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Mike Seliner has battled depression from a young age. It started when his mother told him that
both he and his sister were adopted. His sister, suffering from bipolar disorder, takes it even
harder than Mike does. She rebels, and she ends up pregnant. But her life ends too early,
leaving a son who needs a home.Though he’s dealing with a devastating multiple sclerosis
diagnosis, Mike wants to help his nephew. But Mike’s new wife, Michelle, is not so
understanding. They adopt the boy anyway, but Michelle wants nothing to do with him or Mike’s
family.The family conflict takes its toll on Mike, but it’s nothing compared to Mike’s struggle with
MS. As Mike begins to rely on increasingly intricate deceptions to keep his disease hidden, the
double life creates a schism from reality. When Michelle leaves him, he doesn’t think life can get
any worse. Mental, physical, and emotional illness abound.With acceptance comes healing, but
can Mike find it in himself to face his fears?This honest account of a man spiraling out of control
from a multiple sclerosis diagnosis is a must-read for anyone suffering from the disease or
anyone who knows someone in pain.

About the AuthorMr. Michael Alan Seliner has a mechanical engineering degree from the
University of Missouri. He has been living with multiple sclerosis for twenty-five years. His book
To My Family delves into the harsh realities of the disease. He hopes it will help others who are
suffering.After taking a year off work to undergo treatment for his MS and to write his personal
memoir, Mr. Seliner plans to return to his corporate job. He lives in Saint Louis, Missouri.--This
text refers to the paperback edition.
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Farewell to KingsAcknowledgmentsTo Mom, Dad, Debbie, Vincent, Nathan, and Grace Jane:I
have written this book for the love of each of you as much as for the love of myself. I have grown
and matured through the years as I desperately tried to fight a chronic disease that all but stole
every aspect of my life except my love for you.If for no other reason, it is for the sake of my sanity
that I try to reconcile myself to a disease that has transformed me both physically and mentally.I
grew up believing in an all-knowing and all-loving God. For this gift, I have my parents to thank.
Since the onset of this disease some twenty-five years ago, my will has been tested to its fullest
and has even been shattered at times. I have grown older now and am reflecting on my life, and I
once again believe and trust in the all-knowing and all-loving God whom I mistakenly believed
had forsaken me.To my family, I beg your forgiveness for the things you may have witnessed and
heard. There is no going back; the arrow of time only points forward. Please know how painfully
deep my love runs for each of you and that this book would not have been possible without you
by my side, as I simply would not have had the will to write it. To my friends and those who have
loved and supported me despite my rejections, know that I have always loved you; I offer no
excuses.To Michelle, note that all you have done has not been lost on me; I will always
remember.To my God, I understand now that You have never forsaken me, that when there was
only one set of footprints in the earth below me, they belonged to You as You carried me through
the difficult times. I am forever grateful for Your love and the life that You have breathed into me,
not once but twice. I beg of You to not judge me too harshly—I have done only the best I
can.Love always and forever,Your son, your father, your brotherA Fool’s ErrandApril 5,
2008.Iawoke early in the morning slumped over the same desk that I had passed out at the night
before. This was an idiotic maneuver on my part as I was shaking from the cold of the morning
air; the furnace had yet to kick on. I got up gingerly and walked to the bedroom, where I climbed
into our empty king-size bed and slipped under the goose-down comforter.A cramping and stiff
neck forced me to take a dose of muscle relaxer—Zanaflex, to be exact. That’s one drug I would
reject under any other circumstance as it inevitably knocked me out within thirty minutes of
ingestion and left me with memories of horrible nightmares—just another side effect of just
another drug in my repertoire of many.I heard my family downstairs and decided to make my way
down. I knew that medication-induced sleep would soon be on its way. I grabbed the comforter,
threw it over my back, and headed down.“When did you decide to finally wake up?” Michelle



asked in a tone that demanded an answer.“What’s that supposed to mean? It’s eight o’clock,” I
replied.“Mean? It means that more than half the time you walk around here in an absolute haze,
paying attention to absolutely nothing except for your work and that damn computer. The times
that you do take a break, it’s like you’re Rip Van Winkle, but the fable’s true for you, Michael.
