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Jenifer continues to showcase her struggles with her healing journey and lets us into her
deepest darkest subconscious mind. What starts off as hypnotherapy sessions with her good
friend and Certified Hypnotherapist, Lisa, turns into a rollercoaster of a ride as Jenifer struggles
to find her new identity and pursue the idea of what she thinks love is. The journey through her
subconscious mind starts to weave in and out of parallel lives, spirituality and the connections
between the past, present and future versions of herself and others. Her channeling starts to
dive deeper into the connection with the invisible world of spirits and then into science and
quantum physics, connecting and bridging the gap between all different possible lives we are
living, simultaneously. The work Lisa and Jenifer have done and experienced here is tangible
evidence that if you follow your intuition, you can only learn more about yourself and have the
capacity to shift consciousness. This, in turn, shifts the illusionary reality world around you. Life
is a movie and you are the director of your own happiness. Life is simply a Choose Your Own
Adventure book waiting to be rewritten, over and over again. We are the alchemists.
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struggles to find her new identity and pursue the idea of what she thinks love is. The journey
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PrefaceIt is my honor to assist Jenifer in dissecting parts of this life and bringing forth healing, or
should I say removing blocks in energy in order to open to the natural, harmonious flow of which
we come and are also inescapably, a synergistic part of. You see Jenifer and I have been, and
will continue to be intertwined throughout eternity, from one lifetime to another, or more aptly put,
one dimension to the next simultaneously. It took some years in this particular lifetime, with
Jenifer on the East coast and me on the West, to reconnect. However, through the catalyst of us
both being drawn to studies in the healing arts, through an online program, we were finally
together again! Through the course of our studies, we both realized capabilities that were unique
to each of us. Jenifer took her own path away from the program, amplifying her tremendous
skills of mediumship and psychic abilities, and I continued on to hone my method and technique
as a hypnotherapist, specializing in past life regression.I am quite certain that in the realm of
pure spirit, we contracted with each other to assist and to remind each other of our highest
purpose in any and all dimensions. This work serves as one such reminder.Lisa Taylor CHt The
journey to healing is never ending. This book is a continuation of my first book, Perfectly
Imperfect, though it can be read separately without having read the first one, as nothing is really



linear. It was my intention of inviting my good friend Lisa, who is a Clinical Hypnotherapist, to
embark on a journey with me in combining our gifts and modalities through hypnosis and my
ability to channel and be connected to my subconscious mind and the universal information at
large in order to dissect my experiences and heal what has been hidden way deep down inside
me. We had an idea what to do and how to do it and so we went with it, knowing full well that the
universe might take us elsewhere. We were ok with whatever happened as we both know that
everything happens for a reason. All names have been changed, all channeled events can be
called fiction or truth of the mind depending on what plane of existence you reside in at the time
of reading. Some events are from the past, the present and some are from the future. They are
all different lifetimes and different parallel universes, depending on your belief system. This is for
entertainment purposes only, although I lived all of this. This is my story, one of the
subconscious mind and of the collective consciousness. Nothing written is for damaging
purposes or for ill intent, in fact the only person it makes look bad is myself. Anything else taken
as such is a projection. Jenifer Krause, B.Msc. 

1The Past

1Compassion In A ComaSpring: 1990Cloudy overcast night, wearing my jeans that are 10 sizes
too big at the young age of 12. Skater pants with maroon wingtip Doc Martens. I saw a puddle
and had to jump in it. Don't worry, no one was looking. After all, I should look sad since my sister
and I are being brought to the hospital to see my mother who is there waiting in the ICU.A little
water can't hurt and puddles are fun to jump into. I always had a very juvenile way about myself.
