	
  concluded	
  to	
  myself	
  that	
  this	
  former	
  “girlfriend”	
  of	
  his	
  that	
  
he	
  mentioned	
  must	
  have	
  been	
  just	
  as	
  unattractive	
  as	
  he	
  was.	
  There	
  was	
  no	
  need	
  for	
  me	
  to	
  be	
  jealous.	
  

After	
  a	
  few	
  weeks	
  of	
  living	
  with	
  him,	
  I	
  realized	
  that	
  I	
  had	
  a	
  psychological	
  problem	
  with	
  his	
  presence	
  in	
  
my	
  apartment.	
  Even	
  though	
  there	
  was	
  no	
  trouble	
  between	
  us,	
  I	
  hated	
  having	
  someone	
  constantly	
  in	
  my	
  
vicinity	
  to	
  judge	
  how	
  pathetic	
  my	
  life	
  was.	
  I	
  could	
  hide	
  the	
  details	
  of	
  my	
  lonely,	
  celibate	
  life	
  from	
  the	
  rest	
  
of	
  the	
  world,	
  but	
  I	
  could	
  not	
  hide	
  it	
  from	
  Spencer.	
  The	
  fact	
  that	
  I	
  never	
  had	
  any	
  girls	
  over	
  to	
  my	
  room	
  
was	
  clear	
  enough	
  that	
  I	
  was	
  an	
  undesirable	
  outcast,	
  and	
  I	
  hated	
  it	
  when	
  people	
  knew	
  this	
  about	
  me	
  and	
  
judged	
  me	
  for	
  it.	
  Spencer	
  was	
  there	
  to	
  witness	
  it	
  all,	
  and	
  I	
  would	
  eventually	
  come	
  to	
  hate	
  him	
  just	
  
because	
  of	
  that.	
  
	
  

During	
  the	
  months	
  of	
  October	
  and	
  November,	
  I	
  made	
  another	
  desperate	
  bid	
  to	
  improve	
  my	
  social	
  life	
  
as	
  best	
  as	
  I	
  could.	
  I	
  failed	
  in	
  making	
  any	
  friends	
  in	
  my	
  two	
  college	
  classes,	
  and	
  I	
  didn’t	
  have	
  any	
  
interactions	
  with	
  girls	
  at	
  my	
  school.	
  I	
  was	
  an	
  invisible	
  ghost,	
  just	
  like	
  I	
  had	
  always	
  been.	
  

I	
  continued	
  to	
  see	
  Andy,	
  the	
  one	
  friend	
  that	
  I	
  made.	
  We	
  often	
  met	
  up	
  to	
  have	
  dinner	
  at	
  a	
  restaurant	
  
somewhere.	
  He	
  soon	
  introduced	
  me	
  to	
  a	
  few	
  friends	
  of	
  his.	
  One	
  of	
  them	
  was	
  named	
  Stan,	
  a	
  European	
  
from	
  Holland	
  whom	
  I	
  particularly	
  got	
  along	
  with.	
  I	
  enjoyed	
  having	
  conversations	
  with	
  Stan	
  about	
  a	
  wide	
  
variety	
  of	
  subjects,	
  including	
  politics,	
  history,	
  business,	
  and	
  architecture.	
  I	
  wisely	
  refrained	
  from	
  
revealing	
  any	
  of	
  my	
  political	
  views,	
  of	
  which	
  disturbed	
  most	
  people.	
  

During	
  the	
  month	
  of	
  October	
  I	
  went	
  out	
  with	
  Andy,	
  Stan,	
  and	
  some	
  of	
  their	
  friends	
  quite	
  often.	
  We	
  
did	
  things	
  like	
  walk	
  around	
  State	
  Street	
  or	
  Isla	
  Vista,	
  or	
  went	
  to	
  the	
  movie	
  theatres	
  together.	
  I	
  soon	
  
found	
  that	
  even	
  having	
  these	
  few	
  acquaintances	
  to	
  hang	
  out	
  with	
  didn’t	
  make	
  me	
  feel	
  any	
  better.	
  I	
  still	
  



felt	
  inferior	
  whenever	
  I	
  saw	
  other	
  guys	
  walking	
  with	
  beautiful	
  girls.	
  At	
  the	
  movie	
  theatres,	
  I	
  felt	
  just	
  as	
  
pathetic	
  about	
  walking	
  in	
  there	
  with	
  a	
  group	
  of	
  friends	
  as	
  I	
  did	
  years	
  ago	
  when	
  I	
  went	
  to	
  the	
  movies	
  with	
  
my	
  parents…	
  It	
  was	
  that	
  pathetic	
  feeling	
  of	
  not	
  having	
  a	
  hot	
  girlfriend	
  on	
  my	
  arm	
  while	
  some	
  other	
  boys	
  
in	
  the	
  theatre	
  did.	
  What	
  I	
  truly	
  wanted…	
  what	
  I	
  truly	
  NEEDED,	
  was	
  a	
  girlfriend.	
  I	
  needed	
  a	
  girl’s	
  love.	
  I	
  
needed	
  to	
  feel	
  worthy	
  as	
  a	
  male.	
  For	
  so	
  long	
  I	
  have	
  felt	
  worthless,	
  and	
  it’s	
  all	
  girls’	
  fault.	
  No	
  girl	
  wanted	
  
to	
  be	
  my	
  girlfriend.	
  
	
  

Halloween	
  weekend	
  in	
  the	
  college	
  town	
  of	
  Isla	
  Vista	
  is	
  a	
  renowned	
  event.	
  Young	
  people	
  pour	
  in	
  from	
  
all	
  over	
  the	
  county	
  to	
  attend	
  the	
  raucous	
  parties	
  there.	
  My	
  experience	
  during	
  this	
  weekend	
  is	
  just	
  what	
  
one	
  would	
  have	
  expected	
  it	
  to	
  be,	
  a	
  miserable	
  disaster.	
  

When	
  I	
  was	
  a	
  child,	
  I	
  used	
  to	
  love	
  Halloween.	
  It	
  was	
  a	
  holiday	
  of	
  fun	
  and	
  excitement	
  where	
  I	
  went	
  
trick-­‐or-­‐treating,	
  going	
  from	
  house	
  to	
  house	
  collecting	
  candy	
  with	
  my	
  friends	
  and	
  family.	
  For	
  young	
  
adults,	
  Halloween	
  is	
  a	
  very	
  different	
  sort	
  of	
  holiday,	
  of	
  which	
  one	
  is	
  supposed	
  to	
  dress	
  up	
  in	
  sexually	
  
explicit	
  costumes,	
  attend	
  wild	
  drinking	
  parties,	
  and	
  have	
  sexual	
  experiences	
  with	
  girls.	
  For	
  other	
  young	
  
people,	
  who	
  are	
  able	
  to	
  do	
  such	
  things,	
  Halloween	
  must	
  be	
  a	
  blast.	
  But	
  I	
  am	
  unable	
  to	
  do	
  such	
  things.	
  I	
  
wasn’t	
  invited	
  to	
  ANY	
  party,	
  and	
  girls	
  don’t	
  want	
  to	
  have	
  sex	
  with	
  me.	
  As	
  a	
  teenager	
  and	
  a	
  young	
  adult,	
  
Halloween	
  has	
  been	
  a	
  holiday	
  of	
  torment	
  and	
  depression	
  because	
  of	
  this.	
  In	
  Isla	
  Vista,	
  this	
  was	
  greatly	
  
intensified.	
  

I	
  tried	
  my	
  best	
  to	
  put	
  myself	
  out	
  there	
  on	
  the	
  Halloween	
  weekend.	
  I	
  made	
  many	
  laps	
  around	
  Isla	
  
Vista,	
  trying	
  to	
  bolster	
  up	
  the	
  courage	
  to	
  talk	
  to	
  a	
  girl	
  or	
  walk	
  into	
  a	
  party,	
  but	
  I	
  just	
  couldn’t.	
  I	
  knew	
  they	
  
would	
  all	
  reject	
  me.	
  What	
  I	
  saw	
  during	
  those	
  walks	
  shook	
  me	
  to	
  the	
  very	
  core.	
  Girls	
  dressed	
  up	
  in	
  
extremely	
  revealing	
  outfits,	
  and	
  the	
  sight	
  of	
  them	
  filled	
  my	
  sex-­‐starved	
  self	
  with	
  hunger	
  and	
  desire	
  that	
  I	
  
knew	
  I	
  could	
  never	
  quench.	
  

On	
  the	
  last	
  night	
  of	
  the	
  Halloween	
  weekend,	
  I	
  went	
  out	
  there	
  with	
  Andy	
  and	
  Stan	
  and	
  a	
  few	
  others.	
  It	
  
made	
  absolutely	
  no	
  difference.	
  We	
  didn’t	
  get	
  into	
  any	
  parties,	
  and	
  just	
  walked	
  around	
  the	
  streets	
  like	
  
losers.	
  Being	
  friends	
  with	
  them	
  wasn’t	
  benefitting	
  me	
  at	
  all.	
  

If	
  only	
  I	
  had	
  a	
  beautiful	
  girlfriend	
  to	
  experience	
  such	
  an	
  event	
  with!	
  I	
  would	
  have	
  even	
  dressed	
  up	
  in	
  a	
  
costume	
  with	
  her.	
  It	
  would	
  have	
  been	
  so	
  blissful	
  and	
  euphoric,	
  to	
  walk	
  around	
  in	
  all	
  of	
  that	
  excitement	
  
with	
  a	
  beautiful	
  girl	
  on	
  my	
  arm,	
  to	
  attend	
  every	
  single	
  party	
  because	
  anyone	
  would	
  admit	
  a	
  beautiful	
  girl	
  
into	
  it,	
  to	
  make	
  passionate	
  love	
  to	
  her	
  in	
  my	
  room	
  at	
  the	
  end	
  of	
  the	
  night,	
  to	
  snuggle	
  next	
  to	
  her	
  sexy	
  
warm	
  body	
  as	
  we	
  drift	
  off	
  to	
  sleep	
  together.	
  THAT	
  is	
  the	
  life	
  I	
  should	
  have	
  lived.	
  So	
  many	
  other	
  guys	
  are	
  
able	
  to	
  experience	
  that,	
  and	
  just	
  thinking	
  about	
  if	
  filled	
  me	
  with	
  extreme	
  agony.	
  Life	
  is	
  not	
  fair.	
  
	
  

In	
  November,	
  my	
  brief	
  friendship	
  with	
  Andy,	
  Stan,	
  and	
  their	
  group	
  faded	
  away.	
  I	
  often	
  saw	
  on	
  
Facebook	
  that	
  they	
  did	
  things	
  together	
  without	
  even	
  inviting	
  me,	
  which	
  is	
  the	
  same	
  thing	
  I’ve	
  had	
  to	
  
experience	
  with	
  other	
  groups	
  of	
  friends	
  that	
  I’ve	
  had	
  in	
  the	
  past.	
  I	
  was	
  always	
  an	
  outcast,	
  even	
  among	
  
people	
  I	
  knew.	
  I	
  grew	
  tired	
  of	
  their	
  lack	
  of	
  consideration	
  for	
  me,	
  so	
  I	
  stopped	
  calling	
  them.	
  They	
  weren’t	
  
even	
  popular	
  anyway,	
  and	
  I	
  wasn’t	
  benefitting	
  at	
  all	
  from	
  their	
  friendship.	
  I	
  still	
  continued	
  to	
  meet	
  with	
  
Andy	
  at	
  restaurants	
  on	
  occasion,	
  however.	
  
	
  

Every	
  day	
  that	
  I	
  spent	
  at	
  my	
  college,	
  the	
  more	
  inferior	
  and	
  invisible	
  I	
  felt.	
  I	
  felt	
  like	
  such	
  an	
  inferior	
  
mouse	
  whenever	
  I	
  saw	
  guys	
  walking	
  with	
  beautiful	
  girls.	
  I	
  hated	
  having	
  to	
  endure	
  it,	
  but	
  I	
  had	
  already	
  
worked	
  so	
  hard	
  on	
  my	
  two	
  classes	
  that	
  I	
  couldn’t	
  quit	
  just	
  then.	
  The	
  only	
  way	
  that	
  I	
  could	
  gain	
  a	
  boost	
  in	
  
to	
  my	
  self-­‐esteem	
  was	
  to	
  buy	
  better	
  looking	
  clothes.	
  

My	
  mother	
  gave	
  me	
  a	
  few	
  more	
  gift	
  cards	
  to	
  Nordstrom,	
  and	
  I	
  spent	
  them	
  on	
  $200	
  dollar	
  designer	
  
Jeans.	
  When	
  I	
  wore	
  these	
  to	
  school,	
  I	
  saw	
  that	
  I	
  was	
  wearing	
  better	
  Jeans	
  than	
  most	
  other	
  guys,	
  and	
  
that	
  made	
  me	
  have	
  a	
  slightly	
  higher	
  sense	
  of	
  self-­‐worth.	
  I	
  also	
  bought	
  a	
  few	
  more	
  shirts,	
  and	
  a	
  pair	
  of	
  
new	
  Hugo	
  Boss	
  sneakers.	
  



Doing	
  this	
  started	
  a	
  new	
  obsession	
  for	
  me.	
  I	
  became	
  more	
  and	
  more	
  obsessed	
  with	
  my	
  appearance.	
  
Because	
  my	
  mother,	
  father,	
  and	
  grandmother	
  constantly	
  paid	
  me	
  extra	
  money	
  now	
  that	
  I	
  was	
  living	
  in	
  
Santa	
  Barbara,	
  I	
  had	
  saved	
  up	
  enough	
  to	
  indulge	
  in	
  this	
  obsession.	
  Familiarizing	
  myself	
  with	
  all	
  of	
  the	
  top	
  
designer	
  brands,	
  I	
  bought	
  new	
  clothes	
  every	
  time	
  I	
  visited	
  my	
  hometown.	
  My	
  favorite	
  brands	
  were	
  Hugo	
  
Boss	
  and	
  Armani.	
  I	
  always	
  stopped	
  by	
  at	
  the	
  Camarillo	
  shopping	
  center	
  on	
  my	
  way	
  back	
  to	
  Santa	
  
Barbara.	
  I	
  loved	
  it	
  there	
  –	
  they	
  had	
  a	
  store	
  for	
  almost	
  every	
  brand.	
  

One	
  time,	
  as	
  I	
  was	
  shopping	
  at	
  the	
  Calvin	
  Klein	
  store	
  in	
  Camarillo,	
  I	
  saw	
  such	
  a	
  sexy-­‐looking	
  blonde	
  
girl	
  with	
  perfectly	
  tanned	
  skin.	
  She	
  looked	
  so	
  beautiful	
  and	
  sexy	
  that	
  I	
  had	
  an	
  erection	
  instantly.	
  Oh,	
  the	
  
heavenly	
  things	
  I	
  wanted	
  to	
  do	
  to	
  her…	
  And	
  then	
  I	
  saw	
  her	
  hunk	
  of	
  a	
  boyfriend.	
  My	
  entire	
  being	
  was	
  
filled	
  with	
  anguish	
  and	
  despair.	
  I	
  could	
  only	
  imagine	
  how	
  amazing	
  and	
  pleasurable	
  that	
  guy’s	
  life	
  was.	
  
They	
  were	
  older	
  than	
  me	
  –	
  probably	
  mid-­‐twenties	
  –	
  and	
  I	
  thought	
  with	
  desperate	
  hope	
  that	
  when	
  I’m	
  
that	
  man’s	
  age	
  I	
  would	
  be	
  worthy	
  enough	
  to	
  have	
  such	
  a	
  girlfriend	
  by	
  my	
  side,	
  to	
  shop	
  with	
  her	
  at	
  that	
  
same	
  shopping	
  mall	
  in	
  heavenly	
  bliss.	
  My	
  life	
  was	
  a	
  life	
  of	
  starvation	
  and	
  yearning.	
  
	
  

I	
  visited	
  home	
  for	
  Thanksgiving,	
  and	
  went	
  with	
  my	
  mother	
  to	
  Rob	
  Lemelson’s	
  house	
  for	
  a	
  small	
  
Thanksgiving	
  get-­‐together.	
  James	
  was	
  there…	
  And	
  the	
  last	
  time	
  I	
  spoke	
  to	
  him	
  since	
  then	
  was	
  when	
  we	
  
had	
  our	
  bitter	
  argument	
  online.	
  The	
  one	
  person	
  who	
  has	
  been	
  my	
  friend	
  through	
  all	
  of	
  my	
  hardship	
  
didn’t	
  even	
  want	
  to	
  speak	
  to	
  me	
  during	
  Thanksgiving.	
  I	
  tried	
  to	
  ask	
  him	
  why	
  he	
  was	
  overreacting	
  about	
  
an	
  argument	
  we	
  had	
  two	
  months	
  previously,	
  but	
  he	
  just	
  glared	
  at	
  me	
  coldly	
  and	
  told	
  me	
  to	
  “keep	
  my	
  
proximity”.	
  I	
  was	
  highly	
  offended.	
  

After	
  a	
  few	
  hours,	
  the	
  Thanksgiving	
  feast	
  was	
  served.	
  To	
  my	
  profound	
  annoyance,	
  Julian	
  Ritz-­‐Barr	
  and	
  
his	
  equally	
  obnoxious	
  older	
  brother	
  Leon	
  Ritz-­‐Barr	
  also	
  came	
  for	
  the	
  dinner.	
  I	
  remembered	
  the	
  extreme	
  
envy	
  I	
  felt	
  for	
  Julian	
  months	
  ago,	
  and	
  I	
  tried	
  to	
  ignore	
  them	
  as	
  much	
  as	
  possible,	
  which	
  proved	
  to	
  be	
  
difficult	
  because	
  they	
  talked	
  loudly	
  all	
  the	
  time.	
  

I	
  was	
  seated	
  next	
  to	
  James	
  for	
  the	
  dinner,	
  and	
  after	
  awkwardly	
  sitting	
  next	
  to	
  each	
  other	
  for	
  a	
  few	
  
moments,	
  he	
  decided	
  to	
  warm	
  up	
  to	
  me	
  again.	
  As	
  the	
  two	
  of	
  us	
  caught	
  up	
  with	
  each	
  other	
  about	
  our	
  
lives,	
  a	
  small	
  inkling	
  of	
  our	
  old	
  friendship	
  ignited	
  like	
  a	
  weak	
  flitter	
  of	
  flame	
  in	
  a	
  candle.	
  It	
  was	
  nice,	
  for	
  
the	
  brief	
  moment	
  that	
  it	
  lasted.	
  The	
  two	
  of	
  us	
  talked	
  about	
  our	
  usual	
  fantasy	
  scenarios,	
  and	
  joked	
  about	
  
how	
  stupid	
  and	
  obnoxious	
  the	
  Ritz-­‐Barr	
  brothers	
  were	
  acting.	
  
	
  

On	
  that	
  same	
  weekend	
  that	
  I	
  went	
  home,	
  I	
  got	
  together	
  with	
  Philip	
  and	
  Addison.	
  The	
  three	
  of	
  us	
  
went	
  out	
  to	
  a	
  restaurant	
  in	
  L.A.,	
  and	
  then	
  we	
  headed	
  to	
  the	
  Griffith	
  Park	
  Observatory,	
  just	
  like	
  old	
  times.	
  
The	
  last	
  time	
  I	
  was	
  there	
  with	
  the	
  two	
  of	
  them	
  was	
  on	
  that	
  horrible	
  night	
  when	
  Addison	
  told	
  me	
  that	
  
“No	
  girl	
  will	
  ever	
  want	
  to	
  fuck	
  me.”	
  The	
  words	
  were	
  still	
  embedded	
  in	
  my	
  mind,	
  and	
  going	
  to	
  Griffith	
  
Park	
  reminded	
  me	
  of	
  that	
  night.	
  The	
  three	
  of	
  us	
  took	
  a	
  few	
  pictures	
  of	
  us	
  posing	
  at	
  various	
  spots	
  at	
  the	
  
Observatory,	
  some	
  of	
  which	
  were	
  uploaded	
  onto	
  Facebook,	
  and	
  then	
  we	
  went	
  to	
  the	
  Calabasas	
  
Commons	
  to	
  hang	
  out	
  at	
  Barnes	
  &	
  Noble,	
  where	
  I	
  had	
  a	
  few	
  insightful	
  conversations	
  with	
  Addison.	
  
Despite	
  our	
  past	
  hostilities,	
  I	
  considered	
  Addison	
  to	
  be	
  one	
  of	
  the	
  most	
  interesting	
  people	
  I	
  knew.	
  
	
  

I	
  went	
  back	
  to	
  Santa	
  Barbara	
  for	
  a	
  couple	
  of	
  weeks	
  to	
  finish	
  off	
  my	
  two	
  classes.	
  In	
  my	
  history	
  class,	
  I	
  
kept	
  feeling	
  weak	
  with	
  inferiority	
  as	
  I	
  watched	
  this	
  tall,	
  handsome	
  blonde	
  jock	
  constantly	
  sit	
  and	
  talk	
  
with	
  two	
  beautiful	
  girls.	
  There	
  was	
  no	
  way	
  that	
  I	
  couldn’t	
  watch	
  it;	
  they	
  were	
  in	
  the	
  middle	
  of	
  the	
  class.	
  I	
  
hated	
  that	
  class	
  so	
  much,	
  and	
  I	
  decided	
  to	
  stop	
  attending	
  it	
  until	
  the	
  final	
  exam.	
  Once	
  I	
  took	
  the	
  final	
  
exams,	
  I	
  felt	
  glad	
  to	
  be	
  done	
  with	
  those	
  horrifically	
  frustrating	
  college	
  classes.	
  

It	
  was	
  just	
  as	
  I	
  had	
  feared.	
  My	
  first	
  actual	
  semester	
  at	
  Santa	
  Barbara	
  City	
  College	
  was	
  an	
  absolute,	
  
brutal	
  failure.	
  I	
  didn’t	
  even	
  have	
  one	
  girl’s	
  phone	
  number	
  in	
  my	
  cell	
  phone.	
  Was	
  I	
  going	
  to	
  be	
  a	
  virgin	
  
forever?	
  I	
  franticly	
  wondered	
  as	
  I	
  drove	
  away	
  from	
  my	
  school	
  after	
  taking	
  my	
  exams.	
  I	
  felt	
  like	
  my	
  whole	
  
life	
  was	
  over.	
  If	
  I	
  couldn’t	
  make	
  it	
  in	
  such	
  a	
  beautiful	
  and	
  opportunistic	
  place	
  like	
  Santa	
  Barbara,	
  then	
  I	
  



was	
  doomed	
  to	
  misery	
  and	
  dissatisfaction.	
  I	
  knew	
  that	
  I	
  would	
  rather	
  die	
  than	
  suffer	
  such	
  a	
  fate,	
  and	
  I	
  
knew	
  that	
  if	
  it	
  came	
  to	
  that,	
  I	
  would	
  do	
  everything	
  I	
  can	
  to	
  exact	
  revenge	
  before	
  I	
  die.	
  I	
  didn’t	
  want	
  it	
  to	
  
resort	
  to	
  that!	
  Some	
  part	
  of	
  me	
  still	
  clung	
  to	
  hope.	
  I	
  didn’t	
  want	
  to	
  give	
  up	
  so	
  soon.	
  

As	
  I	
  made	
  the	
  long	
  scenic	
  drive	
  back	
  to	
  my	
  hometown	
  for	
  the	
  Holidays,	
  I	
  made	
  a	
  vow	
  to	
  give	
  it	
  all	
  
another	
  try	
  when	
  I	
  start	
  my	
  new	
  semester	
  in	
  the	
  Spring,	
  and	
  to	
  use	
  the	
  time	
  I	
  had	
  during	
  the	
  winter	
  
break	
  to	
  prepare	
  for	
  it	
  as	
  much	
  as	
  I	
  could.	
  
	
  

My	
  mother	
  told	
  me	
  that	
  she	
  had	
  made	
  plans	
  for	
  me,	
  my	
  sister,	
  and	
  her	
  to	
  go	
  to	
  England	
  for	
  a	
  week.	
  
Upon	
  hearing	
  this,	
  I	
  said	
  I	
  didn’t	
  want	
  to	
  go.	
  I	
  felt	
  so	
  dissatisfied	
  and	
  defeated,	
  and	
  I	
  didn’t	
  want	
  to	
  
appear	
  that	
  way	
  to	
  my	
  relatives	
  in	
  England.	
  There	
  was	
  nothing	
  about	
  me	
  that	
  they	
  could	
  be	
  proud	
  of.	
  I	
  
felt	
  ashamed	
  of	
  having	
  to	
  face	
  them	
  the	
  way	
  I	
  was.	
  After	
  some	
  persuasion,	
  I	
  agreed	
  to	
  go.	
  I	
  figured	
  that	
  
if	
  anything,	
  it	
  would	
  give	
  me	
  a	
  respite	
  from	
  all	
  the	
  pain	
  society	
  has	
  dealt	
  to	
  me,	
  just	
  like	
  our	
  old	
  visits	
  to	
  
Jack’s	
  beach	
  house	
  in	
  Malibu.	
  
	
  

Before	
  we	
  left	
  for	
  England,	
  we	
  attended	
  the	
  annual	
  Christmas	
  party	
  at	
  the	
  Lemelson’s.	
  I	
  had	
  recently	
  
bought	
  a	
  flashy	
  new	
  shirt	
  from	
  Armani	
  Exchange	
  that	
  made	
  me	
  feel	
  particularly	
  fabulous,	
  so	
  I	
  decided	
  to	
  
wear	
  it	
  for	
  the	
  party.	
  I	
  loved	
  admiring	
  how	
  awesome	
  I	
  looked	
  in	
  the	
  mirror	
  as	
  I	
  wore	
  it.	
  Wearing	
  flashy	
  
new	
  clothes	
  made	
  me	
  feel	
  like	
  a	
  new	
  person.	
  I	
  found	
  it	
  to	
  be	
  a	
  very	
  efficient	
  way	
  to	
  boost	
  my	
  
confidence.	
  When	
  I	
  entered	
  the	
  party,	
  I	
  felt	
  gratified	
  when	
  Sue	
  Lemelson,	
  Rob’s	
  ex-­‐wife,	
  complimented	
  
me	
  on	
  how	
  good	
  I	
  looked.	
  My	
  mother	
  pointed	
  out	
  that	
  it	
  was	
  unusual	
  for	
  Sue	
  to	
  compliment	
  anyone,	
  so	
  
I	
  must	
  have	
  made	
  a	
  good	
  impression.	
  

James	
  was	
  at	
  the	
  party,	
  of	
  course.	
  He	
  didn’t	
  act	
  outwardly	
  cold	
  toward	
  me	
  this	
  time,	
  but	
  there	
  was	
  
still	
  a	
  distance	
  between	
  us.	
  During	
  the	
  course	
  of	
  the	
  event,	
  I	
  had	
  my	
  fill	
  of	
  multiple	
  glasses	
  of	
  wine	
  as	
  I	
  
casually	
  chatted	
  with	
  James	
  about	
  my	
  insights	
  and	
  life	
  problems.	
  We	
  interacted	
  as	
  if	
  we	
  were	
  still	
  
friends,	
  but	
  I	
  could	
  tell	
  that	
  things	
  were	
  very	
  different	
  between	
  us.	
  The	
  friendship	
  that	
  we	
  have	
  had	
  for	
  
so	
  long	
  was	
  dying.	
  When	
  I	
  said	
  goodbye	
  to	
  him	
  that	
  night,	
  it	
  was	
  the	
  last	
  time	
  I	
  ever	
  saw	
  him.	
  
	
  

After	
  having	
  a	
  quick	
  Christmas	
  celebration	
  at	
  father’s	
  house,	
  I	
  took	
  off	
  for	
  England	
  with	
  my	
  mother	
  
and	
  sister.	
  We	
  flew	
  Business	
  Class	
  on	
  Virgin	
  Atlantic,	
  and	
  since	
  they	
  followed	
  the	
  laws	
  of	
  the	
  U.K.,	
  I	
  was	
  
allowed	
  to	
  drink	
  alcohol	
  on	
  the	
  flight.	
  I	
  took	
  delight	
  in	
  sipping	
  the	
  wine	
  that	
  was	
  served	
  while	
  I	
  enjoyed	
  
the	
  relaxing	
  journey.	
  The	
  last	
  time	
  I	
  had	
  been	
  on	
  an	
  airplane	
  since	
  then	
  was	
  the	
  disastrous	
  trip	
  to	
  
Morocco	
  when	
  I	
  was	
  seventeen,	
  and	
  this	
  made	
  for	
  a	
  pleasant	
  contrast.	
  

When	
  we	
  landed	
  in	
  England	
  I	
  felt	
  the	
  sense	
  of	
  wonder	
  that	
  came	
  with	
  being	
  in	
  another	
  country.	
  I	
  
hadn’t	
  been	
  to	
  my	
  home	
  country	
  of	
  England	
  for	
  almost	
  a	
  decade,	
  and	
  I	
  couldn’t	
  believe	
  I	
  was	
  there	
  once	
  
again.	
  The	
  decision	
  to	
  go	
  on	
  the	
  trip	
  came	
  so	
  quickly.	
  We	
  stayed	
  at	
  a	
  very	
  nice	
  hotel	
  in	
  the	
  town	
  of	
  
Colchester,	
  near	
  where	
  my	
  relatives	
  on	
  my	
  mother’s	
  side	
  live,	
  including	
  my	
  grandma	
  Ah	
  Mah.	
  After	
  we	
  
unpacked	
  all	
  of	
  our	
  belongings,	
  we	
  went	
  to	
  their	
  house	
  for	
  dinner.	
  I	
  hadn’t	
  seen	
  those	
  relatives	
  since	
  our	
  
trip	
  to	
  Malaysia.	
  It	
  felt	
  peculiar	
  to	
  see	
  them	
  all	
  again.	
  They	
  were	
  exactly	
  the	
  same	
  as	
  I	
  remembered.	
  It	
  
was	
  very	
  heartwarming	
  to	
  see	
  that	
  grandma	
  Ah	
  Mah	
  had	
  baked	
  her	
  delicious	
  peanut	
  cookies	
  that	
  I	
  loved	
  
so	
  much	
  as	
  a	
  child;	
  she	
  had	
  them	
  ready	
  and	
  waiting	
  for	
  me.	
  

We	
  visited	
  them	
  again	
  on	
  Christmas	
  Day.	
  They	
  prepared	
  an	
  exquisite	
  lunch,	
  and	
  afterward	
  we	
  
exchanged	
  our	
  gifts.	
  I	
  got	
  a	
  bit	
  drunk	
  on	
  that	
  day,	
  as	
  it	
  was	
  the	
  only	
  thing	
  I	
  could	
  do	
  to	
  pass	
  the	
  time.	
  I	
  
tried	
  to	
  relax	
  and	
  forget	
  about	
  all	
  of	
  the	
  pain	
  I	
  had	
  experienced	
  in	
  Santa	
  Barbara.	
  I	
  wished	
  there	
  was	
  
something	
  I	
  could	
  talk	
  to	
  my	
  relatives	
  about	
  that	
  would	
  make	
  them	
  proud,	
  but	
  there	
  was	
  nothing	
  
interesting	
  or	
  impressive	
  about	
  my	
  life	
  to	
  talk	
  about.	
  I	
  wished	
  that	
  I	
  could	
  show	
  my	
  grandma	
  that	
  I	
  was	
  
thriving	
  in	
  Santa	
  Barbara;	
  that	
  I	
  had	
  a	
  girlfriend	
  and	
  I	
  was	
  enjoying	
  a	
  full	
  and	
  healthy	
  life.	
  But	
  no,	
  that	
  is	
  
something	
  I	
  was	
  never	
  able	
  to	
  do.	
  I	
  felt	
  so	
  ashamed	
  of	
  myself.	
  



My	
  grandma,	
  Ah	
  Mah,	
  gave	
  me	
  a	
  gift	
  of	
  great	
  value.	
  After	
  we	
  exchanged	
  all	
  of	
  the	
  presents	
  with	
  the	
  
relatives,	
  Ah	
  Mah	
  presented	
  me	
  with	
  a	
  22	
  karat	
  golden	
  necklace.	
  It	
  was	
  very	
  extravagant,	
  and	
  it	
  had	
  
been	
  in	
  her	
  possession	
  for	
  a	
  long	
  time.	
  Now	
  it	
  was	
  mine.	
  I	
  wore	
  it	
  instantly	
  and	
  took	
  a	
  great	
  liking	
  to	
  it.	
  
From	
  then	
  on,	
  I	
  would	
  wear	
  it	
  in	
  every	
  waking	
  moment.	
  I	
  could	
  have	
  sold	
  it	
  for	
  well	
  over	
  a	
  thousand	
  
dollars,	
  but	
  I	
  never	
  did.	
  It	
  was	
  special	
  to	
  me.	
  

My	
  favorite	
  part	
  of	
  the	
  trip	
  was	
  the	
  breakfasts	
  at	
  the	
  hotel.	
  The	
  hotel	
  we	
  stayed	
  at	
  was	
  quite	
  
luxurious,	
  even	
  by	
  my	
  standards.	
  And	
  the	
  breakfasts…	
  they	
  were	
  absolutely	
  delicious.	
  Every	
  morning	
  
there	
  was	
  a	
  buffet	
  full	
  of	
  delectable	
  choices,	
  such	
  as	
  crispy	
  pork	
  sausage,	
  croissants,	
  bacon,	
  ham,	
  roast	
  
potatoes,	
  all	
  kinds	
  of	
  fruit,	
  and	
  much	
  more.	
  On	
  every	
  one	
  of	
  those	
  mornings,	
  I	
  stuffed	
  myself	
  like	
  there	
  
was	
  no	
  tomorrow.	
  I	
  was	
  deprived	
  of	
  sex	
  all	
  my	
  life,	
  so	
  the	
  only	
  vice	
  that	
  I	
  could	
  derive	
  a	
  sense	
  of	
  
pleasure	
  from	
  was	
  eating	
  delicious	
  food.	
  I	
  took	
  full	
  advantage	
  of	
  that	
  on	
  this	
  trip.	
  My	
  high	
  metabolism	
  
prevented	
  me	
  from	
  getting	
  fat	
  from	
  it.	
  

Before	
  the	
  trip	
  was	
  over,	
  we	
  all	
  went	
  on	
  a	
  tour	
  through	
  London.	
  We	
  were	
  supposed	
  to	
  visit	
  grandma	
  
Jinx	
  in	
  Smarden	
  on	
  that	
  same	
  day,	
  but	
  grandma	
  Jinx	
  was	
  in	
  France	
  at	
  the	
  time.	
  We	
  rented	
  a	
  comfortable	
  
Mercedes	
  van	
  that	
  could	
  fit	
  eight	
  people	
  and	
  made	
  a	
  long	
  drive	
  through	
  the	
  English	
  countryside	
  to	
  the	
  
capital	
  city	
  of	
  London.	
  I	
  didn’t	
  remember	
  much	
  of	
  the	
  city	
  from	
  my	
  previous	
  visits,	
  so	
  it	
  was	
  kind	
  of	
  like	
  a	
  
new	
  experience	
  for	
  me.	
  I	
  found	
  the	
  city	
  to	
  be	
  very	
  ugly	
  in	
  most	
  areas,	
  but	
  in	
  contrast	
  there	
  were	
  some	
  
attractive	
  parts	
  that	
  were	
  awash	
  with	
  beautiful	
  architecture	
  and	
  a	
  cultural	
  atmosphere.	
  Once	
  we	
  parked	
  
our	
  van	
  we	
  set	
  out	
  on	
  foot,	
  and	
  sometimes	
  took	
  the	
  Underground	
  subway,	
  to	
  explore	
  all	
  of	
  the	
  main	
  
attractions	
  of	
  the	
  city.	
  It	
  was	
  cold,	
  dreadfully	
  cold,	
  but	
  I	
  bore	
  it	
  without	
  much	
  concern.	
  Walking	
  through	
  
the	
  streets	
  of	
  London	
  at	
  night,	
  especially	
  in	
  Trafalgar	
  Square	
  and	
  the	
  area	
  around	
  Harrods	
  was	
  truly	
  
breathtaking,	
  or	
  it	
  would	
  have	
  been	
  if	
  I	
  had	
  a	
  beautiful	
  girlfriend	
  by	
  my	
  side	
  to	
  experience	
  it	
  with	
  me.	
  It	
  
was	
  the	
  sort	
  of	
  place	
  that	
  one	
  would	
  go	
  with	
  a	
  girlfriend,	
  and	
  I	
  had	
  none.	
  I	
  saw	
  other	
  men	
  being	
  able	
  to	
  
experience	
  it	
  with	
  their	
  girlfriends,	
  and	
  the	
  sight	
  soured	
  my	
  whole	
  experience.	
  When	
  we	
  had	
  dinner	
  at	
  a	
  
restaurant,	
  I	
  scoffed	
  a	
  big	
  meal	
  and	
  imbibed	
  two	
  glasses	
  of	
  wine	
  to	
  make	
  myself	
  feel	
  better	
  during	
  the	
  
rest	
  of	
  our	
  tour.	
  My	
  favorite	
  part	
  was	
  walking	
  through	
  the	
  store	
  Harrods.	
  Harrods	
  is	
  a	
  gigantic,	
  
renowned	
  luxury	
  designer	
  clothing	
  store.	
  Every	
  facet	
  of	
  it	
  exuded	
  beauty	
  and	
  excessive	
  opulence.	
  It	
  was	
  
my	
  type	
  of	
  place.	
  I	
  wished	
  I	
  was	
  rich	
  enough	
  to	
  buy	
  anything	
  I	
  wanted	
  at	
  the	
  store	
  –	
  there	
  were	
  so	
  many	
  
choices	
  of	
  fabulous	
  clothing	
  –	
  but	
  alas,	
  I	
  had	
  to	
  settle	
  with	
  buying	
  only	
  one	
  Giorgio	
  Armani	
  shirt.	
  If	
  my	
  
mother	
  had	
  been	
  wise	
  enough	
  to	
  marry	
  one	
  of	
  those	
  wealthy	
  men	
  she	
  dated,	
  perhaps	
  then	
  I	
  would	
  have	
  
been	
  rich	
  enough.	
  Such	
  a	
  pity.	
  

At	
  the	
  end	
  of	
  the	
  night	
  of	
  our	
  London	
  tour,	
  I	
  felt	
  cold	
  and	
  miserable.	
  Walking	
  through	
  that	
  exciting,	
  
cultural	
  city	
  made	
  me	
  realize	
  that	
  the	
  world	
  was	
  full	
  of	
  wonders	
  to	
  explore,	
  but	
  if	
  I	
  had	
  to	
  do	
  it	
  alone	
  
while	
  other	
  men	
  were	
  able	
  to	
  do	
  it	
  with	
  their	
  girlfriends,	
  then	
  what	
  was	
  the	
  point?	
  My	
  life	
  was	
  so	
  
mundane	
  and	
  wasteful	
  compared	
  to	
  the	
  lives	
  all	
  those	
  other	
  men	
  lived.	
  They	
  were	
  in	
  heaven	
  and	
  I	
  was	
  
in	
  hell.	
  

When	
  we	
  took	
  off	
  on	
  the	
  airplane	
  for	
  the	
  journey	
  home,	
  I	
  wondered	
  how	
  my	
  life	
  would	
  have	
  turned	
  
out	
  if	
  we	
  never	
  moved	
  to	
  the	
  United	
  States.	
  I	
  saw	
  a	
  lot	
  of	
  beautiful	
  blonde	
  girls	
  in	
  England,	
  just	
  like	
  there	
  
were	
  in	
  California.	
  Would	
  I	
  have	
  lived	
  a	
  completely	
  different	
  type	
  of	
  life?	
  Would	
  I	
  have	
  been	
  able	
  to	
  have	
  
a	
  girlfriend	
  in	
  England?	
  Would	
  girls	
  in	
  England	
  have	
  been	
  more	
  accepting	
  of	
  a	
  guy	
  like	
  me?	
  Those	
  are	
  
questions	
  I	
  will	
  never	
  know	
  the	
  answer	
  to.	
  
	
  

I	
  spent	
  a	
  few	
  hours	
  recovering	
  from	
  jet	
  lag	
  after	
  we	
  arrived	
  home.	
  On	
  the	
  day	
  after	
  that,	
  it	
  was	
  New	
  
Year’s	
  Eve.	
  I	
  didn’t	
  want	
  a	
  repeat	
  of	
  the	
  previous	
  New	
  Year’s,	
  when	
  I	
  spent	
  them	
  alone	
  and	
  miserable	
  in	
  
my	
  room,	
  so	
  I	
  decided	
  to	
  go	
  with	
  my	
  father	
  and	
  Soumaya	
  to	
  a	
  party	
  and	
  Antje	
  Twinn’s	
  house.	
  My	
  father	
  
was	
  still	
  friends	
  with	
  them,	
  despite	
  not	
  being	
  friends	
  with	
  the	
  Bubenheim’s	
  anymore.	
  I	
  wanted	
  to	
  wear	
  
something	
  new	
  for	
  the	
  party,	
  in	
  order	
  to	
  boost	
  my	
  sense	
  of	
  self-­‐confidence,	
  so	
  I	
  went	
  to	
  Nordstrom	
  and	
  
bought	
  a	
  new,	
  flashy	
  Hugo	
  Boss	
  shirt,	
  decorated	
  with	
  different	
  hues	
  of	
  blue.	
  



I	
  didn’t	
  have	
  dinner	
  before	
  the	
  party,	
  because	
  I	
  expected	
  dinner	
  to	
  be	
  served	
  there.	
  When	
  we	
  got	
  
there,	
  I	
  saw	
  that	
  they	
  didn’t	
  offer	
  dinner,	
  only	
  a	
  few	
  party	
  snacks;	
  but	
  there	
  was	
  lots	
  and	
  lots	
  of	
  wine.	
  I	
  
heard	
  from	
  Antje	
  that	
  Vincent	
  was	
  in	
  town,	
  but	
  he	
  was	
  attending	
  a	
  party	
  at	
  Leo	
  Bubenheim’s	
  house,	
  
with	
  all	
  of	
  Leo’s	
  popular	
  teenage	
  friends.	
  The	
  mere	
  mention	
  of	
  Leo	
  put	
  me	
  in	
  a	
  bad	
  mood.	
  I	
  couldn’t	
  
believe	
  that	
  Vincent,	
  too,	
  was	
  now	
  experiencing	
  the	
  pleasures	
  of	
  partying	
  with	
  young	
  people	
  while	
  I	
  sat	
  
all	
  alone	
  at	
  the	
  adult’s	
  party,	
  sipping	
  my	
  wine	
  in	
  lonely	
  depression.	
  I	
  should	
  be	
  partying	
  with	
  my	
  own	
  
friends,	
  and	
  my	
  own	
  girlfriends,	
  but	
  I	
  had	
  NONE.	
  

After	
  I	
  had	
  already	
  gotten	
  quite	
  drunk	
  from	
  having	
  so	
  much	
  wine	
  on	
  an	
  empty	
  stomach,	
  I	
  overheard	
  
Antje	
  talking	
  to	
  her	
  friend	
  about	
  how	
  Vincent	
  now	
  had	
  a	
  beautiful	
  girlfriend.	
  She	
  was	
  so	
  proud	
  of	
  her	
  
son.	
  That	
  is	
  something	
  my	
  mother	
  was	
  never	
  able	
  to	
  tell	
  her	
  friends	
  about	
  me.	
  I	
  had	
  never	
  had	
  a	
  
girlfriend	
  in	
  my	
  WHOLE	
  LIFE!	
  I	
  remember	
  when	
  Vincent	
  used	
  to	
  be	
  a	
  little	
  nine-­‐year-­‐old	
  boy	
  while	
  I	
  was	
  
thirteen.	
  He	
  used	
  to	
  look	
  up	
  to	
  me,	
  and	
  he	
  always	
  watched	
  me	
  play	
  my	
  online	
  games	
  on	
  father’s	
  laptop.	
  
Now,	
  he	
  was	
  sixteen	
  and	
  I	
  was	
  twenty.	
  He	
  had	
  the	
  pleasure	
  of	
  having	
  a	
  girlfriend,	
  while	
  I’ve	
  never	
  had	
  
one.	
  I	
  was	
  four	
  years	
  older	
  than	
  him,	
  but	
  he	
  surpassed	
  me.	
  The	
  envy,	
  rage,	
  and	
  feeling	
  of	
  inferiority	
  I	
  felt	
  
almost	
  made	
  me	
  explode	
  with	
  rage	
  right	
  there	
  at	
  the	
  party,	
  but	
  instead	
  I	
  went	
  to	
  the	
  bathroom	
  and	
  
vented	
  to	
  myself	
  in	
  the	
  mirror	
  of	
  how	
  much	
  I	
  hate	
  Vincent	
  and	
  wanted	
  to	
  kill	
  him.	
  I	
  drank	
  a	
  lot	
  more	
  
wine	
  that	
  night,	
  pouring	
  myself	
  glass	
  after	
  glass.	
  By	
  the	
  time	
  Vincent	
  arrived	
  after	
  his	
  party	
  at	
  Leo’s,	
  I	
  
greeted	
  him	
  with	
  drunken	
  contempt,	
  and	
  drank	
  even	
  more	
  wine.	
  I	
  drank	
  too	
  much.	
  On	
  the	
  next	
  
morning,	
  I	
  thanked	
  the	
  heavens	
  that	
  at	
  the	
  end	
  of	
  the	
  party	
  I	
  had	
  the	
  sense	
  to	
  go	
  to	
  the	
  bathroom	
  to	
  
vomit	
  instead	
  of	
  vomiting	
  in	
  front	
  of	
  everyone.	
  That	
  would	
  have	
  been	
  extremely	
  embarrassing.	
  
	
  

I	
  spent	
  a	
  week	
  at	
  my	
  mother’s	
  house	
  before	
  I	
  went	
  back	
  to	
  Santa	
  Barbara	
  to	
  give	
  my	
  life	
  there	
  
another	
  try.	
  During	
  this	
  week,	
  I	
  once	
  again	
  met	
  up	
  with	
  Philip	
  and	
  Addison.	
  This	
  outing	
  was	
  much	
  longer	
  
than	
  the	
  last.	
  I	
  decided	
  to	
  wear	
  the	
  same	
  Hugo	
  Boss	
  shirt	
  that	
  I	
  wore	
  for	
  New	
  Year’s.	
  First,	
  we	
  went	
  on	
  a	
  
hike	
  up	
  to	
  the	
  Hollywood	
  sign	
  and	
  watched	
  the	
  glorious	
  sunset.	
  Afterwards,	
  we	
  visited	
  the	
  Getty	
  
Museum	
  to	
  admire	
  the	
  brilliant	
  scenery	
  and	
  architecture.	
  While	
  there,	
  I	
  overheard	
  Philip	
  telling	
  Addison	
  
that	
  some	
  girls	
  were	
  checking	
  him	
  out.	
  Feeling	
  jealous,	
  I	
  asked	
  Philip	
  if	
  any	
  of	
  those	
  girls	
  checked	
  me	
  
out,	
  and	
  he	
  had	
  the	
  audacity	
  to	
  say	
  no,	
  none	
  of	
  them	
  did.	
  I	
  felt	
  so	
  heartbroken	
  that	
  I	
  left	
  the	
  two	
  of	
  them	
  
and	
  cried	
  to	
  myself,	
  ruining	
  my	
  whole	
  experience	
  at	
  the	
  museum.	
  How	
  could	
  girls	
  check	
  out	
  Addison	
  but	
  
not	
  me?	
  I	
  asked	
  myself	
  repeatedly	
  as	
  I	
  tried	
  to	
  hide	
  my	
  tears	
  from	
  people	
  who	
  walked	
  by	
  me.	
  I	
  walked	
  
out	
  to	
  the	
  edge	
  of	
  the	
  grand	
  terrace	
  of	
  the	
  museum,	
  looking	
  out	
  at	
  the	
  city	
  lights	
  of	
  Los	
  Angeles	
  as	
  well	
  
as	
  the	
  stars	
  above.	
  In	
  that	
  moment,	
  I	
  fell	
  into	
  a	
  sort	
  of	
  despair-­‐ridden	
  trance,	
  contemplating	
  my	
  reason	
  
for	
  existing	
  in	
  this	
  universe	
  and	
  what	
  was	
  in	
  store	
  for	
  my	
  future.	
  It	
  was	
  a	
  very	
  ominous	
  and	
  surreal	
  
experience.	
  I	
  calmed	
  down	
  when	
  we	
  left	
  the	
  museum	
  and	
  acted	
  cordial	
  to	
  both	
  of	
  them.	
  I	
  didn’t	
  want	
  to	
  
spoil	
  the	
  night	
  with	
  my	
  emotional	
  problems.	
  We	
  toured	
  around	
  Hollywood	
  for	
  a	
  bit,	
  and	
  while	
  there	
  I	
  
saw	
  lots	
  of	
  young	
  people	
  out	
  and	
  about	
  with	
  their	
  attractive	
  cliques	
  of	
  friends.	
  The	
  sight	
  enraged	
  me	
  for	
  
the	
  rest	
  of	
  the	
  night.	
  We	
  decided	
  to	
  have	
  dinner	
  at	
  a	
  restaurant	
  on	
  Sunset	
  Boulevard.	
  At	
  the	
  restaurant,	
  
there	
  were	
  three	
  hot	
  model-­‐like	
  girls	
  who	
  sat	
  a	
  few	
  tables	
  down	
  from	
  us.	
  Their	
  bodies	
  looked	
  so	
  sexy	
  
and	
  tantalizing	
  that	
  Philip	
  had	
  to	
  go	
  to	
  the	
  bathroom	
  to	
  masturbate.	
  I	
  was	
  itching	
  to	
  do	
  exactly	
  the	
  same	
  
thing,	
  but	
  I	
  didn’t	
  want	
  to	
  look	
  like	
  a	
  fool	
  in	
  front	
  of	
  Addison.	
  

When	
  I	
  got	
  home,	
  I	
  began	
  to	
  cry	
  because	
  of	
  all	
  the	
  emotions	
  I	
  experienced	
  that	
  night.	
  My	
  mother	
  
heard	
  me	
  and	
  showed	
  some	
  concern,	
  as	
  she	
  always	
  did.	
  She	
  was	
  used	
  to	
  me	
  crying	
  a	
  lot,	
  but	
  she	
  never	
  
understood	
  why	
  I	
  was	
  so	
  miserable.	
  I	
  always	
  had	
  to	
  explain	
  it	
  to	
  her	
  –	
  that	
  I	
  was	
  a	
  lonely,	
  miserable,	
  
unwanted	
  virgin	
  who	
  women	
  treated	
  with	
  disdain	
  –	
  but	
  she	
  could	
  never	
  grasp	
  how	
  severe	
  this	
  was	
  to	
  
me.	
  After	
  all,	
  how	
  could	
  she?	
  She	
  was	
  a	
  woman	
  herself.	
  
	
  

I	
  arrived	
  back	
  in	
  Santa	
  Barbara	
  with	
  a	
  renewed,	
  carefully	
  constructed	
  sense	
  of	
  confidence,	
  especially	
  
because	
  of	
  the	
  new	
  collection	
  of	
  designer	
  clothes	
  I	
  had	
  bought	
  over	
  the	
  winter	
  break.	
  I	
  tried	
  to	
  adopt	
  a	
  



sophisticated	
  and	
  suave	
  persona,	
  and	
  made	
  my	
  accent	
  sound	
  more	
  eloquent.	
  I	
  did	
  this	
  out	
  of	
  the	
  hope	
  
that	
  girls	
  would	
  find	
  something	
  attractive	
  about	
  it.	
  It	
  was	
  the	
  only	
  persona	
  that	
  truly	
  fit	
  me.	
  I	
  was	
  
incapable	
  of	
  being	
  an	
  outgoing,	
  boisterous	
  jock,	
  and	
  I	
  didn’t	
  want	
  to	
  be	
  one.	
  I	
  was	
  disgusted	
  by	
  such	
  
people,	
  and	
  I	
  was	
  disgusted	
  at	
  how	
  girls	
  were	
  attracted	
  to	
  such	
  filth.	
  I	
  wanted	
  them	
  to	
  be	
  attracted	
  to	
  
me.	
  That	
  is	
  how	
  it	
  should	
  be,	
  and	
  I	
  deserved	
  it.	
  