Jesus, I can’t even get you to sit down at the table and have a meal with us, with your own
children. That’s what I mean,” she replied in an even harsher tone. She seemed to be trying her
best to drag me into a conversation that I simply would have no part of. The conversation was
always one-sided and recursive; therefore it was simply useless, to put it mildly.This is going to
be a wonderful weekend, I thought, and it was only Saturday morning.Groundhog Day, I thought
as I stared straight through her. Was she aware that I was not paying attention to her or even
looking at her? What was that giant groundhog’s name in that movie? Bill something or other, or
was that Bill Murray that I was thinking of? Christ, why can’t I remember this? Punxsutawney
Phil! Yep, that was his name, and Bill Murray called him a rat—absolutely hilarious. That’s what I
was—a groundhog (not a rat) that saw my own shadow every time I emerged from my den of
ignorance, which was pretty nicely decorated.She’s right, I thought as I took a few backward
steps away from her, avoiding yet another calamitous attempt at a conversation toward some
sort of reconciliation, a final solution for an issue that seemed impossible to solve or even tack
down. Why was every conversation she initiated about fixing me in some manner? I waited for
her to turn around and not see me walk out of the room with my back toward her.There was
comfort in the haze though, comfort in seeing my shadow and keeping myself locked up in my
warm, comfortable den. Sometimes ignorance really was bliss, but the life I was living was a lie,
and my fate was to not discover this fact until it was too late. How much time was I wasting
pretending that what I did for a living and the money I made was somehow more of a measure of
a man, a measure of my own self-worth, than the love I had for my family or for myself? I was on
a fool’s errand, racing toward the finish line of life, and yet I wasn’t even aware of it.I made eye
contact with my eldest son, Vincent, as I turned around and walked out of the kitchen. He
shrugged his shoulders and started giggling as his mother continued talking. Stop and smell the
roses, I thought. Perhaps the situation deserved some levity. Or perhaps the situation wasn’t all
that funny but sad instead.DepartureMarch 9, 2007.“Hi, Michael. My name’s Bob. Come on in
and make yourself comfortable.”Man, how I would have loved to lie down and stretch out on one
of those couches and bury my head among the many decorative pillows. I was sure I could have
been asleep within fifteen minutes, even with the lights on. I noticed the little white-noise
machine that sat near the doorway, ensuring that disturbances were kept to a minimum. It looked
like a white miniature shelf speaker.Was this the look, the feel that Bob was going for? One
immensely oversize leather couch, one decent-size leather love seat, one plush, oversize
leather recliner with a rocking feature, a glass coffee table, an ornate throw rug, a ceiling fan,
and one laminated wood desk that could have sat two people but was apparently reserved for
Bob alone. That desk had nothing on it besides Bob’s monthly calendar, a professionally taken
photograph of him and his family, and a placard with his name and title neatly stenciled into the



woodwork. However, I imagined that his desk drawers were filled with junk and miscellaneous
knickknacks that really had no other place to go besides the garbage can, stuff that he had
collected over the years that represented the juxtaposition of what the eyes could see.The office
was neatly decorated just enough to make one feel comfortable, and it was quite large, probably
twice the size of my master bedroom.To the left of Bob’s enormous desk sat a floor-to-ceiling
bookshelf that held not just books but also ornaments that appeared to be collected from either
Africa or Pier 1 Imports. I had seen pictures of similar items from Africa, but Bob didn’t seem like
the type of person who visited there too often; Pier 1 suited him better than big-game
hunting.Bob apparently liked to read, as in a lot, or at least give the impression that he did.