A product of not having a decent childhood, I am assuming. I loved jumping in puddles, I never
understood why people were always afraid of getting water on them. There was something
cleansing about water to me, especially puddles. I looked down at the puddles as I walked by
them seeing my own reflection. It was hard to look at myself in the mirror of the bathroom but in a
reflective mirror of a puddle you can manipulate it or smash it until you can’t see the reflection
anymore. The puddles of rain on asphalt were even more forgiving. You can only see the obvious
shape of your face and your hair, but not the fine details that often repelled me from seeing my
own image in the mirrored reflection. The puddles were forgiving and easy to manipulate when
needed. I remember walking up to the hospital with my puddle soaked pants and a hidden smile
from the fun of jumping and getting wet. As we got closer to the automatic sliding motion sensor
doors, I remember not feeling anything at all. No emotions, no thoughts, nothing. It was as if I
was a shell of a human being and my soul had left as if hovering above the physical version of
itself. Completely disconnecting from reality in order to get through the act of being in this waking
state of reality and what I was about to witness. We walk into the hospital and everything is bright
and white. I remember everything feeling clean and sterile, cold. Lifeless. There was a strong
smell of newly bleached floors and an unhealthy stench of bodily fluids that filled the air around
me and merged together in my sinus cavities. I tried not to gag as we walked down the hall to



check in on my mother's progress. I hope she dies. I thought to myself. She wanted to die
anyway, may as well give her what she wanted..right God? There is a God isn't there? If there is
one then he would let her die because she’s had enough pain of her own. This would be the
perfect scenario for her to move on. Unless of course God has a sense of humor and wants to
really mess up my life even more. Let us see how this plays out. It wasn't a part of the hospital
that I had ever seen before, and I have seen parts of it in my day. When my sister and I were
about 8 and 9 years old we were riding our bikes up and down the street in our townhouse
development. There was a huge grass field in the middle of the development and surrounding it
were streets offshooting in all directions of rows and rows of townhouses all connected to one
another. Our house was on the corner of the street with the side of the house neighboring the
park and the really long street that led all the way to one of the two entrances to the
development. My mother always came back from work at the same entrance. We were latch key
kids at the time so we were spending time riding up and down the street until our mother drove
her black Camaro with the T tops down all the way home. As we started to see her drive up my
sister took it upon herself to call out to my mother to grab her attention. My mother always
blasted her music in the car, even if we screamed to turn it down from the pain in our ears while
being passengers. I think she wanted to drown out our existence. This worked for her often and
even in this moment when my sister is flailing her arms in the air saying “Mom, look no hands!”
My sister and the bike she rode upon went about another 10 to 12 feet before it hit the curb and
flung my sister straight up into the air, up and over the handlebars until she landed on the grass,
completely disoriented. My mother doesn't even look up from the steering wheel as she is
determined to finish her drive to get home as quickly as possible so she can “unwind.” My sister
gets up from the ground as my mother pulls into the driveway and walks into the house as if she
doesn't hear my sister sobbing uncontrollably or me crying out to her for help. Our bikes were left
there in the street as my sister and I ran back to the house to try to get my mother's attention. My
mother methodically goes through her regular routine after a long day of work. She comes into
the house, puts her car keys down with her pocket book on the dining room table. She walks
straight to the kitchen to pour herself a beer to help her unwind and let go of the stress of the
day. She would take out the clear pint glass from the freezer that she put in there the evening
before in preparation. She pulled the beer out of the fridge and started to pour it into the frosted
pint glass as we stood there in distress. My mom was totally unphased by the whole thing, telling
my sister to stop being so dramatic. My sister stood there holding onto her forearm with the other
hand and asked for help as her face turned bright red from the emotional distress and the
streams of tears pouring down her face. I didn't know what to do but stood and watched as my
mother took sips from her glass before putting it down to continue on to her next routine of
changing out of her work clothes into more comfortable clothes which in the warmer weather
meant shorts so short they were riding up her ass crack and a very low cut tank top with no bra.