During	
  the	
  few	
  weeks	
  I	
  had	
  before	
  my	
  first	
  day	
  of	
  class,	
  I	
  couldn’t	
  really	
  do	
  anything	
  to	
  improve	
  my	
  
social	
  situation.	
  I	
  had	
  a	
  fear	
  of	
  going	
  out	
  to	
  Isla	
  Vista	
  without	
  any	
  friends,	
  and	
  I	
  was	
  hoping	
  to	
  make	
  
those	
  friends	
  once	
  college	
  started.	
  Because	
  of	
  this,	
  I	
  became	
  depressed	
  again	
  from	
  all	
  of	
  the	
  loneliness.	
  
Even	
  though	
  Spencer	
  was	
  there,	
  I	
  felt	
  completely	
  and	
  utterly	
  alone,	
  as	
  the	
  two	
  of	
  us	
  never	
  talked	
  that	
  
much.	
  

So	
  far,	
  Spencer	
  and	
  I	
  had	
  gotten	
  along	
  quite	
  well	
  despite	
  the	
  fact	
  that	
  we	
  never	
  talked	
  much.	
  An	
  
incident	
  happened	
  at	
  the	
  end	
  of	
  January	
  that	
  changed	
  all	
  of	
  this.	
  I	
  one	
  day	
  discovered	
  that	
  Spencer	
  had	
  
a	
  girl	
  in	
  this	
  room.	
  I	
  couldn’t	
  believe	
  it.	
  The	
  short,	
  chubby	
  guy	
  was	
  able	
  to	
  get	
  a	
  girl	
  into	
  his	
  room	
  before	
  I	
  
did!	
  I	
  was	
  so	
  shocked	
  and	
  outraged	
  that	
  I	
  waited	
  outside	
  his	
  room	
  until	
  the	
  girl	
  left,	
  so	
  I	
  could	
  get	
  a	
  
glimpse	
  of	
  how	
  she	
  looked.	
  To	
  my	
  relief,	
  she	
  wasn’t	
  that	
  attractive.	
  What	
  made	
  me	
  even	
  more	
  angry	
  is	
  
that	
  Spencer	
  gave	
  me	
  a	
  smug	
  look	
  when	
  I	
  saw	
  the	
  girl,	
  even	
  though	
  she	
  was	
  ugly.	
  He	
  had	
  the	
  nerve	
  to	
  
feel	
  like	
  he	
  was	
  better	
  than	
  me,	
  just	
  because	
  he	
  managed	
  to	
  get	
  a	
  girl	
  over	
  to	
  the	
  apartment	
  before	
  I	
  
did!	
  I	
  confronted	
  him	
  in	
  the	
  kitchen	
  on	
  that	
  same	
  night,	
  telling	
  him	
  that	
  he	
  is	
  foolish	
  to	
  feel	
  proud	
  about	
  
having	
  an	
  ugly	
  whore	
  in	
  his	
  room.	
  This	
  made	
  him	
  angry	
  and	
  offended,	
  which	
  is	
  what	
  I	
  wanted.	
  I	
  wanted	
  
to	
  offend	
  him	
  as	
  punishment	
  for	
  his	
  insolence.	
  After	
  that	
  incident,	
  the	
  two	
  of	
  us	
  became	
  more	
  and	
  more	
  
hostile	
  towards	
  each	
  other.	
  
	
  

In	
  the	
  beginning	
  of	
  February,	
  my	
  Spring	
  semester	
  at	
  Santa	
  Barbara	
  City	
  College	
  began.	
  The	
  classes	
  I	
  
registered	
  for	
  were	
  Sociology,	
  Math,	
  Film	
  Studies,	
  and	
  English.	
  My	
  English	
  class	
  was	
  an	
  online	
  class,	
  but	
  
the	
  other	
  three	
  were	
  normal	
  classes	
  that	
  I	
  attended	
  at	
  the	
  college.	
  Sociology	
  and	
  math	
  were	
  on	
  
Tuesdays	
  and	
  Thursdays,	
  and	
  my	
  film	
  class	
  was	
  on	
  Friday	
  mornings.	
  It	
  made	
  for	
  a	
  convenient	
  setup.	
  

This	
  was	
  the	
  last	
  chance.	
  I	
  had	
  already	
  failed	
  to	
  change	
  my	
  life	
  in	
  the	
  last	
  semester.	
  I	
  must	
  not	
  fail	
  
again.	
  I	
  remembered	
  how	
  hard	
  it	
  was	
  to	
  keep	
  up	
  those	
  two	
  classes	
  in	
  the	
  Autumn.	
  The	
  people	
  in	
  them	
  
made	
  me	
  feel	
  so	
  miserable.	
  I	
  knew	
  that	
  if	
  the	
  same	
  thing	
  happens	
  in	
  the	
  coming	
  semester,	
  I	
  would	
  end	
  
up	
  dropping	
  all	
  of	
  my	
  classes,	
  and	
  if	
  that	
  happened,	
  all	
  of	
  my	
  hope	
  would	
  be	
  doomed.	
  

On	
  the	
  morning	
  of	
  the	
  first	
  day,	
  I	
  donned	
  my	
  fabulous	
  Armani	
  Exchange	
  shirt	
  and	
  put	
  on	
  my	
  new	
  
Gucci	
  sunglasses	
  that	
  my	
  mother	
  gave	
  me.	
  I	
  admired	
  myself	
  in	
  the	
  mirror	
  for	
  a	
  few	
  moments,	
  and	
  began	
  
to	
  feel	
  a	
  surge	
  of	
  enthusiasm.	
  I	
  wanted	
  everyone	
  to	
  see	
  me	
  looking	
  like	
  that.	
  I	
  was	
  hopeful	
  that	
  some	
  
girls	
  would	
  admire	
  me.	
  I	
  said	
  to	
  myself	
  that	
  there	
  was	
  no	
  way	
  I	
  could	
  possibly	
  have	
  trouble	
  with	
  getting	
  
girls	
  now.	
  I	
  stopped	
  by	
  at	
  Starbucks	
  to	
  buy	
  a	
  latte	
  and	
  set	
  off	
  for	
  my	
  college	
  with	
  the	
  confidence	
  that	
  I	
  
would	
  appear	
  as	
  a	
  superior	
  gentleman	
  to	
  all	
  of	
  the	
  students	
  there.	
  I	
  was	
  a	
  superior	
  gentleman.	
  That	
  was	
  
what	
  I	
  was	
  born	
  to	
  be,	
  and	
  it	
  was	
  now	
  time	
  to	
  show	
  it	
  to	
  the	
  world.	
  

It	
  was	
  a	
  bright,	
  sunny	
  day	
  as	
  I	
  as	
  ascended	
  the	
  familiar	
  steps	
  up	
  to	
  the	
  beautiful	
  college	
  campus	
  of	
  
SBCC.	
  I	
  immediately	
  went	
  to	
  the	
  restroom	
  to	
  look	
  at	
  myself	
  in	
  the	
  mirror	
  a	
  few	
  times,	
  just	
  so	
  that	
  I	
  can	
  
feel	
  more	
  assured	
  of	
  myself.	
  Yes,	
  I	
  thought.	
  I	
  am	
  the	
  image	
  of	
  beauty	
  ad	
  supremacy.	
  I	
  kept	
  saying	
  it	
  over	
  
and	
  over	
  again,	
  as	
  if	
  it	
  was	
  a	
  mantra.	
  When	
  I	
  crossed	
  the	
  renowned	
  bridge	
  that	
  connected	
  the	
  two	
  
halves	
  of	
  the	
  campus,	
  I	
  felt	
  as	
  if	
  everyone	
  was	
  admiring	
  me.	
  As	
  I	
  passed	
  by	
  groups	
  of	
  girls,	
  I	
  pretended	
  to	
  
imagine	
  that	
  they	
  secretly	
  adored	
  and	
  wanted	
  me.	
  After	
  all,	
  that	
  was	
  how	
  it	
  was	
  meant	
  to	
  be.	
  The	
  more	
  
I	
  walked	
  around	
  the	
  campus,	
  the	
  more	
  I	
  tried	
  to	
  convince	
  myself	
  that	
  that	
  was	
  the	
  case.	
  

My	
  first	
  class	
  was	
  sociology,	
  and	
  I	
  waited	
  until	
  everyone	
  was	
  seated	
  before	
  I	
  walked	
  in.	
  I	
  came	
  in	
  
through	
  the	
  front	
  entrance	
  so	
  that	
  everyone	
  could	
  look	
  at	
  my	
  fabulous	
  self.	
  To	
  my	
  utter	
  dismay,	
  I	
  saw	
  
that	
  no	
  one	
  turned	
  their	
  head	
  to	
  look	
  at	
  me	
  at	
  all.	
  No	
  girl	
  tilted	
  a	
  head	
  or	
  lifted	
  a	
  pretty	
  little	
  eyebrow	
  at	
  
my	
  approach.	
  After	
  all	
  that	
  effort,	
  I	
  was	
  still	
  being	
  treated	
  like	
  I	
  was	
  invisible.	
  



The	
  sociology	
  class	
  flew	
  by	
  like	
  a	
  breeze,	
  and	
  my	
  next	
  class	
  was	
  math.	
  In	
  this	
  class,	
  I	
  saw	
  one	
  of	
  the	
  
prettiest	
  girls	
  I	
  had	
  ever	
  seen	
  in	
  my	
  life.	
  She	
  was	
  the	
  only	
  pretty	
  girl	
  in	
  the	
  class,	
  and	
  she	
  was	
  absolutely	
  
stunning.	
  Of	
  course,	
  she	
  didn’t	
  even	
  notice	
  me	
  as	
  I	
  walked	
  in.	
  Her	
  beauty	
  was	
  so	
  intimidating	
  that	
  I	
  
couldn’t	
  bring	
  myself	
  to	
  sit	
  near	
  her,	
  out	
  of	
  fear	
  of	
  her	
  judgment.	
  As	
  the	
  lecture	
  proceeded,	
  I	
  couldn’t	
  
help	
  myself	
  from	
  constantly	
  glancing	
  at	
  her,	
  admiring	
  every	
  inch	
  of	
  her	
  enticing	
  body,	
  from	
  her	
  silky	
  
blonde	
  hair	
  to	
  her	
  smooth,	
  skinny,	
  lightly	
  tanned	
  legs.	
  The	
  most	
  beautiful	
  thing	
  about	
  her	
  was	
  her	
  face.	
  
It	
  was	
  a	
  face	
  that	
  broke	
  my	
  heart	
  the	
  second	
  I	
  laid	
  eyes	
  on	
  it.	
  I	
  wanted	
  her	
  with	
  so	
  much	
  intensity,	
  and	
  I	
  
constantly	
  fantasized	
  about	
  her	
  during	
  my	
  masturbation	
  sessions.	
  This	
  was	
  the	
  kind	
  of	
  girl	
  who	
  was	
  
always	
  meant	
  to	
  be	
  my	
  girlfriend.	
  This	
  was	
  the	
  girl	
  that	
  I	
  was	
  meant	
  to	
  go	
  through	
  college	
  in	
  Santa	
  
Barbara	
  with.	
  My	
  life	
  would	
  only	
  have	
  meaning	
  if	
  I	
  could	
  go	
  through	
  college	
  with	
  a	
  girlfriend	
  like	
  her.	
  
	
  

As	
  I	
  made	
  my	
  way	
  back	
  from	
  school	
  one	
  day	
  during	
  the	
  first	
  week,	
  I	
  was	
  stopped	
  at	
  a	
  stoplight	
  in	
  Isla	
  
Vista	
  when	
  I	
  saw	
  two	
  hot	
  blonde	
  girls	
  waiting	
  at	
  the	
  bus	
  stop.	
  I	
  was	
  dressed	
  in	
  one	
  of	
  my	
  nice	
  shirts,	
  so	
  I	
  
looked	
  at	
  them	
  and	
  smiled.	
  They	
  looked	
  at	
  me,	
  but	
  they	
  didn’t	
  even	
  deign	
  to	
  smile	
  back.	
  They	
  just	
  
looked	
  away	
  as	
  if	
  I	
  was	
  a	
  fool.	
  As	
  I	
  drove	
  away	
  I	
  became	
  very	
  infuriated.	
  It	
  was	
  such	
  an	
  insult.	
  This	
  was	
  
the	
  way	
  all	
  girls	
  treated	
  me,	
  and	
  I	
  was	
  sick	
  and	
  tired	
  of	
  it.	
  In	
  a	
  rage,	
  I	
  made	
  a	
  U-­‐turn,	
  pulled	
  up	
  to	
  their	
  
bus	
  stop	
  and	
  splashed	
  my	
  Starbucks	
  latte	
  all	
  over	
  them.	
  I	
  felt	
  a	
  feeling	
  a	
  spiteful	
  satisfaction	
  as	
  I	
  saw	
  it	
  
stain	
  their	
  jeans.	
  I	
  then	
  quickly	
  speeded	
  away	
  before	
  they	
  could	
  catch	
  my	
  license	
  plate	
  number.	
  How	
  
dare	
  those	
  girls	
  snub	
  me	
  in	
  such	
  a	
  fashion!	
  How	
  dare	
  they	
  insult	
  me	
  so!	
  I	
  raged	
  to	
  myself	
  repeatedly.	
  
They	
  deserved	
  the	
  punishment	
  I	
  gave	
  them.	
  It	
  was	
  such	
  a	
  pity	
  that	
  my	
  latte	
  wasn’t	
  hot	
  enough	
  to	
  burn	
  
them.	
  Those	
  girls	
  deserved	
  to	
  be	
  dumped	
  in	
  boiling	
  water	
  for	
  the	
  crime	
  of	
  not	
  giving	
  me	
  the	
  attention	
  
and	
  adoration	
  I	
  so	
  rightfully	
  deserve!	
  

This	
  incident	
  soured	
  my	
  first	
  week	
  of	
  college,	
  but	
  for	
  the	
  sake	
  of	
  all	
  of	
  my	
  hopes	
  and	
  dreams,	
  I	
  tried	
  to	
  
forget	
  about	
  it.	
  
	
  

For	
  the	
  month	
  of	
  February,	
  I	
  continued	
  with	
  the	
  trend	
  of	
  attending	
  my	
  college	
  classes	
  and	
  trying	
  to	
  
make	
  the	
  most	
  of	
  it.	
  With	
  each	
  passing	
  day,	
  my	
  confidence	
  about	
  how	
  I	
  appeared	
  to	
  everyone	
  started	
  to	
  
wane.	
  I	
  still	
  didn’t	
  make	
  any	
  friends,	
  and	
  I	
  still	
  didn’t	
  talk	
  to	
  any	
  girls.	
  By	
  the	
  end	
  of	
  the	
  month,	
  I	
  began	
  to	
  
question	
  what	
  I	
  was	
  doing	
  so	
  wrong.	
  I	
  saw	
  obnoxious	
  slobs	
  who	
  dressed	
  in	
  basketball	
  shorts	
  and	
  T-­‐shirts	
  
walking	
  with	
  hot	
  girls.	
  And	
  there	
  I	
  was,	
  decked	
  out	
  in	
  Armani,	
  all	
  by	
  myself.	
  It	
  was	
  preposterous!	
  I	
  should	
  
have	
  been	
  the	
  one	
  walking	
  with	
  the	
  hot	
  girls!	
  I	
  soon	
  realized	
  that	
  no	
  one	
  cared	
  at	
  all	
  about	
  how	
  well	
  I	
  
dressed.	
  No	
  girls	
  admired	
  me.	
  No	
  girls	
  even	
  gave	
  me	
  a	
  second	
  look.	
  

I	
  soon	
  found	
  out	
  the	
  name	
  of	
  the	
  beautiful	
  girl	
  in	
  my	
  math	
  class.	
  Her	
  name	
  was	
  Brittany	
  Story.	
  Being	
  
the	
  obsessed	
  stalker	
  that	
  I	
  was,	
  I	
  looked	
  her	
  up	
  on	
  Facebook,	
  and	
  what	
  I	
  found	
  shattered	
  my	
  already	
  
wounded	
  heart	
  to	
  pieces.	
  She	
  had	
  a	
  boyfriend.	
  Not	
  only	
  that,	
  but	
  her	
  boyfriend	
  was	
  the	
  type	
  of	
  boy	
  I	
  
have	
  always	
  hated	
  and	
  despised:	
  a	
  tall,	
  muscular	
  surfer-­‐jock	
  with	
  a	
  buzz	
  cut.	
  As	
  I	
  looked	
  at	
  all	
  the	
  
pictures	
  of	
  the	
  two	
  of	
  them	
  together,	
  I	
  shivered	
  with	
  pure	
  hatred.	
  I	
  could	
  physically	
  feel	
  the	
  hatred	
  burn	
  
through	
  my	
  entire	
  body.	
  I	
  wanted	
  to	
  kill	
  both	
  of	
  them,	
  and	
  I	
  was	
  capable	
  of	
  doing	
  it.	
  Brittany	
  Story	
  
should	
  have	
  been	
  mine,	
  and	
  if	
  can’t	
  have	
  her,	
  no	
  one	
  should!	
  I	
  fantasized	
  about	
  capturing	
  the	
  two	
  of	
  
them	
  and	
  stripping	
  the	
  skin	
  off	
  her	
  boyfriend’s	
  flesh	
  while	
  making	
  her	
  watch.	
  Why	
  must	
  my	
  life	
  be	
  so	
  full	
  
of	
  torment	
  and	
  hatred?	
  I	
  questioned	
  to	
  the	
  universe	
  with	
  turmoil	
  roiling	
  inside	
  me.	
  I	
  screamed	
  and	
  cried	
  
with	
  anguish	
  that	
  day.	
  My	
  housemate	
  Spencer	
  heard	
  it	
  all,	
  but	
  I	
  didn’t	
  care.	
  

I	
  dropped	
  my	
  math	
  class	
  immediately	
  after	
  learning	
  that	
  Brittany	
  had	
  a	
  boyfriend.	
  I	
  couldn’t	
  look	
  at	
  
her	
  beauty	
  anymore,	
  knowing	
  that	
  some	
  punk	
  was	
  able	
  to	
  enjoy	
  having	
  sex	
  with	
  her	
  every	
  day.	
  I	
  can	
  
only	
  imagine	
  how	
  heavenly	
  that	
  guy’s	
  life	
  must	
  be.	
  He	
  was	
  in	
  heaven	
  and	
  I	
  was	
  in	
  hell.	
  Shortly	
  after	
  
dropping	
  my	
  math	
  class,	
  I	
  decided	
  to	
  drop	
  all	
  of	
  my	
  other	
  classes	
  in	
  a	
  rage.	
  There	
  was	
  no	
  point	
  to	
  it	
  
anymore.	
  No	
  matter	
  how	
  hard	
  I	
  tried,	
  girls	
  were	
  not	
  attracted	
  to	
  me.	
  What	
  was	
  the	
  point	
  of	
  going	
  
through	
  college,	
  getting	
  a	
  degree,	
  and	
  finding	
  some	
  mundane	
  professional	
  job	
  afterwards	
  if	
  I	
  could	
  



never	
  experience	
  the	
  pleasure	
  of	
  girls	
  along	
  the	
  way?	
  I	
  didn’t	
  want	
  to	
  torture	
  myself	
  with	
  going	
  to	
  
college	
  and	
  looking	
  at	
  all	
  of	
  those	
  beautiful	
  girls	
  I	
  could	
  never	
  have.	
  Nothing	
  beneficial	
  came	
  out	
  of	
  it.	
  
There	
  was	
  no	
  hope	
  for	
  me	
  to	
  ever	
  have	
  a	
  desirable	
  college	
  life.	
  My	
  life	
  was	
  devoid	
  of	
  friends,	
  devoid	
  of	
  
girls,	
  devoid	
  of	
  sex,	
  and	
  devoid	
  of	
  love.	
  I	
  realized	
  that	
  I	
  will	
  never	
  be	
  able	
  to	
  look	
  back	
  on	
  my	
  youth,	
  the	
  
time	
  that	
  I	
  should	
  be	
  having	
  a	
  blast,	
  and	
  feel	
  satisfied	
  about	
  all	
  of	
  the	
  happy	
  memories	
  I	
  have.	
  There	
  
were	
  no	
  happy	
  memories;	
  only	
  misery,	
  loneliness,	
  rejection,	
  and	
  pain.	
  The	
  only	
  thing	
  I	
  could	
  do	
  was	
  
even	
  the	
  score.	
  I	
  wanted	
  to	
  make	
  everyone	
  else	
  suffer	
  just	
  as	
  they	
  made	
  me	
  suffer.	
  I	
  wanted	
  revenge.	
  
	
  

When	
  I	
  dropped	
  my	
  college	
  classes,	
  I	
  crossed	
  a	
  threshold	
  that	
  I	
  knew	
  existed,	
  but	
  never	
  actually	
  
believed	
  I	
  would	
  cross.	
  It	
  completely	
  ended	
  all	
  hope	
  I	
  had	
  of	
  living	
  a	
  desirable	
  life	
  in	
  Santa	
  Barbara.	
  I	
  
realized	
  that	
  I	
  would	
  be	
  a	
  virgin	
  forever,	
  condemned	
  to	
  suffer	
  rejection	
  and	
  humiliation	
  at	
  the	
  hands	
  of	
  
women	
  because	
  they	
  don’t	
  fancy	
  me,	
  because	
  their	
  sexual	
  attractions	
  are	
  flawed.	
  They	
  are	
  attracted	
  to	
  
the	
  wrong	
  type	
  of	
  male.	
  I	
  always	
  mused	
  to	
  myself	
  that	
  I	
  would	
  rather	
  die	
  than	
  suffer	
  such	
  an	
  existence,	
  
and	
  I	
  knew	
  that	
  if	
  it	
  came	
  to	
  that,	
  I	
  would	
  exact	
  my	
  revenge	
  upon	
  the	
  world	
  in	
  the	
  most	
  catastrophic	
  
way	
  possible.	
  At	
  least	
  then,	
  I	
  could	
  die	
  knowing	
  that	
  I	
  fought	
  back	
  against	
  the	
  injustice	
  that	
  has	
  been	
  
dealt	
  to	
  me.	
  

Ever	
  since	
  my	
  life	
  took	
  a	
  very	
  dark	
  turn	
  at	
  the	
  age	
  of	
  seventeen,	
  I	
  often	
  had	
  fantasies	
  of	
  how	
  
malevolently	
  satisfying	
  it	
  would	
  be	
  to	
  punish	
  all	
  of	
  the	
  popular	
  kids	
  and	
  young	
  couples	
  for	
  the	
  crime	
  of	
  
having	
  a	
  better	
  life	
  than	
  me.	
  I	
  dreamed	
  of	
  how	
  sweet	
  it	
  would	
  be	
  to	
  torture	
  or	
  kill	
  every	
  single	
  young	
  
couple	
  I	
  saw.	
  However,	
  as	
  I	
  said	
  previously	
  in	
  this	
  story,	
  I	
  never	
  thought	
  I	
  would	
  actually	
  go	
  through	
  with	
  
these	
  drastic	
  desires.	
  I	
  had	
  hope	
  inside	
  me	
  that	
  I	
  could	
  one	
  day	
  have	
  a	
  happy	
  life.	
  

It	
  was	
  only	
  when	
  I	
  first	
  moved	
  to	
  Santa	
  Barbara	
  that	
  I	
  started	
  considering	
  the	
  possibility	
  of	
  having	
  to	
  
carry	
  out	
  a	
  violent	
  act	
  of	
  revenge,	
  as	
  the	
  final	
  solution	
  to	
  dealing	
  with	
  all	
  of	
  the	
  injustices	
  I’ve	
  had	
  to	
  face	
  
at	
  the	
  hands	
  of	
  women	
  and	
  society.	
  I	
  came	
  up	
  with	
  a	
  name	
  for	
  this	
  after	
  I	
  saw	
  all	
  of	
  the	
  good	
  looking	
  
young	
  couples	
  walking	
  around	
  my	
  college	
  and	
  in	
  the	
  town	
  of	
  Isla	
  Vista.	
  I	
  named	
  it	
  the	
  Day	
  of	
  Retribution.	
  
It	
  would	
  be	
  a	
  day	
  in	
  which	
  I	
  exact	
  my	
  ultimate	
  retribution	
  and	
  revenge	
  on	
  all	
  of	
  the	
  hedonistic	
  scum	
  who	
  
enjoyed	
  lives	
  of	
  pleasure	
  that	
  they	
  don’t	
  deserve.	
  If	
  I	
  can’t	
  have	
  it,	
  I	
  will	
  destroy	
  it.	
  I	
  will	
  destroy	
  all	
  
women	
  because	
  I	
  can	
  never	
  have	
  them.	
  I	
  will	
  make	
  them	
  all	
  suffer	
  for	
  rejecting	
  me.	
  I	
  will	
  arm	
  myself	
  
with	
  deadly	
  weapons	
  and	
  wage	
  a	
  war	
  against	
  all	
  women	
  and	
  the	
  men	
  they	
  are	
  attracted	
  to.	
  And	
  I	
  will	
  
slaughter	
  them	
  like	
  the	
  animals	
  they	
  are.	
  If	
  they	
  won’t	
  accept	
  me	
  among	
  them,	
  then	
  they	
  are	
  my	
  
enemies.	
  They	
  showed	
  me	
  no	
  mercy,	
  and	
  in	
  turn	
  I	
  will	
  show	
  them	
  no	
  mercy.	
  The	
  prospect	
  will	
  be	
  so	
  
sweet,	
  and	
  justice	
  will	
  ultimately	
  be	
  served.	
  And	
  of	
  course,	
  I	
  would	
  have	
  to	
  die	
  in	
  the	
  act	
  to	
  avoid	
  going	
  
to	
  prison.	
  

That	
  is	
  when	
  I	
  realized	
  that	
  this	
  threshold	
  existed,	
  and	
  if	
  I	
  crossed	
  it,	
  I	
  will	
  have	
  to	
  carry	
  out	
  this	
  Day	
  of	
  
Retribution.	
  It	
  has	
  remained	
  stagnant	
  in	
  the	
  back	
  of	
  my	
  mind	
  ever	
  since,	
  until	
  this	
  point.	
  After	
  dropping	
  
my	
  Spring	
  classes	
  at	
  Santa	
  Barbara	
  City	
  College,	
  I	
  knew	
  that	
  the	
  Day	
  of	
  Retribution	
  was	
  now	
  very	
  
possible.	
  I	
  even	
  wrote	
  about	
  it	
  in	
  my	
  diary,	
  but	
  I	
  later	
  tore	
  out	
  the	
  pages	
  because	
  I	
  feared	
  someone	
  might	
  
find	
  them.	
  A	
  shiver	
  ran	
  through	
  me,	
  realizing	
  how	
  twisted	
  my	
  world	
  had	
  become,	
  that	
  I	
  would	
  have	
  to	
  
resort	
  to	
  doing	
  something	
  that	
  I	
  would	
  consider	
  unthinkable	
  a	
  few	
  years	
  ago.	
  I	
  didn’t	
  want	
  to	
  do	
  it.	
  I	
  
wanted	
  to	
  live.	
  Thinking	
  about	
  the	
  Day	
  of	
  Retribution	
  made	
  me	
  feel	
  trapped.	
  I	
  wanted	
  a	
  way	
  out.	
  
	
  

After	
  some	
  deep	
  contemplation,	
  I	
  had	
  the	
  revelation	
  that	
  the	
  Day	
  of	
  Retribution	
  wasn’t	
  the	
  only	
  way	
  I	
  
could	
  make	
  up	
  for	
  all	
  of	
  the	
  suffering	
  I’ve	
  had	
  to	
  experience.	
  If	
  I	
  could	
  somehow	
  become	
  a	
  multi-­‐	
  
millionaire	
  at	
  a	
  young	
  age,	
  then	
  my	
  lifestyle	
  would	
  instantly	
  become	
  better	
  than	
  most	
  people	
  my	
  age.	
  I	
  
would	
  be	
  able	
  to	
  get	
  revenge	
  on	
  my	
  enemies	
  just	
  by	
  living	
  above	
  them	
  and	
  lording	
  over	
  them.	
  That	
  was	
  
a	
  form	
  of	
  happy,	
  peaceful	
  revenge,	
  and	
  it	
  became	
  my	
  only	
  hope.	
  Once	
  again,	
  I	
  started	
  to	
  desperately	
  
ponder	
  over	
  ways	
  that	
  I	
  could	
  become	
  extremely	
  wealthy	
  at	
  a	
  young	
  age.	
  It	
  was	
  my	
  only	
  way	
  out.	
  



This	
  is	
  when	
  I	
  realized	
  that	
  wealth	
  was	
  the	
  only	
  way	
  I	
  could	
  lose	
  my	
  virginity,	
  the	
  only	
  way	
  I	
  could	
  
have	
  the	
  beautiful	
  girlfriend	
  I	
  know	
  I	
  deserve.	
  Due	
  to	
  all	
  of	
  my	
  past	
  experiences	
  with	
  girls,	
  it	
  is	
  evident	
  
that	
  girls	
  are	
  not	
  attracted	
  to	
  me	
  as	
  a	
  person.	
  They	
  are	
  repulsed	
  by	
  me.	
  The	
  only	
  way	
  I	
  could	
  possible	
  
become	
  worthy	
  of	
  their	
  love	
  and	
  attraction	
  is	
  if	
  I	
  become	
  wealthy.	
  
	
  

In	
  the	
  beginning	
  of	
  March,	
  I	
  went	
  home	
  in	
  a	
  sullen	
  and	
  disturbed	
  mood.	
  I	
  did	
  my	
  best	
  to	
  hide	
  it	
  from	
  
my	
  parents.	
  I	
  also	
  had	
  to	
  hide	
  the	
  fact	
  that	
  I	
  dropped	
  all	
  of	
  my	
  college	
  classes,	
  and	
  I	
  kept	
  up	
  the	
  pretense	
  
that	
  I	
  was	
  still	
  attending	
  college,	
  talking	
  to	
  my	
  father	
  about	
  my	
  lectures	
  and	
  so	
  forth.	
  

The	
  weekend	
  that	
  I	
  visited	
  home	
  was	
  quite	
  an	
  eventful	
  one,	
  and	
  I	
  had	
  been	
  looking	
  forward	
  to	
  it	
  for	
  
some	
  time.	
  On	
  Sunday,	
  March	
  11th	
  2012,	
  I	
  went	
  with	
  my	
  mother	
  and	
  sister	
  to	
  a	
  private,	
  exclusive	
  Katy	
  
Perry	
  concert;	
  and	
  on	
  March	
  12th	
  2012	
  I	
  went	
  with	
  my	
  father	
  and	
  Soumaya	
  to	
  the	
  red	
  carpet	
  premiere	
  of	
  
the	
  Hunger	
  Games.	
  
	
  

The	
  invitation	
  to	
  the	
  private	
  Katy	
  Perry	
  concert	
  was	
  actually	
  meant	
  for	
  Rob	
  Lemelson,	
  as	
  the	
  concert	
  
was	
  held	
  for	
  extremely	
  wealthy	
  people	
  who	
  were	
  clients	
  of	
  Net	
  Jets,	
  a	
  private	
  jet	
  company.	
  Rob	
  had	
  no	
  
interest	
  in	
  such	
  things,	
  so	
  he	
  gave	
  the	
  tickets	
  to	
  my	
  mother.	
  I	
  was	
  eager	
  to	
  go,	
  because	
  I	
  loved	
  attending	
  
exclusive	
  events;	
  it	
  made	
  me	
  feel	
  special.	
  For	
  most	
  of	
  the	
  time	
  spent	
  at	
  the	
  concert,	
  I	
  just	
  walked	
  around	
  
at	
  ate	
  food	
  at	
  the	
  buffet	
  tables	
  while	
  everyone	
  waited	
  for	
  Katy	
  Perry	
  to	
  perform.	
  There	
  was	
  upbeat	
  
music	
  playing	
  the	
  entire	
  time,	
  and	
  a	
  lot	
  of	
  wealthy	
  families	
  with	
  their	
  kids	
  attended.	
  Every	
  family	
  there	
  
must	
  have	
  had	
  a	
  net	
  worth	
  of	
  at	
  least	
  twenty	
  million,	
  to	
  be	
  able	
  to	
  hire	
  private	
  jets.	
  I	
  tried	
  to	
  pretend	
  as	
  
if	
  I	
  was	
  part	
  of	
  a	
  wealthy	
  family.	
  I	
  should	
  be.	
  That	
  was	
  the	
  life	
  I	
  was	
  meant	
  to	
  live.	
  I	
  WOULD	
  BE!	
  If	
  only	
  
my	
  damnable	
  mother	
  had	
  married	
  into	
  wealth	
  instead	
  of	
  being	
  selfish.	
  If	
  only	
  my	
  failure	
  of	
  a	
  father	
  had	
  
made	
  better	
  decisions	
  with	
  his	
  directing	
  career	
  instead	
  wasting	
  his	
  money	
  on	
  that	
  stupid	
  documentary.	
  

I	
  couldn’t	
  help	
  but	
  feel	
  a	
  bitter	
  form	
  of	
  envy	
  at	
  all	
  of	
  the	
  rich	
  kids	
  at	
  the	
  concert.	
  They	
  grew	
  up	
  in	
  
lavish	
  mansions,	
  indulged	
  in	
  excessive	
  opulence,	
  and	
  will	
  never	
  have	
  to	
  worry	
  about	
  anything	
  in	
  their	
  
pleasurable,	
  hedonistic	
  lives.	
  I	
  would	
  take	
  great	
  pleasure	
  in	
  watching	
  all	
  of	
  those	
  rich	
  families	
  burn	
  alive.	
  
Looking	
  at	
  all	
  of	
  them	
  really	
  drilled	
  in	
  my	
  mind	
  the	
  importance	
  of	
  wealth.	
  Wealth	
  is	
  one	
  of	
  the	
  most	
  
important	
  defining	
  factors	
  of	
  self-­‐worth	
  and	
  superiority.	
  I	
  hated	
  and	
  envied	
  all	
  of	
  those	
  kids	
  for	
  being	
  
born	
  into	
  wealth,	
  while	
  I	
  had	
  to	
  struggle	
  to	
  find	
  a	
  way	
  to	
  claim	
  wealth	
  for	
  myself.	
  I	
  had	
  to	
  be	
  ruthless,	
  
and	
  do	
  whatever	
  it	
  takes	
  to	
  attain	
  such	
  wealth.	
  After	
  all,	
  it	
  was	
  my	
  only	
  hope	
  of	
  ever	
  being	
  worthy	
  of	
  
getting	
  a	
  girlfriend	
  and	
  living	
  the	
  life	
  of	
  gratification	
  that	
  I	
  desire.	
  
	
  

The	
  red	
  carpet	
  premiere	
  of	
  the	
  Hunger	
  Games	
  was	
  an	
  even	
  more	
  exclusive	
  event.	
  The	
  reason	
  we	
  got	
  
in	
  was	
  because	
  my	
  father	
  was	
  friends	
  with	
  the	
  director,	
  Gary	
  Ross.	
  My	
  father	
  even	
  contributed	
  to	
  the	
  
film	
  as	
  a	
  second	
  unit	
  director.	
  Gary	
  Ross	
  had	
  been	
  coming	
  over	
  to	
  father’s	
  house	
  for	
  dinner	
  quite	
  
frequently	
  in	
  the	
  past	
  few	
  months.	
  When	
  he	
  told	
  me	
  about	
  the	
  Hunger	
  Games,	
  I	
  had	
  never	
  heard	
  about	
  
it	
  before,	
  so	
  I	
  decided	
  to	
  read	
  the	
  books	
  that	
  the	
  movie	
  would	
  be	
  based	
  on.	
  It	
  was	
  quite	
  an	
  enjoyable	
  
story	
  and	
  I	
  became	
  a	
  fan.	
  

At	
  the	
  same	
  time,	
  my	
  step	
  mother	
  Soumaya	
  was	
  in	
  the	
  process	
  of	
  filming	
  a	
  French	
  reality	
  T.V.	
  series,	
  
called	
  Les	
  Vraies	
  Housewives.	
  Her	
  status	
  as	
  a	
  reality	
  T.V.	
  star,	
  coupled	
  with	
  my	
  father’s	
  important	
  
association	
  with	
  Gary	
  Ross,	
  enabled	
  us	
  all	
  to	
  attain	
  VIP	
  tickets	
  to	
  the	
  red	
  carpet	
  premiere,	
  including	
  
admittance	
  to	
  walk	
  on	
  the	
  red	
  carpet	
  itself,	
  which	
  was	
  actually	
  a	
  black	
  carpet,	
  in	
  a	
  literal	
  sense.	
  

I	
  didn’t	
  own	
  any	
  suits,	
  but	
  I	
  wore	
  my	
  extravagant	
  Hugo	
  Boss	
  shirt,	
  which	
  I	
  thought	
  looked	
  elegant	
  
enough	
  to	
  walk	
  on	
  the	
  black	
  carpet.	
  As	
  we	
  were	
  lining	
  up	
  for	
  our	
  walk	
  on	
  the	
  black	
  carpet,	
  some	
  dumb	
  
bitch	
  of	
  a	
  security	
  guard	
  had	
  the	
  audacity	
  to	
  question	
  “who	
  the	
  hell	
  are	
  these	
  people”.	
  This	
  made	
  me	
  so	
  
enraged	
  that	
  I	
  almost	
  said	
  “we	
  are	
  people	
  who	
  are	
  more	
  important	
  than	
  you,	
  you	
  ugly	
  cunt”,	
  but	
  
Soumaya’s	
  publicist	
  calmly	
  informed	
  her	
  of	
  our	
  invitation.	
  We	
  then	
  proceeded	
  to	
  walk	
  across	
  the	
  long	
  
black	
  carpet	
  as	
  cameras	
  flashed	
  at	
  us	
  from	
  one	
  side,	
  and	
  a	
  crowd	
  of	
  pathetic	
  fans	
  who	
  reminded	
  me	
  of	
  



sheep	
  cheered	
  from	
  the	
  other	
  side.	
  I	
  felt	
  extremely	
  gratified	
  at	
  walking	
  on	
  the	
  black	
  carpet	
  with	
  father	
  
and	
  Soumaya,	
  and	
  I	
  cockily	
  smiled	
  at	
  all	
  of	
  the	
  stupid	
  fans	
  who	
  had	
  to	
  remain	
  on	
  the	
  side,	
  rubbing	
  it	
  
right	
  in	
  their	
  faces.	
  There	
  were	
  some	
  actors	
  and	
  celebrities	
  on	
  the	
  carpet	
  with	
  us,	
  and	
  the	
  paparazzi	
  
yelled	
  at	
  me	
  a	
  few	
  times	
  to	
  get	
  out	
  of	
  the	
  way	
  as	
  they	
  were	
  taking	
  pictures	
  of	
  some	
  cunt	
  actress.	
  I	
  
discreetly	
  gave	
  those	
  paparazzi	
  pigs	
  my	
  middle	
  finger.	
  Elliot	
  Rodger	
  will	
  not	
  move	
  aside	
  for	
  a	
  stupid,	
  
good-­‐for-­‐nothing,	
  over-­‐glorified	
  actress,	
  whoever	
  the	
  fuck	
  she	
  was.	
  I	
  didn’t	
  see.	
  

We	
  walked	
  through	
  all	
  the	
  chaos	
  until	
  we	
  finally	
  reached	
  the	
  theatre	
  where	
  the	
  movie	
  was	
  being	
  
screened,	
  called	
  the	
  Nokia	
  Theatre.	
  It	
  was	
  one	
  of	
  the	
  biggest	
  theatres	
  I	
  had	
  ever	
  seen,	
  able	
  to	
  see	
  
hundreds	
  of	
  people.	
  At	
  the	
  entrance,	
  father	
  and	
  I	
  greeted	
  Jack	
  Ross,	
  the	
  son	
  of	
  Gary	
  Ross.	
  He	
  was	
  a	
  
spoiled	
  brat	
  of	
  a	
  sixteen	
  year	
  old,	
  and	
  to	
  my	
  embarrassment	
  he	
  stood	
  taller	
  than	
  me.	
  I	
  immediately	
  
hated	
  him	
  on	
  sight.	
  He	
  was	
  living	
  the	
  life	
  I	
  should	
  be	
  living,	
  if	
  only	
  my	
  father	
  had	
  become	
  as	
  successful	
  a	
  
director	
  as	
  Gary	
  Ross.	
  I	
  equally	
  hated	
  his	
  repugnant	
  friends,	
  who	
  ended	
  up	
  sitting	
  in	
  front	
  of	
  me	
  and	
  
partially	
  blocking	
  my	
  view	
  for	
  the	
  entire	
  movie.	
  Throughout	
  the	
  whole	
  film,	
  I	
  had	
  to	
  fight	
  the	
  urge	
  not	
  to	
  
splash	
  my	
  drink	
  all	
  over	
  the	
  little	
  shitheads	
  in	
  a	
  vehement	
  rage.	
  They	
  spoiled	
  it	
  for	
  me,	
  and	
  it	
  was	
  quite	
  a	
  
good	
  movie	
  too.	
  

The	
  movie	
  was	
  entertaining,	
  but	
  my	
  favorite	
  part	
  of	
  this	
  premiere	
  was	
  the	
  after	
  party.	
  Yes,	
  we	
  were	
  
invited	
  to	
  the	
  after	
  party,	
  where	
  only	
  the	
  most	
  important	
  guests	
  could	
  attend.	
  I	
  felt	
  so	
  special	
  as	
  I	
  
handed	
  my	
  VIP	
  tickets	
  to	
  the	
  guards	
  outside,	
  gaining	
  admittance.	
  The	
  party	
  was	
  extravagant,	
  with	
  buffet	
  
tables	
  set	
  up	
  in	
  every	
  corner	
  serving	
  exquisite	
  delicacies.	
  I	
  excitedly	
  went	
  from	
  plate	
  to	
  plate,	
  helping	
  
myself	
  to	
  all	
  of	
  the	
  food.	
  Father	
  and	
  Soumaya	
  went	
  off	
  to	
  socialize	
  with	
  Gary	
  Ross	
  and	
  his	
  entourage	
  of	
  
producers.	
  I	
  didn’t	
  know	
  anyone	
  there,	
  of	
  course,	
  so	
  I	
  just	
  spent	
  time	
  with	
  my	
  sister	
  Georgia.	
  

A	
  few	
  moments	
  into	
  the	
  party,	
  I	
  ran	
  into	
  an	
  old	
  face.	
  He	
  noticed	
  me	
  first	
  and	
  called	
  out	
  my	
  name,	
  
saying	
  “Is	
  your	
  name	
  Elliot?”	
  He	
  was	
  none	
  other	
  than	
  Ashton	
  Moio	
  from	
  Pinecrest	
  Middle	
  School!	
  I	
  
hadn’t	
  seen	
  him	
  since	
  8th	
  grade.	
  He	
  was	
  now	
  in	
  the	
  process	
  of	
  starting	
  a	
  career	
  in	
  acting,	
  and	
  he	
  had	
  a	
  
small	
  part	
  in	
  the	
  movie.	
  I	
  actually	
  read	
  about	
  this	
  beforehand,	
  but	
  I	
  didn’t	
  expect	
  I	
  would	
  run	
  into	
  him	
  at	
  
the	
  after	
  party.	
  Ashton’s	
  sister,	
  Monette	
  Moio	
  was	
  nowhere	
  to	
  be	
  seen.	
  I	
  suppose	
  the	
  bitch	
  wasn’t	
  
invited,	
  hah.	
  I	
  remembered	
  all	
  of	
  the	
  pain	
  she	
  caused	
  me	
  during	
  my	
  8th	
  grade	
  year	
  at	
  Pinecrest.	
  I	
  tried	
  to	
  
act	
  as	
  cool	
  and	
  confident	
  as	
  I	
  possibly	
  could	
  with	
  Ashton,	
  though	
  I	
  felt	
  intimidated.	
  He	
  was	
  one	
  of	
  the	
  
most	
  popular	
  kids	
  at	
  Pinecrest,	
  and	
  now	
  he	
  was	
  becoming	
  an	
  actor,	
  one	
  of	
  the	
  most	
  attractive	
  careers	
  a	
  
man	
  can	
  have.	
  I	
  assumed	
  he	
  had	
  probably	
  slept	
  with	
  countless	
  beautiful	
  girls.	
  Damn	
  him.	
  I	
  had	
  a	
  brief	
  
conversation	
  with	
  him	
  before	
  trying	
  to	
  leave	
  his	
  presence	
  as	
  fast	
  as	
  I	
  could.	
  I	
  didn’t	
  want	
  him	
  to	
  find	
  out	
  
how	
  pathetic	
  my	
  life	
  was.	
  

While	
  roaming	
  around	
  the	
  after	
  party,	
  I	
  bore	
  witness	
  to	
  many	
  successful	
  young	
  men	
  who	
  pranced	
  in	
  
with	
  their	
  hot	
  model	
  girlfriends.	
  Some	
  of	
  them	
  were	
  even	
  actors	
  my	
  own	
  age,	
  stars	
  of	
  the	
  movie.	
  I	
  had	
  a	
  
particular	
  burning	
  hatred	
  for	
  the	
  actor	
  Alexander	
  Ludwig,	
  who	
  I	
  saw	
  sitting	
  arrogantly	
  on	
  a	
  couch	
  as	
  
people	
  crowded	
  around	
  him	
  in	
  adoration.	
  I	
  hated	
  everything	
  about	
  him;	
  his	
  golden	
  blonde	
  hair;	
  his	
  tall,	
  
muscular	
  frame;	
  his	
  cocky,	
  masculine	
  face.	
  That	
  boy	
  could	
  get	
  any	
  girl	
  he	
  wanted.	
  His	
  life	
  was	
  
completely	
  opposite	
  from	
  my	
  own.	
  If	
  only	
  I	
  could	
  get	
  a	
  taste	
  of	
  how	
  he	
  lived	
  for	
  just	
  one	
  day…	
  As	
  I	
  saw	
  
all	
  of	
  these	
  successful	
  young	
  men	
  with	
  their	
  beautiful	
  dates,	
  I	
  became	
  even	
  more	
  convinced	
  about	
  how	
  
important	
  money	
  and	
  status	
  was	
  in	
  attaining	
  a	
  desirable	
  life	
  of	
  love	
  and	
  sex.	
  It	
  made	
  me	
  even	
  more	
  
obsessed	
  with	
  my	
  goal	
  of	
  becoming	
  wealthy	
  at	
  a	
  very	
  young	
  age.	
  That	
  was	
  the	
  only	
  way	
  to	
  live	
  life.	
  

The	
  whole	
  premiere,	
  from	
  the	
  red	
  carpet	
  to	
  the	
  film	
  to	
  the	
  after	
  party,	
  was	
  an	
  extraordinary	
  
experience,	
  and	
  I	
  will	
  never	
  forget	
  it.	
  I	
  still	
  felt	
  very	
  bitter	
  that	
  I	
  wasn’t	
  able	
  to	
  bring	
  a	
  girl	
  with	
  me	
  as	
  a	
  
date.	
  The	
  majority	
  of	
  men	
  at	
  the	
  event	
  had	
  a	
  date	
  with	
  them,	
  and	
  I	
  felt	
  so	
  pathetic	
  for	
  not	
  having	
  a	
  date.	
  
If	
  only	
  a	
  girl	
  at	
  my	
  collage	
  had	
  been	
  attracted	
  to	
  me;	
  I	
  would	
  have	
  gladly	
  brought	
  her	
  to	
  the	
  premiere	
  as	
  
my	
  date.	
  



When	
  I	
  returned	
  to	
  Santa	
  Barbara,	
  I	
  realized	
  that	
  I	
  had	
  absolutely	
  no	
  obligations.	
  Since	
  I	
  had	
  dropped	
  
all	
  of	
  my	
  college	
  classes,	
  I	
  had	
  all	
  the	
  time	
  in	
  the	
  world.	
  I	
  wanted	
  to	
  make	
  use	
  of	
  that	
  time	
  as	
  much	
  as	
  I	
  
could.	
  Franticly,	
  I	
  tried	
  to	
  come	
  up	
  with	
  ways	
  to	
  find	
  some	
  sort	
  of	
  idea	
  to	
  make	
  millions	
  of	
  dollars.	
  Some	
  
would	
  say	
  this	
  was	
  folly,	
  but	
  it	
  has	
  been	
  done	
  before!	
  Many	
  people	
  have	
  succeeded	
  in	
  coming	
  up	
  with	
  
an	
  idea	
  and	
  making	
  millions,	
  or	
  even	
  billions,	
  instantly.	
  I	
  was	
  an	
  extraordinary,	
  magnificent	
  person	
  
destined	
  for	
  great	
  things.	
  If	
  other	
  people	
  could	
  do	
  it,	
  why	
  not	
  me?	
  It	
  was	
  my	
  destiny,	
  my	
  whole	
  purpose	
  
on	
  this	
  world.	
  

For	
  the	
  next	
  week	
  or	
  so,	
  I	
  spent	
  time	
  meditating	
  in	
  my	
  room,	
  trying	
  to	
  come	
  up	
  with	
  ways	
  to	
  get	
  rich.	
  
I	
  could	
  either	
  invent	
  something,	
  start	
  a	
  great	
  business	
  idea,	
  or	
  go	
  back	
  to	
  my	
  original	
  idea	
  I	
  had	
  of	
  
writing	
  an	
  epic	
  fantasy	
  story	
  that	
  could	
  be	
  made	
  into	
  a	
  movie.	
  That	
  reminded	
  me	
  of	
  the	
  reason	
  why	
  I	
  
gave	
  up	
  on	
  that	
  idea	
  in	
  the	
  first	
  place…	
  the	
  amount	
  of	
  time	
  it	
  would	
  take	
  to	
  achieve	
  success	
  from	
  such	
  a	
  
prospect.	
  I	
  was	
  so	
  desperate	
  and	
  I	
  needed	
  to	
  do	
  something	
  right	
  there	
  and	
  then.	
  It	
  was	
  a	
  matter	
  of	
  life	
  
and	
  death.	
  If	
  I	
  couldn’t	
  make	
  it,	
  then	
  I	
  had	
  nothing	
  to	
  live	
  for.	
  

After	
  a	
  lot	
  of	
  deep	
  thinking,	
  I	
  couldn’t	
  come	
  up	
  with	
  anything.	
  Was	
  I	
  doomed	
  to	
  fail	
  at	
  everything?	
  I	
  
began	
  to	
  feel	
  hopeless,	
  until	
  I	
  saw	
  the	
  current	
  jackpot	
  for	
  the	
  Megemillions	
  Lottery.	
  It	
  was	
  rising	
  very	
  
high	
  in	
  the	
  month	
  of	
  March.	
  I	
  had	
  saved	
  up	
  a	
  lot	
  of	
  money	
  at	
  the	
  time,	
  so	
  I	
  had	
  enough	
  to	
  spare	
  on	
  
lottery	
  tickets,	
  so	
  long	
  as	
  I	
  didn’t	
  go	
  under	
  $5000	
  dollars,	
  which	
  I	
  wanted	
  to	
  keep	
  as	
  my	
  minimum	
  
amount	
  of	
  savings	
  just	
  in	
  case	
  of	
  an	
  emergency,	
  or	
  in	
  case	
  I	
  would	
  have	
  to	
  carry	
  out	
  the	
  Day	
  of	
  
Retribution.	
  As	
  it	
  so	
  happened,	
  I	
  had	
  well	
  over	
  $6000	
  saved	
  up	
  at	
  the	
  time,	
  from	
  all	
  of	
  the	
  allowance,	
  
Christmas	
  money,	
  and	
  birthday	
  money	
  that	
  my	
  parents	
  and	
  grandmothers	
  had	
  been	
  sending	
  me.	
  For	
  the	
  
first	
  time	
  since	
  moving	
  to	
  Santa	
  Barbara,	
  I	
  began	
  to	
  take	
  a	
  serious	
  interest	
  in	
  playing	
  the	
  Lottery	
  again.	
  