Outside of this study, I had never seen such a large personal collection of books. Some of them,
I noticed, had been read recently, as they were not placed neatly back in their appropriate slots,
and the dust that had once covered the shelves was missing. They were placed on their sides,
facedown, as if they had been dropped there in a hurried fashion prior to someone entering his
office.I thought it odd, however, the lack of plaques that one usually finds within the office of
such a well-studied man. Maybe he didn’t have any, which I doubted, or maybe he didn’t believe
in keeping them out as part of his office decor. I’ll never know the answer to this question though
as I never asked it. I knew Bob, however, would have plenty of questions for me.Bob sat down in
his old, worn desk chair, which also had a swivel and recline feature that he was apparently quite
fond of. He had even gone so far as to decorate it with a plush, blue-corduroy seat pad and a set
of wooden back beads that made noise every time he moved around in that old chair. The chair
itself made noises every time it moved around, for that matter.He grabbed his leather-bound
legal notebook, pulled out a gold-plated pen from his shirt pocket—a Cross pen, I noticed (must
have been a gift)—pushed his glasses up the bridge of his nose, and stared at me. Bob wore
oversize square bifocal glasses that didn’t quite fit his face. He also wore a chain on the
earpieces, as if he were worried that the glasses would somehow blow off. They were bifocals,
after all, so what was the point of constantly taking them on and off?He made a single entry in
his notebook before he began to speak—it had to be the date and time. From all outward
appearances, Bob seemed to be a rather neat fellow who appreciated his space appearing neat
to others also. I believe that he took some pride in the fact that he could check off at least one
item in his job description that he was doing well—ensuring that his visitors noted his neatness
and appreciated it. If I had been asked to do a postvisit survey, I would have given him high
marks in this area.Bob was probably about my age, maybe a little older now that I noticed his
graying hair and crow’s feet, along with the many creases in his forehead. I could only begin to
imagine the stories that were told in this room that put those creases in Bob’s forehead over
years of him diligently performing his job. They didn’t come from conversations involving
happiness or joy. They came from years of listening to conversations that caused him great
consternation and constant frowning. How many times over the years had he listened to the
same story being told by different people? How many times had he given out the same advice to
different people and charged the same amount of money?I couldn’t help but wonder what



exactly Bob’s motivation was. There had to be a certain amount of boredom inherent in his job.
Did he have a true interest in helping people, or was it all about getting through that next session
and cashing that next check? Honestly, I wasn’t too concerned about that. I had a story to tell,
like everyone else, and I wanted someone to listen to it—check that, I needed someone to listen
to it. Was I about to tell Bob the same old crappy story that he had heard time and again? Was
that little voice in his head about to start praying, “Please, God, not again”? Whether Bob truly
cared, I’ll never know, and that’s just one more detail that I’ll have to live without.“So how can I
help you today, Michael?” Bob asked. “By the way, do you prefer Michael or Mike?”I can’t count
the number of times I’ve been asked that question. Well, I probably could if I had properly kept
track of the number of hospital visits I had over the years, but it’s too late for that now. You’re
starting off on the wrong foot, Bob, I thought. Is that supposed to be the politically correct way of
asking, or is it just an icebreaker? Hell, who gives a shit what you call me, Bob? That’s what I
was thinking of saying, anyway; my sense of humor is pretty dry, but I don’t think Bob would have
appreciated that remark too much.“Mike’s fine,” I replied.Where do I start? After all, I had a lot to
talk about, and my issues were not going to be resolved within the next hour. “Bob, I’m not quite
sure how to put this, but there’s a fucking freight train coming down the tunnel, and you better
get the hell off the tracks.” No, I shouldn’t start things off that way. Let’s try the politically correct
way, the boring way.“Bob, I first want to ensure that we have some ground rules in place, if you
will, that we both agree to,” I said.“OK—I’m not quite sure what that means. Maybe you can
elaborate on that point for me, please,” he replied.“I’m not quite sure how to word this, but I want
to know what things I may say that will set off alarm bells in your mind, so to speak. For example,
if I were to tell you that I am addicted to painkillers and have a private stash at my home and am
selling them, what would you be legally bound to do?” I asked.“OK, I see. You want to know
some hypothetical scenarios in which I would be obligated to report to the police or authorities,
correct?” he said.“Hypothetical, exactly, and don’t get me wrong—I was once placed in a very
awkward situation—back-stabbed, you might say—in my not-too-distant past by a fucking social
worker, and I do not wish to have a repeat.”“Well, the best I can do is to give you some examples
of things that if you were to divulge to me, I would be legally obligated to report to authorities.
Otherwise I would tell you let’s just cross those bridges if and when we get to them, OK?” he
said.I nodded my head in agreement and listened as Bob continued on about suicidal
tendencies (great band), harming others, threatening him, drugs, and so on. Bob painted a
pretty good picture of the things that could and could not be said within the boundaries of those
four walls. I had found a safe house, insulated in thick, cold steel plate—a bomb shelter of sorts.