As she went upstairs to change, my sister got increasingly more agitated. Something was very
wrong. She would usually stop crying by now even if she didn't get the attention she was



seeking, she eventually would just give up. This was clearly not for attention or she would have
been quiet by now. As my mother stayed in her room with her beer and lit her first cigarette after
being at home, I walked over to my sister to see if I could do anything. I looked down at her arm
and finally realized the situation she was in. Her bone, white as day, was sticking straight up
through her skin. Clearly her arm was broken. What's odd now that I think back and now
understand a little bit more where my mother was coming from (though that's a bit hard to
believe) there wasn't really any blood, none at all actually, that I can remember. Just a white
bone popping through the surface of some epithelial tissue. Once I saw that, I tried really hard to
get my mother's attention while she sat in her bedroom behind her door with my sister still
screaming in pain in the background. She finally comes out to refill her pint glass that was less
frosted and as she's walking towards the kitchen, I beg her to listen to me. “Mom, you should
really take her to the emergency room, I think she broke her arm.” She continued to dismiss my
sister and I, and as she went along her routine of unwinding, my voice got loud. “Mom! Look at
her arm, there's something sticking out! I think her bone is sticking out!” This not only got my
mothers attention, but my sister finally realized it too and it made her reaction even worse than
before, as if it was even possible. By this time her forearm was bright red and swollen from the
impact and there was no denying my sister's dramatic reaction was fully warranted. We finally
went to the emergency room and hours later my sister had been treated with a cast from her
wrist going up past her elbow which was bent and hanging from a sling wrapped around her
opposite shoulder. My sister spent the rest of the summer getting attention from having a cast
from all her friends as they signed it and drew flowers all over it. I felt bad for her as we went
through the summer with swimming and she wasn't able to experience it the same as past
summers. I guess this time it was my mother's turn to be in the hospital. We continued walking
down the halls until we found the desk to ask the status of my mother. We must now be in the
intensive care unit. It wasn't the ER. It wasn't as hectic as the ER was. It was cleaner, there were
less people around, the lights were a bit dimmer and there was no chaos of people waiting in a
waiting room to be treated. There was quiet not only from there not being any chaos with
patients but there was a quietness from an overall sense of despair in the air that seemed
palpable to touch. Before we get escorted into the room to visit with my mom, the nurse makes
us wait to speak to the doctor first. The doctor, who was an older gentleman with gray hair and
thin wire framed glasses, walked us over to the side of the hallway so no other person could hear
what he was about to say to us. My stepfather stands there with the most desperate look in his
eyes as he waits to receive the news from one set of lips to his ears.“I'm sorry, but it doesn't look
good.”We all stare back at the doctor with complete blank looks on our faces. Our face
complections and eyes all match each other with pale, white skin and the look of emptiness from
our eyes. Deciding we all should leave our bodies again because none of us want to hear the
rest of what the doctor has to say. The words are said and our ears are hearing but we just stand
there motionless, emotionless, with nothing to respond back with. “I have to prepare you for the
worst case scenario. If she comes out of the coma, she will have brain damage. But there is a



chance she will not come out of it at all.” Oh. Ok. My brain started to function again though I still
think I wasn't really in my body fully. I hope she never comes out of the coma. I hope she loves
where she is and decides not to come back. Stay asleep, dead forever, so I can get on with my
life free from the pain and suffering she caused me everyday with her presence. These are the
things I thought about as a teenager being put in that position.The night before, my mother and
stepfather were at the local tavern. One of their favorite spots to frequent, where all of their
friends were and everyone knew their names. They were drinking, as usual, and from what I
know to be true was that there was an altercation, which made my step father go to a different
bar while my mother stayed there. When you mix alcohol and an already altered state of reality,
problems are bound to arise and come to the surface. As it was apparent that evening. *** I
wrote the above chapter as a teenager, full of anger and resentment and wrote about it briefly in
my first book, Perfectly Imperfect. I blamed my mother and many others for things in my life when
in reality I needed to look inward instead of blaming or being a victim of circumstance. Thirty
years later I am now 42 years old and have done a lot of healing from this event and many others
I had experienced throughout my life. It is the intention of Lisa and I to come together in these
hypnotherapy sessions in hopes of finding more clarity with these events and whatever else
decides to come forward. To find deeper meaning, healing, and to aid in others' own journeys of
growth and expansion. I will continue to go in and out of the therapy sessions and include
portions of my own recollection of the events outside of the trance state to provide more details
and to bring things together. We ultimately are following our spirit and the energy of the book
itself and letting it lead the way. Although we have an intention, and a plan of how to write this
book together, we are understanding that the energy and universe may have a different plan. We
fully surrender to it because we trust and know that there is an ultimate plan, one much higher
than we can witness or see at this timeLisa guided me into a light trance, or meditative state and
took me back in time to when this event had occurred in the past. Here are the results of the
session with more details of the event woven in. *** Fall 2020Jenifer: My mother thought he was
being too nice to other women and it triggered her jealousy issues but my step father was a
generally nice and kind hearted person to everyone, not just to pretty women, to everyone. My
mother didn't like it, she only saw what was being reiterated from past unresolved issues within
herself. They got into a fight at the bar, he left the bar, and my mother went into the bathroom to
take all of her antidepressant pills and passed out onto the floor. It wasn't until later when
someone else walked into the women's bathroom that she was found lifeless and unconscious.