I	
  believed	
  that	
  it	
  was	
  destiny	
  for	
  me	
  to	
  win	
  the	
  Megamillions	
  Lottery,	
  particularly	
  this	
  very	
  jackpot.	
  
People	
  win	
  the	
  lottery	
  every	
  single	
  month,	
  so	
  why	
  not	
  me?	
  I	
  was	
  meant	
  to	
  live	
  a	
  life	
  of	
  significance	
  and	
  
extravagance.	
  I	
  was	
  meant	
  to	
  win	
  this	
  jackpot.	
  It	
  was	
  destiny.	
  For	
  the	
  first	
  few	
  drawings	
  I	
  played,	
  I	
  spent	
  
$50	
  to	
  $100	
  on	
  tickets,	
  but	
  to	
  my	
  profound	
  frustration	
  I	
  still	
  didn’t	
  win,	
  and	
  the	
  jackpot	
  kept	
  rising.	
  This	
  
only	
  increased	
  my	
  enthusiasm.	
  I	
  started	
  to	
  picture	
  a	
  whole	
  new,	
  perfect	
  life	
  for	
  myself	
  after	
  I	
  won.	
  I	
  
imagined	
  buying	
  a	
  beautiful,	
  opulent	
  mansion	
  with	
  an	
  extravagant	
  view,	
  and	
  acquiring	
  a	
  collection	
  of	
  
supercars	
  which	
  I	
  would	
  use	
  specifically	
  to	
  attract	
  beautiful	
  girls	
  into	
  my	
  life.	
  I	
  planned	
  to	
  go	
  back	
  to	
  
college	
  once	
  I	
  had	
  bolstered	
  myself	
  with	
  all	
  this	
  wealth,	
  and	
  lord	
  myself	
  over	
  all	
  the	
  other	
  students	
  
there,	
  finally	
  fulfilling	
  my	
  dream	
  of	
  being	
  the	
  coolest	
  and	
  most	
  popular	
  kid	
  at	
  school.	
  As	
  I	
  sat	
  meditating	
  
in	
  my	
  room,	
  I	
  imagined	
  the	
  ecstasy	
  I	
  would	
  feel	
  as	
  scores	
  of	
  beautiful	
  girls	
  look	
  at	
  me	
  with	
  admiration	
  as	
  
I	
  drive	
  up	
  to	
  college	
  in	
  a	
  Lamborghini.	
  Such	
  an	
  experience	
  would	
  make	
  up	
  for	
  everything.	
  I	
  had	
  to	
  win	
  
this	
  jackpot.	
  

As	
  the	
  jackpot	
  reached	
  over	
  $200	
  Million,	
  I	
  spent	
  more	
  of	
  my	
  saved	
  money	
  on	
  lottery	
  tickets,	
  but	
  I	
  
still	
  didn’t	
  win.	
  I	
  knew	
  that	
  the	
  more	
  I	
  spent	
  on	
  tickets,	
  the	
  higher	
  chance	
  I	
  had	
  of	
  winning.	
  I	
  was	
  so	
  
desperate	
  to	
  live	
  a	
  satisfying	
  life	
  that	
  I	
  spent	
  $400	
  dollars	
  on	
  tickets	
  when	
  the	
  jackpot	
  hit	
  $290	
  Million.	
  
When	
  I	
  failed	
  to	
  win	
  that,	
  I	
  spent	
  $500	
  dollars	
  on	
  tickets	
  when	
  it	
  reached	
  $363	
  million,	
  and	
  I	
  still	
  didn’t	
  
win	
  it	
  on	
  that	
  one…	
  And	
  then	
  the	
  jackpot	
  reached	
  a	
  number	
  that	
  I	
  never	
  imagined	
  it	
  would…	
  $656	
  
Million.	
  I	
  was	
  astounded	
  and	
  filled	
  with	
  a	
  feverish	
  enthusiasm	
  of	
  hope	
  and	
  desire.	
  This	
  was	
  the	
  highest	
  
lottery	
  jackpot	
  in	
  history.	
  I	
  knew	
  I	
  was	
  always	
  destined	
  for	
  great	
  things.	
  This	
  must	
  be	
  it!	
  I	
  was	
  destined	
  to	
  
be	
  the	
  winner	
  of	
  the	
  highest	
  lottery	
  jackpot	
  in	
  existence.	
  I	
  knew	
  right	
  then	
  and	
  there	
  that	
  this	
  jackpot	
  
was	
  meant	
  for	
  me.	
  Who	
  else	
  deserved	
  such	
  a	
  victory?	
  I	
  had	
  been	
  through	
  so	
  much	
  rejection,	
  suffering,	
  
and	
  injustice	
  in	
  my	
  life,	
  and	
  this	
  was	
  to	
  be	
  my	
  salvation.	
  With	
  my	
  whole	
  body	
  filled	
  with	
  feverish	
  hope,	
  I	
  
spent	
  $700	
  dollars	
  on	
  lottery	
  tickets	
  for	
  this	
  drawing.	
  As	
  I	
  spent	
  this	
  money,	
  I	
  imagined	
  all	
  the	
  amazing	
  
sex	
  I	
  would	
  have	
  with	
  a	
  beautiful	
  model	
  girlfriend	
  I	
  would	
  have	
  once	
  I	
  become	
  a	
  man	
  of	
  wealth.	
  

After	
  the	
  ultimate	
  and	
  fateful	
  drawing,	
  I	
  waited	
  three	
  days	
  to	
  check	
  the	
  result.	
  I	
  was	
  too	
  anxious	
  
about	
  what	
  I	
  will	
  see.	
  The	
  result	
  would	
  determine	
  the	
  fate	
  of	
  my	
  whole	
  life.	
  For	
  those	
  three	
  days,	
  I	
  
meditated	
  alone	
  in	
  my	
  room,	
  trying	
  to	
  convince	
  myself	
  that	
  I	
  was	
  the	
  winner.	
  I	
  held	
  all	
  of	
  the	
  tickets	
  in	
  



my	
  hand,	
  excitedly	
  pondering	
  over	
  which	
  one	
  was	
  the	
  true	
  winning	
  ticket.	
  There	
  were	
  many	
  times	
  
during	
  this	
  period	
  where	
  I	
  was	
  about	
  to	
  check	
  the	
  result,	
  but	
  cancelled	
  the	
  webpage	
  in	
  the	
  last	
  second	
  
out	
  of	
  fear	
  of	
  what	
  I	
  might	
  see.	
  The	
  prospect	
  of	
  finding	
  out	
  that	
  I	
  lost	
  was	
  devastating.	
  On	
  the	
  fourth	
  
day,	
  I	
  decided	
  to	
  just	
  go	
  through	
  with	
  it.	
  The	
  result	
  was	
  already	
  decided,	
  and	
  the	
  amount	
  of	
  time	
  it	
  took	
  
for	
  me	
  to	
  check	
  it	
  wouldn’t	
  change	
  anything.	
  I	
  had	
  to	
  see	
  the	
  truth.	
  My	
  heart	
  was	
  beating	
  rapidly	
  as	
  I	
  
loaded	
  up	
  the	
  webpage	
  to	
  the	
  Megamillions	
  website.	
  What	
  I	
  saw	
  crushed	
  all	
  of	
  my	
  hope	
  completely.	
  My	
  
whole	
  body	
  shivered	
  with	
  horrific	
  agony.	
  I	
  didn’t	
  win.	
  Three	
  people	
  won	
  that	
  jackpot,	
  and	
  it	
  was	
  split	
  
between	
  them.	
  But	
  none	
  of	
  those	
  three	
  people	
  were	
  me.	
  I	
  couldn’t	
  believe	
  what	
  I	
  was	
  seeing.	
  I	
  was	
  
certain	
  I	
  would	
  be	
  the	
  winner.	
  It	
  was	
  destiny…	
  fate.	
  But	
  no,	
  the	
  world	
  continued	
  to	
  give	
  me	
  no	
  justice	
  or	
  
salvation	
  whatsoever.	
  

I	
  sank	
  into	
  one	
  of	
  the	
  worst	
  depressions	
  of	
  my	
  life.	
  It	
  was	
  Spring	
  Break,	
  and	
  while	
  all	
  other	
  young	
  
boys	
  my	
  age	
  were	
  going	
  off	
  to	
  vacation	
  with	
  their	
  attractive	
  friends,	
  I	
  was	
  feeling	
  miserable	
  and	
  alone	
  in	
  
my	
  room	
  because	
  I	
  failed	
  to	
  win	
  the	
  lottery	
  jackpot	
  that	
  would	
  enable	
  me	
  to	
  rise	
  above	
  them	
  ALL!	
  I	
  was	
  
so	
  depressed	
  that	
  even	
  when	
  my	
  mother	
  came	
  up	
  to	
  Santa	
  Barbara	
  with	
  my	
  sister	
  and	
  her	
  friends	
  for	
  a	
  
short	
  day	
  trip,	
  I	
  refused	
  to	
  see	
  them.	
  
	
  

For	
  the	
  next	
  month,	
  I	
  barely	
  left	
  my	
  room.	
  I	
  was	
  completely	
  and	
  utterly	
  at	
  the	
  end	
  of	
  all	
  hope.	
  My	
  life	
  
is	
  over,	
  I	
  thought.	
  Without	
  that	
  wealth,	
  what	
  was	
  there	
  to	
  live	
  for	
  in	
  the	
  future?	
  I	
  still	
  couldn’t	
  believe	
  I	
  
didn’t	
  win.	
  I	
  kept	
  thinking	
  about	
  the	
  heavenly	
  life	
  I	
  would	
  be	
  living	
  if	
  I	
  had	
  won.	
  I	
  was	
  certain	
  of	
  my	
  
victory,	
  right	
  at	
  the	
  moment	
  of	
  the	
  drawing.	
  Instead,	
  it	
  turned	
  to	
  a	
  crushing	
  defeat,	
  just	
  like	
  everything	
  
else	
  in	
  my	
  life.	
  Everything	
  I	
  had	
  tried	
  to	
  do	
  in	
  the	
  past,	
  ever	
  since	
  childhood,	
  had	
  been	
  a	
  failure.	
  It	
  was	
  
very	
  hard	
  to	
  feel	
  good	
  about	
  myself	
  anymore.	
  I	
  spent	
  all	
  of	
  my	
  time	
  drifting	
  aimlessly,	
  doing	
  nothing	
  
with	
  my	
  time	
  except	
  brooding	
  over	
  my	
  fate.	
  I	
  didn’t	
  want	
  to	
  think	
  about	
  anything.	
  I	
  could	
  barely	
  breathe	
  
from	
  the	
  stifling	
  loneliness.	
  All	
  of	
  my	
  energy	
  had	
  been	
  sapped	
  out	
  of	
  me.	
  
	
  

In	
  the	
  month	
  of	
  April,	
  James	
  Ellis	
  officially	
  ended	
  the	
  friendship	
  between	
  us.	
  James	
  hadn’t	
  contacted	
  
me	
  at	
  all	
  since	
  the	
  Lemelson’s	
  Christmas	
  party,	
  and	
  I	
  felt	
  extremely	
  offended	
  by	
  this.	
  For	
  the	
  first	
  few	
  
months	
  of	
  2012,	
  I	
  had	
  been	
  trying	
  to	
  contact	
  him,	
  demanding	
  to	
  know	
  why	
  he	
  continued	
  to	
  act	
  so	
  cold	
  
and	
  distant	
  to	
  me.	
  I	
  thought	
  that	
  after	
  we	
  spoke	
  with	
  each	
  other	
  at	
  the	
  Lemelson’s,	
  things	
  would	
  get	
  
better	
  between	
  us.	
  I	
  was	
  dead	
  wrong.	
  

I	
  got	
  hold	
  of	
  him	
  on	
  the	
  phone	
  in	
  February,	
  and	
  he	
  said	
  a	
  few	
  words	
  to	
  me	
  before	
  quickly	
  making	
  an	
  
excuse	
  to	
  hang	
  up.	
  A	
  month	
  later	
  I	
  messaged	
  him	
  on	
  Facebook	
  to	
  tell	
  him	
  how	
  rude	
  he	
  was	
  on	
  the	
  
phone,	
  and	
  in	
  April	
  I	
  received	
  a	
  response	
  from	
  him.	
  He	
  blatantly	
  said	
  he	
  didn’t	
  want	
  to	
  be	
  friends	
  
anymore.	
  He	
  didn’t	
  even	
  deign	
  to	
  tell	
  me	
  why.	
  After	
  he	
  said	
  the	
  fateful	
  words,	
  he	
  refused	
  to	
  talk	
  to	
  me	
  
ever	
  again.	
  That	
  was	
  the	
  last	
  time	
  I	
  ever	
  spoke	
  to	
  him.	
  

It	
  was	
  the	
  ultimate	
  betrayal.	
  I	
  thought	
  he	
  was	
  the	
  one	
  friend	
  I	
  had	
  in	
  the	
  whole	
  world	
  who	
  truly	
  
understood	
  me,	
  who	
  truly	
  understood	
  my	
  views	
  and	
  the	
  reasons	
  why	
  I	
  thought	
  the	
  way	
  I	
  did	
  about	
  the	
  
world.	
  I	
  confided	
  everything	
  to	
  him,	
  because	
  I	
  thought	
  we	
  were	
  on	
  the	
  same	
  page.	
  To	
  be	
  betrayed	
  in	
  
such	
  a	
  manner	
  wounded	
  me	
  deeply,	
  though	
  I	
  never	
  admitted	
  it	
  to	
  anyone.	
  

On	
  the	
  day	
  of	
  the	
  betrayal,	
  I	
  thought	
  back	
  on	
  our	
  entire	
  friendship.	
  James	
  Ellis	
  was	
  my	
  oldest	
  friend.	
  I	
  
remembered	
  the	
  first	
  time	
  I	
  met	
  him,	
  as	
  we	
  kicked	
  dust	
  together	
  as	
  First	
  Graders	
  at	
  Topanga	
  Elementary	
  
school.	
  I	
  remembered	
  all	
  of	
  the	
  good	
  times	
  I	
  spent	
  at	
  his	
  various	
  houses	
  in	
  the	
  Palisades,	
  trading	
  
Pokemon	
  cards	
  when	
  we	
  were	
  little,	
  our	
  brief	
  interest	
  in	
  skateboarding,	
  playing	
  World	
  of	
  Warcraft	
  
together	
  as	
  teenagers,	
  all	
  of	
  our	
  walks	
  through	
  the	
  Palisades	
  town	
  center…	
  He	
  was	
  a	
  big	
  part	
  of	
  my	
  life.	
  
And	
  now	
  he	
  was	
  gone,	
  faded	
  away	
  into	
  memory.	
  

I	
  didn’t	
  have	
  any	
  friends	
  left	
  anymore.	
  No	
  friends	
  in	
  the	
  entire	
  world.	
  I	
  didn’t	
  want	
  to	
  see	
  Philip	
  and	
  
Addison	
  after	
  I	
  cried	
  in	
  front	
  of	
  them	
  at	
  the	
  Getty	
  museum.	
  I	
  was	
  completely	
  and	
  utterly	
  alone,	
  in	
  the	
  
darkest	
  pit	
  of	
  despair.	
  And	
  in	
  that	
  pit	
  I	
  withered	
  in	
  agony.	
  



	
  
My	
  deep	
  depression	
  lasted	
  well	
  into	
  the	
  summer.	
  My	
  life	
  stayed	
  stagnant	
  and	
  miserable,	
  and	
  my	
  

hatred	
  towards	
  everyone,	
  especially	
  women,	
  for	
  depriving	
  me	
  of	
  a	
  happy	
  life	
  only	
  grew	
  stronger.	
  I	
  
questioned	
  myself	
  over	
  and	
  over	
  about	
  what	
  was	
  going	
  to	
  happen	
  to	
  me	
  now.	
  I	
  didn’t	
  want	
  it	
  to	
  resort	
  
to	
  having	
  to	
  exact	
  ultimate	
  vengeance.	
  I	
  didn’t	
  want	
  to	
  die.	
  I	
  wanted	
  something	
  to	
  live	
  for.	
  

There	
  had	
  to	
  be	
  a	
  way	
  for	
  me	
  to	
  become	
  wealthy.	
  I	
  continued	
  to	
  see	
  it	
  was	
  the	
  only	
  way	
  I	
  would	
  ever	
  
have	
  a	
  beautiful	
  girlfriend	
  and	
  lose	
  my	
  virginity.	
  My	
  ultimate	
  dream	
  was	
  to	
  experience	
  the	
  pleasures	
  of	
  
love	
  and	
  sex	
  with	
  girls	
  once	
  I	
  become	
  rich	
  enough	
  to	
  be	
  worthy	
  of	
  them,	
  and	
  then	
  I	
  would	
  settle	
  down	
  
with	
  a	
  beautiful	
  girlfriend	
  and	
  have	
  beautiful	
  children	
  with	
  her,	
  whom	
  I	
  would	
  raise	
  up	
  to	
  live	
  a	
  much	
  
better	
  life	
  than	
  the	
  one	
  I’ve	
  had	
  to	
  suffer	
  through.	
  That	
  would	
  be	
  the	
  most	
  satisfying	
  vengeance	
  against	
  
all	
  those	
  young	
  people	
  who	
  thought	
  they	
  were	
  better	
  than	
  me.	
  If	
  I	
  could	
  show	
  them	
  that	
  I	
  lived	
  such	
  a	
  
life,	
  my	
  purpose	
  on	
  this	
  world	
  would	
  be	
  complete.	
  To	
  see	
  the	
  look	
  on	
  all	
  of	
  their	
  faces	
  once	
  I’ve	
  risen	
  
above	
  them…	
  I	
  couldn’t	
  imagine	
  anything	
  sweeter.	
  
	
  

I	
  so	
  happened	
  to	
  come	
  across	
  a	
  book	
  called	
  the	
  Power	
  of	
  Your	
  Subconscious	
  Mind,	
  by	
  Joseph	
  
Murphy.	
  This	
  book	
  would	
  fill	
  me	
  with	
  hope	
  for	
  the	
  next	
  few	
  months.	
  It	
  was	
  very	
  similar	
  to	
  The	
  Secret,	
  
the	
  book	
  I	
  read	
  over	
  a	
  year	
  ago,	
  and	
  it	
  had	
  the	
  same	
  effect	
  on	
  me.	
  It	
  gave	
  an	
  even	
  more	
  in-­‐depth	
  view	
  
on	
  the	
  law	
  of	
  attraction.	
  A	
  year	
  previously,	
  I	
  had	
  given	
  up	
  on	
  believing	
  in	
  such	
  a	
  concept,	
  but	
  when	
  I	
  read	
  
through	
  this	
  book	
  thoroughly,	
  I	
  desperately	
  convinced	
  myself	
  to	
  give	
  it	
  a	
  try.	
  I	
  wanted	
  to	
  believe	
  the	
  
theory	
  could	
  work.	
  I	
  needed	
  something	
  to	
  live	
  for.	
  

I	
  began	
  to	
  visualize	
  myself	
  winning	
  the	
  lottery.	
  I	
  did	
  this	
  all	
  throughout	
  the	
  month	
  of	
  June.	
  After	
  
continuous	
  analyzing	
  and	
  contemplation,	
  I	
  concluded	
  that	
  winning	
  the	
  lottery	
  was	
  the	
  only	
  way	
  I	
  could	
  
become	
  wealthy	
  at	
  a	
  young	
  age,	
  and	
  thus	
  it	
  was	
  the	
  only	
  way	
  to	
  enjoy	
  the	
  rest	
  of	
  my	
  youth.	
  If	
  I	
  didn’t	
  
have	
  a	
  satisfying	
  youth,	
  I	
  would	
  be	
  bitter	
  and	
  miserable	
  for	
  the	
  rest	
  of	
  my	
  life,	
  but	
  of	
  course	
  that	
  would	
  
never	
  happen.	
  If	
  it	
  came	
  to	
  that,	
  then	
  I	
  would	
  have	
  to	
  carry	
  out	
  the	
  Day	
  of	
  Retribution.	
  

Indeed,	
  it	
  was	
  the	
  only	
  way	
  I	
  could	
  attain	
  any	
  sort	
  of	
  wealth	
  at	
  my	
  age.	
  I	
  had	
  no	
  talents,	
  so	
  it	
  was	
  
impossible	
  for	
  me	
  to	
  become	
  a	
  professional	
  actor,	
  musician,	
  or	
  athlete;	
  and	
  those	
  were	
  usually	
  the	
  ways	
  
that	
  young	
  people	
  acquired	
  such	
  money.	
  I	
  could	
  invent	
  something,	
  or	
  start	
  a	
  business	
  just	
  like	
  Mark	
  
Zuckerberg	
  did	
  with	
  Facebook,	
  but	
  the	
  chances	
  of	
  me	
  achieving	
  such	
  a	
  thing	
  were	
  the	
  same	
  chances	
  I	
  
had	
  of	
  winning	
  the	
  lottery	
  anyway.	
  I	
  didn’t	
  even	
  have	
  the	
  skills	
  of	
  a	
  computer	
  programmer.	
  

After	
  reading	
  this	
  book,	
  I	
  wanted	
  to	
  believe	
  that	
  there	
  was	
  some	
  sort	
  of	
  supernatural	
  power	
  that	
  I	
  
could	
  harness	
  to	
  change	
  reality	
  as	
  I	
  saw	
  fit.	
  For	
  the	
  months	
  of	
  June	
  and	
  July,	
  I	
  took	
  frequent	
  walks	
  
around	
  Girsh	
  Park	
  in	
  Goleta,	
  dreaming	
  and	
  visualizing	
  about	
  winning	
  the	
  lottery.	
  I	
  affirmed	
  that	
  once	
  the	
  
jackpot	
  rose	
  to	
  over	
  $100	
  million,	
  I	
  would	
  buy	
  a	
  ticket	
  and	
  that	
  ticket	
  would	
  be	
  the	
  winner.	
  For	
  all	
  of	
  the	
  
months	
  of	
  summer,	
  people	
  kept	
  winning	
  the	
  lottery,	
  and	
  the	
  jackpot	
  kept	
  resetting,	
  but	
  I	
  was	
  so	
  
desperate	
  that	
  I	
  still	
  clung	
  to	
  my	
  faith	
  that	
  I	
  would	
  soon	
  win.	
  
	
  

On	
  one	
  of	
  the	
  days	
  in	
  July,	
  when	
  I	
  was	
  roaming	
  around	
  Girsh	
  Park,	
  a	
  group	
  of	
  popular	
  college	
  kids	
  
arrived	
  to	
  play	
  kickball	
  in	
  the	
  fields.	
  They	
  all	
  looked	
  like	
  typical	
  fraternity	
  jocks,	
  tall	
  and	
  muscular.	
  The	
  
kind	
  of	
  guys	
  I’ve	
  hated	
  and	
  envied	
  all	
  my	
  life.	
  With	
  them	
  came	
  a	
  flock	
  of	
  beautiful	
  blonde	
  girls,	
  and	
  they	
  
looked	
  like	
  they	
  were	
  having	
  so	
  much	
  fun	
  playing	
  together.	
  One	
  of	
  the	
  girls	
  did	
  a	
  handstand	
  in	
  the	
  grass,	
  
and	
  her	
  sexy	
  bare	
  stomach	
  showed	
  as	
  her	
  shirt	
  hung	
  down.	
  All	
  of	
  the	
  girls	
  were	
  scantily	
  clad.	
  Rage	
  
boiled	
  inside	
  me	
  as	
  I	
  watched	
  those	
  people	
  who	
  thought	
  they	
  were	
  better	
  than	
  me	
  enjoying	
  their	
  
pleasurable	
  little	
  lives	
  together.	
  The	
  rage	
  was	
  so	
  intense	
  that	
  I	
  couldn’t	
  take	
  it.	
  I	
  was	
  insulted	
  too	
  much.	
  I	
  
couldn’t	
  leave	
  them	
  without	
  getting	
  some	
  form	
  of	
  revenge,	
  so	
  I	
  drove	
  to	
  the	
  nearby	
  K-­‐mart,	
  bought	
  a	
  
super-­‐soaker,	
  filled	
  it	
  up	
  with	
  orange	
  juice	
  that	
  I	
  bought	
  at	
  the	
  same	
  store,	
  and	
  drove	
  back	
  to	
  the	
  park.	
  
They	
  were	
  still	
  there,	
  having	
  the	
  time	
  of	
  their	
  lives,	
  and	
  I	
  wanted	
  to	
  ruin	
  it	
  for	
  them.	
  I	
  wanted	
  to	
  ruin	
  
their	
  fun	
  just	
  like	
  they	
  ruined	
  mine,	
  as	
  they	
  would	
  never	
  accept	
  me	
  among	
  them.	
  I	
  screamed	
  at	
  them	
  



with	
  rage	
  as	
  I	
  sprayed	
  them	
  with	
  my	
  super	
  soaker.	
  When	
  the	
  boys	
  started	
  to	
  yell	
  and	
  chase	
  after	
  me,	
  I	
  
quickly	
  got	
  into	
  my	
  car	
  and	
  drove	
  away.	
  I	
  was	
  giddy	
  with	
  ecstatic,	
  hate-­‐fueled	
  excitement.	
  I	
  wished	
  I	
  
could	
  spray	
  boiling	
  oil	
  at	
  the	
  foul	
  beasts.	
  They	
  deserved	
  to	
  die	
  horrible,	
  painful	
  deaths	
  just	
  for	
  the	
  crime	
  
of	
  enjoying	
  a	
  better	
  life	
  than	
  me.	
  

I	
  drove	
  to	
  a	
  secluded	
  are	
  of	
  the	
  parking	
  lot	
  at	
  the	
  Camino	
  Real	
  Marketplace	
  nearby,	
  my	
  heart	
  beating	
  
rapidly.	
  After	
  I	
  had	
  calmed	
  down,	
  I	
  was	
  overcome	
  with	
  the	
  worry	
  and	
  fear	
  that	
  I	
  would	
  get	
  in	
  trouble	
  for	
  
it.	
  I	
  wondered	
  with	
  panic	
  if	
  there	
  were	
  any	
  cameras	
  at	
  the	
  park	
  that	
  could	
  have	
  caught	
  me	
  in	
  the	
  act.	
  
The	
  worry	
  lasted	
  for	
  a	
  few	
  days,	
  but	
  eventually	
  I	
  became	
  relieved	
  that	
  no	
  trouble	
  came	
  out	
  of	
  it.	
  
	
  

My	
  mother	
  and	
  sister	
  came	
  up	
  to	
  Santa	
  Barbara	
  for	
  my	
  21st	
  Birthday.	
  I	
  didn’t	
  want	
  them	
  to	
  come	
  up,	
  
but	
  they	
  came	
  anyway.	
  I	
  suppose	
  my	
  mother	
  felt	
  sorry	
  for	
  me,	
  that	
  I	
  would	
  be	
  alone	
  on	
  my	
  21st	
  Birthday.	
  
And	
  it’s	
  true,	
  I	
  would	
  have	
  been	
  alone.	
  Isn’t	
  that	
  such	
  a	
  sad	
  thing	
  to	
  contemplate?	
  Being	
  alone	
  on	
  my	
  
21st	
  Birthday.	
  Most	
  other	
  men	
  have	
  huge	
  drinking	
  parties	
  with	
  their	
  friends	
  and	
  girlfriends	
  to	
  mark	
  their	
  
passing	
  over	
  the	
  legal	
  age	
  limit	
  to	
  drink	
  alcohol.	
  I’ve	
  read	
  stories	
  online	
  of	
  how	
  exciting	
  other	
  men’s	
  21st	
  

birthdays	
  are.	
  I	
  had	
  absolutely	
  no	
  one	
  to	
  celebrate	
  mine	
  with.	
  Having	
  no	
  friends,	
  the	
  only	
  people	
  who	
  
even	
  wished	
  me	
  a	
  happy	
  birthday	
  were	
  my	
  immediate	
  family	
  members.	
  

When	
  my	
  mother	
  and	
  sister	
  arrived	
  in	
  Santa	
  Barbara,	
  they	
  wanted	
  to	
  meet	
  up	
  at	
  a	
  restaurant	
  in	
  State	
  
Street,	
  but	
  that	
  prospect	
  horrified	
  me.	
  State	
  Street	
  was	
  filled	
  with	
  young	
  couples	
  walking	
  around	
  arm	
  in	
  
arm	
  as	
  they	
  went	
  out	
  on	
  their	
  blissful	
  dates.	
  I	
  was	
  already	
  tortured	
  at	
  the	
  fact	
  that	
  I	
  was	
  now	
  a	
  21-­‐year-­‐	
  
old	
  virgin.	
  I	
  didn’t	
  want	
  to	
  torture	
  myself	
  anymore.	
  I	
  looked	
  online	
  for	
  a	
  quieter	
  restaurant	
  that	
  we	
  could	
  
meet	
  at,	
  a	
  place	
  where	
  young	
  couples	
  most	
  likely	
  wouldn’t	
  know	
  about.	
  I	
  came	
  across	
  a	
  secluded	
  
Japanese	
  restaurant	
  in	
  Montecito	
  named	
  Sakana.	
  I	
  suggested	
  this	
  to	
  mother,	
  and	
  since	
  it	
  was	
  my	
  
birthday,	
  she	
  gave	
  me	
  the	
  choice	
  of	
  where	
  to	
  eat.	
  

I	
  met	
  the	
  two	
  of	
  them	
  outside	
  the	
  restaurant	
  as	
  they	
  were	
  waiting	
  to	
  be	
  seated.	
  I	
  was	
  in	
  a	
  sullen	
  and	
  
depressed	
  mood.	
  Turning	
  21	
  as	
  a	
  kissless	
  virgin	
  was	
  indeed	
  a	
  dark	
  day.	
  How	
  pathetic	
  it	
  was,	
  to	
  be	
  21	
  and	
  
still	
  a	
  virgin	
  while	
  kids	
  were	
  having	
  sex	
  at	
  the	
  age	
  of	
  14?	
  The	
  unfairness	
  of	
  life	
  on	
  this	
  world	
  is	
  
staggeringly	
  horrific!	
  

The	
  restaurant	
  Sakana	
  turned	
  out	
  to	
  be	
  a	
  very	
  good	
  choice.	
  They	
  served	
  the	
  most	
  delicious	
  Japanese	
  
food	
  I	
  had	
  ever	
  tasted	
  in	
  my	
  life.	
  They	
  had	
  so	
  many	
  creative	
  dishes	
  to	
  try,	
  and	
  I	
  ordered	
  so	
  many	
  meals	
  
that	
  the	
  bill	
  reached	
  over	
  $200.	
  I	
  eagerly	
  devoured	
  all	
  of	
  it,	
  compensating	
  for	
  my	
  sorrows	
  with	
  
delectable	
  food.	
  My	
  mother	
  loved	
  the	
  restaurant	
  as	
  well.	
  She	
  had	
  been	
  to	
  all	
  of	
  the	
  best	
  Japanese	
  
restaurants	
  in	
  L.A.	
  with	
  her	
  various	
  wealthy	
  boyfriends,	
  and	
  she	
  proclaimed	
  that	
  Sakana	
  topped	
  all	
  of	
  
them.	
  From	
  this	
  point	
  onwards,	
  it	
  would	
  become	
  a	
  tradition	
  for	
  us	
  to	
  eat	
  here	
  whenever	
  my	
  mother	
  
came	
  up	
  to	
  visit	
  me.	
  

After	
  dinner,	
  we	
  went	
  to	
  the	
  Starbucks	
  in	
  Montecito,	
  and	
  I	
  washed	
  the	
  exquisite	
  meal	
  down	
  with	
  a	
  
nice	
  warm	
  latte.	
  I	
  never	
  explored	
  much	
  of	
  Montecito	
  before,	
  and	
  I	
  found	
  it	
  to	
  be	
  a	
  lovely,	
  beautiful	
  
place.	
  It	
  reminded	
  me	
  of	
  Calabasas,	
  though	
  much	
  quieter	
  and	
  more	
  conservative.	
  I	
  figured	
  I	
  would	
  be	
  
spending	
  a	
  lot	
  more	
  time	
  there	
  in	
  the	
  future.	
  
	
  
21	
  Years	
  Old	
  
	
  

In	
  August,	
  I	
  continued	
  to	
  build	
  up	
  my	
  faith	
  that	
  I	
  am	
  destined	
  to	
  win	
  the	
  Megamillions	
  jackpot.	
  It	
  is	
  
the	
  future	
  that	
  was	
  meant	
  for	
  me;	
  the	
  perfect,	
  happy	
  conclusion	
  to	
  the	
  tragic	
  life	
  I’ve	
  had	
  to	
  experience	
  
in	
  the	
  past.	
  I	
  couldn’t	
  wait	
  to	
  rub	
  my	
  status	
  as	
  a	
  wealthy	
  man	
  right	
  in	
  the	
  faces	
  of	
  all	
  the	
  people	
  who	
  
looked	
  down	
  on	
  me,	
  and	
  all	
  of	
  the	
  girls	
  who	
  thought	
  of	
  me	
  as	
  unworthy.	
  I	
  mused	
  that	
  once	
  I	
  become	
  
wealthy,	
  I	
  would	
  finally	
  be	
  worthy	
  enough	
  to	
  all	
  of	
  the	
  beautiful	
  girls.	
  

I	
  spent	
  the	
  whole	
  month	
  meditating	
  in	
  my	
  room	
  or	
  roaming	
  around	
  the	
  park,	
  visualizing	
  the	
  final	
  
outcome	
  of	
  my	
  victory.	
  Through	
  the	
  power	
  of	
  the	
  law	
  of	
  attraction,	
  which	
  I	
  had	
  studied	
  so	
  intensely	
  with	
  



the	
  new	
  book	
  I	
  found,	
  I	
  felt	
  certain	
  that	
  I	
  would	
  become	
  the	
  winner.	
  I	
  looked	
  forward	
  to	
  it	
  with	
  profound	
  
eagerness.	
  

This	
  was	
  also	
  the	
  last	
  month	
  I	
  had	
  at	
  the	
  apartment	
  unit	
  I	
  was	
  staying	
  in.	
  I	
  was	
  set	
  to	
  transfer	
  to	
  a	
  
room	
  in	
  the	
  main	
  complex	
  of	
  Capri	
  Apartments	
  for	
  the	
  next	
  school	
  year.	
  The	
  conflict	
  between	
  Spencer	
  
and	
  I	
  had	
  calmed	
  down	
  over	
  the	
  summer.	
  He	
  brought	
  a	
  few	
  girls	
  to	
  his	
  apartment,	
  but	
  they	
  were	
  all	
  
ugly,	
  so	
  I	
  tried	
  not	
  to	
  get	
  jealous.	
  I	
  still	
  hated	
  him	
  for	
  the	
  fact	
  that	
  he	
  was	
  able	
  to	
  witness	
  how	
  lonely	
  and	
  
miserable	
  my	
  life	
  was.	
  I	
  had	
  spent	
  an	
  entire	
  year	
  in	
  Isla	
  Vista,	
  Santa	
  Barbara,	
  and	
  I	
  had	
  not	
  had	
  a	
  single	
  
girl	
  into	
  my	
  apartment.	
  The	
  pure	
  rage	
  and	
  hatred	
  I	
  felt	
  over	
  that	
  fact	
  was	
  enough,	
  but	
  to	
  have	
  someone	
  
like	
  Spencer	
  in	
  my	
  vicinity	
  to	
  judge	
  me	
  on	
  it	
  was	
  salt	
  on	
  the	
  wound.	
  I	
  made	
  plans	
  to	
  track	
  Spencer	
  down	
  
once	
  I	
  become	
  wealthy	
  and	
  arrogantly	
  show	
  off	
  my	
  new	
  life	
  to	
  him.	
  That	
  would	
  be	
  the	
  only	
  way	
  to	
  get	
  
even.	
  I	
  wanted	
  to	
  show	
  to	
  Spencer,	
  to	
  show	
  to	
  the	
  whole	
  WORLD,	
  that	
  I	
  had	
  worth.	
  

I	
  didn’t	
  think	
  much	
  about	
  my	
  imminent	
  move	
  to	
  a	
  new	
  room,	
  nor	
  did	
  I	
  think	
  much	
  about	
  who	
  my	
  new	
  
housemates	
  would	
  be.	
  I	
  firmly	
  believed	
  that	
  I	
  would	
  win	
  the	
  lottery	
  before	
  then.	
  I	
  would	
  then	
  go	
  back	
  to	
  
my	
  mother’s	
  house,	
  show	
  her	
  my	
  ticket,	
  and	
  buy	
  a	
  mansion	
  of	
  my	
  own	
  to	
  begin	
  a	
  new	
  life	
  of	
  heavenly	
  
bliss.	
  One	
  could	
  say	
  that	
  I	
  was	
  being	
  delusional,	
  but	
  my	
  desperation	
  for	
  happiness	
  was	
  so	
  intense	
  that	
  I	
  
wanted	
  to	
  believe	
  that	
  this	
  was	
  true.	
  I	
  wanted	
  to	
  believe	
  that	
  I	
  had	
  the	
  POWER	
  to	
  invoke	
  this	
  into	
  my	
  
reality.	
  I	
  have	
  craved	
  power	
  and	
  significance	
  all	
  my	
  life,	
  and	
  I	
  will	
  stop	
  at	
  nothing	
  to	
  find	
  ways	
  of	
  
attaining	
  it.	
  
	
  

Before	
  I	
  knew	
  it,	
  my	
  lease	
  at	
  my	
  current	
  room	
  ended,	
  and	
  on	
  September	
  5th,	
  I	
  transferred	
  to	
  the	
  new	
  
room.	
  Spencer	
  and	
  I	
  didn’t	
  deign	
  to	
  say	
  goodbye	
  to	
  each	
  other,	
  we	
  despised	
  each	
  other	
  that	
  much.	
  I	
  
knew	
  I	
  would	
  see	
  him	
  again,	
  when	
  I	
  track	
  him	
  down	
  to	
  show	
  off	
  my	
  wealth	
  that	
  I	
  firmly	
  believed	
  I	
  would	
  
attain.	
  

I	
  found	
  out	
  that	
  my	
  new	
  apartment	
  in	
  the	
  main	
  complex	
  of	
  Capri	
  was	
  the	
  same	
  exact	
  apartment	
  unit	
  
that	
  I	
  stayed	
  in	
  for	
  the	
  first	
  month	
  I	
  had	
  in	
  Santa	
  Barbara:	
  apartment	
  #7	
  on	
  Seville	
  Street.	
  When	
  I	
  moved	
  
all	
  of	
  my	
  belongings	
  in,	
  it	
  was	
  all	
  empty.	
  The	
  manager	
  told	
  me	
  that	
  two	
  housemates	
  would	
  be	
  moving	
  
into	
  the	
  second	
  bedroom	
  within	
  two	
  weeks	
  hence.	
  I	
  trusted	
  that	
  the	
  manager	
  had	
  the	
  sense	
  to	
  pair	
  me	
  
with	
  mature	
  people,	
  knowing	
  my	
  experiences	
  with	
  those	
  two	
  barbaric	
  housemates	
  I	
  had	
  to	
  deal	
  with	
  a	
  
year	
  previously.	
  
	
  

By	
  the	
  time	
  I	
  moved	
  in,	
  the	
  jackpot	
  had	
  finally	
  risen	
  over	
  $100	
  million.	
  This	
  was	
  the	
  moment	
  of	
  truth.	
  
I	
  had	
  been	
  waiting	
  all	
  summer	
  for	
  this	
  to	
  happen.	
  Overcome	
  with	
  trepidation,	
  I	
  spent	
  the	
  next	
  week	
  in	
  
my	
  new	
  room,	
  meditating	
  and	
  visualizing	
  winning	
  the	
  lottery	
  very	
  soon.	
  I	
  could	
  feel	
  the	
  excitement	
  I	
  
would	
  feel	
  once	
  I	
  see	
  the	
  six	
  numbers	
  on	
  my	
  ticket	
  match	
  the	
  numbers	
  that	
  would	
  be	
  drawn.	
  I	
  imagined	
  
myself	
  jumping	
  up	
  and	
  down	
  with	
  joy	
  once	
  my	
  victory	
  was	
  confirmed.	
  

On	
  September	
  11th,	
  the	
  drawing	
  for	
  a	
  jackpot	
  worth	
  $120	
  million	
  commenced.	
  I	
  bought	
  a	
  five	
  dollar	
  
ticket	
  and	
  proclaimed	
  that	
  this	
  had	
  to	
  be	
  mine.	
  When	
  I	
  saw	
  that	
  the	
  winner	
  was	
  from	
  California,	
  my	
  
heart	
  beat	
  like	
  a	
  drum.	
  This	
  was	
  it.	
  Fate	
  was	
  being	
  decided	
  right	
  at	
  that	
  moment.	
  

I	
  didn’t	
  win.	
  I	
  looked	
  at	
  my	
  ticket	
  over	
  and	
  over	
  again,	
  and	
  then	
  at	
  the	
  winning	
  numbers.	
  No	
  match.	
  It	
  
was	
  just	
  like	
  what	
  happened	
  in	
  March,	
  except	
  this	
  was	
  worse	
  because	
  I	
  had	
  built	
  up	
  anticipation	
  for	
  the	
  
entire	
  summer.	
  The	
  winner	
  was	
  some	
  guy	
  from	
  Riverside.	
  He	
  took	
  MY	
  money.	
  What	
  a	
  waste.	
  What	
  an	
  
injustice.	
  I	
  was	
  so	
  certain	
  that	
  the	
  universe	
  would	
  finally	
  grant	
  me	
  salvation	
  after	
  a	
  life	
  of	
  torture	
  and	
  
suffering.	
  I	
  then	
  looked	
  at	
  my	
  small,	
  cramped	
  room	
  and	
  realized	
  that	
  my	
  lonely,	
  depressing	
  life	
  of	
  
virginity	
  will	
  continue	
  on	
  mercilessly.	
  

That	
  night,	
  I	
  threw	
  a	
  wild	
  tantrum,	
  screaming	
  and	
  crying	
  for	
  hours	
  on	
  end.	
  I	
  had	
  the	
  whole	
  apartment	
  
to	
  myself,	
  so	
  there	
  was	
  no	
  one	
  there	
  to	
  hear	
  me.	
  I	
  raged	
  at	
  the	
  entire	
  world,	
  thrashing	
  at	
  my	
  bed	
  with	
  
my	
  wooden	
  practice	
  sword	
  and	
  slashing	
  at	
  the	
  air	
  with	
  my	
  pocket	
  knife.	
  I	
  even	
  downed	
  an	
  entire	
  bottle	
  



of	
  wine,	
  and	
  got	
  so	
  drunk	
  that	
  I	
  spilled	
  my	
  wine	
  all	
  over	
  my	
  laptop,	
  permanently	
  destroying	
  it.	
  I	
  soaked	
  
my	
  pillow	
  with	
  tears	
  as	
  I	
  drifted	
  off	
  to	
  sleep	
  in	
  my	
  lonely	
  bed.	
  
	
  

On	
  the	
  next	
  morning,	
  I	
  felt	
  so	
  drained	
  and	
  depressed.	
  I	
  then	
  realized	
  that	
  I	
  destroyed	
  my	
  laptop,	
  so	
  I	
  
called	
  my	
  mother,	
  begging	
  her	
  to	
  buy	
  me	
  a	
  new	
  one.	
  I	
  made	
  up	
  the	
  story	
  that	
  the	
  laptop	
  randomly	
  died	
  
and	
  I	
  had	
  no	
  control	
  over	
  it.	
  After	
  some	
  persuading,	
  I	
  managed	
  to	
  make	
  her	
  agree	
  to	
  buy	
  me	
  a	
  new	
  one.	
  

I	
  quickly	
  drove	
  to	
  Best	
  Buy	
  to	
  look	
  for	
  a	
  new	
  laptop,	
  and	
  decided	
  to	
  choose	
  a	
  newer,	
  updated	
  version	
  
of	
  the	
  Asus	
  laptop	
  I	
  had	
  previously.	
  As	
  it	
  turned	
  out,	
  the	
  Best	
  Buy	
  in	
  Santa	
  Barbara	
  didn’t	
  have	
  one	
  in	
  
stock,	
  so	
  I	
  had	
  to	
  drive	
  all	
  the	
  way	
  to	
  Oxnard	
  to	
  pick	
  one	
  up.	
  I	
  paid	
  the	
  $1500	
  dollars	
  for	
  it,	
  with	
  the	
  
assurance	
  that	
  my	
  mother	
  will	
  drive	
  up	
  to	
  bring	
  me	
  a	
  reimbursement	
  in	
  a	
  few	
  days.	
  

I	
  had	
  to	
  wait	
  a	
  few	
  hours	
  for	
  them	
  to	
  prepare	
  the	
  laptop	
  for	
  me,	
  and	
  while	
  I	
  waited	
  I	
  decided	
  to	
  go	
  to	
  
the	
  shooting	
  range	
  in	
  Oxnard.	
  I	
  had	
  the	
  knowledge,	
  in	
  the	
  back	
  of	
  my	
  mind,	
  that	
  the	
  Day	
  of	
  Retribution	
  
was	
  very	
  possible	
  now.	
  Going	
  to	
  the	
  shooting	
  range	
  while	
  I	
  waited	
  for	
  my	
  laptop	
  gave	
  me	
  the	
  perfect	
  
opportunity	
  to	
  gain	
  some	
  initial	
  training	
  in	
  shooting	
  guns,	
  which	
  will	
  be	
  the	
  main	
  weapons	
  I	
  use	
  as	
  
vengeance	
  against	
  my	
  enemies	
  when	
  the	
  Day	
  of	
  Retribution	
  ultimately	
  comes	
  to	
  pass.	
  I	
  walked	
  into	
  the	
  
range,	
  rented	
  a	
  handgun	
  from	
  the	
  ugly	
  old	
  redneck	
  cashier,	
  and	
  started	
  to	
  practice	
  shooting	
  at	
  paper	
  
targets.	
  As	
  I	
  fired	
  my	
  first	
  few	
  rounds,	
  I	
  felt	
  so	
  sick	
  to	
  the	
  stomach.	
  I	
  questioned	
  my	
  whole	
  life,	
  and	
  I	
  
looked	
  at	
  the	
  gun	
  in	
  front	
  of	
  me	
  and	
  asked	
  myself	
  “What	
  am	
  I	
  doing	
  here?	
  How	
  could	
  things	
  have	
  led	
  to	
  
this?”	
  I	
  couldn’t	
  believe	
  my	
  life	
  was	
  actually	
  turning	
  out	
  this	
  way.	
  There	
  I	
  was,	
  practicing	
  shooting	
  with	
  
real	
  guns	
  because	
  I	
  had	
  a	
  plan	
  to	
  carry	
  out	
  a	
  massacre.	
  Why	
  did	
  things	
  have	
  to	
  be	
  this	
  way,	
  I	
  silently	
  
questioned	
  myself	
  as	
  I	
  looked	
  at	
  the	
  handgun	
  I	
  was	
  holding	
  in	
  front	
  of	
  me.	
  I	
  paid	
  my	
  fee	
  and	
  left	
  the	
  
range	
  within	
  minutes,	
  feeling	
  as	
  if	
  I	
  was	
  going	
  to	
  be	
  sick.	
  I	
  spent	
  the	
  rest	
  of	
  the	
  waiting	
  period	
  at	
  the	
  
Coffee	
  Bean	
  in	
  Oxnard,	
  where	
  I	
  sat	
  by	
  myself	
  feeling	
  absolutely	
  disgusted.	
  My	
  whole	
  world	
  was	
  twisted.	
  
	
  

Within	
  the	
  following	
  days,	
  I	
  spent	
  a	
  lot	
  of	
  time	
  at	
  the	
  park,	
  watching	
  the	
  wind	
  blow	
  through	
  the	
  trees	
  
and	
  the	
  children	
  playing	
  in	
  the	
  fields.	
  I	
  questioned	
  the	
  very	
  fabric	
  of	
  reality.	
  Why	
  did	
  this	
  all	
  exist?	
  I	
  
wondered.	
  How	
  did	
  life	
  come	
  to	
  be?	
  What	
  was	
  the	
  nature	
  of	
  reality?	
  What	
  was	
  my	
  place	
  in	
  all	
  of	
  it?	
  
There	
  was	
  no	
  point	
  to	
  my	
  life	
  anymore.	
  I	
  was	
  never	
  going	
  to	
  lose	
  my	
  virginity.	
  I	
  was	
  never	
  going	
  to	
  get	
  a	
  
girlfriend.	
  Because	
  girls	
  are	
  repulsed	
  by	
  me,	
  I	
  was	
  never	
  going	
  to	
  have	
  children	
  and	
  pass	
  on	
  my	
  genes.	
  
The	
  only	
  way	
  that	
  I	
  could	
  have	
  been	
  worthy	
  enough	
  to	
  beautiful	
  girls	
  is	
  if	
  I	
  become	
  wealthy	
  at	
  a	
  young	
  
age,	
  and	
  the	
  faith	
  I	
  had	
  in	
  that	
  happened	
  had	
  just	
  been	
  crushed.	
  There	
  was	
  no	
  hope	
  left.	
  

The	
  life	
  I	
  could	
  have	
  had	
  ceased	
  to	
  exist.	
  I	
  will	
  never	
  have	
  sex,	
  never	
  have	
  love,	
  never	
  have	
  children.	
  I	
  
will	
  never	
  be	
  a	
  creator,	
  but	
  I	
  could	
  be	
  a	
  destroyer.	
  Life	
  had	
  been	
  cruel	
  to	
  me.	
  The	
  human	
  species	
  had	
  
rejected	
  me	
  all	
  my	
  life,	
  despite	
  the	
  fact	
  that	
  I	
  am	
  the	
  ideal,	
  magnificent	
  gentleman.	
  Life	
  itself	
  is	
  twisted	
  
and	
  disgusting,	
  I	
  mused.	
  Humans	
  are	
  brutal	
  animals.	
  If	
  I	
  cannot	
  thrive	
  among	
  them,	
  then	
  I	
  will	
  destroy	
  
them	
  all.	
  I	
  didn’t	
  want	
  things	
  to	
  turn	
  out	
  this	
  way.	
  I	
  wanted	
  a	
  happy,	
  healthy	
  life	
  of	
  love	
  and	
  sex.	
  But	
  if	
  
I’m	
  unable	
  to	
  have	
  such	
  a	
  life,	
  then	
  I	
  will	
  have	
  no	
  choice	
  but	
  to	
  exact	
  revenge	
  on	
  the	
  society	
  that	
  denied	
  
it	
  to	
  me.	
  
	
  

My	
  new	
  housemates	
  moved	
  into	
  the	
  other	
  room	
  of	
  my	
  apartment	
  at	
  the	
  end	
  of	
  September.	
  They	
  
didn’t	
  know	
  each	
  other	
  before	
  they	
  moved	
  in,	
  which	
  was	
  better	
  for	
  me	
  because	
  then	
  they	
  wouldn’t	
  
gang	
  up	
  on	
  me.	
  Not	
  like	
  they	
  would	
  do	
  such	
  a	
  thing	
  anyway,	
  since	
  my	
  two	
  new	
  housemates	
  were	
  both	
  
timid,	
  geeky	
  types.	
  One	
  of	
  them	
  was	
  a	
  funny-­‐looking	
  curly	
  haired	
  boy	
  named	
  Chris	
  Rugg,	
  and	
  the	
  other	
  
was	
  an	
  Asian	
  American	
  named	
  Jon.	
  After	
  the	
  first	
  few	
  days	
  of	
  their	
  stay,	
  I	
  felt	
  content	
  with	
  these	
  new	
  
housemates.	
  They	
  were	
  quiet,	
  respectful,	
  and	
  very	
  friendly.	
  And	
  best	
  of	
  all,	
  they	
  never	
  invited	
  any	
  
friends	
  over.	
  I	
  doubt	
  they	
  even	
  had	
  any	
  friends.	
  All	
  they	
  did	
  was	
  stay	
  in	
  their	
  room	
  and	
  played	
  video	
  
games	
  all	
  day.	
  Of	
  course,	
  I	
  had	
  no	
  desire	
  to	
  be	
  friends	
  with	
  them,	
  because	
  they	
  had	
  absolutely	
  nothing	
  



to	
  offer,	
  but	
  I	
  knew	
  I	
  would	
  have	
  no	
  problems	
  with	
  them	
  in	
  my	
  apartment,	
  and	
  that	
  was	
  the	
  best	
  I	
  could	
  
hope	
  for.	
  