It was a little bothersome and quite obvious, however, that Bob had found my question
somewhat concerning and confusing at the same time. It was another example of a topic that put
yet another wrinkle in his forehead.I would say that overall things didn’t get off to a good start
with Bob. I knew I would have to work at it a bit to make Bob feel more comfortable and get on
with the business of helping me with my needs. Why did I find psychologists and social workers
to be like Play-Doh in my hands? Was it concerning that I found some pleasure in molding them



how I wanted? Perhaps the better question was, why was I in the position of seeing so many of
these types of therapists in the first place?“So have I answered your questions or concerns,
Mike?” he asked.“Yes, thank you for taking the time to explain that to me,” I replied.“That’s quite
all right, but I have to admit that I’ve never been asked those questions before. You must have
given this meeting quite a bit of thought prior to today. Do you feel comfortable enough to move
on now?” Bob asked.“Sure,” I replied. I should’ve asked Bob the same question. Was Bob ready
to hear what I was about to tell him? Was he ready to heal me? Could he heal me? I knew that
only time would tell. For all I knew, this session might be the first and the last, the alpha and the
omega.“Can you tell me the reason why you sought the help of a psychologist?” he asked.“Well,
I recently changed insurance companies, and with that move, I had to change several of my
regular doctors. One of those doctors was my psychiatrist, Dr. Zhiad. I had an appointment with
him about a week ago, and it was mainly to refill my standing prescriptions of Pristiq and Abilify.
However, once I started talking with him, I realized that maybe it would be a good idea to ask him
if there were newer or better drugs on the market besides those as I have been feeling kind of
blue, a little erratic, not so much myself as of late.“Dr. Zhiad decided to add ten milligrams of
Abilify to my Pristiq as it has shown relatively quick success in helping other drugs such as
antidepressants work more effectively. He also mentioned that drugs are not always the answer
and that he thought that I would benefit from some sort of therapy. My PCP actually
recommended you,” I said.“Oh, yeah? Who’s your PCP?” he asked.“Dr. Mason,” I replied.“Oh,
yeah, he and I go way back. Funny though, I haven’t heard his name mentioned lately,” he said.
Another wrinkle on his forehead was forming as he spoke. He was obviously bothered by the fact
that he hadn’t heard from his old friend Dr. Mason in quite some time. “How’s he doing?” he
asked.“He’s doing great. I understand he has a family of three now, and his business couldn’t be
doing better. You know as well as I that he is a personable individual,” I said.Bob was obviously
happy not just to hear that Dr. Mason was doing well but to hear his name again at all, judging by
the big-ass grin on his face. Kind of strange, I remember thinking.“Well, Mike, I can tell you that
your psychiatrist is an intelligent individual. Drugs are not the answer to everything, and in your
case, they don’t seem to be helping all that much, which may be attributed to the MS.”Strange…
when did I mention that I have MS? No, I’m quite sure that I didn’t. Where the hell did he get that
from? Oh, those goddamn forms. Jesus, I swear there had to be five or six pages of questions
about everything from when I first had sex to whether I ever thought about killing myself. There
was a little box at the bottom of one of the forms under the heading “Medical Conditions” labeled
“Other.” Just thinking about it made me want to puke all over Bob’s floor. This wasn’t just an
“Other” topic—MS was the singularity that caused the Big Bang for me.“It also seems to me that
you do have some things on your mind that you need to talk about, and I think that’s the key, for
now anyway. You just need to talk these things through,” Bob replied. “If you don’t mind, Mike, I
like to try to gather a broader picture of the clients that I work with, and what that usually entails
is starting from the beginning, if you will. Sound OK?” he asked.“Sure, fire away,” I said.“So if you
don’t mind me asking, why are you in a wheelchair?” he asked.I have to admit, I was somewhat



flabbergasted by the question and the arrogant boldness of this person to ask it. However, I’m a
pretty straightforward guy, and I don’t appreciate bullshit answers to valid questions. I guess
what bothered me was whether it was a valid question or one of simple curiosity. I’ve put up with
a lot of shit over the years since being diagnosed with MS, and while I don’t feel that entitles me
to anything special, I do believe that I am entitled to my privacy, especially given the fact that MS
is such a privacy-invading disease to begin with.Let’s face it, it’s only human nature to take a
second look at someone using an assistive device such as a cane, walker, or wheelchair; throw
in a judgment about that person, and suddenly you’re a bigot. When I’m out in public, I may give
someone in a wheelchair a second look if for no other reason than to check out his or her ride.