The bar staff called for an ambulance and she was taken to the hospital. She was in a coma
when she arrived at the hospital and that is where we are going to pick up now. Lisa: Can you
describe what you are feeling, seeing and experiencing at this time.Jenifer: Yes, I am at the
hospital and we are there because my mother woke up from the coma 3 days later. I am feeling I
need to say some things to her that I did not say in person when it actually happened. (Jenifer
speaking to Mother in trance state) “Why did you act the way you acted? Why do you not care if
you live or die? Why do you continue to drink and party and not be there for me? You say you are



going to change but that is because you have to say that. You don't change unless a court
makes you change and that is only temporary because you just tell them what they want to hear.
You always lie to them and to me. You always go back to being the same person. Why?!” I feel
like I need to channel to get the answer. Through channeling we are able to talk to our intuition,
the universe, God, the creator or our higher selves. Some talk to specific entities, or to the
energy of specific objects or just energy itself of the collective. It is different for everyone that is
able to connect in this way, but we all are able to connect. Our state is only different as to what
we can reach and how clear the channel is. I have made it clear that I will only let in the energy
that is most beneficial to me and the helping of raising the vibration of earth in whatever way I
can. Unless I ask for a specific thing otherwise, or a person that has passed, only the most light
filled, beneficial energy is allowed into my field. From here on out in this book when the words
are italicized then it means I am channeling. Jenifer, your mother needed to experience these
things because she was put into your life for you to learn and understand that compassion and
love does not come easy for many people. You've had to learn this lesson the hard way because
you chose to experience it this way before you were born. Your mother drank and continues to
drink because she is unaware of the abilities she has of her own. She hides them because she is
scared of herself. This is why you chose her for a mother. You have also been afraid of yourself
and your own power. You are able to be aware of yourself and see this in her now which has
forced you to be and work towards the best version of yourself. If you didn't have her as a mother
you would not be able to be the person you are today. You would have continued to live lives
where you dance around the idea of coming into your true self. The only way to get there fully is
by experiencing the mother and father you have chosen, the experiences you have witnessed
and gone through. Now we will bring you forward in time because this event has also caused
something else within you. The coma she had and the lie she told you is one that she continues
to this day. She was sober for a period of time during the time she lived at an inpatient
rehabilitation facility. You also experienced this in your own life by being in a rehabilitation facility.
We need you to be made aware of the connection now. Although you went in unwilling and did
not have a problem with addiction, you had to experience what it was like to live in rehab
because it was a reflection of your own mind state of where you were at the time and also had to
heal your own mother's trauma of being in a rehab facility. Your mother placed that upon you
because of her own unresolved issues for being forced into the same situation years earlier. She
forced you to go there without any reason, whatsoever. She was also forced to go to the inpatient
rehab by the hospital and the mental health evaluation done on her because they did not see
her fit to enter back into society. She tried to get out of it but was unable to. She lost control of
what she wanted to do and so, she made you go through a similar experience years later. This
was a subconscious thing, however. You must all be aware that this is an energetic state and not
one that she did purposely to get back at you in a conscious way. You will also need to know that,
that experience also triggered a response within you. It triggered neglect and abandonment from
your mother and that's exactly where your own mother was at the time of her imprisonment



within the rehab facility. You also need to experience what it was like to be there from an outside
perspective. Jenifer: I never put those things together. We both were in rehab facilities. Wow.