	
  

On	
  Halloween	
  weekend,	
  I	
  made	
  the	
  wise	
  decision	
  to	
  go	
  home	
  to	
  my	
  mother’s	
  house.	
  There	
  was	
  no	
  
way	
  I	
  was	
  going	
  to	
  torture	
  myself	
  by	
  staying	
  alone	
  in	
  my	
  room	
  while	
  the	
  entire	
  town	
  of	
  Isla	
  Vista	
  erupted	
  
in	
  raucous	
  debauchery.	
  All	
  of	
  the	
  tall,	
  hunky	
  jocks	
  that	
  girls	
  love	
  so	
  much	
  will	
  be	
  having	
  all	
  of	
  the	
  sex	
  and	
  
all	
  of	
  the	
  fun,	
  while	
  an	
  unwanted	
  outcast	
  like	
  myself	
  would	
  rot	
  in	
  loneliness.	
  I	
  imagined	
  that	
  some	
  
attractive	
  guys	
  who	
  only	
  visited	
  Isla	
  Vista	
  for	
  the	
  Halloween	
  event	
  will	
  be	
  getting	
  laid	
  that	
  weekend.	
  
They’d	
  be	
  getting	
  sex	
  from	
  just	
  one	
  night	
  in	
  Isla	
  Vista,	
  while	
  I’m	
  still	
  a	
  virgin	
  after	
  living	
  there	
  for	
  over	
  a	
  
year.	
  It	
  was	
  too	
  unfair.	
  I	
  wanted	
  to	
  punish	
  them	
  all.	
  I	
  imagined	
  how	
  sweet	
  it	
  would	
  be	
  to	
  slaughter	
  all	
  of	
  
those	
  evil,	
  slutty	
  bitches	
  who	
  rejected	
  me,	
  along	
  with	
  the	
  fraternity	
  jocks	
  they	
  throw	
  themselves	
  at.	
  To	
  
see	
  them	
  all	
  running	
  from	
  me	
  in	
  fear	
  as	
  I	
  kill	
  them	
  left	
  and	
  right,	
  that	
  would	
  be	
  the	
  ultimate	
  retribution.	
  
Only	
  then	
  would	
  I	
  have	
  all	
  the	
  power.	
  They	
  treated	
  me	
  like	
  an	
  insignificant	
  little	
  mouse,	
  but	
  on	
  the	
  Day	
  
of	
  Retribution,	
  I	
  would	
  be	
  a	
  God	
  to	
  them.	
  They	
  will	
  be	
  the	
  mice,	
  and	
  I	
  will	
  be	
  the	
  predator.	
  I	
  considered	
  
setting	
  the	
  date	
  for	
  the	
  Day	
  of	
  Retribution	
  to	
  be	
  the	
  next	
  Halloween	
  of	
  2013.	
  That	
  would	
  give	
  me	
  a	
  year	
  
to	
  prepare,	
  but	
  I	
  soon	
  dismissed	
  it.	
  If	
  the	
  Day	
  of	
  Retribution	
  were	
  to	
  happen,	
  it	
  would	
  have	
  to	
  be	
  on	
  a	
  
normal	
  weekend.	
  There	
  would	
  be	
  too	
  many	
  cops	
  walking	
  around	
  during	
  an	
  event	
  like	
  Halloween,	
  and	
  
cops	
  are	
  the	
  only	
  ones	
  who	
  could	
  hinder	
  my	
  plans.	
  

I	
  spent	
  the	
  time	
  at	
  mother’s	
  house	
  relaxing	
  and	
  trying	
  to	
  forget	
  about	
  Halloween.	
  I	
  drank	
  some	
  of	
  my	
  
mother’s	
  delicious	
  wine	
  until	
  I	
  was	
  too	
  buzzed	
  to	
  think	
  about	
  how	
  much	
  fun	
  everyone	
  else	
  my	
  age	
  was	
  
having	
  on	
  that	
  night.	
  
	
  

I	
  didn’t	
  even	
  bother	
  to	
  register	
  for	
  college	
  classes	
  that	
  semester.	
  There	
  was	
  no	
  point.	
  I	
  believed	
  that	
  I	
  
would	
  either	
  fulfill	
  my	
  dream	
  of	
  becoming	
  wealthy	
  at	
  a	
  young	
  age	
  in	
  order	
  to	
  be	
  worthy	
  enough	
  to	
  
attract	
  beautiful	
  women,	
  or	
  exact	
  my	
  revenge	
  upon	
  the	
  world	
  and	
  die	
  in	
  the	
  process	
  to	
  escape	
  
punishment.	
  There	
  was	
  no	
  other	
  path	
  for	
  me.	
  

Of	
  course,	
  I	
  “registered”	
  for	
  some	
  classes,	
  but	
  only	
  to	
  keep	
  up	
  the	
  pretense	
  to	
  my	
  parents	
  that	
  I	
  was	
  
still	
  attending	
  college.	
  If	
  they	
  somehow	
  found	
  out	
  that	
  I	
  had	
  dropped	
  my	
  classes	
  right	
  after	
  registering	
  
for	
  them,	
  they	
  would	
  have	
  stopped	
  all	
  of	
  their	
  support	
  for	
  me,	
  and	
  my	
  life	
  would	
  have	
  to	
  end	
  right	
  then	
  
and	
  there.	
  Thankfully,	
  I	
  was	
  a	
  good	
  liar.	
  

During	
  the	
  Autumn	
  of	
  2012,	
  I	
  had	
  all	
  the	
  time	
  in	
  the	
  world	
  to	
  figure	
  out	
  how	
  I	
  was	
  going	
  to	
  triumph	
  
against	
  the	
  society	
  that	
  was	
  torturing	
  me.	
  I	
  spent	
  a	
  lot	
  of	
  time	
  at	
  the	
  library	
  in	
  Goleta,	
  just	
  a	
  few	
  miles	
  
away	
  from	
  Isla	
  Vista.	
  At	
  the	
  library,	
  I	
  read	
  countless	
  books	
  on	
  history,	
  business,	
  and	
  philosophy,	
  learning	
  
as	
  much	
  as	
  I	
  could.	
  It	
  was	
  better	
  than	
  staying	
  at	
  home	
  in	
  my	
  room.	
  Besides,	
  I	
  didn’t	
  want	
  my	
  
housemates	
  to	
  find	
  out	
  that	
  I	
  wasn’t	
  going	
  to	
  college.	
  That	
  would	
  be	
  embarrassing,	
  and	
  I	
  always	
  cared	
  
about	
  what	
  others	
  thought	
  about	
  me,	
  even	
  my	
  nerdy	
  housemates.	
  

I	
  continued	
  to	
  visit	
  the	
  website	
  of	
  the	
  Megamillions	
  lottery.	
  I	
  still	
  clung	
  to	
  the	
  hope	
  that	
  it	
  may	
  rise	
  
above	
  $100	
  million	
  again	
  and	
  I	
  would	
  be	
  the	
  winner.	
  So	
  far,	
  I	
  saw	
  that	
  as	
  my	
  only	
  way	
  out	
  of	
  my	
  horrible	
  
situation.	
  
	
  

My	
  situation	
  was	
  indeed	
  horrible.	
  I	
  couldn’t	
  leave	
  the	
  house	
  without	
  seeing	
  a	
  young	
  couple	
  walking	
  
around	
  somewhere.	
  Everywhere	
  I	
  went,	
  I	
  was	
  all	
  by	
  myself,	
  while	
  other	
  young	
  people	
  had	
  friends	
  and	
  
girlfriends.	
  I	
  was	
  ashamed	
  to	
  show	
  myself	
  to	
  the	
  world.	
  Even	
  though	
  I	
  wore	
  expensive	
  designer	
  clothes,	
  
what	
  was	
  the	
  point	
  if	
  girl’s	
  still	
  weren’t	
  attracted	
  to	
  me?	
  No	
  one	
  respects	
  a	
  man	
  who	
  is	
  unable	
  to	
  get	
  a	
  
woman.	
  A	
  man	
  wearing	
  shorts	
  and	
  a	
  T-­‐shirt	
  would	
  be	
  seen	
  as	
  superior	
  to	
  me	
  if	
  he	
  walks	
  into	
  a	
  store	
  
with	
  a	
  beautiful	
  girl	
  on	
  his	
  arm	
  and	
  I	
  walk	
  in	
  all	
  alone.	
  A	
  man	
  having	
  a	
  beautiful	
  girl	
  by	
  his	
  side	
  shows	
  the	
  
world	
  that	
  he	
  is	
  worth	
  something,	
  because	
  obviously	
  that	
  beautiful	
  girl	
  sees	
  some	
  sort	
  of	
  worth	
  in	
  him.	
  If	
  



a	
  man	
  is	
  all	
  alone,	
  people	
  get	
  the	
  impression	
  that	
  girls	
  are	
  repulsed	
  by	
  him,	
  and	
  therefore	
  he	
  is	
  a	
  
worthless	
  loser.	
  
	
  

I	
  saw	
  winning	
  the	
  lottery	
  as	
  the	
  only	
  way	
  out,	
  and	
  I	
  became	
  so	
  frustrated	
  when	
  the	
  Megamillions	
  
jackpot	
  kept	
  resetting.	
  In	
  the	
  end	
  of	
  November,	
  the	
  jackpot	
  was	
  very	
  close	
  to	
  getting	
  high	
  enough,	
  but	
  
then	
  it	
  sank	
  to	
  the	
  bottom	
  once	
  again.	
  It	
  was	
  at	
  this	
  point	
  that	
  I	
  learned	
  about	
  the	
  Powerball	
  lottery.	
  The	
  
Powerball	
  hadn’t	
  yet	
  come	
  to	
  California,	
  so	
  I	
  knew	
  nothing	
  about	
  it	
  before.	
  I	
  looked	
  at	
  the	
  website	
  and	
  
saw	
  that	
  the	
  jackpot	
  was	
  over	
  $500	
  million!	
  
California	
  didn’t	
  have	
  a	
  Powerball	
  lottery,	
  so	
  in	
  order	
  to	
  buy	
  a	
  ticket,	
  I	
  would	
  have	
  to	
  drive	
  all	
  the	
  way	
  to	
  
Arizona.	
  

Earlier	
  in	
  that	
  day,	
  as	
  I	
  drove	
  through	
  Isla	
  Vista,	
  I	
  saw	
  this	
  one	
  particular	
  young	
  couple	
  that	
  stood	
  out	
  
from	
  the	
  rest	
  only	
  because	
  the	
  girl	
  looked	
  absolutely	
  perfect.	
  She	
  was	
  tall,	
  blonde,	
  and	
  sexy.	
  She	
  would	
  
have	
  towered	
  over	
  me	
  in	
  height,	
  and	
  her	
  boyfriend	
  of	
  course	
  towered	
  over	
  her.	
  They	
  were	
  both	
  wearing	
  
beach	
  gear,	
  and	
  the	
  girl	
  was	
  in	
  her	
  bikini,	
  showing	
  off	
  to	
  everyone	
  her	
  sensual,	
  erection-­‐causing	
  body.	
  
Her	
  blonde	
  hair	
  was	
  wet	
  from	
  swimming	
  in	
  the	
  ocean,	
  and	
  it	
  only	
  made	
  her	
  look	
  more	
  arousing.	
  The	
  two	
  
of	
  them	
  were	
  holding	
  hands,	
  and	
  it	
  was	
  clear	
  that	
  they	
  were	
  in	
  love.	
  I	
  saw	
  the	
  boyfriend	
  place	
  his	
  hand	
  
on	
  the	
  girl’s	
  ass,	
  and	
  when	
  he	
  did	
  this	
  the	
  girl	
  looked	
  at	
  him	
  and	
  smiled	
  with	
  delight.	
  That	
  guy	
  was	
  in	
  
heaven.	
  I	
  can	
  only	
  imagine	
  how	
  amazing	
  it	
  must	
  be	
  to	
  have	
  sex	
  with	
  a	
  girl	
  like	
  that.	
  I	
  had	
  to	
  witness	
  
everything	
  I	
  wanted	
  but	
  could	
  not	
  have.	
  It	
  made	
  me	
  feel	
  dizzy	
  with	
  anguish.	
  

I	
  immediately	
  thought	
  about	
  that	
  couple,	
  and	
  how	
  impossible	
  it	
  was	
  for	
  me	
  to	
  have	
  the	
  same	
  
experience	
  as	
  that	
  guy.	
  Impossible,	
  as	
  I	
  was	
  at	
  that	
  point.	
  But	
  it	
  would	
  be	
  possible	
  for	
  me	
  to	
  get	
  a	
  tall,	
  
blonde,	
  sexy	
  girlfriend	
  if	
  I	
  was	
  a	
  multi-­‐millionaire!	
  Oh	
  yes,	
  it	
  would	
  be	
  very	
  possible.	
  Becoming	
  a	
  multi-­‐	
  
millionaire	
  is	
  the	
  ONLY	
  way	
  I	
  could	
  have	
  such	
  an	
  experience,	
  and	
  winning	
  the	
  lottery	
  was	
  the	
  ONLY	
  way	
  I	
  
could	
  become	
  a	
  multi-­‐millionaire	
  at	
  my	
  age.	
  As	
  I	
  stared	
  at	
  the	
  Powerball	
  jackpot	
  that	
  was	
  over	
  $500	
  
million,	
  I	
  knew	
  that	
  I	
  HAD	
  to	
  win	
  it.	
  

It	
  was	
  midnight	
  when	
  I	
  had	
  this	
  revelation,	
  and	
  the	
  drawing	
  was	
  on	
  the	
  following	
  day.	
  The	
  only	
  way	
  I	
  
could	
  get	
  a	
  ticket	
  before	
  the	
  drawing	
  was	
  if	
  I	
  left	
  for	
  Arizona	
  right	
  then	
  and	
  there.	
  And	
  so	
  that	
  is	
  exactly	
  
what	
  I	
  did.	
  I	
  quickly	
  looked	
  up	
  the	
  best	
  route	
  on	
  Google	
  Maps,	
  packed	
  some	
  food	
  into	
  my	
  backpack,	
  and	
  
took	
  off.	
  

The	
  sun	
  rose	
  as	
  I	
  crossed	
  the	
  long	
  stretch	
  of	
  desert	
  in	
  between	
  Palm	
  Springs	
  and	
  the	
  border	
  of	
  
Arizona.	
  It	
  was	
  one	
  of	
  the	
  most	
  beautiful	
  things	
  I	
  had	
  ever	
  seen.	
  When	
  I	
  saw	
  the	
  sun	
  creeping	
  up	
  before	
  
me	
  in	
  the	
  horizon,	
  igniting	
  the	
  clouds	
  with	
  its	
  orange	
  glow,	
  I	
  proclaimed	
  that	
  sunrise	
  as	
  the	
  sunrise	
  of	
  my	
  
destiny.	
  I	
  was	
  riding	
  towards	
  my	
  destiny,	
  to	
  obtain	
  the	
  record-­‐breaking	
  Powerball	
  ticket	
  of	
  $500	
  million!	
  

As	
  I	
  drove,	
  I	
  thought	
  about	
  every	
  event	
  in	
  my	
  life	
  that	
  led	
  up	
  to	
  that	
  journey.	
  I	
  considered	
  that	
  
journey	
  as	
  the	
  ultimate	
  culmination	
  of	
  the	
  tragic	
  suffering	
  and	
  sexual	
  starvation	
  I	
  had	
  to	
  go	
  through	
  for	
  
so	
  long.	
  That	
  Powerball	
  jackpot	
  was	
  meant	
  for	
  me.	
  Once	
  I	
  won	
  it,	
  I’d	
  be	
  able	
  to	
  have	
  my	
  beautiful	
  
blonde	
  girlfriend,	
  I’d	
  be	
  able	
  to	
  show	
  the	
  world	
  that	
  girls	
  consider	
  me	
  worthy,	
  I’d	
  be	
  able	
  to	
  show	
  the	
  
world	
  how	
  superior	
  I	
  am.	
  And	
  of	
  course,	
  I	
  would	
  be	
  able	
  to	
  live	
  above	
  everyone	
  who	
  has	
  wronged	
  me,	
  
and	
  rub	
  it	
  all	
  in	
  their	
  faces	
  as	
  a	
  form	
  of	
  gratifying	
  vengeance.	
  That	
  was	
  my	
  ultimate	
  purpose	
  in	
  life,	
  my	
  
reason	
  for	
  living.	
  
	
  

I	
  didn’t	
  win.	
  It	
  was	
  almost	
  the	
  same	
  scenario	
  that	
  I	
  suffered	
  through	
  in	
  March,	
  except	
  this	
  one	
  was	
  
twice	
  as	
  devastating.	
  When	
  I	
  finally	
  arrived	
  home	
  from	
  the	
  long	
  trip,	
  I	
  immediately	
  went	
  to	
  bed	
  after	
  not	
  
sleeping	
  for	
  so	
  long.	
  It	
  was	
  very	
  difficult	
  to	
  stay	
  awake	
  on	
  the	
  road,	
  but	
  I	
  managed	
  to	
  do	
  it	
  due	
  to	
  the	
  
severe	
  importance	
  of	
  the	
  journey.	
  The	
  Powerball	
  drawing	
  occurred	
  while	
  I	
  slept,	
  and	
  my	
  last	
  thought	
  
before	
  drifting	
  off	
  to	
  sleep	
  was	
  that	
  when	
  I	
  woke	
  up,	
  I	
  would	
  be	
  a	
  multi-­‐millionaire,	
  and	
  my	
  life	
  would	
  be	
  
saved.	
  I	
  slept	
  for	
  a	
  very	
  long	
  time,	
  and	
  when	
  I	
  awakened	
  it	
  was	
  already	
  the	
  morning	
  after	
  the	
  drawing.	
  I	
  
was	
  overcome	
  with	
  anxiety.	
  I	
  was	
  so	
  confident	
  and	
  certain	
  that	
  I	
  would	
  win	
  before	
  the	
  drawing	
  



occurred,	
  but	
  once	
  that	
  point	
  in	
  time	
  had	
  passed,	
  I	
  feared	
  the	
  result.	
  I	
  feared	
  that	
  I	
  might	
  not	
  have	
  won.	
  
I	
  spent	
  the	
  next	
  three	
  days	
  in	
  my	
  room,	
  trying	
  to	
  garner	
  enough	
  courage	
  to	
  check	
  the	
  winning	
  numbers	
  
that	
  would	
  determine	
  my	
  fate.	
  After	
  realizing	
  how	
  much	
  time	
  I	
  was	
  wasting,	
  I	
  visited	
  the	
  Powerball	
  
website	
  to	
  see	
  the	
  result.	
  At	
  the	
  very	
  first	
  second	
  of	
  viewing	
  the	
  webpage,	
  I	
  caught	
  a	
  brief	
  glimpse	
  of	
  it	
  
before	
  closing	
  it	
  out	
  of	
  fear	
  and	
  panic.	
  In	
  that	
  brief	
  glimpse,	
  I	
  saw	
  that	
  there	
  were	
  three	
  winning	
  tickets,	
  
and	
  one	
  of	
  them	
  was	
  in	
  Arizona!	
  My	
  heart	
  started	
  beating	
  rapidly.	
  That	
  had	
  to	
  be	
  me!	
  I	
  thought,	
  with	
  
hope	
  and	
  excitement	
  welling	
  up	
  inside	
  my	
  whole	
  body.	
  

There	
  was	
  an	
  Arizona	
  winner,	
  and	
  I	
  had	
  bought	
  my	
  ticket	
  in	
  Arizona.	
  After	
  that	
  long,	
  emotional	
  
journey;	
  driving	
  toward	
  the	
  sunrise	
  in	
  the	
  middle	
  of	
  the	
  desert,	
  fighting	
  off	
  sleep	
  just	
  to	
  get	
  there	
  in	
  
time,	
  visualizing	
  my	
  whole	
  future	
  before	
  me,	
  with	
  a	
  beautiful	
  blonde	
  girlfriend	
  and	
  the	
  children	
  I	
  would	
  
have	
  with	
  her…	
  After	
  all	
  that,	
  who	
  else	
  could	
  the	
  winner	
  be	
  but	
  me?	
  It	
  was	
  meant	
  for	
  me.	
  It	
  was	
  fate,	
  
destiny.	
  I	
  took	
  out	
  my	
  tickets,	
  of	
  which	
  I	
  had	
  purchased	
  fifty,	
  and	
  sifted	
  through	
  them	
  to	
  find	
  the	
  one	
  
that	
  matched	
  the	
  winning	
  numbers.	
  I	
  felt	
  dizzy	
  and	
  ecstatic	
  as	
  I	
  did	
  it,	
  feeling	
  so	
  certain	
  that	
  my	
  victory	
  
will	
  be	
  confirmed.	
  When	
  I	
  reached	
  the	
  end	
  of	
  my	
  stack	
  of	
  tickets,	
  I	
  didn’t	
  find	
  any	
  that	
  matched.	
  For	
  the	
  
first	
  few	
  moments,	
  I	
  couldn’t	
  even	
  believe	
  what	
  was	
  happening.	
  I	
  looked	
  through	
  all	
  of	
  my	
  tickets	
  again	
  
and	
  again	
  and	
  again,	
  and	
  still,	
  nothing.	
  I	
  didn’t	
  win.	
  

I	
  sat	
  very	
  quiet	
  and	
  still	
  in	
  my	
  desk	
  chair	
  for	
  a	
  long	
  time,	
  all	
  of	
  the	
  emotion	
  swept	
  out	
  of	
  me.	
  I	
  didn’t	
  
react	
  with	
  rage	
  or	
  anguish.	
  I	
  just	
  sat	
  there,	
  cold	
  and	
  dead,	
  mentally	
  trying	
  to	
  contemplate	
  what	
  I	
  had	
  just	
  
done.	
  I	
  had	
  driven	
  all	
  the	
  way	
  to	
  Arizona	
  just	
  to	
  buy	
  lottery	
  tickets,	
  because	
  I	
  was	
  so	
  desperate	
  for	
  a	
  
happy	
  life	
  in	
  which	
  girls	
  would	
  be	
  attracted	
  to	
  me;	
  I	
  was	
  so	
  certain	
  I	
  would	
  win,	
  building	
  up	
  all	
  that	
  hope,	
  
only	
  to	
  have	
  it	
  shattered	
  right	
  before	
  me	
  at	
  just	
  that	
  moment.	
  

I	
  then	
  drove	
  out	
  of	
  my	
  apartment	
  and	
  made	
  my	
  way	
  to	
  the	
  Girsh	
  Park.	
  I	
  had	
  to	
  be	
  somewhere	
  
peaceful.	
  Along	
  the	
  way,	
  I	
  saw	
  couples	
  strolling	
  along	
  the	
  streets	
  of	
  Isla	
  Vista,	
  walking	
  arm	
  in	
  arm;	
  I	
  saw	
  
groups	
  of	
  good	
  looking	
  young	
  people	
  walking	
  together,	
  laughing	
  and	
  enjoying	
  each	
  other’s	
  company.	
  I	
  
felt	
  completely	
  dead	
  inside,	
  and	
  torment	
  racked	
  my	
  entire	
  body,	
  as	
  I	
  realized	
  that	
  I	
  now	
  had	
  no	
  chance	
  
to	
  rise	
  above	
  them.	
  I	
  lost.	
  

When	
  I	
  got	
  to	
  the	
  park	
  I	
  sat	
  in	
  my	
  car	
  for	
  hours,	
  crying	
  and	
  crying	
  and	
  crying.	
  I	
  wailed	
  with	
  agony.	
  My	
  
tears	
  streamed	
  down	
  my	
  face	
  and	
  stained	
  my	
  collar.	
  I	
  couldn’t	
  take	
  it	
  anymore.	
  Feeling	
  the	
  need	
  to	
  talk	
  
to	
  someone,	
  I	
  called	
  the	
  only	
  people	
  I	
  had	
  in	
  my	
  life:	
  My	
  parents.	
  I	
  called	
  them	
  both,	
  first	
  my	
  mother	
  and	
  
then	
  my	
  father,	
  and	
  I	
  told	
  them	
  both	
  how	
  much	
  I	
  was	
  suffering	
  from	
  my	
  loneliness,	
  and	
  my	
  utter	
  
realization	
  that	
  I	
  had	
  no	
  hope	
  of	
  ever	
  having	
  a	
  happy	
  life.	
  I	
  told	
  them	
  that	
  they	
  must	
  be	
  ashamed	
  of	
  me,	
  
that	
  I	
  was	
  a	
  21	
  year	
  old	
  virgin	
  who	
  is	
  unable	
  to	
  get	
  a	
  girlfriend	
  or	
  making	
  any	
  friends	
  whatsoever.	
  I	
  was	
  
not	
  the	
  son	
  any	
  parent	
  would	
  want.	
  My	
  tantrum	
  to	
  my	
  parents	
  on	
  the	
  phone	
  deeply	
  disturbed	
  them,	
  
and	
  they	
  arranged	
  for	
  me	
  to	
  see	
  my	
  psychiatrist,	
  Dr.	
  Charles	
  Sophy,	
  when	
  I	
  return	
  home	
  for	
  the	
  winter	
  
break.	
  
	
  

As	
  the	
  phrase	
  that	
  I	
  had	
  coined	
  goes:	
  If	
  I	
  cannot	
  join	
  them,	
  I	
  will	
  rise	
  above	
  them;	
  and	
  if	
  I	
  cannot	
  rise	
  
above	
  them,	
  I	
  will	
  destroy	
  them.	
  I’ve	
  been	
  trying	
  to	
  join	
  and	
  be	
  accepted	
  among	
  the	
  beautiful,	
  popular	
  
people	
  all	
  my	
  life,	
  but	
  it	
  was	
  to	
  no	
  avail.	
  They	
  have	
  always	
  treated	
  me	
  like	
  scum.	
  Girls	
  have	
  always	
  
deemed	
  me	
  unworthy	
  of	
  their	
  love	
  and	
  sex.	
  I	
  tried	
  to	
  overthrow	
  them	
  by	
  gaining	
  wealth	
  at	
  a	
  young	
  age,	
  
from	
  trying	
  to	
  come	
  up	
  with	
  invention	
  ideas,	
  to	
  contemplating	
  writing	
  an	
  epic	
  story,	
  and	
  finally	
  to	
  trying	
  
to	
  win	
  the	
  lottery.	
  At	
  this	
  point,	
  the	
  prospect	
  of	
  overthrowing	
  them	
  seemed	
  hopeless.	
  The	
  final	
  solution	
  
to	
  triumph	
  over	
  my	
  enemies	
  was	
  to	
  destroy	
  them,	
  to	
  carry	
  out	
  my	
  Day	
  of	
  Retribution,	
  to	
  exact	
  my	
  
ultimate	
  and	
  devastating	
  vengeance	
  against	
  all	
  of	
  the	
  popular	
  young	
  people	
  who	
  never	
  accepted	
  me,	
  
and	
  against	
  all	
  women	
  for	
  rejecting	
  me	
  and	
  starving	
  me	
  of	
  love	
  and	
  sex.	
  

At	
  this	
  point,	
  it	
  fully	
  dawned	
  on	
  me	
  that	
  the	
  possibility	
  of	
  having	
  to	
  resort	
  to	
  exacting	
  this	
  Retribution	
  
was	
  more	
  real	
  than	
  ever	
  before.	
  Without	
  the	
  prospect	
  of	
  becoming	
  wealthy	
  at	
  a	
  young	
  age,	
  I	
  had	
  
nothing	
  to	
  live	
  for	
  now.	
  I	
  was	
  going	
  to	
  be	
  a	
  virgin	
  outcast	
  forever.	
  I	
  realized	
  that	
  I	
  had	
  to	
  start	
  planning	
  



and	
  preparing	
  for	
  the	
  Day	
  of	
  Retribution,	
  even	
  though	
  I	
  hadn’t	
  yet	
  had	
  any	
  idea	
  of	
  what	
  day	
  that	
  would	
  
be.	
  

My	
  first	
  act	
  of	
  preparation	
  was	
  the	
  purchase	
  my	
  first	
  handgun.	
  I	
  did	
  this	
  quickly	
  and	
  hastily,	
  at	
  a	
  local	
  
gun	
  shop	
  called	
  Goleta	
  Gun	
  and	
  Supply.	
  I	
  had	
  already	
  done	
  some	
  research	
  on	
  handguns,	
  and	
  I	
  decided	
  
to	
  purchase	
  the	
  Glock	
  34	
  semiautomatic	
  pistol,	
  an	
  efficient	
  and	
  highly	
  accurate	
  weapon.	
  I	
  signed	
  all	
  of	
  
the	
  papers	
  and	
  was	
  told	
  that	
  my	
  pickup	
  day	
  was	
  in	
  mid-­‐December.	
  That	
  fell	
  in	
  nicely,	
  because	
  that	
  was	
  
when	
  I	
  was	
  planning	
  on	
  staying	
  in	
  Santa	
  Barbara	
  till.	
  After	
  I	
  picked	
  up	
  the	
  handgun,	
  I	
  brought	
  it	
  back	
  to	
  
my	
  room	
  and	
  felt	
  a	
  new	
  sense	
  of	
  power.	
  I	
  was	
  now	
  armed.	
  Who’s	
  the	
  alpha	
  male	
  now,	
  bitches?	
  I	
  
thought	
  to	
  myself,	
  regarding	
  all	
  of	
  the	
  girls	
  who’ve	
  looked	
  down	
  on	
  me	
  in	
  the	
  past.	
  I	
  quickly	
  admired	
  my	
  
new	
  weapon	
  before	
  locking	
  it	
  up	
  in	
  my	
  safe	
  and	
  preparing	
  to	
  go	
  back	
  to	
  my	
  hometown	
  for	
  the	
  winter	
  
break.	
  
	
  

I	
  didn’t	
  attend	
  the	
  Lemelson’s	
  Christmas	
  party	
  that	
  year,	
  nor	
  would	
  I	
  ever	
  again.	
  The	
  only	
  person	
  I	
  
ever	
  really	
  hung	
  out	
  with	
  at	
  those	
  parties	
  was	
  James,	
  and	
  James	
  was	
  no	
  longer	
  my	
  friend.	
  It	
  would	
  have	
  
been	
  extremely	
  awkward	
  to	
  be	
  there	
  while	
  James	
  is	
  there,	
  knowing	
  that	
  the	
  two	
  of	
  us,	
  who	
  used	
  to	
  be	
  
old	
  friends	
  since	
  first	
  grade,	
  would	
  be	
  avoiding	
  each	
  other.	
  It	
  would	
  be	
  a	
  foul	
  and	
  bitter	
  experience,	
  and	
  
I	
  had	
  already	
  gone	
  through	
  enough	
  anguish	
  in	
  the	
  last	
  few	
  months.	
  
	
  

A	
  few	
  days	
  before	
  Christmas,	
  I	
  took	
  off	
  with	
  my	
  mother	
  and	
  sister	
  for	
  another	
  vacation	
  in	
  England.	
  
She	
  had	
  called	
  me	
  a	
  month	
  previously	
  to	
  tell	
  me	
  about	
  it.	
  At	
  first,	
  I	
  didn’t	
  want	
  to	
  go,	
  knowing	
  that	
  I	
  will	
  
feel	
  miserable	
  about	
  going	
  on	
  a	
  vacation	
  without	
  a	
  girlfriend	
  to	
  experience	
  it	
  with	
  me,	
  along	
  with	
  the	
  
shame	
  of	
  having	
  to	
  once	
  again	
  appear	
  to	
  my	
  relatives	
  in	
  a	
  fashion	
  that	
  I	
  was	
  unsatisfied	
  with.	
  A	
  year	
  had	
  
passed	
  since	
  the	
  last	
  trip,	
  and	
  I	
  was	
  in	
  exactly	
  the	
  same	
  position	
  in	
  life.	
  I	
  had	
  nothing	
  for	
  my	
  
grandmothers	
  to	
  be	
  proud	
  of.	
  No	
  girlfriend,	
  no	
  future	
  prospects,	
  no	
  life	
  at	
  all	
  to	
  talk	
  about.	
  

The	
  one	
  thing	
  that	
  persuaded	
  me	
  to	
  go	
  was	
  the	
  fact	
  that	
  my	
  mother	
  planned	
  to	
  have	
  us	
  travel	
  on	
  
Virgin	
  Atlantic	
  Upper	
  Class,	
  the	
  highest	
  form	
  of	
  travel	
  the	
  airline	
  offers.	
  I	
  hadn’t	
  traveled	
  First	
  Class	
  for	
  a	
  
long	
  time,	
  and	
  I	
  just	
  couldn’t	
  refuse	
  such	
  an	
  offer.	
  I	
  have	
  always	
  had	
  a	
  penchant	
  for	
  luxury,	
  opulence,	
  
and	
  prestige;	
  and	
  traveling	
  on	
  Virgin	
  Atlantic	
  Upper	
  Class	
  would	
  give	
  me	
  that	
  experience,	
  if	
  only	
  for	
  a	
  
short	
  time.	
  After	
  all	
  of	
  the	
  anguish	
  I	
  had	
  been	
  through,	
  I	
  figured	
  I	
  needed	
  a	
  sense	
  of	
  respite	
  by	
  going	
  on	
  
this	
  luxurious	
  vacation.	
  For	
  just	
  this	
  one	
  brief	
  period	
  of	
  my	
  life,	
  since	
  I	
  speculated	
  that	
  my	
  life	
  could	
  very	
  
well	
  be	
  ending	
  soon,	
  I	
  decided	
  to	
  try	
  my	
  best	
  to	
  forget	
  about	
  everything	
  and	
  indulge	
  myself	
  in	
  every	
  way	
  
I	
  could	
  on	
  this	
  trip	
  to	
  England.	
  

Before	
  we	
  took	
  off,	
  we	
  spent	
  some	
  time	
  at	
  the	
  exclusive	
  Upper	
  Class	
  lounge	
  at	
  the	
  LAX	
  airport.	
  There	
  
was	
  a	
  buffet	
  with	
  all	
  sorts	
  of	
  goodies	
  for	
  me	
  to	
  pick	
  at,	
  and	
  I	
  had	
  my	
  fill	
  of	
  smoked	
  salmon	
  and	
  
champagne.	
  While	
  there,	
  I	
  had	
  a	
  discussion	
  with	
  my	
  mother	
  about	
  whether	
  I	
  had	
  any	
  more	
  hope	
  in	
  my	
  
life,	
  and	
  what	
  I	
  could	
  possibly	
  do	
  to	
  get	
  what	
  I	
  want	
  in	
  life.	
  

As	
  holders	
  of	
  First	
  Class	
  tickets,	
  we	
  skipped	
  to	
  the	
  front	
  of	
  the	
  line	
  as	
  we	
  boarded	
  the	
  plane,	
  and	
  I	
  
took	
  great	
  satisfaction	
  as	
  I	
  passed	
  by	
  all	
  of	
  the	
  other	
  people	
  who	
  flew	
  economy,	
  giving	
  all	
  of	
  the	
  younger	
  
passengers	
  a	
  cocky	
  little	
  smirk	
  whenever	
  they	
  looked	
  at	
  me.	
  Once	
  I	
  had	
  settled	
  in	
  my	
  big,	
  luxurious	
  bed-­‐	
  
seat	
  in	
  the	
  First	
  Class	
  cabin,	
  I	
  had	
  even	
  more	
  champagne,	
  followed	
  by	
  an	
  exquisite	
  dinner	
  of	
  steak	
  and	
  
potatoes,	
  and	
  some	
  red	
  wine	
  to	
  wash	
  it	
  all	
  down.	
  I	
  ordered	
  glass	
  after	
  glass	
  of	
  red	
  wine	
  during	
  the	
  
whole	
  ride,	
  and	
  became	
  quite	
  drunk	
  as	
  I	
  watched	
  a	
  few	
  movies,	
  one	
  of	
  them	
  being	
  the	
  new	
  Ice	
  Age	
  
movie	
  which	
  I	
  found	
  quite	
  funny.	
  

When	
  we	
  arrived,	
  we	
  were	
  chauffeured	
  in	
  a	
  limousine	
  to	
  our	
  hotel	
  in	
  Colchester.	
  This	
  time,	
  we	
  stayed	
  
at	
  the	
  Holiday	
  Inn,	
  which	
  was	
  very	
  similar	
  to	
  the	
  hotel	
  on	
  the	
  last	
  trip.	
  Our	
  relatives,	
  even	
  Ah	
  Mah	
  who	
  
rarely	
  left	
  the	
  house	
  in	
  her	
  old	
  age,	
  came	
  to	
  our	
  hotel	
  to	
  greet	
  us.	
  We	
  then	
  went	
  to	
  their	
  house,	
  where	
  
Aunt	
  Min	
  had	
  cooked	
  a	
  nice	
  dinner	
  for	
  us.	
  I	
  felt	
  so	
  amazed	
  to	
  be	
  back	
  in	
  England	
  again.	
  It	
  had	
  been	
  a	
  
whole	
  year	
  since	
  the	
  last	
  trip,	
  but	
  I	
  felt	
  as	
  if	
  nothing	
  had	
  happened.	
  Nothing	
  had	
  improved	
  in	
  my	
  life,	
  



that’s	
  for	
  sure.	
  I	
  was	
  in	
  the	
  exact	
  same	
  position	
  as	
  I	
  had	
  been	
  on	
  the	
  year	
  before,	
  and	
  a	
  year	
  before	
  
that…	
  and	
  so	
  on.	
  I	
  was	
  now	
  a	
  21-­‐year-­‐old	
  virgin,	
  still	
  suffering	
  the	
  same	
  injustices	
  of	
  the	
  world.	
  I	
  tried	
  
not	
  to	
  think	
  about	
  it,	
  for	
  the	
  sake	
  of	
  enjoying	
  my	
  trip,	
  but	
  the	
  angst	
  was	
  too	
  overwhelming.	
  

Our	
  hotel	
  served	
  the	
  same	
  type	
  of	
  exquisite	
  breakfast	
  buffet	
  as	
  the	
  hotel	
  we	
  stayed	
  in	
  last	
  year,	
  and	
  
once	
  again	
  I	
  took	
  delight	
  in	
  indulging	
  in	
  the	
  endless	
  amounts	
  of	
  pork	
  sausages,	
  croissants,	
  ham,	
  bacon,	
  
and	
  every	
  other	
  delectable	
  treat	
  at	
  the	
  buffet;	
  every	
  single	
  morning.	
  For	
  this	
  vacation,	
  I	
  mostly	
  stayed	
  at	
  
the	
  hotel,	
  relaxing	
  and	
  trying	
  to	
  establish	
  a	
  sense	
  of	
  peace	
  and	
  serenity.	
  

When	
  my	
  family	
  went	
  on	
  a	
  tour	
  through	
  London,	
  I	
  refused	
  to	
  go.	
  There	
  was	
  no	
  point.	
  I	
  would	
  just	
  be	
  
miserable	
  from	
  having	
  to	
  be	
  alone	
  while	
  other	
  men	
  walked	
  around	
  there	
  with	
  girlfriends.	
  I	
  proclaimed	
  
to	
  them	
  all	
  that	
  I	
  will	
  never	
  go	
  for	
  a	
  night	
  out	
  in	
  London	
  unless	
  I	
  had	
  a	
  beautiful	
  girlfriend	
  on	
  my	
  arm.	
  
While	
  they	
  were	
  in	
  London,	
  I	
  stayed	
  at	
  the	
  relative’s	
  house	
  with	
  my	
  grandma	
  Ah	
  Mah.	
  Ah	
  Mah	
  cooked	
  
me	
  a	
  delicious	
  dinner,	
  just	
  like	
  she	
  did	
  when	
  I	
  was	
  a	
  little	
  child	
  living	
  in	
  the	
  Old	
  Rectory	
  in	
  England.	
  I	
  
drank	
  a	
  whole	
  bottle	
  of	
  wine	
  that	
  night,	
  and	
  I	
  was	
  quite	
  drunk	
  by	
  the	
  time	
  they	
  came	
  back	
  from	
  London.	
  

We	
  did	
  manage	
  to	
  visit	
  grandma	
  Jinx	
  during	
  this	
  trip.	
  Before	
  we	
  left	
  back	
  to	
  America,	
  uncle	
  Andrew	
  
drove	
  us	
  to	
  Smarden,	
  Kent	
  to	
  visit	
  her	
  at	
  her	
  house.	
  I	
  hadn’t	
  been	
  to	
  grandma	
  Jinx’s	
  house	
  since	
  I	
  was	
  
ten	
  years	
  old,	
  and	
  it	
  looked	
  exactly	
  the	
  same.	
  Grandma	
  Jinx	
  asked	
  me	
  a	
  lot	
  of	
  questions	
  about	
  my	
  life,	
  as	
  
she	
  always	
  did.	
  I	
  had	
  to	
  stiffly	
  pretend	
  that	
  everything	
  was	
  going	
  well,	
  and	
  it	
  pained	
  me	
  that	
  I	
  had	
  
nothing	
  going	
  for	
  me	
  to	
  boast	
  about.	
  I	
  hated	
  being	
  the	
  shameful	
  grandson.	
  I	
  bet	
  cousin	
  George	
  was	
  
living	
  a	
  better	
  life	
  than	
  me.	
  I’m	
  sure	
  he	
  had	
  a	
  lot	
  to	
  say	
  that	
  made	
  grandma	
  Jinx	
  proud.	
  

All	
  in	
  all,	
  it	
  was	
  a	
  relaxing,	
  peaceful,	
  and	
  luxurious	
  trip.	
  I	
  didn’t	
  regret	
  going.	
  From	
  the	
  way	
  my	
  life	
  was	
  
going,	
  I	
  needed	
  something	
  like	
  that	
  to	
  fill	
  in	
  as	
  one	
  my	
  last	
  few	
  enjoyments.	
  On	
  the	
  way	
  home,	
  we	
  spent	
  
time	
  at	
  the	
  Upper	
  Class	
  lounge	
  at	
  Heathrow	
  Airport,	
  and	
  this	
  lounge	
  was	
  even	
  more	
  impressive	
  than	
  the	
  
one	
  in	
  LAX.	
  They	
  had	
  all	
  sorts	
  of	
  luxury	
  food,	
  and	
  a	
  whole	
  bar	
  full	
  of	
  every	
  drink	
  one	
  could	
  imagine.	
  On	
  
the	
  way	
  home,	
  I	
  had	
  multiple	
  glasses	
  of	
  red	
  wine	
  again	
  before	
  drifting	
  off	
  to	
  a	
  nice,	
  drunken	
  sleep.	
  As	
  we	
  
were	
  about	
  to	
  land	
  in	
  L.A.,	
  our	
  plane	
  hovered	
  around	
  the	
  city	
  for	
  a	
  while,	
  waiting	
  for	
  the	
  traffic	
  on	
  the	
  
runway	
  to	
  clear	
  up	
  below.	
  While	
  the	
  plane	
  hovered,	
  I	
  filmed	
  a	
  few	
  videos	
  of	
  the	
  entire	
  city	
  of	
  L.A.	
  It	
  was	
  
quite	
  an	
  experience,	
  to	
  look	
  down	
  upon	
  such	
  a	
  city.	
  Everything	
  looked	
  so	
  small,	
  and	
  the	
  people	
  and	
  cars	
  
looked	
  like	
  little	
  insects.	
  I	
  briefly	
  fantasized	
  about	
  being	
  a	
  god	
  as	
  I	
  looked	
  down	
  upon	
  them	
  all.	
  I	
  
imagined	
  having	
  the	
  power	
  to	
  destroy	
  everything	
  below	
  with	
  destructive,	
  supernatural	
  powers.	
  It	
  made	
  
for	
  a	
  fine	
  scenario,	
  worthy	
  of	
  being	
  discussed	
  with	
  James	
  Ellis,	
  if	
  only	
  he	
  were	
  still	
  my	
  friend.	
  
	
  

On	
  New	
  Year’s	
  Eve,	
  I	
  stayed	
  at	
  my	
  mother’s	
  house,	
  feeling	
  lonely	
  and	
  miserable.	
  I	
  believe	
  father	
  and	
  
Soumaya	
  went	
  to	
  Antje	
  Twinn’s	
  house	
  again.	
  There	
  was	
  no	
  way	
  I	
  would	
  go	
  there	
  again	
  after	
  the	
  incident	
  
that	
  occurred	
  the	
  year	
  before.	
  I	
  found	
  it	
  quite	
  hilarious	
  that	
  everything	
  during	
  this	
  holiday	
  was	
  playing	
  
out	
  just	
  the	
  same	
  way	
  as	
  it	
  played	
  out	
  in	
  the	
  previous	
  year;	
  the	
  trip	
  to	
  England,	
  father	
  and	
  Soumaya	
  
attending	
  the	
  same	
  party	
  at	
  the	
  Twinn’s	
  house,	
  my	
  same	
  miserable,	
  lonely,	
  virgin	
  status.	
  Indeed,	
  my	
  life	
  
was	
  moving	
  in	
  vicious	
  circle	
  of	
  torment	
  with	
  no	
  way	
  out.	
  The	
  only	
  thing	
  that	
  got	
  me	
  through	
  it	
  all	
  was	
  
my	
  hope	
  that	
  there	
  was	
  a	
  way	
  out,	
  and	
  that	
  hope	
  had	
  been	
  shattered	
  too	
  many	
  times.	
  I	
  couldn’t	
  live	
  like	
  
this	
  anymore.	
  I	
  knew	
  that	
  if	
  things	
  continue	
  to	
  be	
  the	
  same,	
  I	
  would	
  have	
  to	
  carry	
  out	
  my	
  ultimate	
  
Retribution	
  and	
  die	
  in	
  the	
  process.	
  I	
  didn’t	
  want	
  to	
  die.	
  I	
  fear	
  death,	
  but	
  death	
  is	
  better	
  than	
  living	
  such	
  a	
  
miserable,	
  insignificant	
  life.	
  
	
  

I	
  remained	
  in	
  my	
  hometown	
  for	
  a	
  couple	
  of	
  weeks,	
  and	
  then	
  I	
  went	
  back	
  to	
  Santa	
  Barbara,	
  the	
  place	
  
of	
  beauty	
  and	
  romance	
  that	
  I’ve	
  had	
  to	
  suffer	
  in	
  lonely	
  hell.	
  I	
  only	
  signed	
  up	
  for	
  online	
  classes	
  for	
  the	
  
Spring	
  semester,	
  but	
  that	
  was	
  only	
  to	
  placate	
  my	
  parents.	
  I	
  didn’t	
  see	
  the	
  point	
  in	
  even	
  bothering	
  with	
  
college	
  anymore.	
  Having	
  to	
  walk	
  through	
  SBCC	
  with	
  all	
  of	
  those	
  beautiful	
  girls	
  strutting	
  around	
  in	
  their	
  
revealing	
  shorts,	
  showing	
  off	
  their	
  sexy	
  legs…	
  It	
  is	
  torture,	
  because	
  I	
  know	
  that	
  they	
  would	
  all	
  reject	
  me.	
  



There	
  are	
  so	
  many	
  beautiful	
  girls	
  in	
  Santa	
  Barbara,	
  but	
  not	
  one	
  of	
  them	
  ever	
  wanted	
  to	
  be	
  my	
  girlfriend.	
  
Life	
  would	
  have	
  been	
  so	
  perfect	
  there	
  if	
  only	
  girls	
  were	
  attracted	
  to	
  me.	
  
	
  

For	
  the	
  month	
  of	
  January	
  2013,	
  I	
  stayed	
  in	
  my	
  room	
  all	
  the	
  time,	
  assessing	
  my	
  situation.	
  I	
  brooded	
  and	
  
contemplated	
  about	
  everything.	
  I	
  could	
  hear	
  all	
  of	
  those	
  happy	
  young	
  people	
  partying	
  and	
  enjoying	
  
themselves	
  as	
  the	
  new	
  semester	
  came	
  to	
  a	
  start.	
  I	
  mused	
  that	
  I	
  should	
  be	
  out	
  there,	
  experiencing	
  a	
  
happy,	
  healthy	
  college	
  life	
  with	
  a	
  group	
  of	
  friends,	
  meeting	
  up	
  with	
  girls	
  and	
  sleeping	
  with	
  them,	
  just	
  like	
  
all	
  other	
  guys	
  did	
  in	
  college.	
  I	
  thought	
  about	
  how	
  it	
  was	
  almost	
  two	
  years	
  since	
  I	
  had	
  moved	
  to	
  Santa	
  
Barbara,	
  and	
  that	
  only	
  made	
  my	
  rage	
  and	
  frustration	
  grow.	
  As	
  I	
  listened	
  to	
  all	
  of	
  those	
  young	
  people	
  
having	
  so	
  much	
  fun	
  right	
  outside	
  my	
  window,	
  my	
  hatred	
  of	
  them	
  all	
  for	
  not	
  accepting	
  me	
  only	
  festered	
  
and	
  boiled	
  inside	
  me,	
  filling	
  me	
  with	
  immense	
  pain.	
  

At	
  one	
  point,	
  I	
  looked	
  out	
  my	
  window	
  and	
  saw	
  couples	
  strolling	
  around	
  the	
  street,	
  on	
  their	
  way	
  to	
  
some	
  party.	
  They	
  probably	
  slept	
  with	
  each	
  other	
  that	
  night.	
  The	
  sight	
  made	
  me	
  feel	
  so	
  inferior,	
  like	
  a	
  
little	
  mouse.	
  I	
  felt	
  like	
  I	
  was	
  at	
  the	
  bottom	
  of	
  the	
  food	
  chain.	
  I	
  couldn’t	
  fathom	
  how	
  I	
  had	
  to	
  endure	
  such	
  
a	
  painful	
  life.	
  On	
  that	
  same	
  night,	
  I	
  looked	
  at	
  the	
  Powerball	
  again,	
  and	
  saw	
  that	
  the	
  jackpot	
  had	
  risen	
  to	
  
over	
  $100	
  million.	
  This	
  prompted	
  me	
  to	
  drive	
  to	
  Arizona	
  again,	
  in	
  another	
  desperate	
  attempt	
  to	
  become	
  
instantly	
  wealthy	
  so	
  that	
  I	
  could	
  attract	
  beautiful	
  girls	
  and	
  live	
  the	
  life	
  I	
  want.	
  After	
  all	
  of	
  the	
  rejection	
  
and	
  mistreatment	
  I’ve	
  experienced	
  at	
  the	
  hands	
  of	
  women,	
  I	
  knew	
  that	
  becoming	
  wealthy	
  was	
  the	
  only	
  
way	
  I	
  could	
  become	
  worthy	
  of	
  them,	
  and	
  so	
  my	
  obsession	
  with	
  becoming	
  wealthy	
  at	
  a	
  young	
  age	
  came	
  
back	
  in	
  full	
  force	
  for	
  the	
  first	
  few	
  months	
  of	
  2013.	
  