Levity is always the key in a situation such as this, but I could find nothing in his question besides
odd curiosity. There was no follow-up—he just buried the lead and that was it.I have an
extremely short fuse, and that fuse quickly ignites into rage, according to more than one
therapist. That was one of the underlying reasons I was there talking with Bob. As luck would
have it, Bob asked the one question that would spark the anger and quickly flame into rage. The
rage inside me built to a crescendo, a beautiful, head-pounding grunge that I could hear blaring
in my eardrums and nothing else. In that instant, I wanted nothing more than to take a running
leap at Bob and sucker-punch him straight in the mouth, knocking a few of those beautiful,
polished white teeth out. White turns to red in a flash flood of blood; broken teeth lie strewn
across Bob’s lap. Was this the answer he was looking for? I had to keep my monster under
wraps.Rage, however, is the antithesis of what the word itself implies: a sheep in wolf’s clothing.
Any therapist worth his or her degree can tell you that at the heart of rage is fear, words that are
easily spoken but difficult to accurately define, even by the finest wordsmiths. I am fearful, very
fearful, but that does not preclude me from the raw feeling of rage itself and what it may bring
about. Regardless of exactly what the meds I am on are supposed to prevent, I know all too well
what happens to me and what I am capable of not only feeling but doing. For me, this is where
the fear steps in.As I thought about Bob’s question, I had to consider his reason for asking it.
Maybe he did have a valid reason. Maybe he knew someone in a wheelchair, maybe a best
friend, maybe a family member. Maybe he just wanted to see what my reaction would be. Maybe
I didn’t give a shit. Maybe, just maybe all that junk from Africa and all those books on his
bookshelves were nothing but a bunch of decorative crap.I found myself in a conundrum.
Already Bob was getting the upper hand on me, and this simply wasn’t to be. No, I needed to
mold this giant hunk of Play-Doh back into place. I needed to play it cool, calm, and collected. I
needed to take it down a notch. This was not who I wanted to be any longer. The word “rebel”
was losing its meaning for me.I knew one thing for sure—I had already decided that I liked Bob,
but most importantly, I had not grown to trust Bob yet. He deserved an answer, and I had to trust
him if he was ever going to be able to help me. “Bob, I have a simple question for you first.” Ah,
dammit, here we go—Schrödinger’s cat all over again! I couldn’t leave well enough alone. Why?
“Bob, I’m curious to know where you got all of those knickknacks that you have on your
bookshelves. It looks like they came from Africa. Did they?” I asked. I had a game plan in mind,



and that was that I wanted to find out whether Bob was ready to show his hand. If not, then I
would simply find myself a new therapist. If so, then I would continue and give him the
answer.“No, they’re not from Africa. They’re actually from Central America, and I certainly didn’t
travel there. I have a friend who travels there quite a bit for work, and he purchased them for me
as gifts. Apparently he found out that I was fond of the first one he gave me and—well, let’s just
say that the gifts keep coming.”There you have it, plain and simple: the truth isn’t that hard to
speak. Only when we have spun a web of lies is there no going back, no undoing the lies. The
truth will set you free, Bob, and lies will damn you to hell. My mind pulled the short straw to hell a
long time ago, second only to my body, and I find it outrageous.“I’m in a wheelchair, Bob,
because I have a disease, MS, and have lost the use of my legs. By the way, you said you
wanted to start from the beginning. You’re kind of starting at the end,” I told him. “Do you not wish
to talk about the disease itself, Bob?” Just one more stab in the back before moving on. Stupid is
as stupid does, I thought. Isn’t that a quote from a movie? Yes, I believe it’s from Forrest
Gump.As I was sitting there having a ridiculous conversation with myself, I looked down from the
ceiling and saw that Bob was still sitting there, acting as if he were waiting to hear an answer
from me when he was the one who owed me an answer.“No, nothing against you, Mike. I feel
that we’ll talk about it at some point, but there’re other things in your life that occurred way before
your being diagnosed with this disease. I’d like to talk about those things first,” he said.OK, I
thought. Didn’t I just say that to him? Anyway, if Bob wants the whole nine yards, then that’s what
I’ll give him, as crazy as some of the stuff may sound. I’ll let Bob Gump drive this Winnebago for
now.AdoptionApril 2, 1978.“Ilove you.” Those three simple words can have such a profound