Lisa, what do we do? Lisa: Do we need to go to a past life? No. That has been resolved. Just by
bringing the awareness to it was enough for that part to be resolved. But there are questions Lisa
needs to ask Jenifer and other things that do need to be resolved. Lisa: How many parts need to
be resolved? Is this all or is there more that we need to look at? There are three things that need
to be brought forward from this discussion.Number one is the lesson she needed to learn about
having a mother that had this experience. We have discussed it and that is all that needs to be
said. Number two is that there is an unresolved issue in Jenifer’s mind that needs to be brought
forward. It is a block that is keeping her from witnessing her own experience while her mother
was in the hospital bed. Jenifer: I don't know what that means. The block is that you do not want
to relive this life again. You will not need to relive it again if you can see yourself in the room with
your mother at the hospital. Lisa: Can you do that?Jenifer: Yes, hold on….(I was trying hard to
concentrate on what that experience was like and then I started to cry. I cut myself off so much to
those parts of my life that when I started putting myself in the room with her the emotions and
pain just flooded in.)Lisa: We gotchu girl.Jenifer: (After taking some time to feel that experience
in my mind, I brought my current self there to re-experience it.) My mother laid there in the
hospital with tubes coming out of her mouth and her face looking pale and almost a greenish tint
to her skin. She looked lifeless, or rather soulless because the machines made her continue to
have a life. I just stood there and had no emotion at all. Instead of wanting her to die as I did at
age 12, I looked at her this time from a different perspective. I started to feel bad for her. I started
to see her for a human being who felt hurt and neglected by her own mother. I started sobbing
there as I stood next to her hospital bed.Jenifer: In the past, I had blocked it with anger instead
of having compassion for her. I started to sob in real time while Lisa was there holding space for
me. I let it out and continued with wiping the tears from my eyes. The anger that was inside of me
was being released as I sat there and cried next to her in the hospital room. As the anger left me
I felt an overwhelming amount of compassion enter into those empty spaces instead. I had to
transform that anger into compassion. I had to change the outcome from the past event. Jenifer:
Ok, is that resolved? Yes. (Moment of pause while I am gathering composure.) The third lesson
is understanding the value of being compassionate and understanding of those around
you. Jenifer: (I had a vision of myself in a building I remembered.) It's with my own experience at
a rehab...was I not understanding of people when I was there? You were understanding but to
the detriment of your own energy, in fact it is why you received the pain that was inflicted upon
you inside the facility. You were there to learn a lesson and instead you ended up inflicting more
pain on yourself that was not necessary. This is why the experience you had there was so
extreme. You let it happen as you chose the victim state and let others affect you so dramatically.
You were only understanding what it was like to be a victim and it only made matters worse for
you. *** Winter 1993It was almost Christmas break, in 10th grade, at age 15. I had another few
days of school left before Christmas break, as I made my way to my favorite class, Art. I was just



starting to get ready to finish a huge painting that lay waiting for me on an easel nearby. As I
stood there deciding how to add paint to the canvas someone from the office had entered the
classroom and proceeded to ask me to gather my belongings and step out of the room into the
hallway. I walked out of the Art room with belongings in hand to see Lupe waiting for me there in
the hallway. She was my state appointed social worker from the Childhood Protective Services.
She had come into my life a few months earlier when someone had called Child Protective
Services on my mother. She came to our house every week and checked in frequently. It didn't
matter though, she never did anything with the truths I told her as I was labeled a liar by my
mother to protect herself and paint a certain type of picture for the family that we really didn't
have. That I was a troublemaker not worthy of trusting.Lupe directed me to take her to my locker.
Totally unaware of what was happening, I started walking to it and looked at her as she wouldn't
look me in the eyes. She ignored all of my questions. Once in front of my locker she told me to
open it. As I did, she says that I need to take all my books out and everything I might need.