	
  

By	
  the	
  month	
  of	
  April,	
  I	
  had	
  driven	
  to	
  Arizona	
  three	
  more	
  times,	
  making	
  a	
  total	
  of	
  four	
  trips	
  to	
  
Arizona	
  in	
  my	
  lifetime,	
  just	
  to	
  buy	
  lottery	
  tickets	
  out	
  of	
  intense	
  desperation,	
  believing	
  it	
  to	
  be	
  my	
  only	
  
hope	
  of	
  attaining	
  the	
  life	
  I	
  desire,	
  the	
  life	
  I	
  know	
  I’m	
  worthy	
  of.	
  I	
  kept	
  dreaming	
  of	
  the	
  life	
  I	
  would	
  have	
  
once	
  I	
  won;	
  the	
  beautiful	
  blonde	
  girlfriend,	
  the	
  luxurious	
  mansion	
  with	
  a	
  magnificent	
  view,	
  all	
  of	
  the	
  
exotic	
  cars	
  I	
  would	
  drive	
  to	
  impress	
  girls.	
  It	
  gave	
  me	
  hope.	
  It	
  gave	
  me	
  something	
  to	
  live	
  for.	
  

That	
  hope	
  was	
  shattered	
  after	
  each	
  attempt.	
  None	
  of	
  the	
  tickets	
  I	
  bought	
  on	
  those	
  trips	
  fulfilled	
  my	
  
dreams.	
  The	
  reason	
  I	
  kept	
  going,	
  even	
  after	
  I	
  didn’t	
  win,	
  was	
  because	
  I	
  truly	
  believed	
  I	
  was	
  supposed	
  to	
  
win.	
  I	
  wanted	
  to	
  believe	
  it	
  because	
  I	
  wanted	
  something	
  to	
  live	
  for.	
  I	
  needed	
  to	
  have	
  hope.	
  I	
  knew	
  that	
  if	
  I	
  
lost	
  all	
  of	
  my	
  hope,	
  I	
  would	
  have	
  nothing	
  to	
  live	
  for	
  but	
  revenge.	
  Any	
  chance	
  of	
  having	
  a	
  happy	
  life	
  would	
  
be	
  doomed.	
  

At	
  the	
  end	
  of	
  March,	
  when	
  I	
  checked	
  my	
  last	
  set	
  of	
  tickets	
  that	
  I	
  had	
  bought	
  from	
  my	
  last	
  trip	
  to	
  
Arizona,	
  and	
  saw	
  that	
  I	
  didn’t	
  win,	
  any	
  hope	
  I	
  had	
  of	
  becoming	
  wealthy	
  at	
  a	
  young	
  age	
  was	
  finally	
  and	
  
indefinitely	
  shattered.	
  It	
  fully	
  dawned	
  on	
  me	
  that	
  the	
  life	
  I	
  had	
  envisioned	
  for	
  myself	
  would	
  never	
  come	
  
to	
  pass.	
  The	
  children	
  I	
  would	
  have	
  in	
  the	
  future	
  with	
  a	
  beautiful	
  blonde	
  girlfriend	
  ceased	
  to	
  exist,	
  as	
  if	
  
they	
  were	
  murdered.	
  There	
  won’t	
  be	
  any	
  beautiful	
  blonde	
  girlfriend	
  for	
  me	
  now.	
  No	
  girl	
  would	
  be	
  my	
  
girlfriend	
  unless	
  I	
  had	
  great	
  wealth…	
  I	
  learned	
  that	
  from	
  my	
  life	
  of	
  being	
  rejected.	
  I	
  was	
  doomed	
  to	
  a	
  life	
  
of	
  lonely	
  virginity.	
  

In	
  April,	
  the	
  Powerball	
  lottery	
  was	
  introduced	
  in	
  the	
  state	
  of	
  California,	
  so	
  if	
  I	
  ever	
  wanted	
  to	
  play	
  it	
  
again	
  I	
  would	
  no	
  longer	
  have	
  to	
  drive	
  to	
  Arizona.	
   However,	
  I	
  was	
  so	
  shaken	
  by	
  not	
  winning	
  in	
  the	
  last	
  
few	
  months	
  that	
  I	
  gave	
  up	
  on	
  it	
  for	
  a	
  while,	
  but	
  eventually	
  I	
  would	
  have	
  episodes	
  of	
  little	
  surges	
  of	
  hope	
  
in	
  which	
  I’d	
  buy	
  a	
  few	
  tickets,	
  just	
  to	
  have	
  something	
  to	
  hope	
  for	
  as	
  I	
  endure	
  the	
  last	
  few	
  months	
  of	
  my	
  
torturous	
  life.	
  All	
  of	
  those	
  little	
  surges	
  of	
  hope,	
  of	
  course,	
  would	
  be	
  shattered	
  as	
  well.	
  
	
  

During	
  this	
  Spring	
  of	
  2013,	
  I	
  began	
  to	
  seriously	
  think	
  about	
  planning	
  the	
  Day	
  of	
  Retribution.	
  My	
  next	
  
step	
  towards	
  planning	
  for	
  it	
  was	
  to	
  buy	
  my	
  second	
  handgun,	
  a	
  Sig	
  Sauer	
  P226.	
  It	
  is	
  of	
  a	
  much	
  higher	
  
quality	
  than	
  the	
  Glock,	
  and	
  a	
  lot	
  more	
  efficient.	
  In	
  turn,	
  it	
  was	
  also	
  a	
  lot	
  more	
  expensive.	
  My	
  Glock	
  34	
  
was	
  around	
  $700	
  dollars,	
  whereas	
  my	
  new	
  Sig	
  Sauer	
  P226	
  was	
  $1100.	
  



These	
  prices	
  were	
  of	
  no	
  concern	
  to	
  me,	
  however.	
  When	
  I	
  first	
  moved	
  to	
  Santa	
  Barbara	
  and	
  
experienced	
  all	
  of	
  those	
  horrible	
  revelations	
  about	
  the	
  nature	
  of	
  humanity,	
  I	
  knew	
  that	
  something	
  like	
  
the	
  Day	
  of	
  Retribution	
  could	
  very	
  well	
  happen	
  if	
  the	
  world	
  continued	
  to	
  mistreat	
  me.	
  I	
  began	
  to	
  carefully	
  
save	
  up	
  all	
  of	
  the	
  money	
  that	
  my	
  parent’s	
  and	
  grandmothers	
  were	
  sending	
  me.	
  It	
  was	
  an	
  ample	
  amount	
  
to	
  live	
  on,	
  leaving	
  me	
  with	
  a	
  lot	
  left	
  over	
  to	
  build	
  up	
  in	
  my	
  bank	
  account.	
  When	
  I	
  hit	
  the	
  $5000	
  dollar	
  
mark,	
  which	
  was	
  fairly	
  soon	
  after	
  my	
  move	
  to	
  Santa	
  Barbara,	
  I	
  decided	
  never	
  to	
  go	
  under	
  it,	
  deeming	
  
that	
  $5000	
  was	
  enough	
  to	
  buy	
  all	
  of	
  the	
  supplies	
  and	
  equipment	
  I	
  would	
  need	
  if	
  I	
  had	
  to	
  do	
  something	
  
like	
  this.	
  The	
  Day	
  of	
  Retribution	
  had	
  always	
  been	
  in	
  the	
  back	
  of	
  my	
  mind	
  as	
  a	
  final	
  solution	
  if	
  all	
  else	
  
failed	
  in	
  my	
  life,	
  ever	
  since	
  I	
  had	
  moved	
  to	
  Santa	
  Barbara.	
  As	
  it	
  so	
  happened,	
  all	
  else	
  did	
  indeed	
  fail.	
  
Women	
  continued	
  to	
  reject	
  me	
  and	
  mistreat	
  me,	
  and	
  I	
  remained	
  an	
  unwanted	
  virgin.	
  
	
  

For	
  the	
  last	
  months	
  of	
  Spring,	
  I	
  went	
  home	
  a	
  lot	
  because	
  the	
  loneliness	
  in	
  Santa	
  Barbara	
  was	
  too	
  
stifling.	
  Going	
  home	
  to	
  visit	
  my	
  parents	
  was	
  always	
  an	
  emotional	
  refuge	
  for	
  me.	
  During	
  these	
  trips	
  
home,	
  I	
  spent	
  a	
  lot	
  of	
  time	
  with	
  my	
  little	
  brother	
  Jazz.	
  My	
  father	
  let	
  me	
  drive	
  his	
  Mercedes	
  SUV	
  while	
  I	
  
was	
  in	
  town,	
  and	
  I	
  often	
  took	
  Jazz	
  on	
  outings	
  with	
  it.	
  On	
  these	
  outings,	
  I	
  began	
  to	
  really	
  bond	
  with	
  the	
  
boy.	
  We	
  went	
  to	
  places	
  like	
  Barnes	
  &	
  Noble,	
  the	
  playground	
  at	
  the	
  park,	
  and	
  local	
  cafés	
  where	
  I	
  treated	
  
him	
  to	
  coffee	
  and	
  pastries.	
  The	
  parks	
  I	
  took	
  him	
  to	
  were	
  Serrania	
  Park	
  and	
  the	
  Woodland	
  Hills	
  recreation	
  
center.	
  I	
  like	
  to	
  watch	
  him	
  play	
  in	
  the	
  playground	
  at	
  these	
  parks,	
  because	
  those	
  were	
  the	
  exact	
  same	
  
playgrounds	
  I	
  played	
  in	
  when	
  I	
  was	
  his	
  age…	
  When	
  my	
  life	
  as	
  actually	
  happy.	
  As	
  I	
  watched	
  him,	
  I	
  
dreamed	
  about	
  that	
  happy	
  life	
  I	
  used	
  to	
  live,	
  before	
  my	
  whole	
  world	
  turned	
  to	
  darkness.	
  

I	
  realized	
  how	
  much	
  different	
  my	
  brother	
  Jazz	
  was	
  from	
  me	
  at	
  that	
  age.	
  While	
  I	
  was	
  shy,	
  short,	
  and	
  
physically	
  weak;	
  Jazz	
  was	
  tall	
  for	
  his	
  age	
  and	
  very	
  social.	
  He	
  had	
  no	
  problem	
  going	
  up	
  to	
  other	
  boys	
  at	
  
the	
  playground	
  and	
  making	
  instant	
  friends.	
  I	
  began	
  to	
  form	
  a	
  bitter	
  envy	
  towards	
  him,	
  though	
  I	
  hid	
  it	
  
really	
  well.	
  My	
  little	
  brother	
  had	
  all	
  the	
  potential	
  to	
  grow	
  up	
  to	
  be	
  a	
  popular	
  kid	
  and	
  live	
  the	
  life	
  I	
  was	
  
never	
  able	
  to	
  live.	
  I	
  cursed	
  the	
  world	
  for	
  granting	
  my	
  little	
  brother	
  Jazz	
  so	
  many	
  more	
  advantages	
  than	
  
me.	
  I	
  tried	
  not	
  to	
  let	
  this	
  ruin	
  my	
  relationship	
  with	
  him.	
  My	
  little	
  brother	
  really	
  looked	
  up	
  to	
  me.	
  He	
  was	
  
one	
  of	
  the	
  few	
  people	
  who	
  treated	
  me	
  with	
  adoration,	
  and	
  that	
  made	
  me	
  feel	
  at	
  least	
  a	
  small	
  twinge	
  of	
  
self-­‐worth.	
  It	
  was	
  quite	
  surprising	
  that	
  he	
  respected	
  me	
  so	
  much,	
  since	
  I	
  had	
  nothing	
  in	
  my	
  life	
  to	
  boast	
  
about	
  to	
  him.	
  He	
  even	
  asked	
  me	
  once	
  if	
  I	
  had	
  ever	
  had	
  a	
  girlfriend,	
  and	
  I	
  angrily	
  told	
  him	
  that	
  the	
  matter	
  
was	
  none	
  of	
  his	
  concern.	
  I	
  didn’t	
  want	
  to	
  admit	
  to	
  him	
  that	
  girl’s	
  thought	
  I	
  was	
  a	
  loser.	
  If	
  he	
  found	
  out	
  
about	
  that,	
  he	
  would	
  respect	
  me	
  less.	
  In	
  order	
  to	
  boost	
  his	
  high	
  opinion	
  of	
  me,	
  I	
  often	
  sugarcoated	
  all	
  of	
  
my	
  early	
  accomplishments,	
  such	
  as	
  telling	
  him	
  that	
  I	
  was	
  an	
  expert	
  skateboarder	
  and	
  video	
  game	
  player.	
  

People	
  having	
  a	
  high	
  opinion	
  of	
  me	
  is	
  what	
  I’ve	
  always	
  wanted	
  in	
  life.	
  It	
  has	
  always	
  been	
  of	
  the	
  
utmost	
  importance.	
  This	
  is	
  why	
  my	
  life	
  has	
  been	
  so	
  miserable,	
  because	
  no	
  one	
  has	
  ever	
  had	
  a	
  high	
  
opinion	
  of	
  me.	
  My	
  little	
  brother	
  Jazz	
  was	
  the	
  only	
  one	
  who	
  had	
  such	
  an	
  opinion,	
  and	
  that	
  is	
  why	
  I	
  
enjoyed	
  spending	
  so	
  much	
  time	
  with	
  him,	
  despite	
  my	
  envy	
  of	
  his	
  social	
  advantages.	
  
	
  

During	
  one	
  of	
  my	
  frequent	
  visits	
  home	
  in	
  late	
  Spring,	
  I	
  reunited	
  with	
  my	
  old	
  friends	
  Philip	
  and	
  
Addison.	
  I	
  hadn’t	
  seen	
  them	
  since	
  the	
  night	
  I	
  emotionally	
  cried	
  in	
  front	
  of	
  them	
  at	
  the	
  Getty	
  museum	
  in	
  
the	
  beginning	
  of	
  2012.	
  This	
  reunion	
  was	
  sparked	
  by	
  the	
  political	
  and	
  philosophic	
  conversations	
  I	
  had	
  
been	
  having	
  with	
  Addison	
  over	
  Facebook.	
  

I	
  decided	
  to	
  meet	
  them	
  at	
  Philip’s	
  house,	
  where	
  we	
  would	
  make	
  plans	
  for	
  an	
  outing	
  around	
  Malibu	
  
and	
  L.A.	
  I	
  brought	
  my	
  father’s	
  Mercedes	
  SUV	
  to	
  use	
  as	
  our	
  mode	
  of	
  transportation.	
  First,	
  we	
  went	
  to	
  
Point	
  Dume	
  in	
  Malibu,	
  where	
  Addison	
  used	
  to	
  live.	
  Going	
  there	
  brought	
  back	
  bitter	
  memories	
  of	
  my	
  
previous	
  conflict	
  with	
  Addison.	
  The	
  three	
  of	
  us	
  hiked	
  to	
  the	
  very	
  tip	
  of	
  Point	
  Dume,	
  where	
  there	
  was	
  a	
  
cliff	
  that	
  overlooked	
  the	
  beach.	
  

After	
  Malibu,	
  we	
  decided	
  to	
  have	
  dinner	
  at	
  the	
  BOA	
  Steakhouse	
  in	
  Santa	
  Monica.	
  Driving	
  through	
  
Santa	
  Monica	
  was	
  an	
  extremely	
  infuriating	
  experience,	
  just	
  like	
  it	
  had	
  always	
  been.	
  There	
  were	
  so	
  many	
  



good	
  looking	
  young	
  couples	
  walking	
  about,	
  enjoying	
  the	
  pretty	
  night	
  life	
  that	
  the	
  attractive	
  city	
  had	
  to	
  
offer.	
  Groups	
  of	
  young	
  people	
  walked	
  about	
  in	
  their	
  little	
  cliques.	
  It	
  reminded	
  me	
  to	
  State	
  Street	
  in	
  
Santa	
  Barbara,	
  as	
  well	
  as	
  Isla	
  Vista.	
  As	
  I	
  watched	
  all	
  of	
  those	
  obnoxious	
  boys	
  walking	
  around	
  with	
  their	
  
beautiful	
  blonde	
  girlfriends,	
  I	
  wanted	
  to	
  run	
  them	
  all	
  over	
  with	
  my	
  father’s	
  Mercedes	
  SUV.	
  I	
  fantasized	
  
about	
  how	
  delightful	
  that	
  would	
  be.	
  To	
  literally	
  crush	
  their	
  lives	
  to	
  a	
  pulp,	
  just	
  like	
  they	
  had	
  crushed	
  
mine.	
  I	
  tried	
  as	
  hard	
  as	
  I	
  could	
  to	
  hide	
  my	
  envy-­‐fueled	
  rage	
  from	
  Philip	
  and	
  Addison.	
  Philip	
  was	
  easy	
  to	
  
fool,	
  but	
  Addison	
  could	
  tell	
  how	
  enraged	
  I	
  was.	
  Addison	
  knew	
  me	
  all	
  too	
  well.	
  
	
  

In	
  Santa	
  Barbara,	
  I	
  spent	
  almost	
  all	
  of	
  my	
  time	
  in	
  my	
  room,	
  brooding.	
  I	
  began	
  building	
  on	
  all	
  of	
  my	
  
philosophical	
  views	
  and	
  theories	
  about	
  the	
  world.	
  I	
  had	
  to	
  question	
  why	
  things	
  were	
  the	
  way	
  they	
  were.	
  
The	
  world	
  is	
  so	
  twisted,	
  and	
  I	
  wanted	
  answers.	
  

I	
  hated	
  all	
  of	
  those	
  obnoxious,	
  boisterous	
  men	
  who	
  were	
  able	
  to	
  enjoy	
  pleasurable	
  sex	
  lives	
  with	
  
beautiful	
  girls,	
  but	
  I	
  hated	
  the	
  girl’s	
  even	
  more,	
  because	
  they	
  were	
  the	
  ones	
  who	
  chose	
  those	
  men	
  
instead	
  of	
  me.	
  It	
  was	
  their	
  choice.	
  They	
  are	
  the	
  ones	
  who	
  deprived	
  me	
  of	
  love	
  and	
  sex.	
  

My	
  hatred	
  and	
  rage	
  towards	
  all	
  women	
  festered	
  inside	
  me	
  like	
  a	
  plague.	
  Their	
  very	
  existence	
  is	
  the	
  
cause	
  of	
  all	
  of	
  my	
  torture,	
  pain	
  and	
  suffering	
  throughout	
  my	
  life.	
  My	
  life	
  turned	
  into	
  a	
  living	
  hell	
  after	
  I	
  
started	
  desiring	
  them	
  when	
  I	
  hit	
  puberty.	
  I	
  desire	
  them	
  intensely,	
  but	
  I	
  could	
  never	
  have	
  them.	
  I	
  could	
  
never	
  have	
  the	
  experience	
  of	
  holding	
  hands	
  with	
  a	
  beautiful	
  girl	
  and	
  walking	
  on	
  a	
  moonlit	
  beach,	
  I	
  could	
  
never	
  embrace	
  a	
  girlfriend	
  and	
  feel	
  her	
  warmth	
  and	
  love,	
  I	
  could	
  never	
  have	
  passionate	
  sex	
  with	
  a	
  girl	
  
and	
  drift	
  off	
  to	
  sleep	
  with	
  her	
  sexy	
  body	
  beside	
  me.	
  Women	
  deemed	
  me	
  unworthy	
  of	
  having	
  them,	
  and	
  
so	
  they	
  deprived	
  me	
  of	
  an	
  enjoyable	
  youth,	
  while	
  giving	
  their	
  love	
  and	
  sex	
  to	
  other	
  boys.	
  In	
  all	
  of	
  those	
  
years	
  I	
  suffered	
  a	
  life	
  of	
  sexual	
  starvation	
  and	
  unfulfilled	
  desires.	
  I	
  will	
  never	
  get	
  those	
  years	
  back.	
  My	
  
life	
  has	
  been	
  wasted,	
  all	
  because	
  women	
  hate	
  me	
  so	
  much.	
  

All	
  I	
  had	
  ever	
  wanted	
  was	
  to	
  love	
  women,	
  but	
  their	
  behavior	
  has	
  only	
  earned	
  my	
  hatred.	
  I	
  want	
  to	
  
have	
  sex	
  with	
  them,	
  and	
  make	
  them	
  feel	
  good,	
  but	
  they	
  would	
  be	
  disgusted	
  at	
  the	
  prospect.	
  They	
  have	
  
no	
  sexual	
  attraction	
  towards	
  me.	
  It	
  is	
  such	
  an	
  injustice,	
  and	
  I	
  vehemently	
  questioned	
  why	
  things	
  had	
  to	
  
be	
  this	
  way.	
  Why	
  do	
  women	
  behave	
  like	
  vicious,	
  stupid,	
  cruel	
  animals	
  who	
  take	
  delight	
  in	
  my	
  suffering	
  
and	
  starvation?	
  Why	
  do	
  they	
  have	
  a	
  perverted	
  sexual	
  attraction	
  for	
  the	
  most	
  brutish	
  of	
  men	
  instead	
  of	
  
gentlemen	
  of	
  intelligence?	
  

I	
  concluded	
  that	
  women	
  are	
  flawed.	
  There	
  is	
  something	
  mentally	
  wrong	
  with	
  the	
  way	
  their	
  brains	
  are	
  
wired,	
  as	
  if	
  they	
  haven’t	
  evolved	
  from	
  animal-­‐like	
  thinking.	
  They	
  are	
  incapable	
  of	
  reason	
  or	
  thinking	
  
rationally.	
  They	
  are	
  like	
  animals,	
  completely	
  controlled	
  by	
  their	
  primal,	
  depraved	
  emotions	
  and	
  
impulses.	
  That	
  is	
  why	
  they	
  are	
  attracted	
  to	
  barbaric,	
  wild,	
  beast-­‐like	
  men.	
  They	
  are	
  beasts	
  themselves.	
  
Beasts	
  should	
  not	
  be	
  able	
  to	
  have	
  any	
  rights	
  in	
  a	
  civilized	
  society.	
  If	
  their	
  wickedness	
  is	
  not	
  contained,	
  
the	
  whole	
  of	
  humanity	
  will	
  be	
  held	
  back	
  from	
  advancement	
  to	
  a	
  more	
  civilized	
  state.	
  Women	
  should	
  not	
  
have	
  the	
  right	
  to	
  choose	
  who	
  to	
  mate	
  with.	
  That	
  choice	
  should	
  be	
  made	
  for	
  them	
  by	
  civilized	
  men	
  of	
  
intelligence.	
  If	
  women	
  had	
  the	
  freedom	
  to	
  choose	
  which	
  men	
  to	
  mate	
  with,	
  like	
  they	
  do	
  today,	
  they	
  
would	
  breed	
  with	
  stupid,	
  degenerate	
  men,	
  which	
  would	
  only	
  produce	
  stupid,	
  degenerate	
  offspring.	
  This	
  
in	
  turn	
  would	
  hinder	
  the	
  advancement	
  of	
  humanity.	
  Not	
  only	
  hinder	
  it,	
  but	
  devolve	
  humanity	
  
completely.	
  Women	
  are	
  like	
  a	
  plague	
  that	
  must	
  be	
  quarantined.	
  When	
  I	
  came	
  to	
  this	
  brilliant,	
  perfect	
  
revelation,	
  I	
  felt	
  like	
  everything	
  was	
  now	
  clear	
  to	
  me,	
  in	
  a	
  bitter,	
  twisted	
  way.	
  I	
  am	
  one	
  of	
  the	
  few	
  people	
  
on	
  this	
  world	
  who	
  has	
  the	
  intelligence	
  to	
  see	
  this.	
  I	
  am	
  like	
  a	
  god,	
  and	
  my	
  purpose	
  is	
  to	
  exact	
  ultimate	
  
Retribution	
  on	
  all	
  of	
  the	
  impurities	
  I	
  see	
  in	
  the	
  world.	
  
	
  

The	
  Spring	
  of	
  2013	
  was	
  also	
  the	
  time	
  when	
  I	
  came	
  across	
  the	
  website	
  PUAHate.com.	
  It	
  is	
  a	
  forum	
  full	
  
of	
  men	
  who	
  are	
  starved	
  of	
  sex,	
  just	
  like	
  me.	
  Many	
  of	
  them	
  have	
  their	
  own	
  theories	
  of	
  what	
  women	
  are	
  
attracted	
  to,	
  and	
  many	
  of	
  them	
  share	
  my	
  hatred	
  of	
  women,	
  though	
  unlike	
  me	
  they	
  would	
  be	
  too	
  
cowardly	
  to	
  act	
  on	
  it.	
  Reading	
  the	
  posts	
  on	
  that	
  website	
  only	
  confirmed	
  many	
  of	
  the	
  theories	
  I	
  had	
  



about	
  how	
  wicked	
  and	
  degenerate	
  women	
  really	
  are.	
  Most	
  of	
  the	
  people	
  on	
  that	
  website	
  have	
  
extremely	
  stupid	
  opinions	
  that	
  I	
  found	
  very	
  frustrating,	
  but	
  I	
  found	
  a	
  few	
  to	
  be	
  quite	
  insightful.	
  

The	
  website	
  PUAHate	
  is	
  very	
  depressing.	
  It	
  shows	
  just	
  how	
  bleak	
  and	
  cruel	
  the	
  world	
  is	
  due	
  of	
  the	
  
evilness	
  of	
  women.	
  I	
  tried	
  to	
  show	
  it	
  to	
  my	
  parents,	
  to	
  give	
  them	
  some	
  sort	
  dose	
  of	
  reality	
  as	
  to	
  why	
  I	
  
am	
  so	
  miserable.	
  They	
  never	
  understood	
  why	
  I	
  am	
  so	
  miserable.	
  They	
  have	
  always	
  had	
  the	
  delusion	
  that	
  
everything	
  is	
  going	
  well	
  for	
  me,	
  especially	
  my	
  father.	
  When	
  I	
  sent	
  the	
  link	
  of	
  PUAHate.com	
  to	
  my	
  
parents,	
  none	
  of	
  them	
  even	
  bothered	
  to	
  look	
  at	
  the	
  posts	
  on	
  there.	
  
	
  

After	
  a	
  Spring	
  season	
  spent	
  in	
  absolute	
  despair	
  while	
  other	
  young	
  people	
  lived	
  healthy	
  lives	
  of	
  sexual	
  
pleasure,	
  summer	
  arrived.	
  Summer	
  is	
  even	
  worse	
  than	
  Spring,	
  especially	
  in	
  Santa	
  Barbara.	
  Flocks	
  of	
  hot,	
  
young	
  girls	
  go	
  out	
  in	
  their	
  shorts	
  and	
  bikini’s,	
  further	
  tantalizing	
  my	
  sex-­‐starved	
  body	
  every	
  time	
  I	
  look	
  at	
  
them.	
  Knowing	
  that	
  they	
  gleefully	
  show	
  off	
  their	
  desirable	
  forms,	
  yet	
  they	
  would	
  never	
  give	
  me	
  a	
  chance	
  
to	
  be	
  their	
  boyfriend	
  only	
  increased	
  my	
  already	
  boiling	
  hatred	
  towards	
  all	
  women.	
  I	
  could	
  not	
  leave	
  my	
  
apartment	
  without	
  seeing	
  at	
  least	
  a	
  few	
  of	
  them.	
  The	
  only	
  place	
  I	
  could	
  go	
  where	
  I	
  could	
  be	
  at	
  peace	
  
was	
  the	
  Lake	
  Park	
  in	
  Goleta.	
  I	
  spent	
  a	
  lot	
  of	
  time	
  there,	
  trying	
  to	
  establish	
  a	
  sense	
  peace	
  and	
  serenity	
  
whenever	
  my	
  loneliness	
  in	
  Isla	
  Vista	
  became	
  too	
  unbearable.	
  As	
  I	
  looked	
  at	
  all	
  of	
  the	
  beautiful	
  trees	
  
around	
  me,	
  and	
  the	
  towering	
  mountains	
  in	
  the	
  background,	
  I	
  wondered	
  how	
  a	
  world	
  so	
  beautiful	
  can	
  be	
  
such	
  a	
  dark	
  and	
  cruel	
  place.	
  Indeed,	
  a	
  beautiful	
  environment	
  is	
  the	
  darkest	
  hell	
  if	
  you	
  have	
  to	
  experience	
  
it	
  all	
  alone,	
  while	
  other	
  men	
  get	
  to	
  enjoy	
  the	
  company	
  of	
  women.	
  
	
  

I	
  had	
  nothing	
  left	
  to	
  live	
  for	
  but	
  revenge.	
  Women	
  must	
  be	
  punished	
  for	
  their	
  crimes	
  of	
  rejecting	
  such	
  
a	
  magnificent	
  gentleman	
  as	
  myself.	
  All	
  of	
  those	
  popular	
  boys	
  must	
  be	
  punished	
  for	
  enjoying	
  heavenly	
  
lives	
  and	
  having	
  sex	
  with	
  all	
  the	
  girls	
  while	
  I	
  had	
  to	
  suffer	
  in	
  lonely	
  virginity.	
  It	
  was	
  already	
  June,	
  and	
  I	
  
had	
  been	
  living	
  in	
  Santa	
  Barbara	
  for	
  two	
  years.	
  Two	
  whole	
  years.	
  I	
  lived	
  in	
  a	
  college	
  town	
  full	
  of	
  young,	
  
attractive	
  students	
  who	
  partied	
  and	
  had	
  sex	
  all	
  the	
  time,	
  and	
  I	
  didn’t	
  get	
  to	
  experience	
  any	
  of	
  it.	
  No	
  one	
  
invited	
  me	
  to	
  any	
  parties,	
  and	
  in	
  all	
  the	
  times	
  I	
  went	
  out	
  by	
  myself	
  to	
  Isla	
  Vista,	
  none	
  of	
  the	
  beautiful	
  
blonde	
  girls	
  showed	
  any	
  interest	
  in	
  having	
  sex	
  with	
  me.	
  Not	
  one	
  girl.	
  These	
  are	
  crimes	
  than	
  cannot	
  go	
  
unpunished.	
  The	
  more	
  I	
  thought	
  about	
  all	
  these	
  injustices	
  that	
  were	
  dealt	
  to	
  me,	
  the	
  more	
  eager	
  I	
  
became	
  for	
  revenge.	
  It’s	
  all	
  I	
  had	
  left.	
  I	
  didn’t	
  want	
  to	
  die,	
  but	
  I	
  knew	
  that	
  I	
  had	
  to	
  kill	
  myself	
  after	
  I	
  
exacted	
  my	
  revenge	
  to	
  avoid	
  getting	
  captured	
  and	
  imprisoned.	
  

For	
  a	
  while,	
  I	
  had	
  been	
  deciding	
  on	
  whether	
  I	
  would	
  exact	
  my	
  Retribution	
  in	
  Isla	
  Vista	
  or	
  at	
  Santa	
  
Barbara	
  City	
  College.	
  In	
  both	
  places,	
  I	
  had	
  suffered	
  greatly	
  at	
  the	
  hands	
  of	
  everyone	
  there.	
  I	
  have	
  seen	
  
attractive	
  young	
  couples	
  walking	
  around	
  in	
  both	
  places,	
  and	
  those	
  were	
  my	
  targets.	
  I	
  wanted	
  to	
  kill	
  as	
  
many	
  attractive	
  young	
  couples	
  as	
  I	
  possibly	
  could.	
  

After	
  a	
  lot	
  of	
  thinking,	
  I	
  came	
  to	
  the	
  conclusion	
  that	
  the	
  Day	
  of	
  Retribution	
  will	
  take	
  place	
  in	
  Isla	
  Vista.	
  
On	
  weekend	
  nights,	
  the	
  streets	
  of	
  Isla	
  Vista	
  are	
  always	
  flooded	
  with	
  young	
  couples	
  and	
  good-­‐looking	
  
popular	
  kids	
  walking	
  to	
  their	
  parties.	
  What	
  better	
  place	
  is	
  there	
  to	
  exact	
  my	
  Retribution	
  on	
  my	
  enemies?	
  
Every	
  time	
  I	
  walked	
  around	
  Isla	
  Vista,	
  trying	
  to	
  meet	
  girls	
  or	
  fit	
  in	
  with	
  popular	
  kids,	
  I’ve	
  only	
  been	
  
treated	
  with	
  disdain,	
  as	
  if	
  I’m	
  an	
  inferior	
  mouse.	
  On	
  the	
  Day	
  of	
  Retribution,	
  the	
  tables	
  will	
  indeed	
  turn,	
  I	
  
mused	
  to	
  myself.	
  I	
  will	
  be	
  a	
  god,	
  and	
  they	
  will	
  all	
  be	
  animals	
  that	
  I	
  can	
  slaughter.	
  They	
  are	
  animals…	
  They	
  
behave	
  like	
  animals,	
  and	
  I	
  will	
  slaughter	
  them	
  like	
  the	
  animals	
  they	
  are.	
  

It	
  came	
  to	
  a	
  point	
  where	
  I	
  had	
  to	
  set	
  a	
  date	
  for	
  the	
  Day	
  of	
  Retribution.	
  I	
  originally	
  considered	
  doing	
  it	
  
on	
  the	
  Halloween	
  of	
  2013.	
  That	
  is	
  when	
  the	
  entire	
  town	
  erupts	
  in	
  raucous	
  partying.	
  There	
  would	
  literally	
  
be	
  thousands	
  of	
  people	
  crowded	
  together	
  who	
  I	
  could	
  kill	
  with	
  ease,	
  and	
  the	
  goal	
  was	
  to	
  kill	
  everyone	
  in	
  
Isla	
  Vista,	
  to	
  utterly	
  destroy	
  that	
  wretched	
  town.	
  But	
  then,	
  after	
  seeing	
  footage	
  of	
  previous	
  Halloween	
  
events	
  on	
  Youtube,	
  I	
  saw	
  that	
  there	
  were	
  too	
  many	
  cops	
  walking	
  around.	
  It	
  would	
  be	
  too	
  risky.	
  One	
  
gunshot	
  from	
  a	
  cop	
  will	
  end	
  everything.	
  The	
  Day	
  of	
  Retribution	
  would	
  have	
  to	
  be	
  on	
  a	
  normal	
  party	
  
weekend,	
  so	
  I	
  set	
  it	
  for	
  some	
  time	
  during	
  November	
  of	
  2013.	
  



This	
  goal	
  would	
  give	
  me	
  five	
  months	
  to	
  plan	
  and	
  prepare.	
  Five	
  more	
  months	
  of	
  life,	
  but	
  then	
  again	
  I	
  
wouldn’t	
  even	
  call	
  it	
  life.	
  The	
  existence	
  I’ve	
  had	
  on	
  this	
  world	
  during	
  the	
  last	
  eight	
  years	
  is	
  anything	
  but	
  
life.	
  A	
  feeling	
  of	
  overwhelming	
  dizziness	
  and	
  anxiety	
  swept	
  over	
  me.	
  I	
  was	
  actually	
  going	
  to	
  die.	
  I	
  
couldn’t	
  believe	
  it.	
  Then	
  I	
  realized	
  that	
  my	
  life	
  was	
  already	
  over	
  anyway.	
  I	
  was	
  never	
  going	
  to	
  lose	
  my	
  
virginity;	
  I	
  was	
  never	
  going	
  to	
  experience	
  love	
  and	
  sex;	
  I	
  was	
  never	
  going	
  to	
  have	
  children.	
  This	
  final	
  act	
  
of	
  Retribution	
  is	
  the	
  only	
  thing	
  I	
  could	
  do.	
  It	
  was	
  very	
  hard	
  to	
  come	
  to	
  terms	
  with	
  this	
  fact.	
  I	
  felt	
  very	
  
trapped	
  and	
  lost.	
  
	
  

I	
  hated	
  the	
  feeling	
  of	
  being	
  trapped	
  and	
  lost.	
  I	
  wanted	
  a	
  way	
  out,	
  but	
  I	
  saw	
  none.	
  I	
  had	
  already	
  spent	
  
two	
  years	
  in	
  Santa	
  Barbara,	
  and	
  I	
  was	
  still	
  a	
  virgin.	
  There	
  was	
  no	
  way	
  I	
  could	
  ever	
  attract	
  a	
  girl	
  without	
  
becoming	
  extremely	
  wealthy,	
  and	
  all	
  of	
  my	
  prospects	
  of	
  becoming	
  wealthy	
  at	
  a	
  young	
  age	
  seemed	
  
impossible	
  now.	
  

In	
  the	
  beginning	
  of	
  summer,	
  I	
  went	
  on	
  a	
  few	
  walks	
  around	
  Isla	
  Vista	
  during	
  daylight	
  hours.	
  While	
  on	
  
these	
  walks,	
  I	
  saw	
  so	
  many	
  attractive	
  young	
  people	
  walking	
  around	
  in	
  their	
  little	
  groups,	
  having	
  the	
  time	
  
of	
  their	
  lives.	
  Some	
  of	
  the	
  guys	
  in	
  those	
  groups	
  weren’t	
  even	
  good	
  looking,	
  while	
  I	
  am	
  good	
  looking.	
  I	
  
couldn’t	
  understand	
  how	
  they	
  could	
  be	
  accepted,	
  while	
  I	
  wasn’t.	
  I	
  furiously	
  questioned	
  why	
  I	
  haven’t	
  
been	
  able	
  to	
  have	
  such	
  experiences	
  after	
  living	
  in	
  Isla	
  Vista	
  for	
  two	
  years.	
  It	
  was	
  unfathomable.	
  

I	
  wanted	
  answers.	
  I	
  wanted	
  to	
  know	
  why	
  it	
  had	
  to	
  come	
  to	
  this.	
  If	
  only	
  one	
  pretty	
  girl	
  had	
  shown	
  
some	
  form	
  of	
  attraction	
  to	
  me,	
  the	
  Day	
  of	
  Retribution	
  would	
  never	
  happen.	
  I’d	
  never	
  even	
  consider	
  it.	
  
The	
  Day	
  of	
  Retribution	
  is	
  mainly	
  my	
  war	
  against	
  women	
  for	
  rejecting	
  me	
  and	
  depriving	
  me	
  of	
  sex	
  and	
  
love.	
  If	
  only	
  one	
  girl	
  had	
  given	
  me	
  a	
  chance,	
  tried	
  to	
  get	
  to	
  know	
  me,	
  let	
  me	
  take	
  her	
  out	
  on	
  a	
  date…	
  
None	
  of	
  this	
  would	
  have	
  to	
  happen.	
  It	
  was	
  so	
  hard	
  to	
  accept	
  that	
  things	
  would	
  have	
  to	
  resort	
  to	
  me	
  
having	
  to	
  perform	
  this	
  act	
  of	
  Retribution	
  I	
  was	
  planning.	
  
	
  

While	
  I	
  visited	
  home,	
  my	
  parents,	
  along	
  with	
  my	
  psychiatrist	
  Dr.	
  Charles	
  Sophy,	
  arranged	
  for	
  a	
  
counsellor	
  to	
  meet	
  me	
  frequently	
  and	
  help	
  me	
  out	
  with	
  my	
  life.	
  His	
  name	
  was	
  Gavin	
  Linderman,	
  a	
  clean-­‐	
  
cut	
  twenty	
  five-­‐year-­‐old.	
  He	
  had	
  a	
  similar	
  role	
  to	
  Tony,	
  my	
  old	
  counsellor	
  from	
  the	
  regional	
  center	
  back	
  
when	
  I	
  was	
  nineteen,	
  except	
  Gavin	
  was	
  much	
  younger	
  and	
  acted	
  more	
  like	
  a	
  friend	
  who	
  could	
  take	
  me	
  
out	
  to	
  places.	
  Every	
  time	
  I	
  went	
  back	
  to	
  visit	
  my	
  parents,	
  I	
  would	
  meet	
  up	
  with	
  Gavin	
  once.	
  We	
  usually	
  
met	
  up	
  at	
  a	
  restaurant	
  somewhere,	
  or	
  went	
  on	
  a	
  hike.	
  I	
  told	
  him	
  about	
  all	
  of	
  my	
  problems	
  with	
  girls,	
  and	
  
all	
  of	
  the	
  hardships	
  I’ve	
  had	
  to	
  face	
  in	
  Santa	
  Barbara.	
  Being	
  familiar	
  with	
  Isla	
  Vista	
  himself,	
  since	
  he	
  spent	
  
a	
  great	
  deal	
  of	
  time	
  there	
  when	
  he	
  was	
  younger,	
  he	
  confirmed	
  to	
  me	
  that	
  yes,	
  the	
  girls	
  in	
  Isla	
  Vista	
  
prefer	
  tall,	
  muscular,	
  rowdy	
  jock-­‐type	
  men.	
  

Gavin	
  was	
  the	
  only	
  young	
  person	
  I	
  really	
  interacted	
  with	
  at	
  the	
  time,	
  besides	
  the	
  occasional	
  meetings	
  
with	
  Philip	
  and	
  Addison.	
  He	
  was	
  a	
  good-­‐looking	
  guy,	
  with	
  a	
  chiseled	
  jaw	
  and	
  bright	
  blonde	
  hair.	
  
Whenever	
  we	
  went	
  out	
  to	
  a	
  restaurant,	
  or	
  anywhere	
  that	
  had	
  girls,	
  I	
  got	
  extremely	
  jealous	
  when	
  I	
  saw	
  
that	
  girls	
  were	
  checking	
  him	
  out	
  instead	
  of	
  me.	
  This	
  one	
  girl	
  at	
  a	
  restaurant	
  in	
  Santa	
  Monica	
  was	
  staring	
  
at	
  him	
  the	
  whole	
  time	
  we	
  were	
  sitting	
  there.	
  No	
  girl	
  had	
  ever	
  done	
  that	
  to	
  me.	
  This	
  only	
  made	
  me	
  more	
  
aware	
  that	
  girls	
  did	
  not	
  consider	
  me	
  physically	
  attractive.	
  My	
  hatred	
  of	
  the	
  female	
  gender	
  could	
  grow	
  no	
  
stronger.	
  It	
  was	
  too	
  much.	
  
	
  

On	
  Father’s	
  Day,	
  I	
  went	
  with	
  my	
  family	
  to	
  the	
  Four	
  Season’s	
  Resort	
  in	
  Westlake	
  Village.	
  The	
  Four	
  
Season’s	
  held	
  their	
  annual	
  Father’s	
  Day	
  buffet.	
  The	
  place	
  was	
  very	
  beautiful	
  and	
  opulent,	
  and	
  there	
  was	
  
delicious	
  food	
  of	
  all	
  kinds	
  to	
  choose	
  from.	
  I	
  always	
  looked	
  forward	
  to	
  events	
  like	
  this.	
  Since	
  I	
  had	
  no	
  
access	
  to	
  sex,	
  food	
  was	
  my	
  only	
  vice.	
  As	
  with	
  all	
  buffets	
  that	
  I	
  had	
  attended,	
  I	
  stuffed	
  myself	
  
tremendously,	
  trying	
  to	
  sample	
  every	
  single	
  thing	
  they	
  offered.	
  There	
  was	
  pork	
  sausage,	
  bacon,	
  smoked	
  
salmon,	
  sushi,	
  filet	
  mignon,	
  roast	
  chicken,	
  roast	
  potatoes…	
  And	
  I	
  took	
  pleasure	
  in	
  eating	
  as	
  much	
  as	
  I	
  
could.	
  I	
  filled	
  my	
  plate	
  three	
  times	
  and	
  devoured	
  all	
  of	
  them.	
  As	
  I	
  enjoyed	
  my	
  exquisite	
  meal,	
  I	
  took	
  in	
  



the	
  scenery	
  all	
  around	
  me;	
  the	
  perfectly	
  built	
  architecture	
  of	
  the	
  building,	
  the	
  pretty	
  flowers	
  in	
  the	
  
gardens,	
  the	
  luxurious	
  furniture	
  and	
  décor,	
  the	
  cascading	
  fountains.	
  It	
  truly	
  made	
  me	
  feel	
  good,	
  a	
  
welcome	
  respite	
  from	
  all	
  of	
  my	
  suffering	
  in	
  Santa	
  Barbara.	
  Respites	
  like	
  these	
  make	
  me	
  more	
  aware	
  that	
  
there	
  are	
  so	
  many	
  good	
  and	
  beautiful	
  things	
  in	
  this	
  world	
  to	
  enjoy.	
  If	
  my	
  status	
  in	
  life	
  were	
  better,	
  I	
  
would	
  think	
  this	
  world	
  to	
  be	
  a	
  magnificent	
  place,	
  and	
  I	
  could	
  truly	
  enjoy	
  life.	
  If	
  I	
  was	
  satisfied	
  with	
  my	
  
circumstances	
  in	
  life,	
  I	
  would	
  be	
  able	
  to	
  enjoy	
  this	
  beautiful	
  world	
  to	
  its	
  fullest.	
  I	
  can’t	
  be	
  satisfied	
  with	
  
life	
  if	
  I’m	
  a	
  virgin	
  and	
  girls	
  are	
  repulsed	
  by	
  me.	
  It’s	
  such	
  a	
  tragedy.	
  

I	
  realized	
  that	
  I	
  didn’t	
  want	
  to	
  give	
  up	
  on	
  life	
  in	
  this	
  world.	
  I	
  wanted	
  to	
  live	
  a	
  happy	
  life,	
  a	
  life	
  in	
  which	
  
I	
  could	
  have	
  a	
  beautiful	
  girlfriend	
  and	
  experience	
  this	
  amazing	
  world	
  with	
  her.	
  I	
  decided	
  that	
  since	
  my	
  
plans	
  for	
  the	
  Day	
  of	
  Retribution	
  wouldn’t	
  be	
  taking	
  place	
  until	
  November,	
  I	
  could	
  use	
  the	
  time	
  I	
  had	
  
during	
  the	
  summer	
  to	
  give	
  life	
  another	
  chance;	
  one	
  last	
  chance	
  before	
  the	
  end,	
  one	
  last	
  ditch	
  effort	
  to	
  
attain	
  happiness.	
  
	
  

In	
  late	
  June,	
  my	
  mother	
  moved	
  out	
  of	
  the	
  Summit	
  Town	
  Homes	
  and	
  bought	
  a	
  house	
  in	
  West	
  Hills.	
  It	
  
was	
  the	
  first	
  time	
  my	
  mother	
  bought	
  a	
  house,	
  as	
  she	
  had	
  only	
  rented	
  in	
  the	
  past.	
  The	
  house	
  had	
  recently	
  
undergone	
  a	
  renovation,	
  so	
  it	
  was	
  practically	
  brand	
  new.	
  The	
  house	
  had	
  a	
  swimming	
  pool	
  and	
  was	
  
located	
  in	
  a	
  nice	
  enough	
  area,	
  though	
  I	
  would	
  have	
  still	
  preferred	
  it	
  if	
  my	
  mother	
  had	
  gotten	
  married	
  to	
  
a	
  wealthy	
  man	
  and	
  moved	
  into	
  a	
  mansion.	
  I	
  still	
  continued	
  to	
  pester	
  her	
  to	
  do	
  this,	
  and	
  she	
  still	
  
stubbornly	
  refused.	
  I	
  will	
  always	
  resent	
  my	
  mother	
  for	
  refusing	
  to	
  do	
  this.	
  If	
  not	
  for	
  her	
  sake,	
  she	
  should	
  
have	
  done	
  it	
  for	
  mine.	
  Joining	
  a	
  family	
  of	
  great	
  wealth	
  would	
  have	
  truly	
  saved	
  my	
  life.	
  I	
  would	
  have	
  a	
  
high	
  enough	
  status	
  to	
  attract	
  beautiful	
  girlfriends	
  and	
  live	
  above	
  all	
  of	
  my	
  enemies.	
  All	
  of	
  my	
  horrific	
  
troubles	
  would	
  have	
  been	
  eased	
  instantly.	
  It	
  is	
  very	
  selfish	
  of	
  my	
  mother	
  to	
  not	
  consider	
  this.	
  
	
  

With	
  the	
  help	
  of	
  Gavin,	
  my	
  parents	
  arranged	
  for	
  me	
  to	
  have	
  a	
  couple	
  of	
  social	
  skills	
  counsellors	
  to	
  
work	
  with	
  me	
  in	
  Santa	
  Barbara.	
  They	
  would	
  have	
  a	
  similar	
  role	
  that	
  Gavin	
  did,	
  providing	
  someone	
  to	
  
take	
  me	
  out	
  and	
  help	
  me	
  practice	
  socializing.	
  They	
  would	
  be	
  like	
  hired	
  friends.	
  Of	
  course,	
  I	
  did	
  need	
  
something	
  like	
  this,	
  and	
  I	
  should	
  have	
  signed	
  up	
  for	
  it	
  when	
  I	
  first	
  moved	
  to	
  Santa	
  Barbara.	
  It	
  was	
  a	
  little	
  
too	
  late	
  at	
  this	
  point,	
  I	
  feared,	
  but	
  I	
  went	
  along	
  with	
  it	
  anyway.	
  I	
  was	
  so	
  lonely	
  in	
  Santa	
  Barbara,	
  and	
  in	
  
my	
  loneliness	
  I	
  always	
  craved	
  having	
  someone	
  to	
  talk	
  to.	
  

The	
  first	
  counsellor	
  was	
  a	
  very	
  easy	
  going	
  man	
  named	
  Karlin,	
  who	
  was	
  the	
  same	
  age	
  as	
  Gavin.	
  On	
  my	
  
first	
  night	
  of	
  meeting	
  Karlin,	
  he	
  took	
  me	
  out	
  to	
  Isla	
  Vista,	
  but	
  nothing	
  came	
  out	
  of	
  it.	
  We	
  just	
  ended	
  up	
  
walking	
  around	
  until	
  his	
  time	
  was	
  up.	
  During	
  our	
  walk,	
  I	
  asked	
  him	
  if	
  he	
  had	
  ever	
  had	
  sex	
  with	
  girls	
  in	
  Isla	
  
Vista,	
  and	
  he	
  told	
  me	
  he	
  had	
  sex	
  with	
  four	
  girls!	
  I	
  was	
  very	
  jealous.	
  Karlin	
  was	
  half	
  Hawaiian	
  and	
  half	
  
Mexican,	
  and	
  he	
  wasn’t	
  that	
  good	
  looking.	
  How	
  on	
  earth	
  could	
  he	
  have	
  managed	
  to	
  sleep	
  with	
  four	
  girls	
  
in	
  Isla	
  Vista,	
  while	
  I	
  had	
  been	
  there	
  for	
  two	
  years	
  and	
  had	
  none?	
  It	
  seemed	
  absolutely	
  preposterous.	
  I	
  
didn’t	
  want	
  to	
  see	
  him	
  at	
  all	
  after	
  I	
  found	
  this	
  out.	
  

The	
  second	
  counsellor	
  that	
  was	
  assigned	
  to	
  help	
  me	
  was	
  a	
  girl	
  named	
  Sasha.	
  She	
  was	
  only	
  a	
  year	
  
older	
  than	
  me.	
  Sasha	
  was	
  the	
  first	
  young	
  girl	
  I	
  had	
  interacted	
  with	
  in	
  the	
  entire	
  time	
  I	
  stayed	
  in	
  Santa	
  
Barbara,	
  and	
  she	
  was	
  only	
  hired	
  to	
  talk	
  to	
  me.	
  How	
  pathetic	
  is	
  that?	
  At	
  first,	
  I	
  didn’t	
  want	
  to	
  have	
  a	
  
female	
  counsellor,	
  but	
  when	
  I	
  was	
  introduced	
  to	
  her,	
  I	
  saw	
  that	
  she	
  was	
  quite	
  a	
  pretty	
  looking	
  blonde.	
  I	
  
couldn’t	
  refuse	
  the	
  opportunity	
  to	
  hang	
  out	
  with	
  a	
  blonde	
  girl,	
  despite	
  the	
  fact	
  that	
  she	
  was	
  a	
  hired	
  
friend.	
  It	
  was	
  the	
  only	
  time	
  in	
  my	
  life	
  that	
  I	
  had	
  the	
  experience	
  of	
  spending	
  time	
  with	
  a	
  girl	
  my	
  age,	
  and	
  
even	
  though	
  it	
  was	
  all	
  fake,	
  I	
  really	
  enjoyed	
  it.	
  I	
  felt	
  so	
  much	
  better	
  about	
  life	
  after	
  each	
  time	
  we	
  met.	
  