impact on a person, especially a child. I have tried over and over to remember the first time that I
heard these words spoken by either of my parents, but each time I have failed. Not because they
never spoke these words but because of a memory lock that I lost the key to a long time ago in
the darkness where memories should lie; a room with keys hanging from the ceiling. How long
does it take to utter these simple words? How many times must they have been uttered to me as
a child?My mother was sitting on my father’s side of their king-size bed, perfectly calm, arms
open, accepting me into her loving embrace as she hugged me tightly. She motioned for me to
sit down beside her, and I nervously asked what she wanted to talk about. I had only been given
short notice that she wanted to speak with me, but I didn’t know what about. There was an open
window next to the bed, and a slight breeze made its way into the house as it gently ruffled the
curtain sheers, which caressed the ornate ceramic lamp that sat atop the white wooden
nightstand. There was a distinctive sound that I had become accustomed to of the wind blowing
through the screen; a thunderstorm was looming, and while I could not yet hear the boom of
thunder, I could see flashes of lightning against a darkened backdrop of rolling clouds.The room
was dimly lit, with the only light coming from that single bedroom window. The light was further
darkened by an outdoor aluminum window overhang that helped block out the sunlight during
the hotter months of summer. I could tell that it was about to rain as the smell of ozone
permeated the room, and the humidity was on the climb. It was peaceful, and if left to my own



devices, I would have quickly fallen asleep.I hugged my mother, responding back in kind. My
love for her ran deep; it was unshakable, and I trusted her fully. She spoke gently, alerting me to
the fact that what she was about to say was somehow important. Perhaps she did not want my
sister or father to hear what she was about to tell me, though I could come up with no good
reason why. My mother did not believe in keeping secrets, and most of all, she did not believe in
telling lies of any sort. This was her modus operandi, her main beliefs in life that I grew up
with.My mother was strong at heart, and she stared me directly in the eyes when she said that
she had something very important to tell me and asked that I give her my full attention. I had
never seen tears in her eyes before let alone seen her cry; this was one of those
moments.“What’s wrong, Mom?” I asked.She held on to my hands tightly, staring deeply into my
eyes. I could not look away but became fidgety.“Sometimes in life, Michael, mothers and fathers
cannot take proper care of their children. Sometimes mothers get very sick, sometimes they do
not have the money they need to raise their children, and sometimes they are too young to have
children, but one thing to remember is that mothers and fathers always love their children. Do
you understand?” she asked.“Yes, Mom,” I replied.Her hands now drew away from mine, and she
clasped them over her face and began to gently cry.I grabbed her hands away from her face. I
was scared, I was panicked, and I didn’t understand the situation. There was a barely noticeable
crackle in my voice. “What is wrong, Mom? Why are you crying?”“Michael, do you know what
being adopted means? Have you ever heard the term?” she asked.“No,” I replied.With her
composure regained, she began to tell me a secret that had been kept perfectly quiet for the
past eleven years. The air within this room where this secret had been kept was stagnant and
had a pungent odor. “When you were a baby, you had another mother, a biological mother, your
birth mother, and you also had another father, a biological father,” she began. “Your biological
mother was very young, about fifteen, and your biological father was about sixteen, and neither
of them was able to take proper care of you at that young of an age. When your father and I first
saw you, we fell in love with you, honey.”I couldn’t understand. What was she talking about?The
confusion must have been easy for her to read on my face. Again, she squeezed me tightly and
gently cried over my shoulder.I pushed her back to look into her eyes again. I told her that I didn’t
understand what she was saying. “Are you and Dad leaving me?” I asked. The very thought
made me shudder in fear.“No, no, no, never ever would we leave you, honey. This is what
adoption is; this is what adoption means,” she explained. “This is what makes you so special. It
means that you have a mother who gave birth to you, who loved you very much but was too
young to take care of you. But you have family that loves you very much now, your father and me.
We adopted you and your sister as our own children. You are a very special person, Michael,
and we will always love you,” she said.I understood. It was strange, though—I had no questions,
nothing to ask, nothing to add. My mother had put all the pieces to the puzzle very neatly
together, and I liked the picture she created.The carpet in her bedroom was a deep, plush red
with a worn-down area close to the closet where my father got dressed for work every morning. I
stared at this area for some time, emotionless, shoulders slumped, thinking. I pictured my father



pacing back and forth in front of the closet as he picked out his clothes and got dressed for work
every morning.My mother interrupted my daydreaming and asked if I wanted to be alone.I
hugged her and said, “You’re my mother, Mom. You have always been my mother.”She cried and
I hugged her; it upset me immensely to see her cry, and I tried as hard as I could to console
her.My father was not in the bedroom that day; that fact was not lost on me. He was not in
attendance for what was probably the most important discussion of his life. Why? Was he
worried about the possibility of rejection from me? Had I failed him in some manner? As I made
my way back to my bedroom, down the end of the hallway, I glimpsed him sitting in his recliner in
the family room around the corner. He was smoking a cigarette and watching the television set;
there was a special nervousness about his actions.As I quietly opened the door to my bedroom,
I paused for a moment and looked back over my shoulder at him one last time. He sat there,
staring intently at the television. Maybe a newsworthy story is breaking; he is a news junkie, I
thought. His gaze never met mine as I looked at him briefly over my shoulder, and he remained
silent. I went into my room, turned around, and gently shut the door, releasing the knob slowly so
as not to make a noise. I was still staring at him through the door, questioning why. Why did my
father have nothing to say to me? Was this just another day to him? Was he staring back at me
through my closed door?I had felt uplifted by the conversation with my mother, but now I simply
felt nothing. Who was this man I called father? Was there some pain associated with the
situation that was too great for him to bear? Was he concerned about letting his emotions show?
Did he love me as much as my mother did? I truly could not answer that question, and it still
eludes me today on some level.Years passed, and when I was sixteen, I came to understand
why my father was not in the room with us that day. I never heard it spoken from his lips, but this
was my interpretation as told to me by my mother. Maybe my interpretation is just an opinion,
one of many that could have been formulated that day.Most couples adopt children based on
only a handful of reasons. Some couples’ love for children is so great that they wish to share it
with others who are less fortunate, such as children who would not otherwise be adopted due to
a variety of unfortunate issues. Others may not be able to have children of their own due to a
variety of issues such as sterility. As it turned out, this was the issue that prevented my father
from having children. Like I said, my mother gave a reason—not the reason for my father not
being there that day for what would turn out to be the biggest day of my life. Sterility in and of
itself cannot be labeled as the reason for not wanting to attend this special conversation; it was
simply an excuse. I felt sorry for him.DebraBorn October 3, 1970, Debbie Lynn Seliner was three
years and four days younger than me. She was my sister. “Debra,” as she demanded to be
called, was even more different from our family than I had already begun to understand. I was
the only one in the family who got away with calling her Debbie She had made herself an
outcast; that was of no one’s doing but her own.I could hear her grab hold of the doorknob to my
parent’s bedroom to open the door. As one door opened, another was about to close. I had
already realized that her world was about to come crashing down around her. I did not take this
matter lightly as I cared immensely for my younger sister and had tried hard to protect her from



things that would cause her more grief. This was one case where I had no say, where my lips
were sewn shut, where my mouth suddenly became dry as cotton. The door shut, and I heard
her lay down on the bed next to my mother. An odd thought, but I wondered if my mother would
ask her to please sit up during their conversation or if she would let her lie down. Either way, I
knew Debbie would be standing by the end of the conversation, perhaps even ready to run out
of the room and out of the house altogether.I felt sorry for my mother because I was concerned
that Debbie might deeply wound her with a few sharp, well-placed words from which she might
not be able to recover.Debbie was a tomboy plain and simple. Her personality was in your face,
and she could strike like a cobra at any time. She could be your best friend one minute and your
worst enemy the next. She lived in the moment, at least when she was high. The lows seem to
be brought on by nothing in particular, and when she was experiencing a low moment, you were
like the rat running across the snake’s path.Plain and simple, Debbie was a tomboy with a time
bomb, and that time bomb had a technical name: bipolar disorder, a diagnosis that I would come
to learn about from my mother during my first year of college. It was a diagnosis that I did not
understand all too well, but I did understand and suffer from its side effects firsthand. A massive
black hole, nothing escaped Debbie’s depressive episodes, not even one’s own emotions.