But	
  then,	
  I	
  thought	
  about	
  how	
  unfair	
  it	
  was	
  that	
  I	
  could	
  only	
  get	
  a	
  fake	
  little	
  taste	
  of	
  such	
  an	
  experience,	
  
while	
  other	
  men	
  get	
  to	
  do	
  such	
  a	
  thing	
  every	
  single	
  day	
  with	
  their	
  girlfriends.	
  Eventually,	
  Sasha	
  had	
  to	
  
move	
  out	
  of	
  Santa	
  Barbara,	
  and	
  I	
  decided	
  not	
  to	
  have	
  any	
  more	
  female	
  counsellors.	
  It	
  has	
  the	
  same	
  
effect	
  as	
  hiring	
  a	
  prostitute,	
  I	
  imagine.	
  It	
  temporarily	
  feels	
  good	
  for	
  the	
  moment,	
  but	
  afterward	
  it	
  makes	
  
one	
  feel	
  like	
  a	
  pathetic	
  loser	
  for	
  having	
  to	
  hire	
  a	
  girl	
  when	
  other	
  men	
  could	
  get	
  the	
  experience	
  for	
  free.	
  



	
  
In	
  July,	
  I	
  spent	
  a	
  lot	
  of	
  time	
  exercising	
  in	
  my	
  room	
  in	
  a	
  final	
  effort	
  to	
  appear	
  as	
  attractive	
  as	
  possible	
  

to	
  girls.	
  I	
  proposed	
  that	
  after	
  two	
  weeks	
  of	
  rigorous	
  exercising,	
  I	
  will	
  try	
  my	
  hardest	
  to	
  go	
  out	
  in	
  Isla	
  Vista	
  
and	
  do	
  everything	
  I	
  can	
  to	
  meet	
  a	
  girl	
  and	
  lose	
  my	
  virginity.	
  It	
  had	
  been	
  a	
  long	
  time	
  since	
  I	
  went	
  out	
  to	
  
Isla	
  Vista	
  by	
  myself,	
  but	
  I	
  knew	
  that	
  I	
  had	
  to	
  do	
  it.	
  I	
  had	
  nothing	
  to	
  lose,	
  and	
  my	
  whole	
  life	
  was	
  on	
  the	
  
line.	
  Before	
  would	
  set	
  the	
  definite	
  decision	
  to	
  plan	
  the	
  Day	
  of	
  Retribution,	
  I	
  wanted	
  to	
  give	
  women	
  and	
  
humanity	
  one	
  more	
  chance	
  to	
  accept	
  me	
  and	
  give	
  me	
  a	
  chance	
  to	
  have	
  a	
  pleasurable	
  youth.	
  I	
  resolved	
  
that	
  if	
  I	
  go	
  out	
  to	
  Isla	
  Vista	
  for	
  this	
  final	
  time,	
  and	
  I	
  still	
  end	
  up	
  going	
  back	
  to	
  my	
  room	
  as	
  a	
  lonely	
  virgin,	
  I	
  
will	
  have	
  no	
  choice	
  but	
  to	
  plan	
  my	
  Retribution.	
  

I	
  even	
  attended	
  college	
  at	
  SBCC	
  again.	
  I	
  signed	
  up	
  for	
  a	
  summer	
  sociology	
  class	
  and	
  attended	
  it	
  for	
  a	
  
week,	
  before	
  dropping	
  it	
  out	
  of	
  the	
  familiar	
  frustration	
  of	
  girls	
  talking	
  to	
  other	
  boys	
  instead	
  of	
  me.	
  
	
  

This	
  last	
  ditch	
  effort	
  of	
  desperation	
  to	
  once	
  again	
  try	
  to	
  live	
  an	
  enjoyable	
  college	
  life	
  in	
  Isla	
  Vista	
  came	
  
to	
  an	
  ultimate	
  and	
  devastating	
  culmination	
  on	
  Saturday	
  night,	
  July	
  20th,	
  just	
  a	
  few	
  days	
  before	
  my	
  22nd	
  

Birthday.	
  
It	
  was	
  the	
  day	
  that	
  I	
  decided	
  to	
  go	
  out	
  in	
  Isla	
  Vista	
  in	
  an	
  attempt	
  to	
  lose	
  my	
  virginity	
  before	
  I	
  turned	
  

22.	
  That	
  was	
  the	
  only	
  thing	
  that	
  could	
  have	
  saved	
  me.	
  I	
  was	
  giving	
  the	
  female	
  gender	
  one	
  last	
  chance	
  to	
  
provide	
  me	
  with	
  the	
  pleasures	
  I	
  deserved	
  from	
  them.	
  

I	
  was	
  too	
  nervous	
  to	
  go	
  out	
  there	
  sober,	
  so	
  I	
  bought	
  a	
  bottle	
  of	
  vodka	
  and	
  took	
  a	
  few	
  shots	
  to	
  garner	
  
enough	
  courage	
  to	
  walk	
  out	
  at	
  such	
  an	
  hour.	
  I	
  had	
  taken	
  one	
  too	
  many,	
  for	
  by	
  the	
  time	
  I	
  reached	
  Del	
  
Playa	
  Street,	
  my	
  head	
  was	
  clouded	
  with	
  drunkenness.	
  At	
  the	
  start,	
  it	
  benefited	
  me	
  greatly.	
  I	
  saw	
  lots	
  of	
  
good	
  looking	
  popular	
  kids	
  socializing	
  in	
  groups	
  all	
  over	
  the	
  place,	
  and	
  if	
  I	
  wasn’t	
  drunk	
  it	
  would	
  have	
  
intimidated	
  me	
  too	
  much.	
  I	
  was	
  so	
  drunk	
  that	
  I	
  walked	
  right	
  into	
  a	
  wild	
  house	
  party	
  that	
  was	
  taking	
  
place	
  on	
  Del	
  Playa.	
  They	
  had	
  a	
  DJ	
  playing	
  annoying	
  hip	
  hop	
  music	
  that	
  all	
  the	
  young	
  people	
  liked	
  these	
  
days,	
  and	
  there	
  was	
  a	
  ping	
  pong	
  table	
  set	
  up	
  where	
  lots	
  of	
  popular	
  kids	
  were	
  playing	
  “beer	
  pong”,	
  a	
  
crude	
  drinking	
  game.	
  

There	
  were	
  about	
  one	
  hundred	
  people	
  at	
  that	
  party,	
  and	
  everyone	
  was	
  socializing	
  with	
  a	
  group	
  of	
  
friends	
  except	
  for	
  me.	
  I	
  walked	
  around	
  in	
  my	
  drunken	
  confidence	
  for	
  a	
  few	
  moments,	
  helped	
  myself	
  to	
  
the	
  beer	
  they	
  had,	
  and	
  tried	
  to	
  act	
  like	
  a	
  normal	
  party-­‐goer.	
  I	
  soon	
  became	
  frustrated	
  that	
  no	
  one	
  was	
  
paying	
  any	
  attention	
  to	
  me,	
  particularly	
  the	
  girls.	
  I	
  saw	
  girls	
  talking	
  to	
  other	
  guys	
  who	
  looked	
  like	
  
obnoxious	
  slobs,	
  but	
  none	
  of	
  them	
  showed	
  any	
  interest	
  in	
  me.	
  As	
  my	
  frustration	
  grew,	
  so	
  did	
  my	
  anger.	
  I	
  
came	
  across	
  this	
  Asian	
  guy	
  who	
  was	
  talking	
  to	
  a	
  white	
  girl.	
  The	
  sight	
  of	
  that	
  filled	
  me	
  with	
  rage.	
  I	
  always	
  
felt	
  as	
  if	
  white	
  girls	
  thought	
  less	
  of	
  me	
  because	
  I	
  was	
  half-­‐Asian,	
  but	
  then	
  I	
  see	
  this	
  white	
  girl	
  at	
  the	
  party	
  
talking	
  to	
  a	
  full-­‐blooded	
  Asian.	
  I	
  never	
  had	
  that	
  kind	
  of	
  attention	
  from	
  a	
  white	
  girl!	
  And	
  white	
  girls	
  are	
  
the	
  only	
  girls	
  I’m	
  attracted	
  to,	
  especially	
  the	
  blondes.	
  How	
  could	
  an	
  ugly	
  Asian	
  attract	
  the	
  attention	
  of	
  a	
  
white	
  girl,	
  while	
  a	
  beautiful	
  Eurasian	
  like	
  myself	
  never	
  had	
  any	
  attention	
  from	
  them?	
  I	
  thought	
  with	
  rage.	
  
I	
  glared	
  at	
  them	
  for	
  a	
  bit,	
  and	
  then	
  decided	
  I	
  had	
  been	
  insulted	
  enough.	
  I	
  angrily	
  walked	
  toward	
  them	
  
and	
  bumped	
  the	
  Asian	
  guy	
  aside,	
  trying	
  to	
  act	
  cocky	
  and	
  arrogant	
  to	
  both	
  the	
  boy	
  and	
  the	
  girl.	
  My	
  
drunken	
  state	
  got	
  the	
  better	
  of	
  me,	
  and	
  I	
  almost	
  fell	
  over	
  to	
  the	
  floor	
  after	
  a	
  few	
  minutes	
  of	
  this.	
  They	
  
said	
  something	
  along	
  the	
  lines	
  that	
  I	
  was	
  very	
  drunk	
  and	
  that	
  I	
  needed	
  to	
  get	
  some	
  water,	
  so	
  I	
  angrily	
  
left	
  them	
  and	
  went	
  out	
  to	
  the	
  front	
  yard,	
  where	
  the	
  main	
  partying	
  happened.	
  Rage	
  fumed	
  inside	
  me	
  as	
  I	
  
realized	
  that	
  I	
  just	
  walked	
  away	
  from	
  that	
  confrontation,	
  so	
  I	
  rushed	
  back	
  into	
  the	
  house	
  and	
  spitefully	
  
insulted	
  the	
  Asian	
  before	
  walking	
  outside	
  again.	
  

I	
  stood	
  awkwardly	
  in	
  the	
  front	
  yard	
  for	
  a	
  bit,	
  realizing	
  how	
  pathetic	
  I	
  looked	
  all	
  by	
  myself	
  when	
  
everyone	
  was	
  partying	
  around	
  me.	
  To	
  calm	
  down,	
  I	
  climbed	
  up	
  onto	
  a	
  wooden	
  ledge	
  that	
  bordered	
  the	
  
street	
  and	
  plunged	
  down	
  on	
  one	
  of	
  the	
  chairs	
  there.	
  Isla	
  Vista	
  was	
  at	
  its	
  wildest	
  state	
  at	
  that	
  time,	
  and	
  I	
  
saw	
  lots	
  of	
  guys	
  walking	
  around	
  with	
  hot	
  blonde	
  girls	
  on	
  their	
  arm.	
  It	
  fueled	
  me	
  with	
  rage,	
  as	
  it	
  always	
  
had.	
  I	
  should	
  be	
  one	
  of	
  those	
  guys,	
  but	
  no	
  blonde	
  girls	
  gave	
  me	
  that	
  chance.	
  I	
  looked	
  down	
  at	
  all	
  of	
  



them,	
  and	
  in	
  my	
  drunken	
  carelessness,	
  extended	
  my	
  arm	
  out	
  and	
  pretended	
  to	
  shoot	
  them	
  all,	
  laughing	
  
giddily	
  as	
  I	
  did	
  it.	
  Eventually,	
  some	
  partiers	
  climbed	
  up	
  onto	
  the	
  ledge.	
  They	
  were	
  all	
  obnoxious,	
  rowdy	
  
boys	
  whom	
  I’ve	
  always	
  despised.	
  A	
  couple	
  of	
  pretty	
  girls	
  came	
  up	
  and	
  talked	
  to	
  them,	
  but	
  not	
  to	
  me.	
  
They	
  all	
  started	
  socializing	
  right	
  next	
  to	
  me,	
  and	
  none	
  of	
  the	
  girls	
  paid	
  any	
  attention	
  to	
  me.	
  I	
  rose	
  from	
  
my	
  chair	
  and	
  tried	
  to	
  act	
  arrogant	
  and	
  cocky	
  toward	
  them,	
  throwing	
  insults	
  at	
  everyone.	
  They	
  only	
  
laughed	
  at	
  me	
  and	
  started	
  insulting	
  me	
  back.	
  That	
  was	
  the	
  last	
  straw,	
  I	
  had	
  taken	
  enough	
  insults	
  that	
  
night.	
  A	
  dark,	
  hate-­‐fueled	
  rage	
  overcame	
  my	
  entire	
  being,	
  and	
  I	
  tried	
  to	
  push	
  as	
  many	
  of	
  them	
  as	
  I	
  could	
  
from	
  the	
  10-­‐foot	
  ledge.	
  My	
  main	
  target	
  was	
  the	
  girls.	
  I	
  wanted	
  to	
  punish	
  them	
  for	
  talking	
  to	
  the	
  
obnoxious	
  boys	
  instead	
  of	
  me.	
  It	
  was	
  one	
  of	
  the	
  most	
  foolish	
  and	
  rash	
  things	
  I	
  ever	
  did,	
  and	
  I	
  almost	
  
risked	
  everything	
  in	
  doing	
  it,	
  but	
  I	
  was	
  so	
  drunk	
  with	
  rage	
  that	
  I	
  didn’t	
  care.	
  I	
  failed	
  to	
  push	
  any	
  of	
  them	
  
from	
  the	
  ledge,	
  and	
  the	
  boys	
  started	
  to	
  push	
  me,	
  which	
  resulted	
  in	
  me	
  being	
  the	
  one	
  to	
  fall	
  onto	
  the	
  
street.	
  When	
  I	
  landed,	
  I	
  felt	
  a	
  snap	
  in	
  my	
  ankle,	
  followed	
  by	
  a	
  stinging	
  pain.	
  I	
  slowly	
  got	
  up	
  and	
  found	
  
that	
  I	
  couldn’t	
  even	
  walk.	
  I	
  had	
  to	
  stumble,	
  and	
  stumble	
  I	
  did.	
  I	
  tried	
  to	
  get	
  away	
  from	
  there	
  as	
  fast	
  as	
  I	
  
could.	
  

As	
  I	
  stumbled	
  a	
  few	
  yards	
  down	
  Del	
  Playa	
  with	
  my	
  shattered	
  leg,	
  I	
  realized	
  that	
  someone	
  had	
  stolen	
  
my	
  Gucci	
  sunglasses	
  that	
  my	
  mother	
  had	
  given	
  me.	
  I	
  loved	
  those	
  sunglasses,	
  and	
  had	
  to	
  get	
  them	
  back.	
  I	
  
vehemently	
  turned	
  around	
  and	
  staggered	
  back	
  towards	
  the	
  party.	
  At	
  that	
  point,	
  I	
  was	
  so	
  drunk	
  that	
  I	
  
forgot	
  where	
  the	
  party	
  was,	
  and	
  ended	
  up	
  walking	
  onto	
  the	
  front	
  yard	
  of	
  the	
  house	
  next	
  to	
  it,	
  
demanding	
  to	
  know	
  who	
  took	
  my	
  sunglasses.	
  The	
  people	
  in	
  this	
  house	
  must	
  have	
  been	
  friends	
  with	
  the	
  
ones	
  I	
  previously	
  fought	
  with,	
  for	
  they	
  greeted	
  me	
  with	
  vicious	
  hostility.	
  They	
  called	
  me	
  names	
  like	
  
“faggot”	
  and	
  “pussy”,	
  typical	
  things	
  those	
  types	
  of	
  scumbags	
  would	
  say.	
  A	
  whole	
  group	
  of	
  the	
  obnoxious	
  
brutes	
  came	
  up	
  and	
  dragged	
  me	
  onto	
  their	
  driveway,	
  pushing	
  and	
  hitting	
  me.	
  I	
  wanted	
  to	
  fight	
  and	
  kill	
  
them	
  all.	
  I	
  managed	
  to	
  throw	
  one	
  punch	
  toward	
  the	
  main	
  attacker,	
  but	
  that	
  only	
  caused	
  them	
  to	
  beat	
  
me	
  even	
  more.	
  I	
  fell	
  to	
  the	
  ground	
  where	
  they	
  started	
  kicking	
  me	
  and	
  punching	
  me	
  in	
  the	
  face.	
  
Eventually,	
  some	
  other	
  people	
  from	
  the	
  street	
  broke	
  up	
  the	
  fight.	
  I	
  managed	
  to	
  have	
  the	
  strength	
  to	
  
stand	
  up	
  and	
  stagger	
  away.	
  

It	
  was	
  the	
  first	
  time	
  in	
  my	
  life	
  that	
  I	
  had	
  been	
  truly	
  beaten	
  up	
  physically	
  to	
  the	
  point	
  where	
  my	
  face	
  
was	
  bruised	
  up.	
  I	
  had	
  suffered	
  a	
  lot	
  of	
  bullying	
  in	
  my	
  life,	
  but	
  most	
  of	
  it	
  wasn’t	
  physical.	
  I	
  had	
  never	
  been	
  
beaten	
  and	
  humiliated	
  that	
  badly.	
  Everyone	
  in	
  Isla	
  Vista	
  saw	
  what	
  happened,	
  and	
  it	
  was	
  truly	
  horrific.	
  

The	
  worst	
  part	
  of	
  this	
  whole	
  ordeal	
  was	
  not	
  getting	
  beaten	
  up,	
  oh	
  no.	
  It	
  was	
  the	
  fact	
  that	
  no	
  one	
  
showed	
  any	
  concern.	
  There	
  was	
  only	
  one	
  group	
  who	
  helped	
  me	
  to	
  the	
  end	
  of	
  Del	
  Playa,	
  but	
  after	
  that	
  
they	
  abandoned	
  me.	
  Not	
  one	
  girl	
  offered	
  to	
  help	
  me	
  as	
  I	
  stumbled	
  home	
  with	
  a	
  broken	
  leg,	
  beaten	
  and	
  
bloody.	
  If	
  girls	
  had	
  been	
  attracted	
  to	
  me,	
  they	
  would	
  have	
  offered	
  to	
  walk	
  me	
  to	
  my	
  room	
  and	
  take	
  care	
  
of	
  me.	
  They	
  would	
  have	
  even	
  offered	
  to	
  sleep	
  with	
  me	
  to	
  make	
  me	
  feel	
  better.	
  But	
  no,	
  not	
  one	
  girl	
  
showed	
  an	
  ounce	
  of	
  concern	
  for	
  me.	
  They	
  didn’t	
  care.	
  No	
  one	
  cared	
  about	
  me.	
  I	
  was	
  all	
  alone.	
  

As	
  I	
  got	
  to	
  my	
  room,	
  I	
  was	
  so	
  traumatized	
  that	
  I	
  called	
  the	
  only	
  people	
  in	
  the	
  world	
  I	
  knew,	
  my	
  
parents	
  and	
  my	
  sister.	
  Yes,	
  I	
  even	
  called	
  my	
  sister,	
  someone	
  I	
  never	
  got	
  along	
  with.	
  I	
  sulked	
  for	
  a	
  long	
  
time,	
  and	
  then	
  I	
  reached	
  up	
  to	
  my	
  neck	
  to	
  feel	
  my	
  special	
  golden	
  necklace,	
  and	
  I	
  felt	
  nothing	
  there.	
  In	
  
the	
  midst	
  of	
  the	
  fight,	
  one	
  of	
  those	
  horrible	
  punks	
  had	
  snatched	
  off	
  my	
  special	
  golden	
  necklace	
  that	
  my	
  
grandma	
  Ah	
  Mah	
  had	
  given	
  me!	
  That	
  necklace	
  was	
  one	
  of	
  the	
  most	
  special	
  items	
  I	
  had,	
  and	
  now	
  one	
  of	
  
those	
  evil,	
  wretched	
  thugs	
  will	
  be	
  selling	
  it	
  to	
  buy	
  drugs.	
  I	
  broke	
  down	
  in	
  anguish	
  and	
  wailed	
  in	
  agony,	
  
crying	
  and	
  crying	
  until	
  I	
  passed	
  out	
  in	
  my	
  bed,	
  all	
  alone.	
  
	
  

When	
  I	
  woke	
  up	
  the	
  next	
  morning,	
  my	
  leg	
  was	
  in	
  absolute	
  agony.	
  It	
  was	
  purple	
  and	
  swollen,	
  and	
  I	
  
could	
  not	
  even	
  stumble	
  anymore.	
  I	
  had	
  to	
  crawl.	
  Being	
  fully	
  sober,	
  all	
  of	
  my	
  anxiety	
  came	
  back.	
  It	
  
became	
  very	
  clear	
  to	
  me	
  what	
  had	
  happened.	
  I	
  felt	
  enraged	
  by	
  everything,	
  but	
  also	
  fearful	
  that	
  I	
  might	
  
get	
  in	
  trouble.	
  I	
  did	
  try	
  to	
  push	
  girls	
  off	
  of	
  a	
  ledge	
  and	
  threatened	
  to	
  kill	
  all	
  of	
  those	
  people,	
  which	
  could	
  



implicate	
  me.	
  I	
  had	
  to	
  concoct	
  a	
  fairly	
  altered	
  story	
  to	
  explain	
  to	
  the	
  police,	
  who	
  would	
  inevitably	
  have	
  
to	
  interview	
  me	
  once	
  I	
  got	
  to	
  the	
  hospital	
  and	
  reported	
  my	
  injury.	
  

My	
  father	
  drove	
  up	
  to	
  Santa	
  Barbara	
  to	
  bring	
  me	
  to	
  the	
  hospital.	
  Two	
  police	
  did	
  interview	
  me,	
  and	
  I	
  
told	
  them	
  that	
  those	
  boys	
  deliberately	
  pushed	
  me	
  off	
  of	
  the	
  ledge	
  after	
  I	
  acted	
  “cocky”	
  towards	
  them.	
  I	
  
didn’t	
  mention	
  the	
  girls	
  at	
  all.	
  I	
  expressed	
  to	
  the	
  police	
  of	
  my	
  wishes	
  that	
  they	
  should	
  all	
  be	
  punished	
  for	
  
this.	
  The	
  police	
  then	
  went	
  to	
  interview	
  them,	
  and	
  they	
  had	
  their	
  own	
  version	
  of	
  the	
  story.	
  Since	
  there	
  
was	
  no	
  actual	
  evidence,	
  the	
  whole	
  case	
  was	
  shortly	
  dismissed.	
  

The	
  physician	
  at	
  the	
  hospital	
  put	
  me	
  in	
  a	
  temporary	
  cast	
  and	
  gave	
  me	
  crutches.	
  On	
  top	
  of	
  all	
  other	
  
things	
  in	
  the	
  world	
  that	
  made	
  me	
  feel	
  inferior,	
  I	
  was	
  now	
  a	
  cripple.	
  I	
  felt	
  so	
  defeated	
  and	
  broken.	
  To	
  my	
  
horror,	
  the	
  physician	
  said	
  that	
  I	
  would	
  have	
  to	
  be	
  in	
  crutches	
  for	
  the	
  next	
  six	
  weeks,	
  and	
  I	
  might	
  have	
  to	
  
get	
  surgery.	
  

The	
  leg	
  that	
  broke	
  was	
  my	
  left	
  leg,	
  so	
  I	
  was	
  still	
  able	
  to	
  drive.	
  Shortly	
  after	
  the	
  incident,	
  I	
  drove	
  home	
  
to	
  spend	
  the	
  rest	
  of	
  the	
  summer	
  recovering.	
  It	
  was	
  a	
  depressing	
  drive.	
  I	
  had	
  never	
  felt	
  so	
  defeated	
  and	
  
wronged	
  in	
  my	
  life.	
  I	
  had	
  actually	
  gone	
  out	
  to	
  a	
  party	
  in	
  Isla	
  Vista,	
  hoping	
  that	
  I	
  would	
  be	
  walking	
  back	
  to	
  
my	
  room	
  in	
  triumph	
  with	
  a	
  beautiful	
  girl	
  on	
  my	
  arm,	
  but	
  instead	
  I	
  stumbled	
  back	
  to	
  my	
  room	
  with	
  a	
  
shattered	
  leg	
  and	
  shattered	
  hopes.	
  

My	
  22nd	
  Birthday	
  was	
  a	
  miserable	
  experience.	
  I	
  sat	
  around	
  at	
  my	
  mother’s	
  house,	
  staring	
  at	
  my	
  
broken	
  leg,	
  feeling	
  so	
  pathetic	
  for	
  being	
  a	
  cripple,	
  as	
  well	
  as	
  a	
  22-­‐year-­‐old	
  virgin.	
  My	
  mother	
  bought	
  me	
  
a	
  new	
  golden	
  necklace	
  to	
  replace	
  the	
  one	
  that	
  was	
  stolen	
  from	
  me,	
  as	
  she	
  knew	
  how	
  heartbroken	
  I	
  was	
  
about	
  losing	
  it.	
  
	
  
22	
  Years	
  Old	
  
	
  

The	
  highly	
  unjust	
  experience	
  of	
  being	
  beaten	
  and	
  humiliated	
  in	
  front	
  of	
  everyone	
  in	
  Isla	
  Vista,	
  and	
  
their	
  subsequent	
  lack	
  of	
  concern	
  for	
  my	
  well-­‐being,	
  was	
  the	
  last	
  and	
  final	
  straw.	
  I	
  actually	
  gave	
  them	
  all	
  
one	
  last	
  chance	
  to	
  accept	
  me,	
  to	
  give	
  me	
  a	
  reason	
  not	
  to	
  hate	
  them,	
  and	
  they	
  devastatingly	
  blew	
  it	
  back	
  
in	
  my	
  face.	
  I	
  gave	
  the	
  world	
  too	
  many	
  chances.	
  It	
  was	
  time	
  for	
  Retribution.	
  
	
  

I	
  went	
  into	
  surgery	
  in	
  the	
  beginning	
  of	
  August.	
  After	
  visiting	
  the	
  local	
  orthopedist,	
  he	
  recommended	
  
that	
  I	
  have	
  my	
  broken	
  ankle	
  surgically	
  screwed	
  in	
  place	
  instead	
  of	
  waiting	
  for	
  it	
  to	
  heal	
  by	
  itself.	
  I	
  
decided	
  to	
  go	
  through	
  with	
  it,	
  just	
  so	
  I	
  could	
  be	
  out	
  of	
  crutches	
  sooner.	
  My	
  mother	
  drove	
  me	
  to	
  the	
  
hospital	
  early	
  in	
  the	
  morning,	
  and	
  I	
  was	
  wrought	
  with	
  fear.	
  I	
  had	
  never	
  been	
  through	
  such	
  a	
  thing	
  in	
  my	
  
life.	
  They	
  put	
  me	
  to	
  sleep	
  with	
  anesthesia,	
  and	
  when	
  I	
  woke	
  up	
  my	
  leg	
  burned	
  with	
  pain,	
  though	
  the	
  
pain	
  medication	
  they	
  injected	
  in	
  me	
  afterward	
  helped	
  ease	
  this.	
  A	
  new	
  cast	
  was	
  placed	
  on	
  my	
  leg.	
  I	
  
didn’t	
  even	
  want	
  to	
  think	
  about	
  what	
  it	
  looked	
  like	
  underneath.	
  I	
  was	
  told	
  that	
  they	
  screwed	
  in	
  a	
  
titanium	
  plate	
  to	
  hold	
  the	
  fractured	
  bone	
  in	
  place,	
  and	
  it	
  required	
  six	
  screws.	
  I	
  rested	
  in	
  the	
  hospital	
  for	
  
a	
  few	
  hours	
  before	
  I	
  was	
  allowed	
  to	
  go	
  home,	
  under	
  the	
  instructions	
  that	
  I	
  would	
  have	
  to	
  keep	
  my	
  leg	
  
raised	
  at	
  all	
  times	
  for	
  the	
  next	
  week.	
  
	
  

Shortly	
  after	
  my	
  surgery,	
  my	
  mother	
  and	
  sister	
  went	
  on	
  a	
  vacation	
  to	
  Hawaii.	
  They	
  had	
  been	
  planning	
  
this	
  for	
  a	
  long	
  time,	
  and	
  of	
  course	
  I	
  refused	
  to	
  go	
  with	
  them	
  when	
  they	
  initially	
  asked	
  me	
  months	
  before.	
  
My	
  mother	
  didn’t	
  want	
  me	
  to	
  stay	
  in	
  her	
  house	
  all	
  alone	
  in	
  the	
  crippled	
  state	
  that	
  I	
  was	
  in.	
  Taking	
  care	
  
of	
  the	
  house	
  in	
  such	
  a	
  condition	
  would	
  be	
  too	
  difficult,	
  and	
  there	
  would	
  be	
  no	
  one	
  there	
  to	
  provide	
  
immediate	
  assistance	
  in	
  case	
  of	
  an	
  emergency.	
  I	
  asked	
  father	
  if	
  I	
  could	
  stay	
  at	
  his	
  house,	
  but	
  Soumaya	
  
was	
  having	
  some	
  of	
  her	
  relatives	
  staying	
  for	
  the	
  summer,	
  so	
  she	
  refused	
  to	
  let	
  me	
  stay	
  there	
  because	
  it	
  
would	
  be	
  “too	
  much	
  for	
  her	
  to	
  handle”,	
  despite	
  the	
  fact	
  that	
  father’s	
  house	
  had	
  six	
  bedrooms	
  and	
  
plenty	
  of	
  space	
  for	
  me	
  to	
  occupy.	
  Father,	
  of	
  course,	
  gave	
  in	
  to	
  Soumaya’s	
  rules	
  as	
  he	
  always	
  had.	
  My	
  
respect	
  for	
  him	
  was	
  already	
  so	
  low	
  that	
  it	
  couldn’t	
  get	
  any	
  lower	
  because	
  of	
  this.	
  



Due	
  to	
  this	
  little	
  difficulty,	
  my	
  mother	
  booked	
  me	
  a	
  hotel	
  room	
  at	
  Extended	
  Stay	
  America	
  in	
  Woodland	
  
Hills.	
  I	
  was	
  content	
  with	
  this.	
  The	
  hotel	
  was	
  comfortable	
  enough,	
  and	
  my	
  mother	
  stocked	
  me	
  with	
  a	
  lot	
  of	
  
food	
  for	
  the	
  week	
  that	
  I	
  would	
  be	
  there.	
  It	
  provided	
  a	
  nice	
  atmosphere	
  to	
  recover	
  from	
  the	
  horrific	
  
experiences	
  I	
  had	
  just	
  recently	
  endured.	
  The	
  only	
  thing	
  I	
  disliked	
  about	
  this	
  hotel	
  was	
  that	
  it	
  was	
  located	
  
right	
  across	
  the	
  street	
  from	
  Taft	
  High	
  School,	
  so	
  whenever	
  I	
  looked	
  out	
  the	
  window	
  I	
  saw	
  a	
  place	
  that	
  
had	
  caused	
  me	
  great	
  suffering	
  in	
  the	
  distant	
  past.	
  I	
  thought	
  about	
  the	
  bullying	
  I	
  received	
  at	
  Taft,	
  
and	
  in	
  a	
  way	
  my	
  experience	
  there	
  was	
  quite	
  similar	
  to	
  what	
  had	
  just	
  happened	
  to	
  me	
  on	
  that	
  fateful	
  
night	
  in	
  Isla	
  Vista.	
  I	
  was	
  bullied	
  by	
  thugs,	
  and	
  the	
  girls	
  adored	
  the	
  bullies	
  instead	
  of	
  me.	
  Indeed,	
  a	
  very	
  
similar	
  scenario.	
  

Only	
  now,	
  I	
  was	
  ready	
  and	
  capable	
  of	
  fighting	
  back	
  against	
  the	
  cruelty	
  of	
  women.	
  Back	
  when	
  I	
  was	
  a	
  
weak	
  and	
  timid	
  boy	
  at	
  Taft	
  High	
  School,	
  I	
  was	
  powerless	
  and	
  frightened,	
  having	
  to	
  resort	
  to	
  hiding	
  in	
  a	
  
life	
  of	
  playing	
  video	
  games.	
  All	
  of	
  the	
  suffering,	
  loneliness,	
  rejection,	
  and	
  humiliation	
  I	
  had	
  to	
  experience	
  
since	
  then	
  had	
  strengthened	
  me.	
  The	
  hatred	
  that	
  festered	
  inside	
  me	
  in	
  all	
  of	
  those	
  years	
  leading	
  up	
  to	
  
this	
  point	
  had	
  empowered	
  me	
  in	
  a	
  dark,	
  twisted	
  way.	
  I	
  was	
  now	
  armed	
  with	
  weapons,	
  possessed	
  great	
  
intelligence	
  and	
  philosophical	
  insight,	
  with	
  the	
  willpower	
  to	
  exact	
  the	
  most	
  catastrophic	
  act	
  of	
  
vengeance	
  the	
  world	
  will	
  ever	
  see.	
  
	
  

I	
  spent	
  the	
  next	
  week	
  in	
  that	
  hotel	
  room	
  brooding	
  about	
  the	
  injustices	
  of	
  life	
  and	
  my	
  place	
  in	
  the	
  
world.	
  It	
  fully	
  dawned	
  on	
  me	
  that	
  I	
  would	
  now	
  have	
  to	
  bring	
  about	
  the	
  Day	
  of	
  Retribution.	
  There	
  was	
  no	
  
other	
  hope.	
  I	
  mused	
  that	
  once	
  I	
  descend	
  upon	
  Isla	
  Vista,	
  armed	
  with	
  my	
  weapons	
  and	
  my	
  burning	
  
hatred,	
  I	
  would	
  definitely	
  make	
  sure	
  to	
  target	
  the	
  people	
  who	
  lived	
  in	
  that	
  house	
  I	
  was	
  attacked	
  in.	
  The	
  
plan	
  was	
  to	
  destroy	
  the	
  entirety	
  of	
  Isla	
  Vista,	
  and	
  kill	
  every	
  single	
  person	
  in	
  it,	
  or	
  at	
  least	
  kill	
  as	
  many	
  
popular	
  young	
  people	
  I	
  could	
  before	
  the	
  police	
  arrive	
  and	
  I’d	
  have	
  to	
  kill	
  myself.	
  

I	
  felt	
  so	
  shocked	
  and	
  overwhelmed	
  upon	
  realizing	
  that	
  it	
  was	
  definitely	
  going	
  to	
  resort	
  to	
  this.	
  I	
  was	
  
going	
  to	
  die	
  soon,	
  and	
  that	
  in	
  itself	
  was	
  hard	
  to	
  accept.	
  I	
  didn’t	
  want	
  to	
  die,	
  but	
  I	
  would	
  have	
  no	
  choice.	
  
Vengeance	
  is	
  the	
  only	
  path;	
  all	
  other	
  paths	
  had	
  been	
  closed	
  shut.	
  I	
  thought	
  it	
  to	
  be	
  such	
  a	
  tragedy	
  that	
  I	
  
was	
  actually	
  going	
  to	
  wage	
  war	
  against	
  women	
  and	
  all	
  of	
  humanity.	
  But	
  then	
  again,	
  women’s	
  rejection	
  
of	
  me	
  was	
  a	
  declaration	
  of	
  war.	
  They	
  insulted	
  me	
  by	
  deeming	
  me	
  inferior	
  of	
  their	
  love	
  and	
  sex.	
  They	
  
hate	
  me,	
  and	
  I	
  will	
  return	
  that	
  hatred	
  one-­‐thousand	
  fold.	
  I	
  will	
  inflict	
  suffering	
  on	
  everyone	
  in	
  Isla	
  Vista,	
  
just	
  like	
  they	
  have	
  made	
  me	
  suffer.	
  In	
  the	
  past,	
  I	
  have	
  always	
  been	
  at	
  their	
  mercy,	
  and	
  I	
  was	
  given	
  none.	
  
On	
  the	
  Day	
  of	
  Retribution,	
  everyone	
  will	
  be	
  at	
  my	
  mercy,	
  and	
  in	
  turn	
  I	
  will	
  show	
  them	
  no	
  mercy	
  at	
  all.	
  
My	
  Retribution	
  will	
  be	
  so	
  devastating	
  that	
  it	
  will	
  shake	
  the	
  very	
  foundations	
  of	
  the	
  world.	
  

My	
  broken	
  leg	
  was	
  a	
  setback,	
  of	
  course.	
  Even	
  with	
  surgery,	
  I’d	
  have	
  to	
  be	
  in	
  crutches	
  for	
  six	
  weeks,	
  
and	
  even	
  after	
  that	
  it	
  would	
  take	
  a	
  while	
  to	
  be	
  able	
  to	
  walk	
  normally	
  again.	
  I	
  figured	
  I	
  won’t	
  be	
  walking	
  
normally	
  until	
  October.	
  There	
  was	
  no	
  way	
  I’d	
  be	
  well	
  enough	
  to	
  prepare	
  for	
  the	
  Day	
  of	
  Retribution	
  by	
  
November.	
  There	
  was	
  too	
  little	
  time.	
  I	
  made	
  a	
  new	
  plan	
  to	
  set	
  the	
  ultimate	
  and	
  final	
  date	
  for	
  the	
  Day	
  of	
  
Retribution	
  to	
  be	
  at	
  the	
  end	
  of	
  the	
  Spring	
  of	
  2014.	
  This	
  would	
  give	
  me	
  plenty	
  of	
  time	
  to	
  prepare.	
  The	
  
Day	
  of	
  Retribution	
  was	
  now	
  my	
  whole	
  reason	
  for	
  living.	
  It’s	
  all	
  I	
  have	
  to	
  live	
  for.	
  This	
  act	
  of	
  deadly	
  
vengeance	
  against	
  the	
  people	
  who	
  have	
  wronged	
  me	
  is	
  my	
  sole	
  purpose	
  on	
  this	
  world.	
  I	
  needed	
  as	
  
much	
  time	
  as	
  possible	
  in	
  order	
  to	
  plan	
  it	
  efficiently.	
  

Postponing	
  the	
  Day	
  of	
  Retribution	
  also	
  gave	
  me	
  a	
  few	
  more	
  months	
  of	
  life.	
  Perhaps	
  I	
  would	
  also	
  use	
  
that	
  time	
  to	
  look	
  for	
  a	
  way	
  out.	
  I	
  have	
  always	
  been	
  itching	
  for	
  a	
  way	
  out	
  of	
  this,	
  and	
  even	
  with	
  the	
  
recent	
  events	
  that	
  had	
  occurred,	
  a	
  small	
  part	
  of	
  me	
  still	
  clung	
  to	
  that	
  inkling	
  of	
  hope.	
  
	
  

Gavin	
  came	
  to	
  visit	
  me	
  at	
  the	
  hotel,	
  and	
  he	
  was	
  welcome	
  company.	
  It	
  was	
  really	
  getting	
  lonely	
  there,	
  
though	
  it	
  was	
  definitely	
  better	
  than	
  being	
  lonely	
  in	
  Isla	
  Vista.	
  The	
  two	
  of	
  us	
  sat	
  down	
  for	
  three	
  hours	
  in	
  
my	
  hotel	
  room	
  to	
  have	
  an	
  important	
  conversation.	
  I	
  explained	
  to	
  him	
  my	
  finely	
  altered	
  version	
  of	
  
everything	
  that	
  happened	
  on	
  that	
  night	
  in	
  Isla	
  Vista.	
  He	
  didn’t	
  seem	
  surprised.	
  When	
  he	
  was	
  my	
  age,	
  he	
  



used	
  to	
  go	
  up	
  to	
  Isla	
  Vista	
  quite	
  often.	
  He	
  told	
  me	
  that	
  the	
  kind	
  of	
  brutal,	
  rowdy	
  atmosphere	
  I’ve	
  
witnessed	
  was	
  part	
  of	
  the	
  culture	
  there.	
  The	
  boisterous,	
  wild	
  frat	
  boys	
  get	
  all	
  of	
  the	
  beautiful	
  girls,	
  and	
  
everyone	
  is	
  looking	
  for	
  a	
  fight,	
  like	
  the	
  vicious	
  animals	
  they	
  are.	
  He	
  said	
  it	
  was	
  a	
  truth	
  I	
  had	
  to	
  accept,	
  
advising	
  me	
  to	
  move	
  out	
  of	
  there.	
  I	
  couldn’t	
  accept	
  this	
  truth,	
  because	
  it	
  was	
  unjust.	
  I	
  couldn’t	
  let	
  such	
  
evil	
  exist,	
  and	
  I	
  will	
  not	
  run	
  away	
  from	
  it	
  by	
  moving	
  out	
  of	
  there.	
  I	
  will	
  either	
  thrive	
  there,	
  or	
  destroy	
  the	
  
place	
  utterly.	
  Since	
  I	
  failed	
  to	
  thrive	
  there,	
  I	
  had	
  no	
  choice	
  but	
  to	
  plan	
  my	
  Retribution.	
  
	
  

When	
  my	
  mother	
  came	
  back	
  from	
  Hawaii,	
  I	
  went	
  to	
  stay	
  at	
  her	
  house	
  for	
  the	
  next	
  month,	
  until	
  my	
  leg	
  
healed	
  enough	
  for	
  me	
  to	
  lose	
  the	
  crutches.	
  I	
  didn’t	
  want	
  to	
  go	
  back	
  to	
  Santa	
  Barbara	
  while	
  still	
  in	
  
crutches,	
  it	
  would	
  be	
  too	
  humiliating,	
  and	
  I	
  had	
  felt	
  humiliated	
  enough	
  there	
  already.	
  

For	
  the	
  first	
  week	
  after	
  surgery,	
  my	
  leg	
  suffered	
  intense	
  searing	
  pain,	
  though	
  that	
  searing	
  pain	
  was	
  
nothing	
  compared	
  to	
  the	
  hatred	
  that	
  burned	
  in	
  my	
  heart.	
  During	
  that	
  time,	
  I	
  could	
  barely	
  leave	
  my	
  bed,	
  
because	
  whenever	
  I	
  did,	
  the	
  blood	
  rushed	
  to	
  my	
  leg	
  and	
  triggered	
  the	
  pain.	
  For	
  the	
  entire	
  time	
  that	
  I	
  
was	
  in	
  the	
  hotel,	
  I	
  stayed	
  in	
  my	
  bed	
  like	
  a	
  vegetable.	
  After	
  that	
  initial	
  week,	
  the	
  pain	
  subsided,	
  and	
  I	
  was	
  
able	
  to	
  move	
  about	
  on	
  my	
  crutches	
  with	
  greater	
  ease.	
  I	
  often	
  did	
  laps	
  around	
  my	
  mother’s	
  backyard	
  as	
  a	
  
way	
  of	
  venting	
  my	
  anger,	
  sometimes	
  swinging	
  my	
  crutches	
  around	
  as	
  if	
  they	
  were	
  swords,	
  slashing	
  at	
  all	
  
of	
  the	
  enemies	
  who	
  had	
  wronged	
  me	
  in	
  life.	
  

The	
  month	
  that	
  I	
  spent	
  at	
  mother’s	
  house	
  was	
  very	
  relaxing,	
  and	
  I	
  tried	
  my	
  best	
  to	
  calm	
  myself	
  down	
  
as	
  time	
  passed.	
  I	
  spent	
  a	
  lot	
  of	
  time	
  watching	
  movies,	
  reading	
  books,	
  introspecting,	
  and	
  contemplating	
  
about	
  life.	
  I	
  stayed	
  in	
  the	
  house	
  all	
  the	
  time,	
  for	
  I	
  despised	
  having	
  to	
  go	
  out	
  and	
  be	
  seen	
  as	
  a	
  cripple.	
  I	
  
already	
  felt	
  insecure	
  enough	
  about	
  myself	
  for	
  being	
  a	
  lonely	
  virgin.	
  Being	
  seen	
  as	
  a	
  cripple	
  was	
  too	
  much	
  
salt	
  on	
  the	
  wound.	
  

Gavin	
  came	
  to	
  visit	
  me	
  again,	
  and	
  this	
  time	
  we	
  sat	
  in	
  my	
  mother’s	
  dining	
  room	
  to	
  have	
  yet	
  another	
  
important	
  conversation	
  about	
  my	
  life	
  and	
  where	
  I	
  was	
  going.	
  He	
  tried	
  to	
  advise	
  me	
  again	
  to	
  move	
  out	
  of	
  
Isla	
  Vista,	
  but	
  I	
  refused	
  to	
  hear	
  it.	
  I	
  moved	
  to	
  Isla	
  Vista	
  with	
  the	
  goal	
  of	
  losing	
  my	
  virginity	
  and	
  attaining	
  
the	
  life	
  I	
  desire.	
  If	
  I’m	
  unable	
  to	
  have	
  it,	
  I	
  will	
  destroy	
  it.	
  I	
  will	
  never	
  run	
  away	
  in	
  defeat.	
  

My	
  parents	
  arranged	
  for	
  us	
  to	
  have	
  a	
  conference	
  with	
  my	
  Psychiatrist,	
  Dr.	
  Charles	
  Sophy.	
  I	
  set	
  out	
  with	
  
my	
  mother	
  to	
  meet	
  father	
  outside	
  Dr.	
  Sophy’s	
  house	
  in	
  Beverly	
  Hills,	
  and	
  when	
  we	
  got	
  there	
  we	
  were	
  
surprised	
  to	
  see	
  that	
  Soumaya	
  had	
  come	
  for	
  the	
  conference	
  too.	
  This	
  presented	
  a	
  conflict,	
  because	
  
Soumaya	
  and	
  my	
  mother	
  had	
  recently	
  had	
  an	
  argument	
  due	
  to	
  Soumaya	
  refusing	
  to	
  let	
  me	
  stay	
  at	
  
father’s	
  house	
  during	
  my	
  mother’s	
  trip	
  to	
  Hawaii.	
  For	
  more	
  than	
  half	
  of	
  the	
  conversation,	
  the	
  doctor	
  
spent	
  time	
  resolving	
  this	
  petty	
  conflict	
  instead	
  of	
  addressing	
  the	
  troubles	
  that	
  I	
  was	
  going	
  through.	
  
When	
  we	
  finally	
  did	
  get	
  to	
  my	
  situation,	
  Dr.	
  Sophy	
  ended	
  up	
  giving	
  me	
  the	
  same	
  useless	
  advice	
  that	
  
every	
  other	
  psychiatrist,	
  psychologist,	
  and	
  counsellor	
  had	
  given	
  me	
  in	
  the	
  past.	
  I	
  don’t	
  know	
  why	
  my	
  
parents	
  wasted	
  money	
  on	
  therapy,	
  as	
  it	
  will	
  never	
  help	
  me	
  in	
  my	
  struggle	
  against	
  such	
  a	
  cruel	
  and	
  unjust	
  
world.	
  The	
  doctor	
  ended	
  up	
  dismissing	
  it	
  by	
  prescribing	
  me	
  a	
  controversial	
  medication,	
  Risperidone.	
  
After	
  researching	
  this	
  medication,	
  I	
  found	
  that	
  it	
  was	
  the	
  absolute	
  wrong	
  thing	
  for	
  me	
  to	
  take.	
  I	
  refused	
  
to	
  take	
  it,	
  and	
  I	
  never	
  saw	
  Dr.	
  Sophy	
  again	
  after	
  that.	
  

Towards	
  the	
  end	
  of	
  the	
  month,	
  my	
  mother	
  invited	
  Maddy	
  and	
  Mo	
  Humpreys	
  over	
  for	
  dinner.	
  Mother	
  
had	
  recently	
  been	
  reconnecting	
  with	
  her	
  old	
  friend	
  Mo.	
  Maddy	
  had	
  just	
  graduated	
  from	
  USC,	
  a	
  
university	
  renowned	
  for	
  its	
  abundance	
  of	
  spoiled,	
  bratty	
  students	
  who	
  partied	
  all	
  the	
  time,	
  very	
  similar	
  
to	
  UCSB.	
  I	
  often	
  call	
  USC	
  the	
  “University	
  of	
  Spoiled	
  Cunts”,	
  just	
  like	
  I	
  call	
  UCSB	
  the	
  “University	
  of	
  
California’s	
  Spoiled	
  Brats”.	
  Brilliant,	
  fitting	
  nicknames!	
  Before	
  Maddy	
  came,	
  I	
  stalked	
  her	
  Facebook	
  for	
  a	
  
bit,	
  and	
  I	
  saw	
  that	
  she	
  was	
  the	
  exact	
  image	
  of	
  everything	
  I	
  hated	
  in	
  women.	
  She	
  was	
  a	
  popular,	
  spoiled	
  
USC	
  girl	
  who	
  partied	
  with	
  her	
  hot,	
  beautiful	
  blonde-­‐haired	
  clique	
  of	
  friends.	
  All	
  of	
  them	
  looked	
  like	
  
absolute	
  cunts,	
  and	
  my	
  hatred	
  for	
  them	
  all	
  grew	
  from	
  each	
  picture	
  I	
  saw	
  on	
  her	
  profile.	
  They	
  were	
  the	
  
kind	
  of	
  beautiful,	
  popular	
  people	
  who	
  lived	
  pleasurable	
  lives	
  and	
  would	
  look	
  down	
  on	
  me	
  as	
  inferior	
  
scum,	
  never	
  accepting	
  me	
  as	
  one	
  of	
  them.	
  They	
  were	
  my	
  enemies.	
  They	
  represented	
  everything	
  that	
  



was	
  wrong	
  with	
  this	
  world.	
  Maddy	
  was	
  my	
  first	
  friend	
  in	
  America.	
  As	
  a	
  child,	
  I	
  played	
  with	
  her	
  as	
  an	
  
equal.	
  Now	
  she	
  was	
  my	
  enemy.	
  I	
  would	
  take	
  great	
  delight	
  in	
  torturing	
  and	
  flaying	
  her	
  and	
  every	
  single	
  
one	
  of	
  her	
  spoiled,	
  obnoxious	
  evil	
  friends.	
  When	
  she	
  and	
  her	
  mother	
  came	
  to	
  eat	
  dinner	
  with	
  us,	
  I	
  had	
  
to	
  keep	
  calm	
  as	
  I	
  hobbled	
  out	
  of	
  my	
  room	
  on	
  my	
  crutches	
  to	
  greet	
  them.	
  

That	
  relaxing	
  month	
  at	
  mother’s	
  was	
  like	
  the	
  comfort	
  before	
  the	
  storm.	
  Once	
  I	
  go	
  back	
  to	
  Santa	
  
Barbara,	
  fully	
  recovered,	
  the	
  final	
  dark	
  chapter	
  of	
  my	
  life	
  will	
  commence.	
  I	
  dreaded	
  what	
  will	
  come	
  of	
  it.	
  
	
  

After	
  six	
  weeks	
  of	
  hobbling	
  about	
  on	
  crutches	
  whenever	
  I	
  had	
  to	
  go	
  somewhere,	
  I	
  visited	
  my	
  
orthopedist,	
  asking	
  if	
  it	
  was	
  finally	
  time	
  for	
  me	
  to	
  walk	
  without	
  them.	
  After	
  examining	
  my	
  leg,	
  he	
  agreed	
  
that	
  I	
  can	
  proceed	
  to	
  a	
  “walking	
  cast”.	
  This	
  would	
  enable	
  me	
  to	
  limp	
  around,	
  without	
  crutches,	
  though	
  I	
  
would	
  have	
  to	
  use	
  a	
  cane.	
  Though	
  uncomfortable,	
  it	
  was	
  much,	
  much	
  better	
  than	
  having	
  to	
  go	
  about	
  on	
  
those	
  damnable	
  crutches.	
  When	
  I	
  got	
  home,	
  I	
  delightedly	
  practiced	
  moving	
  around	
  with	
  this	
  new	
  setup.	
  