Thinking back on it now, I’m quite sure that militaries of the 1970s and 1980s tried their best to
conjure up a nerve agent in order to deploy bipolar disorder to the battlefield. What a perfect
weapon that would’ve made to cripple the opponent.Debbie didn’t drink alcohol at all from what I
remember, not even a beer with the boys so to speak as she grew older. Her manic episodes
could keep her sky-high for months on end. There simply was no street-drug substitute. She
liked to stay indoors most of the time with her cats and watch old black-and-white movies on a
TV that my parents had let go years prior, especially ones starring Vincent Price, who was born
in St. Louis. I guess you could call them horror movies for the time they were shot in.She did
have one vice, however, and that was smoking. As soon as my parents were tired of fighting with
her over her young age, she officially began smoking at the age of fifteen. I’m not exactly sure
who bought the cigarettes for her, and had I found out, I’m sure I would’ve done more than a little
damage to him or her.The cigarettes she smoked were about the skinniest things that I had ever
seen. I don’t remember what they were called, but I do remember seeing a commercial one time
for Virginia Slims, and her cigarettes were about half the diameter of those. They weren’t
tobacco-colored either; they were white with a butterfly on the outside of the box. Strange,
however, I remember my father being the biggest proponent of her smoking. I used to think what
a hypocrite he was for even bringing it up in the first place; after all, he was a chain-smoker
himself, probably three packs per day. The cigarettes were definitely a vice to help get her
through the depressive episodes. Pharmaceuticals seemed to have little effect, and she often
refused to take them.I could hear from my room, behind closed doors and down the hallway, my
sister and my mother having the same conversation that I just had. I had wondered why my
mother didn’t have the same conversation with both Debbie and I at the same time. The answer
eluded me.A sudden clap of thunder as lightning struck the nearby TV station tower caught me



off guard and interrupted my thoughts. I could hear my father, still sitting in his recliner, now
watching nothing but white noise on his television, cussing at the storm and sucking down a
cigarette. He could put down a cigarette in two drags. Two drags meant a great deal of
aggravation, irritation, a fatal myocardial infarction waiting to strike at any moment. No, there was
no missing the fact that this was a tense moment for my father, a moment that had most likely
been building toward a crescendo for quite some time now. How long had it been? Who knows
for certain, but reflecting back now, I know it had been on his mind for quite some time. My
father, like most men, was a procrastinator, and it was apparent to me that he had been
procrastinating over having this conversation.I knew that the conversation with my mom and
sister would not go over well. I don’t know why exactly, call it intuition, but in any event it would
turn out to be her new reality. This fact upset me, but I knew that there was nothing that I could
do or say that would make any difference. Debra had to let things play out in her mind—it had
always been that way no matter how small the detail. Her mind was forever stuck in minutia. I
never faulted her for her actions. That was simply who she was, right?I sat on the floor next to
the windowsill in my room. The window was wide open, and I could see the dust and dirt piled up
on the sill and knew that it would take a good amount of paper towels and glass cleaner to clean
up the mess. I also knew that I would be the one cleaning it up. It was springtime, and it was
evident that the window had not been opened in quite some time. Without the window open, it
would have been difficult to see clearly through the glass as it too was covered with dirt and
water stains.It was a comfortable spring afternoon now that the thunderstorm had passed, and I
could feel the breeze making its way under my door and escaping through the window to the
outdoors. I could smell spring in the air; I paused at the scent of the flowers coming from outside
my parents’ bedroom window. I heard my friends playing soccer down the street and laughing. I
longed to be outdoors with my friends, to escape this situation that did not seem real to me. I
wasn’t being punished and could probably go outside on my own, but I wouldn’t do so without
asking my father’s permission, but I did not want to speak with him. I decided it would be best to
wait it out, wait for the conversation between parent and daughter to come to an end. How long
was I speaking with my mother for? Maybe two hours? I grabbed a pillow off my bed and placed
it on the carpeting under my head, staring up at the ceiling.My entire ceiling was decorated with
a collage of old Dairy Queen window posters I had obtained from the local store I frequented just
prior to it going out of business. Hot fudge sundaes, banana splits, dilly bars, parfaits, malts, and
shakes of all flavors. I’m sure I had the full collection up there on my ceiling. I can’t tell you why I
decided to staple all of those posters to my ceiling, nor could I tell my parents, who didn’t take
too kindly to me redecorating my room that way. I was just lucky that they didn’t make me take
them all down, but then they knew that they would have to stucco over all the holes in the ceiling
from the staples.
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J.Merod, “My mentor. Mike, just wanted to say that I love you, brother. I appreciate all you have
taught me in the corporate world.My review is a bit biased yes, but Mike's life and struggle in it is
a real and sometimes typical scenario for many. Mike is courageous to share his life with us and
allow his vulnerability to empower us all. Please read this and let it give you permission to share
your own story.See you soon, Mike...”

Dave Dicks, “My friend. Mike, thank you for putting on to words what has been your life. I always
knew you had an inner strength and I am glad to see it win through.  Fraternally yours, Dave.”

The book has a rating of  5 out of 3.6. 3 people have provided feedback.
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