Before	
  long,	
  my	
  mother	
  said	
  I	
  was	
  now	
  well	
  enough	
  to	
  return	
  to	
  Santa	
  Barbara.	
  My	
  new	
  college	
  
classes	
  were	
  starting	
  soon	
  anyway,	
  though	
  she	
  didn’t	
  know	
  that	
  I	
  had	
  only	
  signed	
  up	
  for	
  online	
  classes	
  
for	
  the	
  Autumn	
  semester	
  out	
  of	
  fear	
  that	
  I	
  might	
  have	
  to	
  start	
  college	
  while	
  still	
  crippled.	
  She	
  had	
  grown	
  
tired	
  of	
  having	
  to	
  deal	
  with	
  me,	
  as	
  she	
  always	
  was	
  in	
  the	
  past.	
  I	
  spent	
  a	
  few	
  more	
  days	
  at	
  mother’s	
  with	
  
my	
  walking	
  cast	
  and	
  cane	
  before	
  she	
  made	
  me	
  go	
  back	
  to	
  Santa	
  Barbara,	
  telling	
  me	
  I	
  can	
  return	
  to	
  visit	
  
in	
  two	
  weeks.	
  
	
  

I	
  made	
  my	
  ominous	
  drive	
  back	
  to	
  Santa	
  Barbara,	
  and	
  as	
  I	
  drove	
  I	
  thought	
  about	
  all	
  of	
  the	
  injustices	
  I	
  
had	
  to	
  face	
  in	
  the	
  last	
  two	
  years	
  I	
  had	
  spent	
  there.	
  Injustices	
  that	
  had	
  never	
  been	
  set	
  right.	
  Now	
  was	
  the	
  
time	
  to	
  set	
  them	
  right.	
  Now	
  was	
  the	
  time	
  for	
  Retribution.	
  

When	
  I	
  got	
  back	
  to	
  my	
  apartment,	
  I	
  saw	
  that	
  my	
  housemates	
  Chris	
  and	
  Jon	
  had	
  moved	
  out.	
  A	
  pity,	
  as	
  
they	
  were	
  the	
  most	
  pleasant	
  housemates	
  I	
  could	
  have	
  hoped	
  for.	
  I	
  feared	
  what	
  my	
  new	
  ones	
  would	
  be	
  
like,	
  and	
  I	
  was	
  told	
  they	
  would	
  be	
  coming	
  in	
  a	
  few	
  weeks.	
  I	
  had	
  the	
  place	
  to	
  myself	
  for	
  that	
  period,	
  which	
  
suited	
  me	
  well.	
  I	
  refused	
  to	
  leave	
  my	
  room	
  at	
  all	
  until	
  I	
  was	
  able	
  to	
  at	
  least	
  lose	
  my	
  walking	
  cast.	
  I	
  spent	
  
the	
  time	
  doing	
  the	
  same	
  thing	
  I	
  did	
  at	
  mother’s	
  house.	
  I	
  watched	
  a	
  lot	
  of	
  movies,	
  and	
  sat	
  around	
  
contemplating	
  my	
  future.	
  
	
  

Upon	
  my	
  visit	
  home,	
  I	
  went	
  to	
  see	
  my	
  orthopedist	
  for	
  one	
  last	
  time,	
  and	
  he	
  told	
  me	
  I	
  can	
  finally	
  walk	
  
without	
  any	
  cast	
  around	
  my	
  leg,	
  though	
  I	
  would	
  need	
  the	
  cane	
  for	
  a	
  few	
  more	
  weeks.	
  I	
  was	
  content	
  with	
  
this,	
  as	
  I	
  didn’t	
  mind	
  the	
  cane	
  that	
  much.	
  It	
  had	
  a	
  peculiar	
  elegance	
  about	
  it.	
  
	
  

On	
  that	
  same	
  weekend,	
  I	
  met	
  up	
  with	
  Philip	
  and	
  Addison.	
  We	
  had	
  been	
  planning	
  to	
  meet	
  during	
  the	
  
summer,	
  but	
  I	
  had	
  to	
  postpone	
  it	
  because	
  of	
  my	
  terrible	
  injury.	
  I	
  took	
  them	
  out	
  in	
  my	
  father’s	
  Mercedes	
  
SUV,	
  and	
  we	
  went	
  on	
  another	
  one	
  of	
  our	
  adventures	
  around	
  Los	
  Angeles.	
  First,	
  we	
  went	
  to	
  an	
  exquisite	
  
Japanese	
  restaurant	
  on	
  Sunset	
  Boulevard	
  in	
  West	
  Hollywood.	
  I	
  was	
  thankful	
  I	
  didn’t	
  see	
  any	
  young	
  
couples	
  my	
  age	
  there,	
  most	
  of	
  them	
  were	
  older	
  than	
  us.	
  Afterwards,	
  we	
  went	
  to	
  Griffith	
  Park	
  
Observatory,	
  under	
  Philip’s	
  suggestion.	
  Going	
  there	
  brought	
  back	
  memories,	
  both	
  good	
  and	
  bad.	
  It	
  was	
  
ever	
  a	
  tradition	
  for	
  the	
  three	
  of	
  us	
  to	
  go	
  there,	
  as	
  we	
  had	
  been	
  so	
  many	
  times.	
  The	
  place	
  provided	
  an	
  
expansive	
  view	
  of	
  the	
  city	
  of	
  L.A.	
  At	
  night	
  it	
  was	
  absolutely	
  exquisite.	
  The	
  Griffith	
  Park	
  Observatory	
  was	
  
truly	
  a	
  wondrous	
  place	
  to	
  admire	
  the	
  beauty	
  of	
  the	
  world…	
  but	
  the	
  whole	
  experience	
  was	
  ruined,	
  of	
  
course,	
  by	
  the	
  sight	
  of	
  so	
  many	
  young	
  couples	
  kissing	
  there,	
  right	
  under	
  the	
  stars.	
  Those	
  boys	
  must	
  have	
  
been	
  in	
  heaven,	
  to	
  experience	
  such	
  a	
  place	
  with	
  their	
  beautiful	
  girlfriends.	
  

Seeing	
  all	
  of	
  those	
  young	
  couples	
  at	
  Griffith	
  Park	
  filled	
  me	
  with	
  rage	
  for	
  the	
  rest	
  of	
  the	
  night.	
  It	
  
reminded	
  me	
  of	
  the	
  injustices	
  I	
  have	
  to	
  face	
  in	
  life,	
  and	
  my	
  war	
  against	
  it	
  all.	
  When	
  I	
  drove	
  down	
  the	
  hill	
  
from	
  the	
  Observatory,	
  I	
  saw	
  more	
  young	
  couples	
  walking	
  around,	
  and	
  I	
  had	
  the	
  desire	
  to	
  run	
  them	
  over	
  
with	
  the	
  Mercedes	
  as	
  a	
  sweet	
  act	
  of	
  revenge.	
  I	
  already	
  planned	
  to	
  use	
  the	
  Mercedes	
  SUV	
  as	
  one	
  of	
  my	
  



weapons	
  on	
  the	
  Day	
  of	
  Retribution,	
  since	
  Isla	
  Vista	
  on	
  weekend	
  nights	
  was	
  always	
  filled	
  with	
  my	
  
enemies	
  walking	
  right	
  in	
  the	
  middle	
  of	
  the	
  road.	
  They	
  would	
  be	
  easy	
  targets.	
  

After	
  the	
  disastrous	
  experience	
  at	
  Griffith	
  Park,	
  we	
  decided	
  to	
  take	
  a	
  late	
  night	
  trip	
  all	
  the	
  way	
  to	
  Palos	
  
Verdes,	
  just	
  to	
  admire	
  the	
  scenery.	
  I	
  had	
  never	
  been	
  down	
  there,	
  and	
  Addison	
  told	
  me	
  it	
  was	
  a	
  peaceful,	
  
quiet,	
  and	
  exquisite	
  place	
  that	
  provided	
  an	
  extraordinary	
  view.	
  When	
  we	
  arrived	
  at	
  a	
  beach	
  park	
  in	
  Palos	
  
Verdes	
  that	
  overlooked	
  the	
  ocean,	
  Philip	
  had	
  fallen	
  asleep,	
  so	
  it	
  was	
  just	
  me	
  and	
  Addison	
  who	
  went	
  out	
  
to	
  walk	
  around.	
  I	
  took	
  an	
  instant	
  liking	
  to	
  the	
  place,	
  and	
  explored	
  it	
  as	
  much	
  as	
  I	
  could,	
  even	
  though	
  I	
  was	
  
still	
  limping	
  with	
  my	
  cane.	
  As	
  the	
  two	
  of	
  us	
  looked	
  up	
  at	
  the	
  stars,	
  we	
  had	
  a	
  few	
  insightful	
  conversations.	
  
Addison	
  told	
  me	
  more	
  about	
  his	
  experiences	
  among	
  the	
  popular	
  kids	
  of	
  Malibu,	
  in	
  which	
  I	
  still	
  envied	
  him	
  
greatly	
  for.	
  I	
  told	
  him	
  about	
  all	
  of	
  my	
  newfound	
  philosophical	
  views	
  regarding	
  women,	
  and	
  how	
  I	
  believe	
  
they	
  are	
  mentally	
  flawed	
  and	
  need	
  to	
  be	
  contained.	
  He	
  didn’t	
  show	
  any	
  hint	
  of	
  how	
  he	
  felt	
  about	
  this.	
  
Addison	
  told	
  me	
  that	
  I	
  was	
  a	
  person	
  of	
  high	
  intelligence,	
  and	
  that	
  I	
  shouldn’t	
  waste	
  it	
  by	
  doing	
  something	
  
“rash”.	
  I	
  believe	
  he	
  had	
  a	
  suspicion	
  that	
  I	
  was	
  indeed	
  planning	
  on	
  
massacring	
  my	
  enemies	
  and	
  then	
  killing	
  myself.	
  Of	
  course	
  he	
  would	
  have	
  that	
  suspicion…	
  In	
  a	
  way	
  I	
  think	
  
he	
  knew	
  me	
  better	
  than	
  anyone	
  else.	
  I	
  am	
  indeed	
  an	
  intelligent	
  person,	
  but	
  the	
  cruelty	
  of	
  this	
  world	
  
gives	
  me	
  no	
  choice	
  but	
  to	
  exact	
  my	
  Retribution.	
  I	
  tactfully	
  told	
  Addison	
  that	
  I	
  had	
  no	
  intentions	
  of	
  “doing	
  
anything	
  stupid”.	
  That	
  was	
  my	
  last	
  conversation	
  with	
  him.	
  It	
  was	
  also	
  the	
  last	
  time	
  I	
  ever	
  saw	
  Philip	
  and	
  
Addison.	
  
	
  

I	
  also	
  went	
  to	
  meet	
  with	
  my	
  father’s	
  friend	
  Dale	
  Launer	
  on	
  that	
  weekend.	
  Dale	
  Launer	
  is	
  a	
  successful	
  
Hollywood	
  screenwriter	
  and	
  producer	
  who	
  owns	
  a	
  nice	
  house	
  in	
  the	
  Pacific	
  Palisades.	
  Dale	
  and	
  my	
  
father	
  have	
  been	
  friends	
  for	
  many	
  years.	
  When	
  I	
  was	
  a	
  child,	
  father	
  sometimes	
  took	
  me	
  to	
  dinner	
  
parties	
  at	
  his	
  house.	
  I	
  hadn’t	
  seen	
  Dale	
  since	
  I	
  was	
  a	
  child,	
  but	
  within	
  the	
  last	
  few	
  months	
  I	
  began	
  to	
  
have	
  email	
  conversations	
  with	
  him	
  after	
  he	
  found	
  out	
  I	
  was	
  having	
  trouble	
  with	
  girls.	
  He	
  wanted	
  to	
  help	
  
me	
  overcome	
  my	
  troubles	
  because	
  he	
  is	
  a	
  so-­‐called	
  expert	
  with	
  women.	
  He	
  even	
  showed	
  me	
  pictures	
  of	
  
all	
  of	
  the	
  gorgeous	
  women	
  he	
  has	
  dated	
  in	
  his	
  life,	
  and	
  there	
  were	
  a	
  lot	
  of	
  them.	
  This	
  man	
  truly	
  lived.	
  

A	
  few	
  men	
  who	
  are	
  successful	
  with	
  women	
  have	
  offered	
  me	
  help	
  and	
  advice	
  about	
  this	
  in	
  the	
  past,	
  
but	
  nothing	
  ever	
  came	
  of	
  it.	
  I	
  suppose	
  they	
  want	
  to	
  help	
  because	
  it	
  would	
  be	
  a	
  boost	
  to	
  their	
  already	
  big	
  
egos,	
  and	
  also	
  because	
  they	
  feel	
  sorry	
  for	
  me.	
  People	
  should	
  feel	
  sorry	
  for	
  me.	
  My	
  life	
  is	
  so	
  pathetic,	
  and	
  
I	
  hate	
  the	
  world	
  for	
  forcing	
  me	
  to	
  suffer	
  it.	
  I	
  feel	
  sorry	
  for	
  myself.	
  

In	
  truth,	
  there	
  is	
  nothing	
  men	
  like	
  Dale	
  can	
  really	
  do	
  to	
  help	
  me	
  attract	
  girls	
  and	
  lose	
  my	
  virginity.	
  They	
  
can’t	
  mind-­‐control	
  girls	
  to	
  be	
  attracted	
  to	
  me.	
  It’s	
  all	
  girls’	
  fault	
  for	
  not	
  having	
  any	
  sexual	
  attraction	
  
towards	
  me.	
  My	
  brief	
  friendship	
  with	
  Dale	
  would,	
  however,	
  spark	
  a	
  few	
  more	
  interesting	
  email	
  
conversations	
  where	
  I	
  confide	
  to	
  him	
  about	
  how	
  cruel	
  I	
  think	
  women	
  are	
  by	
  nature.	
  He	
  would	
  only	
  be	
  
amused	
  by	
  this.	
  Of	
  course	
  he	
  would	
  be	
  amused.	
  Women	
  were	
  never	
  cruel	
  to	
  him.	
  They	
  gave	
  him	
  sex	
  and	
  
love	
  all	
  his	
  life.	
  
	
  

I	
  had	
  an	
  argument	
  with	
  Soumaya	
  while	
  I	
  was	
  visiting	
  father’s	
  house.	
  It	
  started	
  when	
  she	
  began	
  to	
  
boast	
  that	
  my	
  brother	
  Jazz	
  was	
  recently	
  signed	
  by	
  an	
  agent	
  to	
  act	
  in	
  T.V.	
  commercials.	
  She	
  said	
  that	
  by	
  
the	
  time	
  he	
  is	
  my	
  age,	
  he	
  will	
  be	
  a	
  successful	
  actor.	
  I	
  talked	
  about	
  how	
  Jazz	
  was	
  already	
  so	
  socially	
  savvy	
  
for	
  his	
  age,	
  and	
  how	
  I’ve	
  always	
  envied	
  him	
  for	
  it.	
  She	
  told	
  me	
  he	
  will	
  never	
  have	
  any	
  problems	
  with	
  
girls,	
  and	
  will	
  lose	
  his	
  virginity	
  while	
  he’s	
  young.	
  I	
  had	
  to	
  sit	
  there	
  and	
  listen	
  to	
  the	
  bitch	
  tell	
  me	
  that	
  my	
  
little	
  brother	
  will	
  grow	
  up	
  enjoying	
  the	
  life	
  I’ve	
  always	
  craved	
  for,	
  but	
  missed	
  out	
  on.	
  It	
  is	
  very	
  unfair	
  how	
  
some	
  boys	
  are	
  able	
  to	
  live	
  such	
  pleasurable	
  lives	
  while	
  I	
  never	
  had	
  any	
  taste	
  of	
  it,	
  and	
  now	
  it	
  has	
  been	
  
confirmed	
  to	
  me	
  that	
  my	
  little	
  brother	
  will	
  become	
  one	
  of	
  them.	
  He	
  will	
  become	
  a	
  popular	
  kid	
  who	
  gets	
  
all	
  the	
  girls.	
  Girls	
  will	
  love	
  him.	
  He	
  will	
  become	
  one	
  of	
  my	
  enemies.	
  

That	
  was	
  the	
  day	
  that	
  I	
  decided	
  I	
  would	
  have	
  to	
  kill	
  him	
  on	
  the	
  Day	
  of	
  Retribution.	
  I	
  will	
  not	
  allow	
  the	
  
boy	
  to	
  surpass	
  me	
  at	
  everything,	
  to	
  live	
  the	
  life	
  I’ve	
  always	
  wanted.	
  It’s	
  not	
  fair	
  that	
  he	
  has	
  the	
  chance	
  to	
  



have	
  a	
  pleasurable	
  life	
  while	
  I’ve	
  been	
  denied	
  it.	
  It	
  will	
  be	
  a	
  hard	
  thing	
  to	
  do,	
  because	
  I	
  had	
  really	
  
bonded	
  with	
  my	
  little	
  brother	
  in	
  the	
  last	
  year,	
  and	
  he	
  respected	
  and	
  looked	
  up	
  to	
  me.	
  But	
  I	
  would	
  have	
  
to	
  do	
  it.	
  If	
  I	
  can’t	
  live	
  a	
  pleasurable	
  life,	
  then	
  neither	
  will	
  he!	
  I	
  will	
  not	
  let	
  him	
  put	
  my	
  legacy	
  to	
  shame.	
  

In	
  order	
  to	
  kill	
  Jazz,	
  I	
  would	
  have	
  to	
  kill	
  Soumaya	
  too,	
  but	
  that	
  will	
  be	
  easy.	
  All	
  I	
  would	
  need	
  to	
  do	
  is	
  
think	
  about	
  all	
  of	
  the	
  hurtful	
  things	
  she	
  had	
  said	
  to	
  me	
  in	
  that	
  past	
  as	
  I	
  plunge	
  my	
  knife	
  into	
  her	
  neck.	
  
But	
  what	
  if	
  father	
  is	
  in	
  the	
  house	
  to	
  stop	
  me?	
  Would	
  I	
  have	
  to	
  kill	
  him	
  too?	
  That	
  would	
  be	
  too	
  much.	
  I	
  
remember,	
  when	
  I	
  was	
  a	
  child,	
  I	
  had	
  dreams	
  about	
  my	
  father	
  dying,	
  and	
  I	
  woke	
  up	
  crying	
  to	
  my	
  mother,	
  
in	
  which	
  she	
  would	
  comfort	
  me	
  and	
  tell	
  me	
  that	
  it	
  was	
  just	
  a	
  dream.	
  How	
  could	
  my	
  life	
  have	
  resorted	
  to	
  
the	
  point	
  where	
  I	
  am	
  the	
  one	
  to	
  kill	
  my	
  own	
  father?	
  I	
  felt	
  sick	
  to	
  my	
  stomach.	
  

I	
  concluded	
  that	
  I	
  would	
  have	
  to	
  set	
  the	
  Day	
  of	
  Retribution	
  during	
  a	
  time	
  when	
  my	
  father	
  is	
  out	
  of	
  the	
  
country,	
  on	
  one	
  of	
  his	
  business	
  trips.	
  It	
  would	
  be	
  too	
  risky	
  to	
  try	
  to	
  kill	
  him.	
  I	
  might	
  hesitate	
  at	
  the	
  last	
  
second.	
  

When	
  I	
  thought	
  about	
  all	
  of	
  this,	
  I	
  truly	
  did	
  feel	
  sick.	
  I	
  felt	
  a	
  shiver	
  run	
  through	
  me.	
  My	
  whole	
  world	
  
had	
  become	
  so	
  twisted	
  and	
  wrong.	
  I	
  didn’t	
  want	
  it	
  to	
  come	
  to	
  this.	
  I	
  desperately	
  wanted	
  a	
  way	
  out.	
  
	
  

To	
  make	
  me	
  feel	
  more	
  confident,	
  my	
  mother	
  provided	
  me	
  with	
  a	
  better	
  car	
  to	
  drive	
  in	
  Santa	
  Barbara,	
  
a	
  BMW	
  3	
  series	
  Coupe.	
  I	
  had	
  always	
  wanted	
  this,	
  since	
  I	
  cared	
  a	
  lot	
  about	
  my	
  appearance.	
  I	
  had	
  been	
  
asking	
  my	
  parents	
  for	
  a	
  more	
  upper-­‐class	
  car	
  ever	
  since	
  I	
  found	
  out	
  that	
  there	
  was	
  a	
  car	
  hierarchy,	
  and	
  
that	
  some	
  students	
  at	
  my	
  college	
  drove	
  better	
  cars	
  than	
  others.	
  Now	
  I	
  was	
  one	
  of	
  the	
  students	
  with	
  a	
  
better,	
  high-­‐class	
  car.	
  

Having	
  a	
  nicer	
  car	
  than	
  most	
  other	
  students	
  my	
  age	
  did	
  indeed	
  make	
  me	
  feel	
  more	
  confident.	
  Mother	
  
should	
  have	
  bought	
  this	
  car	
  for	
  me	
  when	
  I	
  first	
  moved	
  to	
  Santa	
  Barbara.	
  It	
  made	
  me	
  feel	
  better	
  about	
  
going	
  out	
  more	
  while	
  I	
  was	
  there.	
  This,	
  coupled	
  with	
  my	
  newly	
  healed	
  leg,	
  gave	
  me	
  one	
  last	
  twinge	
  of	
  
hope	
  as	
  the	
  remaining	
  months	
  of	
  2013	
  passed.	
  
	
  

For	
  those	
  last	
  remaining	
  months,	
  my	
  extreme	
  desperation	
  and	
  desire	
  for	
  happiness	
  took	
  hold	
  of	
  me,	
  
knowing	
  full	
  well	
  how	
  my	
  life	
  will	
  turn	
  out	
  if	
  I	
  don’t	
  get	
  what	
  I	
  want.	
  I	
  went	
  out	
  every	
  single	
  day,	
  just	
  to	
  
put	
  myself	
  out	
  there	
  in	
  the	
  world	
  in	
  order	
  to	
  see	
  what	
  opportunities	
  arise.	
  I	
  explored	
  the	
  entirety	
  of	
  
Santa	
  Barbara	
  and	
  Montecito,	
  and	
  it	
  fully	
  dawned	
  on	
  me	
  what	
  a	
  beautiful	
  environment	
  I	
  had	
  been	
  living	
  
in.	
  However,	
  a	
  beautiful	
  environment	
  is	
  the	
  darkest	
  hell	
  if	
  I	
  have	
  to	
  experience	
  it	
  all	
  alone.	
  That	
  fact	
  that	
  
I	
  had	
  wasted	
  the	
  last	
  two	
  years	
  in	
  such	
  a	
  beautiful	
  place	
  filled	
  me	
  with	
  anguish.	
  I	
  thought	
  about	
  what	
  an	
  
enjoyable	
  life	
  I	
  could	
  have	
  had,	
  if	
  only	
  girls	
  were	
  attracted	
  to	
  me.	
  
	
  

Two	
  new	
  housemates	
  moved	
  into	
  my	
  apartment	
  for	
  the	
  Autumn	
  semester.	
  They	
  were	
  two	
  foreign	
  
Asian	
  students	
  who	
  attended	
  UCSB.	
  These	
  were	
  the	
  biggest	
  nerds	
  I	
  had	
  ever	
  seen,	
  and	
  they	
  were	
  both	
  
very	
  ugly	
  with	
  annoying	
  voices.	
  My	
  last	
  two	
  housemates,	
  Chris	
  and	
  Jon,	
  were	
  nerds	
  as	
  well,	
  but	
  at	
  least	
  
they	
  were	
  friendly	
  and	
  pleasant.	
  These	
  two	
  new	
  ones	
  were	
  utterly	
  repulsive,	
  and	
  one	
  of	
  them	
  had	
  a	
  very	
  
rebellious	
  demeanor	
  about	
  him.	
  He	
  went	
  out	
  of	
  his	
  way	
  to	
  start	
  arguments	
  with	
  me	
  whenever	
  I	
  raised	
  
the	
  issue	
  of	
  the	
  noise	
  he	
  made.	
  Hell,	
  even	
  living	
  with	
  Spencer	
  was	
  more	
  pleasant	
  than	
  these	
  two	
  idiots.	
  I	
  
knew	
  that	
  when	
  the	
  Day	
  of	
  Retribution	
  came,	
  I	
  would	
  have	
  to	
  kill	
  my	
  housemates	
  to	
  get	
  them	
  out	
  of	
  the	
  
way.	
  If	
  they	
  were	
  pleasant	
  to	
  live	
  with,	
  I	
  would	
  regret	
  having	
  to	
  kill	
  them,	
  but	
  due	
  to	
  their	
  behavior	
  I	
  
now	
  had	
  no	
  regrets	
  about	
  such	
  a	
  prospect.	
  In	
  fact,	
  I’d	
  even	
  enjoy	
  stabbing	
  them	
  both	
  to	
  death	
  while	
  
they	
  slept.	
  
	
  

I	
  was	
  assigned	
  a	
  new	
  counsellor	
  to	
  meet	
  with	
  me	
  every	
  week	
  in	
  Santa	
  Barbara,	
  since	
  Karlin	
  and	
  Sasha	
  
no	
  longer	
  worked	
  for	
  that	
  company.	
  My	
  new	
  counsellor	
  was	
  named	
  Robert,	
  a	
  UCSB	
  student	
  who	
  is	
  one	
  
year	
  older	
  than	
  me.	
  I	
  had	
  coffee	
  with	
  him	
  a	
  few	
  times,	
  and	
  we	
  went	
  volunteering	
  together	
  twice,	
  in	
  an	
  
effort	
  to	
  get	
  me	
  out	
  of	
  my	
  room	
  and	
  doing	
  activities.	
  Nothing	
  conducive	
  to	
  attaining	
  the	
  life	
  I	
  desire	
  



came	
  out	
  of	
  these	
  meetings,	
  but	
  the	
  social	
  interaction	
  he	
  provided	
  was	
  pleasant,	
  and	
  it	
  gave	
  me	
  an	
  
outlet	
  to	
  express	
  myself.	
  
	
  

I	
  visited	
  my	
  mother’s	
  house	
  quite	
  often	
  in	
  the	
  Autumn.	
  To	
  my	
  extreme	
  rage,	
  I	
  discovered	
  that	
  my	
  
sister	
  now	
  had	
  a	
  boyfriend,	
  and	
  that	
  she	
  had	
  lost	
  her	
  virginity.	
  She	
  had	
  casually	
  “dated”	
  boys	
  in	
  the	
  past,	
  
but	
  never	
  to	
  the	
  serious	
  extent	
  that	
  she	
  did	
  with	
  this	
  one.	
  This	
  one	
  was	
  a	
  half	
  White,	
  half	
  Mexican	
  
named	
  Samuel,	
  and	
  I	
  immediately	
  took	
  an	
  intense	
  disliking	
  to	
  him	
  when	
  I	
  was	
  first	
  introduced	
  to	
  him.	
  He	
  
seemed	
  like	
  the	
  typical	
  obnoxious	
  slob	
  that	
  most	
  young	
  girls	
  are	
  sexually	
  attracted	
  to.	
  Georgia	
  invited	
  
him	
  to	
  my	
  mother’s	
  house	
  all	
  the	
  time,	
  and	
  it	
  angered	
  me	
  to	
  watch	
  him	
  lurking	
  about,	
  eating	
  my	
  
mother’s	
  food	
  and	
  drinks,	
  and	
  making	
  use	
  of	
  my	
  mother’s	
  house.	
  He	
  was	
  freeloading	
  off	
  my	
  mother,	
  
and	
  she	
  didn’t	
  even	
  realize	
  it.	
  

I	
  eventually	
  grew	
  to	
  hate	
  him	
  after	
  I	
  heard	
  him	
  having	
  sex	
  with	
  my	
  sister.	
  I	
  arrived	
  at	
  the	
  house	
  one	
  
day,	
  my	
  mother	
  being	
  at	
  work,	
  and	
  heard	
  the	
  sounds	
  of	
  Samuel	
  plunging	
  his	
  penis	
  into	
  my	
  sister’s	
  vagina	
  
through	
  her	
  closed	
  room	
  door,	
  along	
  with	
  my	
  sister’s	
  moans.	
  I	
  stood	
  there	
  and	
  listened	
  to	
  it	
  all.	
  So	
  my	
  
sister,	
  who	
  was	
  four	
  years	
  younger	
  than	
  me,	
  managed	
  to	
  lose	
  her	
  virginity	
  before	
  I	
  did.	
  It	
  reminded	
  me	
  
of	
  how	
  pathetic	
  I	
  was,	
  that	
  at	
  the	
  age	
  of	
  twenty-­‐two,	
  I	
  was	
  still	
  a	
  virgin.	
  I	
  hated	
  her	
  boyfriend	
  as	
  well.	
  My	
  
sister	
  said	
  that	
  he’s	
  been	
  with	
  other	
  girls	
  before	
  her,	
  and	
  I’m	
  sure	
  he	
  lost	
  his	
  virginity	
  at	
  a	
  much	
  younger	
  
age.	
  It	
  is	
  such	
  an	
  injustice.	
  The	
  slob	
  doesn’t	
  even	
  have	
  a	
  car,	
  and	
  he	
  is	
  able	
  to	
  get	
  girlfriends,	
  while	
  I	
  drive	
  
a	
  BMW	
  and	
  get	
  no	
  attention	
  from	
  any	
  girls	
  whatsoever.	
  

My	
  sister	
  even	
  showed	
  me	
  a	
  picture	
  of	
  one	
  of	
  his	
  ex-­‐girlfriends,	
  a	
  pretty	
  brunette	
  white	
  girl.	
  My	
  
hatred	
  towards	
  him	
  only	
  intensified	
  after	
  that.	
  I	
  refused	
  to	
  speak	
  to	
  him	
  whenever	
  he	
  came	
  over,	
  and	
  I	
  
constantly	
  pestered	
  my	
  mother	
  to	
  ban	
  him	
  from	
  the	
  house,	
  but	
  she	
  refused	
  to	
  heed	
  my	
  demands.	
  Even	
  
worse,	
  she	
  constantly	
  talked	
  about	
  him	
  admiringly.	
  He	
  reminded	
  me	
  of	
  Leo	
  Bubenheim,	
  a	
  typical	
  
obnoxious	
  boy	
  who	
  has	
  been	
  able	
  to	
  experience	
  a	
  great	
  sex	
  life	
  from	
  a	
  young	
  age.	
  An	
  enemy	
  had	
  now	
  
infiltrated	
  the	
  household	
  of	
  my	
  mother,	
  the	
  one	
  place	
  in	
  the	
  whole	
  world	
  where	
  I’ve	
  always	
  sought	
  
refuge	
  from	
  injustice.	
  Things	
  were	
  getting	
  too	
  out	
  of	
  hand.	
  
	
  

Grandma	
  Jinx	
  came	
  to	
  visit	
  father’s	
  house	
  in	
  late	
  October.	
  When	
  she	
  last	
  visited,	
  she	
  resolved	
  an	
  
intense	
  conflict	
  between	
  me,	
  my	
  father,	
  and	
  Soumaya.	
  In	
  a	
  way,	
  this	
  recent	
  visit	
  paralleled	
  the	
  last	
  one,	
  
since	
  I	
  was	
  having	
  conflicts	
  with	
  Soumaya	
  this	
  time	
  as	
  well,	
  just	
  not	
  to	
  the	
  same	
  extreme.	
  

I	
  went	
  over	
  to	
  father’s	
  house	
  to	
  see	
  my	
  grandmother.	
  She	
  suggested	
  that	
  I	
  take	
  her	
  out	
  for	
  a	
  coffee,	
  
and	
  I	
  knew	
  just	
  the	
  place.	
  I	
  took	
  her	
  to	
  Barnes	
  &	
  Noble	
  at	
  the	
  Calabasas	
  Commons,	
  a	
  place	
  of	
  great	
  
significance	
  in	
  my	
  past.	
  While	
  there,	
  I	
  showed	
  her	
  all	
  of	
  the	
  spots	
  I	
  had	
  spent	
  time	
  at	
  years	
  ago.	
  
Afterward,	
  before	
  I	
  said	
  my	
  goodbye,	
  a	
  feeling	
  of	
  sadness	
  swept	
  over	
  me,	
  as	
  I	
  knew	
  that	
  was	
  most	
  likely	
  
the	
  final	
  farewell.	
  
	
  

On	
  Halloween,	
  I	
  found	
  it	
  hard	
  to	
  believe	
  how	
  fast	
  time	
  had	
  gone	
  by.	
  I	
  remember	
  how	
  on	
  the	
  last	
  
Halloween	
  I	
  had	
  considered	
  exacting	
  my	
  Retribution	
  on	
  this	
  very	
  day.	
  Time	
  indeed	
  will	
  inevitably	
  pass,	
  
and	
  soon	
  enough	
  my	
  fate	
  will	
  have	
  to	
  be	
  decided.	
  I	
  went	
  home	
  to	
  my	
  mother’s	
  on	
  Halloween,	
  of	
  course.	
  
I	
  wouldn’t	
  be	
  able	
  to	
  stand	
  being	
  alone	
  in	
  my	
  Isla	
  Vista	
  room	
  while	
  all	
  of	
  that	
  partying	
  happened	
  around	
  
me.	
  It	
  was	
  the	
  exact	
  same	
  scenario	
  as	
  last	
  year.	
  In	
  the	
  afternoon,	
  I	
  saw	
  a	
  new	
  psychologist,	
  Dr.	
  Randy	
  
Gold.	
  In	
  truth,	
  he	
  was	
  my	
  old	
  psychologist	
  whom	
  I	
  visited	
  briefly	
  when	
  I	
  was	
  only	
  thirteen.	
  That	
  was	
  back	
  
when	
  my	
  life	
  was	
  just	
  starting	
  to	
  fall	
  into	
  this	
  dark	
  path,	
  and	
  now	
  I	
  was	
  still	
  in	
  the	
  same	
  position,	
  except	
  
that	
  the	
  dark	
  path	
  was	
  soon	
  going	
  to	
  reach	
  its	
  climactic	
  end.	
  After	
  my	
  therapy	
  session,	
  I	
  got	
  drunk	
  in	
  my	
  
mother’s	
  hot	
  tub,	
  trying	
  not	
  to	
  think	
  about	
  all	
  of	
  the	
  fun	
  and	
  sex	
  that	
  other	
  young	
  people	
  were	
  having	
  
that	
  night.	
  



Nothing	
  came	
  out	
  of	
  my	
  desperate	
  outings	
  in	
  Santa	
  Barbara	
  during	
  the	
  last	
  months	
  of	
  2013.	
  Girls	
  still	
  
didn’t	
  show	
  any	
  interest	
  in	
  me.	
  I	
  drove	
  to	
  SBCC	
  a	
  lot,	
  even	
  though	
  I	
  was	
  only	
  signed	
  up	
  for	
  online	
  classes.	
  
While	
  there,	
  I	
  saw	
  other	
  boys	
  who	
  had	
  inferior	
  cars	
  driving	
  around	
  with	
  hot	
  girls	
  in	
  their	
  passenger	
  
seats.	
  I	
  have	
  a	
  BMW	
  and	
  never	
  had	
  any	
  hot	
  girl	
  in	
  my	
  passenger	
  seat.	
  Not	
  once.	
  It	
  only	
  made	
  me	
  fume	
  
with	
  rage.	
  Santa	
  Barbara	
  was	
  such	
  a	
  beautiful	
  town,	
  but	
  I	
  could	
  go	
  nowhere	
  without	
  being	
  insulted	
  by	
  
my	
  enemies.	
  The	
  mere	
  sight	
  of	
  them	
  enjoying	
  their	
  happy	
  lives	
  was	
  an	
  insult	
  to	
  me,	
  because	
  I	
  deserve	
  it	
  
more	
  than	
  them.	
  

One	
  place	
  of	
  refuge	
  I	
  often	
  went	
  to	
  was	
  the	
  Coffee	
  Bean	
  in	
  Montecito.	
  It	
  was	
  located	
  in	
  a	
  beautiful	
  
little	
  town	
  center,	
  and	
  most	
  of	
  the	
  couples	
  there	
  were	
  older	
  than	
  me.	
  It	
  provided	
  a	
  quiet	
  and	
  peaceful	
  
place	
  for	
  me	
  to	
  contemplate	
  and	
  brood.	
  
	
  

On	
  the	
  eve	
  of	
  my	
  last	
  day	
  in	
  Santa	
  Barbara,	
  before	
  I	
  went	
  home	
  for	
  the	
  winter	
  break,	
  I	
  went	
  to	
  the	
  
Sandpiper	
  Golf	
  Course	
  in	
  Goleta	
  to	
  watch	
  the	
  sunset.	
  It	
  was	
  my	
  usual	
  sunset	
  spot,	
  and	
  on	
  that	
  evening	
  
the	
  shape	
  of	
  the	
  clouds	
  on	
  the	
  horizon	
  made	
  it	
  exceptionally	
  beautiful.	
  I	
  basked	
  in	
  its	
  radiance	
  as	
  I	
  stood	
  
there,	
  wondering	
  with	
  despair	
  how	
  a	
  world	
  so	
  beautiful	
  could	
  be	
  so	
  cruel.	
  And	
  then,	
  one	
  final	
  insult	
  
came	
  along,	
  as	
  if	
  the	
  world	
  was	
  taking	
  one	
  last	
  spiteful	
  lash	
  at	
  me.	
  A	
  young	
  couple	
  came	
  and	
  stood	
  near	
  
me,	
  making	
  out	
  with	
  each	
  other	
  as	
  they	
  watched	
  the	
  very	
  same	
  sunset.	
  There	
  were	
  lots	
  of	
  other	
  people	
  
there	
  as	
  well,	
  for	
  it	
  was	
  quite	
  a	
  unique	
  sunset.	
  All	
  of	
  them	
  must	
  have	
  had	
  thoughts	
  of	
  admiration	
  
towards	
  the	
  couple,	
  and	
  thoughts	
  of	
  contempt	
  towards	
  me	
  because	
  I	
  was	
  all	
  alone	
  and	
  unwanted.	
  I	
  
have	
  lived	
  such	
  an	
  unnatural	
  life,	
  devoid	
  of	
  love,	
  sex,	
  and	
  pleasure.	
  Watching	
  sunsets	
  was	
  one	
  of	
  the	
  few	
  
joys	
  I	
  had	
  left,	
  and	
  now	
  that	
  too	
  was	
  taken	
  from	
  me.	
  How	
  can	
  I	
  enjoy	
  a	
  sunset	
  anymore,	
  knowing	
  that	
  
other	
  men	
  get	
  to	
  enjoy	
  them	
  with	
  their	
  beautiful	
  girlfriends	
  at	
  their	
  side?	
  There	
  was	
  no	
  more	
  life	
  for	
  me	
  
to	
  live.	
  
	
  

During	
  the	
  winter	
  break,	
  I	
  was	
  able	
  to	
  experience	
  one	
  final	
  respite	
  before	
  2014	
  came,	
  the	
  year	
  my	
  sad	
  
story	
  will	
  at	
  last	
  come	
  to	
  its	
  tragic	
  end.	
  My	
  mother	
  and	
  sister	
  planned	
  another	
  trip	
  to	
  England	
  at	
  the	
  end	
  
of	
  December,	
  this	
  time	
  for	
  two	
  weeks.	
  For	
  those	
  two	
  weeks,	
  I	
  stayed	
  at	
  my	
  mother’s	
  house	
  by	
  myself,	
  
taking	
  advantage	
  of	
  the	
  time	
  to	
  have	
  one	
  last	
  period	
  of	
  relaxation	
  and	
  peace.	
  

They	
  decided	
  to	
  take	
  my	
  sister’s	
  boyfriend	
  Samuel	
  to	
  England	
  with	
  them,	
  and	
  upon	
  hearing	
  this	
  I	
  
became	
  very	
  infuriated.	
  Samuel	
  was	
  my	
  enemy,	
  someone	
  who	
  has	
  enjoyed	
  a	
  happy	
  life	
  of	
  sex	
  while	
  I	
  
have	
  starved	
  for	
  years.	
  And	
  now	
  my	
  own	
  mother	
  was	
  paying	
  for	
  his	
  ticket	
  to	
  England,	
  something	
  he	
  
doesn’t	
  deserve.	
  I	
  felt	
  so	
  betrayed	
  by	
  my	
  mother	
  because	
  of	
  this.	
  She	
  should	
  have	
  been	
  more	
  
considerate	
  for	
  how	
  I	
  would	
  feel.	
  I	
  am	
  her	
  son,	
  and	
  she	
  should	
  be	
  on	
  my	
  side.	
  But	
  then	
  again,	
  my	
  mother	
  
is	
  a	
  woman,	
  and	
  women	
  are	
  all	
  mentally	
  ill.	
  There	
  was	
  no	
  way	
  she	
  could	
  possibly	
  understand	
  my	
  point	
  of	
  
view.	
  

I	
  attended	
  my	
  father’s	
  Christmas	
  party	
  during	
  this	
  winter	
  break.	
  At	
  the	
  party,	
  I	
  ran	
  into	
  Karl	
  
Champley.	
  I	
  hadn’t	
  seen	
  him	
  since	
  he	
  hired	
  me	
  to	
  work	
  on	
  his	
  house	
  years	
  ago,	
  and	
  it	
  was	
  nice	
  to	
  speak	
  
with	
  him	
  again.	
  I	
  felt	
  very	
  bitter	
  and	
  ashamed,	
  having	
  to	
  appear	
  to	
  all	
  of	
  my	
  father’s	
  friends	
  as	
  the	
  same	
  
awkward,	
  unwanted	
  outcast	
  I	
  had	
  always	
  been.	
  Some	
  of	
  them	
  asked	
  me	
  about	
  my	
  life	
  in	
  Santa	
  Barbara,	
  
and	
  a	
  few	
  even	
  asked	
  if	
  I	
  had	
  a	
  girlfriend.	
  I	
  had	
  to	
  suffer	
  having	
  to	
  tell	
  them	
  that	
  no,	
  I	
  don’t	
  have	
  a	
  
girlfriend	
  because	
  girls	
  are	
  not	
  attracted	
  to	
  me.	
  I	
  wished	
  I	
  could	
  tell	
  them	
  all	
  that	
  I	
  had	
  an	
  amazing	
  life	
  
there,	
  with	
  a	
  girlfriend	
  who	
  would	
  be	
  with	
  me	
  at	
  that	
  very	
  party.	
  I	
  wish	
  I	
  could	
  have	
  made	
  them	
  all	
  
proud	
  of	
  me,	
  but	
  of	
  course,	
  I	
  had	
  nothing	
  about	
  me	
  to	
  be	
  proud	
  of.	
  The	
  only	
  solace	
  I	
  had	
  for	
  that	
  shame	
  
was	
  the	
  knowledge	
  that	
  I	
  will	
  soon	
  rectify	
  everything	
  on	
  the	
  Day	
  of	
  Retribution.	
  

My	
  mother	
  told	
  me	
  that	
  I	
  can	
  have	
  one	
  bottle	
  of	
  wine	
  from	
  her	
  pantry	
  while	
  she	
  was	
  away,	
  and	
  on	
  
New	
  Year’s	
  Eve	
  I	
  chose	
  to	
  open	
  the	
  best	
  one	
  in	
  the	
  lot,	
  a	
  fine	
  vintage	
  that	
  I	
  slowly	
  sipped	
  throughout	
  the	
  
night	
  as	
  I	
  stayed	
  at	
  my	
  mother’s	
  house,	
  all	
  alone.	
  I	
  knew	
  that	
  other	
  young	
  popular	
  people	
  were	
  having	
  
the	
  time	
  of	
  their	
  lives	
  that	
  night,	
  partying	
  the	
  night	
  away.	
  As	
  I	
  sipped	
  my	
  wine	
  alone,	
  in	
  the	
  moonlit	
  



darkness	
  of	
  my	
  mother’s	
  backyard,	
  I	
  assured	
  myself	
  that	
  soon	
  I	
  will	
  have	
  my	
  revenge	
  on	
  all	
  of	
  those	
  
young	
  popular	
  people.	
  Soon…	
  

After	
  a	
  restless	
  sleep,	
  I	
  arose	
  from	
  my	
  bed	
  early	
  on	
  New	
  Year’s	
  Day,	
  2014.	
  This	
  was	
  the	
  final	
  year.	
  This	
  
was	
  the	
  year	
  in	
  which	
  everything	
  will	
  come	
  to	
  a	
  close.	
  In	
  this	
  year,	
  I	
  will	
  finally	
  have	
  my	
  closure,	
  my	
  
vengeance,	
  my	
  retribution!	
  My	
  whole	
  tragic	
  life	
  had	
  led	
  to	
  this,	
  and	
  I	
  was	
  ready.	
  
	
  

I	
  had	
  been	
  rejected,	
  insulted,	
  humiliated,	
  cast	
  out,	
  bullied,	
  starved,	
  tortured,	
  and	
  ridiculed	
  for	
  far	
  too	
  
long.	
  Humanity	
  is	
  a	
  cruel	
  and	
  brutal	
  species,	
  and	
  the	
  only	
  thing	
  I	
  could	
  do	
  to	
  even	
  the	
  score	
  was	
  to	
  
return	
  that	
  cruelty	
  one-­‐thousand	
  fold.	
  Women’s	
  rejection	
  of	
  me	
  is	
  a	
  declaration	
  of	
  war,	
  and	
  if	
  it’s	
  war	
  
they	
  want,	
  then	
  war	
  they	
  shall	
  have.	
  It	
  will	
  be	
  a	
  war	
  that	
  will	
  result	
  in	
  their	
  complete	
  and	
  utter	
  
annihilation.	
  I	
  will	
  deliver	
  a	
  blow	
  to	
  my	
  enemies	
  that	
  will	
  be	
  so	
  catastrophic	
  it	
  will	
  redefine	
  the	
  very	
  
essence	
  of	
  human	
  nature.	
  

It	
  was	
  time	
  to	
  plot	
  exactly	
  what	
  I	
  will	
  do	
  on	
  the	
  Day	
  of	
  Retribution.	
  I	
  will	
  be	
  a	
  god,	
  punishing	
  women	
  
and	
  all	
  of	
  humanity	
  for	
  their	
  depravity.	
  I	
  will	
  finely	
  deliver	
  to	
  them	
  all	
  of	
  the	
  pain	
  and	
  suffering	
  they’ve	
  
dealt	
  to	
  me	
  for	
  so	
  long.	
  

The	
  first	
  thing	
  I	
  had	
  to	
  consider	
  was	
  the	
  exact	
  date	
  it	
  will	
  take	
  place.	
  Valentine’s	
  Day	
  would	
  have	
  been	
  
very	
  fitting,	
  since	
  it	
  was	
  the	
  holiday	
  that	
  made	
  me	
  feel	
  the	
  most	
  miserable	
  and	
  insulted,	
  the	
  holiday	
  in	
  
which	
  young	
  couples	
  celebrated	
  their	
  happy	
  lives	
  together.	
  The	
  problem	
  was	
  that	
  Valentine’s	
  Day	
  was	
  
only	
  a	
  month	
  away.	
  I	
  needed	
  more	
  time	
  than	
  that.	
  Also,	
  on	
  Valentine’s	
  Day	
  most	
  young	
  couples	
  will	
  be	
  
spread	
  out	
  in	
  various	
  restaurants	
  in	
  the	
  city	
  instead	
  of	
  being	
  packed	
  together	
  at	
  parties	
  in	
  Isla	
  Vista.	
  
Another	
  option	
  was	
  Deltopia,	
  a	
  day	
  in	
  which	
  many	
  young	
  people	
  pour	
  in	
  from	
  all	
  over	
  the	
  state	
  to	
  have	
  
a	
  spring	
  break	
  party	
  on	
  Del	
  Playa	
  Street.	
  I	
  figured	
  this	
  would	
  be	
  the	
  perfect	
  day	
  to	
  attack	
  Isla	
  Vista,	
  but	
  
after	
  watching	
  Youtube	
  videos	
  of	
  previous	
  Deltopia	
  parties,	
  I	
  saw	
  that	
  there	
  were	
  way	
  too	
  many	
  cops	
  
walking	
  around	
  on	
  such	
  an	
  event.	
  It	
  would	
  be	
  impossible	
  to	
  kill	
  enough	
  of	
  my	
  enemies	
  before	
  being	
  
dispatched	
  by	
  those	
  damnable	
  cops.	
  

I	
  wanted	
  to	
  set	
  an	
  exact	
  date,	
  on	
  a	
  normal	
  Isla	
  Vista	
  party	
  weekend,	
  and	
  once	
  I	
  set	
  that	
  date	
  I	
  will	
  
never	
  change	
  it.	
  After	
  a	
  lot	
  of	
  thinking	
  and	
  consideration,	
  I	
  concluded	
  to	
  bring	
  about	
  the	
  Day	
  of	
  
Retribution	
  on	
  Saturday,	
  April	
  26,	
  2014.	
  
	
  

In	
  the	
  first	
  months	
  of	
  2014,	
  which	
  are	
  the	
  last	
  months	
  of	
  my	
  life,	
  I	
  tried	
  to	
  make	
  the	
  most	
  out	
  of	
  every	
  
day.	
  There	
  was	
  no	
  a	
  single	
  day	
  where	
  I	
  stayed	
  in	
  my	
  room.	
  Every	
  morning,	
  I	
  set	
  out	
  in	
  my	
  BMW	
  to	
  go	
  on	
  
adventures	
  around	
  the	
  vicinity	
  of	
  Santa	
  Barbara	
  and	
  Montecito,	
  and	
  I	
  wouldn’t	
  return	
  until	
  late	
  in	
  the	
  
night.	
  I	
  went	
  on	
  hikes	
  in	
  the	
  mountains	
  of	
  Montecito,	
  wandered	
  around	
  aimlessly	
  in	
  beautiful	
  parks,	
  
took	
  strolls	
  along	
  the	
  beach,	
  sipped	
  lattes	
  at	
  various	
  cafes,	
  and	
  watched	
  the	
  sunset	
  at	
  my	
  many	
  
contemplation	
  spots,	
  staying	
  there	
  until	
  the	
  stars	
  lit	
  up	
  the	
  night	
  sky.	
  Every	
  time	
  I	
  did	
  this	
  though,	
  there	
  
was	
  no	
  escaping	
  the	
  sight	
  of	
  young	
  couples	
  doing	
  the	
  exact	
  same	
  thing	
  together.	
  It	
  made	
  me	
  even	
  more	
  
eager	
  for	
  the	
  Day	
  of	
  Retribution	
  to	
  come.	
  My	
  life	
  was	
  a	
  living	
  hell,	
  and	
  that	
  hell	
  needed	
  to	
  come	
  to	
  an	
  
end.	
  

I	
  had	
  enough	
  extra	
  money	
  saved	
  up	
  to	
  live	
  comfortably	
  and	
  indulgently	
  before	
  I	
  die.	
  I	
  didn’t	
  spend	
  all	
  
of	
  it	
  though,	
  for	
  I	
  still	
  needed	
  supplies	
  that	
  were	
  vital	
  to	
  my	
  plans.	
  First,	
  I	
  needed	
  to	
  buy	
  a	
  third	
  handgun,	
  
just	
  in	
  case	
  one	
  of	
  them	
  jams.	
  I	
  needed	
  two	
  working	
  handguns	
  at	
  the	
  same	
  time,	
  as	
  that	
  was	
  how	
  I	
  
planned	
  to	
  commit	
  suicide;	
  with	
  two	
  simultaneous	
  shots	
  to	
  the	
  head.	
  I	
  also	
  needed	
  to	
  buy	
  magazine	
  
clips	
  and	
  ammunition,	
  as	
  well	
  as	
  knives	
  and	
  carrying	
  cases	
  for	
  my	
  equipment.	
  
	
  

Even	
  in	
  the	
  first	
  months	
  of	
  2014,	
  leading	
  up	
  to	
  the	
  tragic	
  day	
  in	
  April,	
  the	
  little	
  twinge	
  of	
  hope	
  inside	
  
me	
  never	
  faded.	
  It	
  remained,	
  as	
  if	
  it	
  were	
  tiny,	
  flickering	
  flame	
  of	
  a	
  candle	
  in	
  a	
  dark	
  room.	
  I	
  suppose	
  that	
  
little	
  flame	
  is	
  what	
  prompted	
  me	
  to	
  actually	
  attend	
  the	
  two	
  Spring	
  Semester	
  classes	
  I	
  registered	
  for	
  at	
  



SBCC.	
  That	
  lasted	
  a	
  good	
  two	
  weeks,	
  before	
  I	
  realized	
  how	
  pointless	
  it	
  was	
  and	
  dropped	
  them.	
  There	
  
was	
  no	
  hope	
  now,	
  and	
  I	
  had	
  to	
  accept	
  it.	
  
	
  

After	
  going	
  through	
  every	
  single	
  fantasy	
  I	
  had	
  about	
  how	
  I	
  would	
  punish	
  my	
  enemies,	
  I	
  started	
  to	
  
detail	
  all	
  of	
  my	
  exact	
  plans	
  for	
  how	
  the	
  Day	
  of	
  Retribution	
  will	
  play	
  out.	
  

On	
  the	
  day	
  before	
  the	
  Day	
  of	
  Retribution,	
  I	
  will	
  start	
  the	
  First	
  Phase	
  of	
  my	
  vengeance:	
  Silently	
  killing	
  
as	
  many	
  people	
  as	
  I	
  can	
  around	
  Isla	
  Vista	
  by	
  luring	
  them	
  into	
  my	
  apartment	
  through	
  some	
  form	
  of	
  
trickery.	
  The	
  first	
  people	
  I	
  would	
  have	
  to	
  kill	
  are	
  my	
  two	
  housemates,	
  to	
  secure	
  the	
  entire	
  apartment	
  for	
  
myself	
  as	
  my	
  personal	
  torture	
  and	
  killing	
  chamber.	
  After	
  that,	
  I	
  will	
  start	
  luring	
  people	
  into	
  my	
  
apartment,	
  knock	
  them	
  out	
  with	
  a	
  hammer,	
  and	
  slit	
  their	
  throats.	
  I	
  will	
  torture	
  some	
  of	
  the	
  good	
  looking	
  
people	
  before	
  I	
  kill	
  them,	
  assuming	
  that	
  the	
  good	
  looking	
  ones	
  had	
  the	
  best	
  sex	
  lives.	
  All	
  of	
  that	
  pleasure	
  
they	
  had	
  in	
  life,	
  I	
  will	
  punish	
  by	
  bringing	
  them	
  pain	
  and	
  suffering.	
  I	
  have	
  lived	
  a	
  life	
  of	
  pain	
  and	
  suffering,	
  
and	
  it	
  was	
  time	
  to	
  bring	
  that	
  pain	
  to	
  people	
  who	
  actually	
  deserve	
  it.	
  I	
  will	
  cut	
  them,	
  flay	
  them,	
  strip	
  all	
  the	
  
skin	
  off	
  their	
  flesh,	
  and	
  pour	
  boiling	
  water	
  all	
  over	
  them	
  while	
  they	
  are	
  still	
  alive,	
  as	
  well	
  as	
  any	
  other	
  
form	
  of	
  torture	
  I	
  could	
  possibly	
  think	
  of.	
  When	
  they	
  are	
  dead,	
  I	
  will	
  behead	
  them	
  and	
  keep	
  their	
  heads	
  in	
  
a	
  bag,	
  for	
  their	
  heads	
  will	
  play	
  a	
  major	
  role	
  in	
  the	
  final	
  phase.	
  This	
  First	
  Phase	
  will	
  represent	
  my	
  
vengeance	
  against	
  all	
  of	
  the	
  men	
  who	
  have	
  had	
  pleasurable	
  sex	
  lives	
  while	
  I’ve	
  had	
  to	
  suffer.	
  Things	
  will	
  
be	
  fair	
  once	
  I	
  make	
  them	
  suffer	
  as	
  I	
  did.	
  I	
  will	
  finally	
  even	
  the	
  score.	
  

The	
  Second	
  Phase	
  will	
  take	
  place	
  on	
  the	
  Day	
  of	
  Retribution	
  itself,	
  just	
  before	
  the	
  climactic	
  massacre.	
  
The	
  Second	
  Phase	
  will	
  represent	
  my	
  War	
  on	
  Women.	
  I	
  will	
  punish	
  all	
  females	
  for	
  the	
  crime	
  of	
  depriving	
  
me	
  of	
  sex.	
  They	
  have	
  starved	
  me	
  of	
  sex	
  for	
  my	
  entire	
  youth,	
  and	
  gave	
  that	
  pleasure	
  to	
  other	
  men.	
  In	
  
doing	
  so,	
  they	
  took	
  many	
  years	
  of	
  my	
  life	
  away.	
  I	
  cannot	
  kill	
  every	
  single	
  female	
  on	
  earth,	
  but	
  I	
  can	
  
deliver	
  a	
  devastating	
  blow	
  that	
  will	
  shake	
  all	
  of	
  them	
  to	
  the	
  core	
  of	
  their	
  wicked	
  hearts.	
  I	
  will	
  attack	
  the	
  
very	
  girls	
  who	
  represent	
  everything	
  I	
  hate	
  in	
  the	
  female	
  gender:	
  The	
  hottest	
  sorority	
  of	
  UCSB.	
  After	
  
doing	
  a	
  lot	
  of	
  extensive	
  research	
  within	
  the	
  last	
  year,	
  I	
  found	
  out	
  that	
  the	
  sorority	
  with	
  the	
  most	
  
beautiful	
  girls	
  is	
  Alpha	
  Phi	
  Sorority.	
  I	
  know	
  exactly	
  where	
  their	
  house	
  is,	
  and	
  I’ve	
  sat	
  outside	
  it	
  in	
  my	
  car	
  
to	
  stalk	
  them	
  many	
  times.	
  Alpha	
  Phi	
  sorority	
  is	
  full	
  of	
  hot,	
  beautiful	
  blonde	
  girls;	
  the	
  kind	
  of	
  girls	
  I’ve	
  
always	
  desired	
  but	
  was	
  never	
  able	
  to	
  have	
  because	
  they	
  all	
  look	
  down	
  on	
  me.	
  They	
  are	
  all	
  spoiled,	
  
heartless,	
  wicked	
  bitches.	
  They	
  think	
  they	
  are	
  superior	
  to	
  me,	
  and	
  if	
  I	
  ever	
  tried	
  to	
  ask	
  one	
  on	
  a	
  date,	
  
they	
  would	
  reject	
  me	
  cruelly.	
  I	
  will	
  sneak	
  into	
  their	
  house	
  at	
  around	
  9:00	
  p.m.	
  on	
  the	
  Day	
  of	
  Retribution,	
  
just	
  before	
  all	
  of	
  the	
  partying	
  starts,	
  and	
  slaughter	
  every	
  single	
  one	
  of	
  them	
  with	
  my	
  guns	
  and	
  knives.	
  If	
  I	
  
have	
  time,	
  I	
  will	
  set	
  their	
  whole	
  house	
  on	
  fire.	
  Then	
  we	
  shall	
  see	
  who	
  the	
  superior	
  one	
  really	
  is!	
  

The	
  Final	
  Phase	
  of	
  the	
  Day	
  of	
  Retribution	
  will	
  be	
  my	
  ultimate	
  showdown	
  in	
  the	
  streets	
  of	
  Isla	
  Vista.	
  
On	
  the	
  morning	
  before,	
  I	
  will	
  drive	
  down	
  to	
  my	
  father’s	
  house	
  to	
  kill	
  my	
  little	
  brother,	
  denying	
  him	
  of	
  
the	
  chance	
  to	
  grow	
  up	
  to	
  surpass	
  me,	
  along	
  with	
  my	
  stepmother	
  Soumaya,	
  as	
  she	
  will	
  be	
  in	
  the	
  way.	
  My	
  
father	
  will	
  be	
  away	
  on	
  one	
  of	
  his	
  business	
  trips,	
  so	
  thankfully	
  I	
  won’t	
  have	
  to	
  deal	
  with	
  him.	
  If	
  he	
  didn’t	
  
go	
  away	
  on	
  that	
  trip,	
  I	
  might	
  even	
  have	
  to	
  postpone	
  the	
  whole	
  plan	
  because	
  of	
  my	
  fear	
  that	
  I	
  might	
  
hesitate	
  if	
  I	
  have	
  to	
  kill	
  him.	
  Once	
  I’ve	
  taken	
  care	
  of	
  my	
  brother	
  and	
  stepmother,	
  I	
  will	
  switch	
  over	
  to	
  the	
  
Mercedes	
  SUV,	
  and	
  drive	
  it	
  back	
  up	
  to	
  Isla	
  Vista.	
  I	
  will	
  use	
  it	
  as	
  one	
  of	
  my	
  killing	
  machines	
  against	
  my	
  
enemies.	
  An	
  SUV	
  will	
  cause	
  a	
  lot	
  more	
  damage	
  than	
  my	
  BMW	
  coupe.	
  

After	
  I	
  have	
  killed	
  all	
  of	
  the	
  sorority	
  girls	
  at	
  the	
  Alpha	
  Phi	
  House,	
  I	
  will	
  quickly	
  get	
  into	
  the	
  the	
  SUV	
  
before	
  the	
  police	
  arrive,	
  assuming	
  they	
  would	
  arrive	
  within	
  3	
  minutes.	
  I	
  will	
  then	
  make	
  my	
  way	
  to	
  Del	
  
Playa,	
  splattering	
  as	
  many	
  of	
  my	
  enemies	
  as	
  I	
  can	
  with	
  the	
  SUV,	
  and	
  shooting	
  anyone	
  I	
  don’t	
  splatter.	
  I	
  
can	
  only	
  imagine	
  how	
  sweet	
  it	
  will	
  be	
  to	
  ram	
  the	
  SUV	
  into	
  all	
  of	
  those	
  groups	
  of	
  popular	
  young	
  people	
  
who	
  I’ve	
  always	
  witnessed	
  walking	
  right	
  in	
  the	
  middle	
  of	
  the	
  road	
  as	
  if	
  they	
  are	
  better	
  than	
  everyone	
  
else.	
  When	
  they	
  are	
  writhing	
  in	
  pain,	
  their	
  bodies	
  broken	
  and	
  dying	
  after	
  I	
  splatter	
  them,	
  they	
  will	
  fully	
  
realize	
  their	
  crimes.	
  



Once	
  I	
  reach	
  Del	
  Playa	
  Street,	
  I	
  will	
  dump	
  the	
  bag	
  of	
  severed	
  heads	
  I	
  had	
  saved	
  from	
  my	
  previous	
  
victims,	
  proclaiming	
  to	
  everyone	
  how	
  much	
  I’ve	
  made	
  them	
  all	
  suffer.	
  Once	
  they	
  see	
  all	
  of	
  their	
  friend’s	
  
heads	
  roll	
  onto	
  the	
  street,	
  everyone	
  will	
  fear	
  me	
  as	
  the	
  powerful	
  god	
  I	
  am.	
  I	
  will	
  then	
  start	
  massacring	
  
everyone	
  on	
  Del	
  Playa	
  Street.	
  I	
  will	
  pull	
  up	
  next	
  to	
  a	
  house	
  party	
  and	
  fire	
  bullets	
  at	
  everyone	
  partying	
  on	
  
the	
  front	
  yard.	
  I	
  will	
  specifically	
  target	
  the	
  good	
  looking	
  people,	
  and	
  all	
  of	
  the	
  couples.	
  After	
  I	
  have	
  
destroyed	
  a	
  house	
  party,	
  I	
  will	
  continue	
  down	
  Del	
  Playa,	
  destroying	
  everything	
  and	
  everyone.	
  When	
  I	
  
see	
  the	
  first	
  police	
  car	
  come	
  to	
  their	
  rescue,	
  I	
  will	
  drive	
  away	
  as	
  fast	
  as	
  I	
  can,	
  shooting	
  and	
  ramming	
  
anyone	
  in	
  my	
  path	
  until	
  I	
  find	
  a	
  suitable	
  place	
  to	
  finally	
  end	
  my	
  life.	
  

To	
  end	
  my	
  life,	
  I	
  will	
  quickly	
  swallow	
  all	
  of	
  the	
  Xanax	
  and	
  Vicodin	
  pills	
  I	
  have	
  left,	
  along	
  with	
  an	
  ample	
  
amount	
  of	
  hard	
  liquor.	
  Immediately	
  after	
  imbibing	
  this	
  mixture,	
  I	
  will	
  shoot	
  myself	
  in	
  the	
  head	
  with	
  two	
  
of	
  my	
  handguns	
  simultaneously.	
  If	
  the	
  gunshots	
  don’t	
  kill	
  me,	
  the	
  deadly	
  drug	
  mixture	
  eventually	
  will.	
  I	
  
will	
  not	
  suffer	
  being	
  captured	
  and	
  sent	
  to	
  prison.	
  

I	
  must	
  plan	
  this	
  very	
  efficiently.	
  Nothing	
  can	
  go	
  wrong.	
  It	
  needs	
  to	
  be	
  perfect.	
  This	
  is	
  now	
  my	
  sole	
  
purpose	
  on	
  this	
  world.	
  My	
  plans	
  will	
  come	
  to	
  fruition,	
  and	
  I	
  mustn’t	
  let	
  anyone	
  stop	
  me.	
  
	
  

On	
  the	
  week	
  leading	
  up	
  to	
  date	
  I	
  set	
  for	
  the	
  Day	
  of	
  Retribution,	
  I	
  uploaded	
  several	
  videos	
  onto	
  
Youtube	
  in	
  order	
  to	
  express	
  my	
  views	
  and	
  feelings	
  to	
  the	
  world,	
  though	
  I	
  don’t	
  plan	
  on	
  uploading	
  my	
  
ultimate	
  video	
  until	
  minutes	
  before	
  the	
  attack,	
  because	
  on	
  that	
  video	
  I	
  will	
  talk	
  about	
  exactly	
  why	
  I’m	
  
doing	
  this.	
  

I	
  titled	
  one	
  of	
  the	
  videos	
  I	
  uploaded	
  “Why	
  do	
  girls	
  hate	
  me	
  so	
  much?”	
  in	
  which	
  I	
  ask	
  the	
  entire	
  
population	
  of	
  women	
  the	
  question	
  I’ve	
  wanted	
  to	
  ask	
  them	
  for	
  so	
  many	
  years.	
  Why	
  do	
  they	
  hate	
  me	
  so	
  
much?	
  Why	
  have	
  they	
  never	
  fancied	
  me?	
  Why	
  do	
  they	
  give	
  their	
  love	
  and	
  sex	
  to	
  other	
  men,	
  but	
  not	
  me,	
  
even	
  though	
  I	
  deserve	
  them	
  more?	
  In	
  the	
  video,	
  I	
  show	
  that	
  I	
  am	
  the	
  perfect,	
  magnificent	
  gentleman,	
  
worthy	
  of	
  having	
  a	
  beautiful	
  girlfriend,	
  making	
  the	
  world	
  see	
  how	
  unreasonable	
  it	
  is	
  that	
  I’ve	
  had	
  to	
  
struggle	
  all	
  my	
  life	
  to	
  get	
  a	
  girlfriend.	
  It	
  is	
  my	
  attempt	
  to	
  reason	
  with	
  the	
  female	
  gender,	
  to	
  ask	
  them	
  
why	
  they	
  have	
  mistreated	
  me.	
  I	
  was	
  hoping	
  I	
  would	
  get	
  some	
  sort	
  of	
  answer	
  from	
  girls.	
  In	
  fact,	
  a	
  small	
  
part	
  of	
  me	
  was	
  even	
  hoping	
  that	
  a	
  girl	
  would	
  see	
  the	
  video	
  and	
  contact	
  me	
  to	
  give	
  me	
  a	
  chance	
  to	
  go	
  on	
  
a	
  date.	
  That	
  alone	
  would	
  have	
  prevented	
  the	
  Day	
  of	
  Retribution,	
  if	
  one	
  girl	
  had	
  just	
  given	
  me	
  one	
  
chance.	
  But	
  no…	
  As	
  expected,	
  I	
  got	
  absolutely	
  no	
  response	
  from	
  any	
  girls.	
  The	
  only	
  responses	
  I	
  got	
  were	
  
from	
  other	
  men	
  who	
  called	
  me	
  names	
  and	
  made	
  fun	
  of	
  me.	
  Women	
  don’t	
  care	
  about	
  me	
  at	
  all.	
  They	
  
won’t	
  even	
  deign	
  to	
  tell	
  my	
  why	
  they’ve	
  mistreated	
  me.	
  This	
  just	
  shows	
  how	
  evil	
  and	
  sadistic	
  they	
  are.	
  
Oh	
  well,	
  they	
  will	
  realize	
  the	
  gravity	
  of	
  their	
  crimes	
  when	
  I	
  slaughter	
  them	
  all	
  on	
  the	
  Day	
  of	
  Retribution.	
  
How	
  dare	
  they	
  reject	
  a	
  magnificent	
  gentleman	
  like	
  me!	
  
	
  

As	
  April	
  26th	
  drew	
  ever	
  closer,	
  I	
  prepared	
  myself	
  to	
  the	
  fullest	
  extent.	
  All	
  I	
  had	
  left	
  to	
  do	
  was	
  finish	
  
writing	
  this	
  story	
  and	
  film	
  my	
  final	
  video.	
  But	
  then,	
  on	
  Thursday,	
  April	
  24th,	
  I	
  woke	
  up	
  with	
  a	
  terrible	
  
cold.	
  I	
  rarely	
  ever	
  get	
  colds!	
  I’ve	
  always	
  had	
  a	
  strong	
  immune	
  system.	
  It	
  was	
  as	
  if	
  fate	
  itself	
  was	
  trying	
  to	
  
stop	
  me	
  from	
  doing	
  it.	
  But	
  what	
  other	
  reason	
  do	
  I	
  have	
  for	
  living?	
  Alas,	
  there	
  was	
  no	
  way	
  I	
  could	
  carry	
  
out	
  my	
  plans	
  if	
  I	
  had	
  a	
  cold.	
  Everything	
  had	
  to	
  be	
  perfect.	
  In	
  addition,	
  I	
  found	
  out	
  that	
  father	
  had	
  arrived	
  
home	
  two	
  days	
  earlier	
  than	
  he	
  originally	
  said	
  he	
  would,	
  so	
  if	
  I	
  had	
  indeed	
  went	
  forth	
  with	
  my	
  plans,	
  I	
  
would	
  have	
  had	
  to	
  kill	
  my	
  father,	
  which	
  I	
  wouldn’t	
  be	
  mentally	
  prepared	
  for.	
  

I	
  hastily	
  decided	
  to	
  postpone	
  it	
  to	
  Saturday,	
  May	
  24th,	
  2014.	
  I	
  would	
  definitely	
  be	
  fully	
  recovered	
  from	
  
my	
  cold	
  by	
  then.	
  This	
  will	
  also	
  give	
  me	
  a	
  few	
  more	
  weeks	
  of	
  life,	
  and	
  more	
  time	
  to	
  prepare.	
  A	
  few	
  days	
  
earlier,	
  I	
  felt	
  so	
  ready	
  to	
  finally	
  strike	
  back	
  at	
  women	
  and	
  humanity,	
  with	
  all	
  my	
  rage	
  and	
  hatred.	
  I	
  was	
  
profoundly	
  eager	
  to	
  do	
  it!	
  But	
  for	
  some	
  strange	
  reason,	
  having	
  a	
  few	
  more	
  weeks	
  of	
  life	
  made	
  me	
  feel	
  
relieved.	
  I	
  took	
  in	
  a	
  deep	
  breath	
  and	
  relaxed.	
  Coupled	
  with	
  my	
  hate-­‐fueled	
  eagerness	
  to	
  carry	
  out	
  my	
  act	
  
of	
  revenge,	
  there	
  was	
  also	
  an	
  extreme	
  sense	
  of	
  fear	
  inside	
  me.	
  Part	
  of	
  me	
  still	
  didn’t	
  want	
  to	
  do	
  it.	
  It	
  will	
  
mean	
  my	
  death,	
  and	
  I	
  have	
  always	
  been	
  afraid	
  of	
  death.	
  



I	
  didn’t	
  want	
  to	
  be	
  in	
  Isla	
  Vista	
  on	
  April	
  26th,	
  the	
  day	
  I	
  previously	
  planned	
  on	
  carrying	
  out	
  my	
  plans.	
  
Hearing	
  all	
  of	
  my	
  enemies	
  partying	
  and	
  having	
  a	
  good	
  time	
  on	
  the	
  day	
  I	
  was	
  supposed	
  to	
  kill	
  them	
  all	
  
would	
  be	
  too	
  much	
  to	
  bear.	
  I	
  immediately	
  called	
  my	
  mother	
  and	
  asked	
  her	
  if	
  I	
  can	
  stay	
  at	
  her	
  house	
  for	
  
the	
  whole	
  weekend,	
  exaggerating	
  my	
  illness	
  so	
  that	
  she	
  would	
  let	
  me.	
  While	
  there,	
  I	
  visited	
  the	
  doctor	
  
to	
  ask	
  about	
  the	
  condition	
  of	
  my	
  cold,	
  and	
  spent	
  the	
  weekend	
  in	
  deep,	
  peaceful	
  contemplation.	
  
	
  

Upon	
  my	
  return	
  to	
  Santa	
  Barbara,	
  I	
  assured	
  to	
  myself	
  that	
  this	
  was	
  it.	
  May	
  24th,	
  2014	
  was	
  the	
  final	
  
date.	
  There	
  is	
  no	
  postponing	
  it	
  anymore,	
  no	
  backing	
  out.	
  If	
  I	
  don’t	
  do	
  this,	
  then	
  I	
  only	
  have	
  a	
  future	
  filled	
  
with	
  more	
  loneliness	
  and	
  rejection	
  ahead	
  of	
  me,	
  devoid	
  of	
  sex,	
  love,	
  and	
  enjoyment.	
  I	
  have	
  to	
  do	
  it.	
  It’s	
  
the	
  only	
  thing	
  I	
  can	
  do.	
  May	
  24th,	
  is	
  the	
  absolute	
  last	
  weekend	
  in	
  the	
  Spring	
  semester	
  in	
  which	
  I	
  can	
  carry	
  
out	
  this	
  plan	
  efficiently.	
  After	
  May	
  24th,	
  the	
  Spring	
  semester	
  at	
  SBCC	
  will	
  end,	
  and	
  all	
  of	
  the	
  SBCC	
  
students	
  will	
  go	
  back	
  to	
  their	
  hometowns,	
  which	
  means	
  less	
  enemies	
  to	
  kill	
  in	
  Isla	
  Vista.	
  Sure,	
  UCSB	
  
would	
  still	
  be	
  in	
  session,	
  but	
  I	
  want	
  to	
  kill	
  both	
  UCSB	
  and	
  SBCC	
  students.	
  The	
  Day	
  of	
  Retribution	
  is	
  my	
  
sole	
  purpose	
  on	
  this	
  world,	
  and	
  I	
  am	
  ready.	
  
	
  

After	
  only	
  a	
  week	
  passed	
  since	
  I	
  uploaded	
  those	
  videos	
  on	
  Youtube,	
  I	
  heard	
  a	
  knock	
  on	
  my	
  apartment	
  
door.	
  I	
  opened	
  it	
  to	
  see	
  about	
  seven	
  police	
  officers	
  asking	
  for	
  me.	
  As	
  soon	
  as	
  I	
  saw	
  those	
  cops,	
  the	
  
biggest	
  fear	
  I	
  had	
  ever	
  felt	
  in	
  my	
  life	
  overcame	
  me.	
  I	
  had	
  the	
  striking	
  and	
  devastating	
  fear	
  that	
  someone	
  
had	
  somehow	
  discovered	
  what	
  I	
  was	
  planning	
  to	
  do,	
  and	
  reported	
  me	
  for	
  it.	
  If	
  that	
  was	
  the	
  case,	
  the	
  
police	
  would	
  have	
  searched	
  my	
  room,	
  found	
  all	
  of	
  my	
  guns	
  and	
  weapons,	
  along	
  with	
  my	
  writings	
  about	
  
what	
  I	
  plan	
  to	
  do	
  with	
  them.	
  I	
  would	
  have	
  been	
  thrown	
  in	
  jail,	
  denied	
  of	
  the	
  chance	
  to	
  exact	
  revenge	
  on	
  
my	
  enemies.	
  I	
  can’t	
  imagine	
  a	
  hell	
  darker	
  than	
  that.	
  Thankfully,	
  that	
  wasn’t	
  the	
  case,	
  but	
  it	
  was	
  so	
  close.	
  

Apparently,	
  someone	
  saw	
  my	
  videos	
  and	
  became	
  instantly	
  suspicious	
  of	
  me.	
  They	
  called	
  some	
  sort	
  of	
  
health	
  agency,	
  who	
  called	
  the	
  police	
  to	
  check	
  up	
  on	
  me.	
  The	
  police	
  told	
  me	
  it	
  was	
  my	
  mother	
  who	
  called	
  
them,	
  but	
  my	
  mother	
  told	
  me	
  it	
  was	
  the	
  health	
  agency.	
  My	
  mother	
  had	
  watched	
  the	
  videos	
  and	
  was	
  
very	
  disturbed	
  by	
  them.	
  I	
  don’t	
  suppose	
  I’ll	
  ever	
  know	
  the	
  full	
  truth	
  of	
  who	
  called	
  the	
  police	
  on	
  me.	
  The	
  
police	
  interrogated	
  me	
  outside	
  for	
  a	
  few	
  minutes,	
  asking	
  me	
  if	
  I	
  had	
  suicidal	
  thoughts.	
  I	
  tactfully	
  told	
  
them	
  that	
  it	
  was	
  all	
  a	
  misunderstanding,	
  and	
  they	
  finally	
  left.	
  If	
  they	
  had	
  demanded	
  to	
  search	
  my	
  room…	
  
That	
  would	
  have	
  ended	
  everything.	
  For	
  a	
  few	
  horrible	
  seconds	
  I	
  thought	
  it	
  was	
  all	
  over.	
  When	
  they	
  left,	
  
the	
  biggest	
  wave	
  of	
  relief	
  swept	
  over	
  me.	
  It	
  was	
  so	
  scary.	
  

It	
  was	
  all	
  because	
  of	
  the	
  videos.	
  I	
  must	
  have	
  expressed	
  too	
  much	
  anger	
  in	
  them.	
  I	
  immediately	
  took	
  
most	
  of	
  them	
  off	
  of	
  Youtube,	
  and	
  planned	
  to	
  reupload	
  them	
  a	
  few	
  days	
  before	
  the	
  Day	
  of	
  Retribution.	
  
This	
  incident	
  made	
  me	
  realize	
  that	
  I	
  needed	
  to	
  be	
  extra	
  careful.	
  I	
  can’t	
  let	
  anyone	
  become	
  suspicious	
  of	
  
me.	
  All	
  it	
  takes	
  is	
  for	
  one	
  person	
  to	
  call	
  the	
  police	
  and	
  tell	
  them	
  that	
  they	
  think	
  I’m	
  going	
  to	
  perpetrate	
  a	
  
shooting,	
  and	
  the	
  police	
  will	
  be	
  coming	
  to	
  my	
  door	
  again,	
  demanding	
  to	
  search	
  my	
  room.	
  For	
  the	
  next	
  
few	
  days,	
  I	
  felt	
  extremely	
  fearful	
  that	
  they	
  could	
  show	
  up	
  anytime.	
  I	
  kept	
  one	
  of	
  my	
  handguns	
  with	
  a	
  few	
  
loaded	
  magazines	
  near	
  me	
  just	
  in	
  case	
  such	
  a	
  thing	
  did	
  happen.	
  If	
  they	
  did	
  show	
  up,	
  I	
  would	
  have	
  to	
  try	
  
to	
  quickly	
  shoot	
  them	
  all	
  and	
  escape	
  out	
  the	
  back	
  window.	
  I	
  would	
  then	
  have	
  to	
  perform	
  a	
  hasty	
  
mockery	
  of	
  my	
  plans,	
  with	
  the	
  police	
  on	
  my	
  tail.	
  That	
  will	
  ruin	
  everything.	
  Thankfully,	
  all	
  suspicion	
  of	
  me	
  
was	
  dropped	
  after	
  I	
  took	
  down	
  the	
  videos	
  from	
  Youtube,	
  and	
  the	
  police	
  never	
  came	
  back.	
  
	
  

During	
  the	
  last	
  few	
  weeks	
  of	
  my	
  life,	
  I	
  continued	
  my	
  daily	
  adventures	
  around	
  town,	
  trying	
  to	
  
experience	
  as	
  much	
  of	
  the	
  world	
  as	
  I	
  could	
  before	
  I	
  die.	
  Upon	
  doing	
  this,	
  I	
  realized	
  that	
  the	
  only	
  world	
  I	
  
can	
  possibly	
  ever	
  experience	
  is	
  a	
  twisted	
  world	
  of	
  constant	
  suffering.	
  No	
  matter	
  where	
  I	
  go,	
  I	
  have	
  to	
  
face	
  all	
  of	
  the	
  same	
  injustices.	
  Young	
  couples	
  are	
  everywhere!	
  They	
  constantly	
  remind	
  me	
  of	
  what	
  I	
  have	
  
lacked	
  all	
  my	
  life.	
  I	
  cannot	
  go	
  out	
  of	
  my	
  room	
  without	
  seeing	
  a	
  young	
  couple	
  that	
  would	
  make	
  me	
  feel	
  
envious	
  and	
  enraged.	
  How	
  dare	
  those	
  girls	
  give	
  their	
  love	
  and	
  sex	
  to	
  those	
  other	
  men	
  and	
  not	
  me,	
  I	
  
constantly	
  think	
  when	
  I	
  see	
  young	
  couples.	
  There	
  is	
  nowhere	
  in	
  the	
  world	
  I	
  can	
  go	
  anymore.	
  There	
  is	
  no	
  



more	
  life	
  to	
  live.	
  The	
  Day	
  of	
  Retribution	
  is	
  all	
  I	
  have.	
  It	
  is	
  the	
  final	
  solution	
  to	
  all	
  of	
  the	
  injustices	
  of	
  this	
  
twisted	
  world.	
  By	
  doing	
  this,	
  I	
  will	
  set	
  right	
  all	
  of	
  the	
  wrongs	
  I’ve	
  had	
  to	
  face	
  in	
  my	
  sorry	
  excuse	
  of	
  a	
  life.	
  
Every	
  single	
  time	
  I’ve	
  seen	
  a	
  guy	
  walk	
  around	
  with	
  his	
  beautiful	
  girlfriend,	
  I’ve	
  always	
  wanted	
  to	
  kill	
  

them	
  both	
  in	
  the	
  most	
  painful	
  way	
  possible.	
  They	
  deserve	
  it.	
  They	
  must	
  be	
  punished.	
  The	
  males	
  deserve	
  
to	
  be	
  punished	
  for	
  living	
  a	
  better	
  and	
  more	
  pleasurable	
  life	
  than	
  me,	
  and	
  the	
  females	
  deserve	
  to	
  be	
  
punished	
  for	
  giving	
  that	
  pleasurable	
  life	
  to	
  those	
  males	
  instead	
  of	
  me.	
  On	
  the	
  Day	
  of	
  Retribution,	
  I	
  will	
  
finally	
  be	
  able	
  to	
  punish	
  them	
  ALL.	
  

When	
  I	
  think	
  about	
  the	
  amazing	
  and	
  blissful	
  life	
  I	
  could	
  have	
  lived	
  if	
  only	
  females	
  were	
  sexually	
  
attracted	
  to	
  me,	
  my	
  entire	
  being	
  burns	
  with	
  hatred.	
  They	
  denied	
  me	
  a	
  happy	
  life,	
  and	
  in	
  return	
  I	
  will	
  
take	
  away	
  all	
  of	
  their	
  lives.	
  It	
  is	
  only	
  fair.	
  
	
  

I	
  am	
  not	
  part	
  of	
  the	
  human	
  race.	
  Humanity	
  has	
  rejected	
  me.	
  The	
  females	
  of	
  the	
  human	
  species	
  have	
  
never	
  wanted	
  to	
  mate	
  with	
  me,	
  so	
  how	
  could	
  I	
  possibly	
  consider	
  myself	
  part	
  of	
  humanity?	
  Humanity	
  has	
  
never	
  accepted	
  me	
  among	
  them,	
  and	
  now	
  I	
  know	
  why.	
  I	
  am	
  more	
  than	
  human.	
  I	
  am	
  superior	
  to	
  them	
  
all.	
  I	
  am	
  Elliot	
  Rodger…	
  Magnificent,	
  glorious,	
  supreme,	
  eminent…	
  Divine!	
  I	
  am	
  the	
  closest	
  thing	
  there	
  is	
  
to	
  a	
  living	
  god.	
  Humanity	
  is	
  a	
  disgusting,	
  depraved,	
  and	
  evil	
  species.	
  It	
  is	
  my	
  purpose	
  to	
  punish	
  them	
  all.	
  I	
  
will	
  purify	
  the	
  world	
  of	
  everything	
  that	
  is	
  wrong	
  with	
  it.	
  On	
  the	
  Day	
  of	
  Retribution,	
  I	
  will	
  truly	
  be	
  a	
  
powerful	
  god,	
  punishing	
  everyone	
  I	
  deem	
  to	
  be	
  impure	
  and	
  depraved.	
  
	
  
Epilogue	
  
	
  

And	
  that	
  is	
  how	
  my	
  tragic	
  life	
  ends.	
  Who	
  would	
  have	
  thought	
  my	
  life	
  will	
  turn	
  out	
  this	
  way?	
  I	
  didn’t.	
  
There	
  was	
  a	
  time	
  when	
  I	
  thought	
  this	
  world	
  was	
  a	
  good	
  and	
  happy	
  place.	
  As	
  a	
  child,	
  my	
  whole	
  world	
  was	
  
innocent.	
  It	
  wasn’t	
  until	
  I	
  went	
  through	
  puberty	
  and	
  started	
  desiring	
  girls	
  that	
  my	
  whole	
  life	
  turned	
  into	
  
a	
  living	
  hell.	
  I	
  desired	
  girls,	
  but	
  girls	
  never	
  desired	
  me	
  back.	
  There	
  is	
  something	
  very	
  wrong	
  with	
  that.	
  It	
  is	
  
an	
  injustice	
  that	
  cannot	
  go	
  unpunished.	
  There	
  is	
  no	
  way	
  I	
  could	
  live	
  a	
  happy	
  life	
  with	
  such	
  a	
  scenario.	
  

Not	
  only	
  did	
  I	
  have	
  to	
  waste	
  my	
  entire	
  youth	
  suffering	
  in	
  loneliness	
  and	
  unfulfilled	
  desire,	
  but	
  I	
  had	
  to	
  
live	
  with	
  the	
  knowledge	
  that	
  other	
  boys	
  my	
  age	
  were	
  able	
  to	
  have	
  all	
  of	
  the	
  experiences	
  I	
  craved	
  for.	
  It	
  is	
  
absolutely	
  unfair	
  and	
  unjust.	
  In	
  addition,	
  I	
  had	
  to	
  suffer	
  the	
  shame	
  of	
  other	
  boys	
  respecting	
  me	
  less	
  
because	
  I	
  didn’t	
  get	
  any	
  girls.	
  Everyone	
  knew	
  I	
  was	
  a	
  virgin.	
  Everyone	
  knew	
  how	
  undesirable	
  I	
  was	
  to	
  girls,	
  
and	
  I	
  hated	
  everyone	
  just	
  for	
  knowing	
  it.	
  I	
  want	
  people	
  to	
  think	
  that	
  girls	
  adore	
  me.	
  I	
  want	
  to	
  feel	
  worthy.	
  
There	
  is	
  no	
  pride	
  in	
  living	
  as	
  a	
  lonely,	
  unwanted	
  outcast.	
  I	
  wouldn’t	
  even	
  call	
  it	
  living.	
  

I	
  am	
  not	
  meant	
  to	
  live	
  such	
  a	
  pathetic,	
  miserable	
  life.	
  That	
  is	
  not	
  my	
  place	
  in	
  this	
  world.	
  I	
  will	
  not	
  bow	
  
down	
  and	
  accept	
  such	
  a	
  horrific	
  fate.	
  If	
  humanity	
  will	
  not	
  give	
  me	
  a	
  worthy	
  place	
  among	
  them,	
  then	
  I	
  
will	
  destroy	
  them	
  all.	
  I	
  am	
  better	
  than	
  all	
  of	
  them.	
  I	
  am	
  a	
  god.	
  Exacting	
  my	
  Retribution	
  is	
  my	
  way	
  of	
  
proving	
  my	
  true	
  worth	
  to	
  the	
  world.	
  
	
  

In	
  the	
  midst	
  of	
  my	
  suffering,	
  I	
  have	
  been	
  able	
  to	
  see	
  the	
  world	
  much	
  clearer	
  than	
  others.	
  I	
  have	
  vision	
  
that	
  other	
  people	
  lack.	
  Through	
  my	
  suffering,	
  I	
  have	
  been	
  able	
  to	
  see	
  just	
  how	
  twisted	
  and	
  wrong	
  this	
  
world	
  really	
  is.	
  The	
  current	
  state	
  of	
  humanity	
  is	
  what	
  makes	
  it	
  wrong.	
  I	
  look	
  at	
  the	
  human	
  race	
  and	
  I	
  see	
  
only	
  vileness	
  and	
  depravity,	
  all	
  because	
  of	
  an	
  act	
  known	
  as…	
  sexuality…	
  

Sex	
  is	
  by	
  far	
  the	
  most	
  evil	
  concept	
  in	
  existence.	
  The	
  fact	
  that	
  life	
  itself	
  exists	
  through	
  sex	
  just	
  proves	
  
that	
  life	
  is	
  flawed.	
  The	
  act	
  of	
  sex	
  gives	
  human	
  beings	
  a	
  tremendous	
  amount	
  of	
  pleasure.	
  Pleasure	
  they	
  
don’t	
  deserve.	
  No	
  one	
  deserves	
  to	
  experience	
  so	
  much	
  pleasure,	
  especially	
  since	
  some	
  humans	
  get	
  to	
  
experience	
  it	
  while	
  some	
  are	
  denied	
  it.	
  When	
  a	
  man	
  has	
  sex	
  with	
  a	
  beautiful	
  woman,	
  he	
  probably	
  feels	
  
like	
  he	
  is	
  in	
  heaven.	
  But	
  the	
  world	
  is	
  not	
  supposed	
  to	
  be	
  heaven.	
  For	
  some	
  humans	
  to	
  actually	
  be	
  able	
  to	
  
feel	
  such	
  heights	
  of	
  heavenly	
  pleasure	
  is	
  selfish	
  and	
  hedonistic.	
  



The	
  ultimate	
  evil	
  behind	
  sexuality	
  is	
  the	
  human	
  female.	
  They	
  are	
  the	
  main	
  instigators	
  of	
  sex.	
  They	
  
control	
  which	
  men	
  get	
  it	
  and	
  which	
  men	
  don’t.	
  Women	
  are	
  flawed	
  creatures,	
  and	
  my	
  mistreatment	
  at	
  
their	
  hands	
  has	
  made	
  me	
  realize	
  this	
  sad	
  truth.	
  There	
  is	
  something	
  very	
  twisted	
  and	
  wrong	
  with	
  the	
  way	
  
their	
  brains	
  are	
  wired.	
  They	
  think	
  like	
  beasts,	
  and	
  in	
  truth,	
  they	
  are	
  beasts.	
  Women	
  are	
  incapable	
  of	
  
having	
  morals	
  or	
  thinking	
  rationally.	
  They	
  are	
  completely	
  controlled	
  by	
  their	
  depraved	
  emotions	
  and	
  vile	
  
sexual	
  impulses.	
  Because	
  of	
  this,	
  the	
  men	
  who	
  do	
  get	
  to	
  experience	
  the	
  pleasures	
  of	
  sex	
  and	
  the	
  privilege	
  
of	
  breeding	
  are	
  the	
  men	
  who	
  women	
  are	
  sexually	
  attracted	
  to…	
  the	
  stupid,	
  degenerate,	
  obnoxious	
  men.	
  
I	
  have	
  observed	
  this	
  all	
  my	
  life.	
  The	
  most	
  beautiful	
  of	
  women	
  choose	
  to	
  mate	
  with	
  the	
  most	
  brutal	
  of	
  
men,	
  instead	
  of	
  magnificent	
  gentlemen	
  like	
  myself.	
  

Women	
  should	
  not	
  have	
  the	
  right	
  to	
  choose	
  who	
  to	
  mate	
  and	
  breed	
  with.	
  That	
  decision	
  should	
  be	
  
made	
  for	
  them	
  by	
  rational	
  men	
  of	
  intelligence.	
  If	
  women	
  continue	
  to	
  have	
  rights,	
  they	
  will	
  only	
  hinder	
  
the	
  advancement	
  of	
  the	
  human	
  race	
  by	
  breeding	
  with	
  degenerate	
  men	
  and	
  creating	
  stupid,	
  degenerate	
  
offspring.	
  This	
  will	
  cause	
  humanity	
  to	
  become	
  even	
  more	
  depraved	
  with	
  each	
  generation.	
  Women	
  have	
  
more	
  power	
  in	
  human	
  society	
  than	
  they	
  deserve,	
  all	
  because	
  of	
  sex.	
  There	
  is	
  no	
  creature	
  more	
  evil	
  and	
  
depraved	
  than	
  the	
  human	
  female.	
  

Women	
  are	
  like	
  a	
  plague.	
  They	
  don’t	
  deserve	
  to	
  have	
  any	
  rights.	
  Their	
  wickedness	
  must	
  be	
  contained	
  
in	
  order	
  prevent	
  future	
  generations	
  from	
  falling	
  to	
  degeneracy.	
  Women	
  are	
  vicious,	
  evil,	
  barbaric	
  
animals,	
  and	
  they	
  need	
  to	
  be	
  treated	
  as	
  such.	
  
	
  

In	
  fully	
  realizing	
  these	
  truths	
  about	
  the	
  world,	
  I	
  have	
  created	
  the	
  ultimate	
  and	
  perfect	
  ideology	
  of	
  
how	
  a	
  fair	
  and	
  pure	
  world	
  would	
  work.	
  In	
  an	
  ideal	
  world,	
  sexuality	
  would	
  not	
  exist.	
  It	
  must	
  be	
  outlawed.	
  
In	
  a	
  world	
  without	
  sex,	
  humanity	
  will	
  be	
  pure	
  and	
  civilized.	
  Men	
  will	
  grow	
  up	
  healthily,	
  without	
  having	
  to	
  
worry	
  about	
  such	
  a	
  barbaric	
  act.	
  All	
  men	
  will	
  grow	
  up	
  fair	
  and	
  equal,	
  because	
  no	
  man	
  will	
  be	
  able	
  to	
  
experience	
  the	
  pleasures	
  of	
  sex	
  while	
  others	
  are	
  denied	
  it.	
  The	
  human	
  race	
  will	
  evolve	
  to	
  an	
  entirely	
  
new	
  level	
  of	
  civilization,	
  completely	
  devoid	
  of	
  all	
  the	
  impurity	
  and	
  degeneracy	
  that	
  exists	
  today.	
  

In	
  order	
  to	
  completely	
  abolish	
  sex,	
  women	
  themselves	
  would	
  have	
  to	
  be	
  abolished.	
  All	
  women	
  must	
  
be	
  quarantined	
  like	
  the	
  plague	
  they	
  are,	
  so	
  that	
  they	
  can	
  be	
  used	
  in	
  a	
  manner	
  that	
  actually	
  benefits	
  a	
  
civilized	
  society.	
  In	
  order	
  carry	
  this	
  out,	
  there	
  must	
  exist	
  a	
  new	
  and	
  powerful	
  type	
  of	
  government,	
  under	
  
the	
  control	
  of	
  one	
  divine	
  ruler,	
  such	
  as	
  myself.	
  The	
  ruler	
  that	
  establishes	
  this	
  new	
  order	
  would	
  have	
  
complete	
  control	
  over	
  every	
  aspect	
  of	
  society,	
  in	
  order	
  to	
  direct	
  it	
  towards	
  a	
  good	
  and	
  pure	
  place.	
  At	
  the	
  
disposal	
  of	
  this	
  government,	
  there	
  needs	
  to	
  be	
  a	
  highly	
  trained	
  army	
  of	
  fanatically	
  loyal	
  troops,	
  in	
  order	
  
to	
  enforce	
  such	
  revolutionary	
  laws.	
  

The	
  first	
  strike	
  against	
  women	
  will	
  be	
  to	
  quarantine	
  all	
  of	
  them	
  in	
  concentration	
  camps.	
  At	
  these	
  
camps,	
  the	
  vast	
  majority	
  of	
  the	
  female	
  population	
  will	
  be	
  deliberately	
  starved	
  to	
  death.	
  That	
  would	
  be	
  
an	
  efficient	
  and	
  fitting	
  way	
  to	
  kill	
  them	
  all	
  off.	
  I	
  would	
  take	
  great	
  pleasure	
  and	
  satisfaction	
  in	
  condemning	
  
every	
  single	
  woman	
  on	
  earth	
  to	
  starve	
  to	
  death.	
  I	
  would	
  have	
  an	
  enormous	
  tower	
  built	
  just	
  for	
  myself,	
  
where	
  I	
  can	
  oversee	
  the	
  entire	
  concentration	
  camp	
  and	
  gleefully	
  watch	
  them	
  all	
  die.	
  If	
  I	
  can’t	
  have	
  them,	
  
no	
  one	
  will,	
  I’d	
  imagine	
  thinking	
  to	
  myself	
  as	
  I	
  oversee	
  this.	
  Women	
  represent	
  everything	
  that	
  is	
  unfair	
  
with	
  this	
  world,	
  and	
  in	
  order	
  to	
  make	
  the	
  world	
  a	
  fair	
  place,	
  they	
  must	
  all	
  be	
  eradicated.	
  

A	
  few	
  women	
  would	
  be	
  spared,	
  however,	
  for	
  the	
  sake	
  of	
  reproduction.	
  These	
  women	
  would	
  be	
  kept	
  
and	
  bred	
  in	
  secret	
  labs.	
  There,	
  they	
  will	
  be	
  artificially	
  inseminated	
  with	
  sperm	
  samples	
  in	
  order	
  to	
  
produce	
  offspring.	
  Their	
  depraved	
  nature	
  will	
  slowly	
  be	
  bred	
  out	
  of	
  them	
  in	
  time.	
  

Future	
  generations	
  of	
  men	
  would	
  be	
  oblivious	
  to	
  these	
  remaining	
  women’s	
  existence,	
  and	
  that	
  is	
  for	
  
the	
  best.	
  If	
  a	
  man	
  grows	
  up	
  without	
  knowing	
  of	
  the	
  existence	
  of	
  women,	
  there	
  will	
  be	
  no	
  desire	
  for	
  sex.	
  
Sexuality	
  will	
  completely	
  cease	
  to	
  exist.	
  Love	
  will	
  cease	
  to	
  exist.	
  There	
  will	
  no	
  longer	
  be	
  any	
  imprint	
  of	
  
such	
  concepts	
  in	
  the	
  human	
  psyche.	
  It	
  is	
  the	
  only	
  way	
  to	
  purify	
  the	
  world.	
  



In	
  such	
  a	
  pure	
  world,	
  the	
  man’s	
  mind	
  can	
  develop	
  to	
  greater	
  heights	
  than	
  ever	
  before.	
  Future	
  
generations	
  will	
  live	
  their	
  lives	
  free	
  of	
  having	
  to	
  worry	
  about	
  the	
  barbarity	
  of	
  sex	
  and	
  women,	
  which	
  will	
  
enable	
  them	
  to	
  expand	
  their	
  intelligence	
  and	
  advance	
  the	
  human	
  race	
  to	
  a	
  state	
  of	
  perfect	
  civilization.	
  

It	
  is	
  such	
  a	
  shameful	
  pity	
  that	
  my	
  ideal	
  world	
  cannot	
  be	
  created.	
  I	
  realized	
  long	
  ago	
  that	
  there	
  is	
  no	
  
way	
  I	
  could	
  possibly	
  rise	
  to	
  such	
  a	
  level	
  of	
  power	
  in	
  my	
  lifetime,	
  with	
  the	
  way	
  the	
  world	
  is	
  now.	
  Such	
  a	
  
thing	
  will	
  never	
  become	
  a	
  reality	
  for	
  me,	
  but	
  it	
  did	
  give	
  me	
  something	
  to	
  fantasize	
  about	
  as	
  I	
  burned	
  
with	
  hatred	
  towards	
  all	
  women	
  for	
  rejecting	
  me	
  throughout	
  the	
  years.	
  This	
  whole	
  viewpoint	
  and	
  
ideology	
  of	
  abolishing	
  sex	
  stems	
  from	
  being	
  deprived	
  of	
  it	
  all	
  my	
  life.	
  If	
  I	
  cannot	
  have	
  it,	
  I	
  will	
  do	
  
everything	
  I	
  can	
  to	
  DESTROY	
  IT.	
  
	
  

My	
  orchestration	
  of	
  the	
  Day	
  of	
  Retribution	
  is	
  my	
  attempt	
  to	
  do	
  everything,	
  in	
  my	
  power,	
  to	
  destroy	
  
everything	
  I	
  cannot	
  have.	
  All	
  of	
  those	
  beautiful	
  girls	
  I’ve	
  desired	
  so	
  much	
  in	
  my	
  life,	
  but	
  can	
  never	
  have	
  
because	
  they	
  despise	
  and	
  loathe	
  me,	
  I	
  will	
  destroy.	
  All	
  of	
  those	
  popular	
  people	
  who	
  live	
  hedonistic	
  lives	
  
of	
  pleasure,	
  I	
  will	
  destroy,	
  because	
  they	
  never	
  accepted	
  me	
  as	
  one	
  of	
  them.	
  I	
  will	
  kill	
  them	
  all	
  and	
  make	
  
them	
  suffer,	
  just	
  as	
  they	
  have	
  made	
  me	
  suffer.	
  It	
  is	
  only	
  fair.	
  
	
  

Why	
  do	
  things	
  have	
  to	
  be	
  this	
  way?	
  I’m	
  sure	
  that	
  is	
  the	
  question	
  everyone	
  will	
  be	
  asking	
  after	
  the	
  Day	
  
of	
  Retribution	
  is	
  over.	
  They	
  will	
  all	
  be	
  asking	
  why.	
  Indeed,	
  why?	
  That	
  is	
  the	
  question	
  I’ve	
  had	
  for	
  
everyone	
  throughout	
  all	
  my	
  years	
  of	
  suffering.	
  Why	
  was	
  I	
  condemned	
  to	
  live	
  a	
  life	
  of	
  misery	
  and	
  
worthlessness	
  while	
  other	
  men	
  were	
  able	
  to	
  experience	
  the	
  pleasures	
  of	
  sex	
  and	
  love	
  with	
  women?	
  
Why	
  do	
  things	
  have	
  to	
  be	
  this	
  way?	
  I	
  ask	
  all	
  of	
  you.	
  

All	
  I	
  ever	
  wanted	
  was	
  to	
  love	
  women,	
  and	
  in	
  turn	
  to	
  be	
  loved	
  by	
  them	
  back.	
  Their	
  behavior	
  towards	
  
me	
  has	
  only	
  earned	
  my	
  hatred,	
  and	
  rightfully	
  so!	
  I	
  am	
  the	
  true	
  victim	
  in	
  all	
  of	
  this.	
  I	
  am	
  the	
  good	
  guy.	
  
Humanity	
  struck	
  at	
  me	
  first	
  by	
  condemning	
  me	
  to	
  experience	
  so	
  much	
  suffering.	
  I	
  didn’t	
  ask	
  for	
  this.	
  I	
  
didn’t	
  want	
  this.	
  I	
  didn’t	
  start	
  this	
  war…	
  I	
  wasn’t	
  the	
  one	
  who	
  struck	
  first…	
  But	
  I	
  will	
  finish	
  it	
  by	
  striking	
  
back.	
  I	
  will	
  punish	
  everyone.	
  And	
  it	
  will	
  be	
  beautiful.	
  Finally,	
  at	
  long	
  last,	
  I	
  can	
  show	
  the	
  world	
  my	
  true	
  
worth.	
  



	
  



	
  



	
  



	
  