Totally confused, I demanded answers. She makes a lame excuse, that I have to go to a meeting
and it may take a while to drive there so bringing all my books would help me to keep busy with
homework. It was enough to shut me up and to stop asking questions.As I am escorted off the
property, with her holding onto one of my arms and the staff following close behind, I see my
friend Andrea from Art class in the hallway who has a terrified look on her face and asks if
everything is ok. I said I don't know. I am then put into the social workers car and she drives off of
school property with me trapped inside of it. We didn't say a word for a good hour before she told
me we needed to drive to her house so she could grab something first. It felt like forever while I
waited in her car. I thought about fleeing, thought about running in her house, thought about
looking for a place to hide, but I still didn't know what I was in for. Had I known then what I know
now I would have been booking down the street the second she put the car into park.After about
another half hour or so of driving through long winding roads and tree lined streets, we pull up to
a small, really plain looking building. She escorts me inside, and there I wait. Sitting in a chair for
a few minutes until I then get escorted into a business style room with a long table and chairs
wrapped around it with random looking people filling them. The room felt huge but the table felt
even bigger. The huge oblong oval shaped table looked serious and made me start to realize
that something bad was about to go down. I just had zero context as to what I was in for.
Absolutely zero ideas. The man at the head of the table introduces himself to me as the head of
operations at the rehabilitation facility. Did he just say, “Rehabilitation facility?” Yes. Yes he
did.“But, I don't do drugs,” I said. “That's not what we have learned,” He replied back. “But I don't
do drugs. I swear!” “That is called denial, Jenifer. And we are here to help you get treatment.”“But
I don't DO DRUGS!” I screamed. My whole body is starting to freak out at this point. I did not
understand what was happening. What are they trying to do to me? How did I get here? I was so
confused and in a total state of shock.“Have you ever done drugs?” He asked. “I took a sip of my
mom's beer once or twice...I do smoke cigarettes. But I am not a drug addict. I don't do
drugs.” “Ok Jenifer, let us each introduce ourselves so we can get started.” “I don't do drugs.



There is no way I’m staying here.”“Yes, you are staying here, you have no choice.”And then starts
the tears, screaming and kicking down my face. As if I was the definition for This is how a drug
addict would act. Insert video demonstration of me freaking out. I just couldn't believe it. “I f*cking
don't do drugs.” “Jenifer, your mother told us all about your drug habit.” “MY MOTHER?!!” I
screamed. I had completely lost it at that point.It was clear we weren't getting anywhere, but
what they got across to me was that I was being admitted into this rehabilitation facility and had
no choice in the matter. I was about to hit the “blackout” period. “Blackout” is when you enter
rehab and you aren't allowed to have any outside contact with anyone. No matter what. It helps
addicts to withdraw from those connections from the outside world that enabled them to use. At
least, that's what I have learned. Some rehabs have 48 hours, some longer. This particular place
was 7 days long. 7 Days with no contact. My social worker quickly left me there, alone and
confused with no answers.During this period of time, in my young adult life, I was “Straightedge”
and listened to my favorite bands that were Shelter and 108. I guess you could categorize
hardcore music as a mix of punk and metal. It was a sub, small genre of music that was not very
big back then. I always disliked it when people asked me what kind of music I liked. I loved rap, I
loved alternative, but when I would say “hardcore” people would reply with “hardcore what?” I
always preferred not to answer that question. I also loved going to raves, not to do drugs, but I
loved dancing with my friends. There were plenty of nights were I would go to a hardcore punk
show, and then meet my raver friends at an all night underground rave in the city of Philadelphia
and a few times in New York City. Of course, they were all drug addicts, but not me. I didn't
understand the idea of doing drugs, and being around my friends sober, made me the caretaker
in case anything went wrong with any one of them (which it often did). I was the one who got us
from point A to B via public transportation while all others were intoxicated with various drug
states of altered minds. But not me. I was against all of that being raised the way I was. I wanted
nothing to do with any of it. “Don't you understand, I am Straightedge! Do you know what that
means? It's a whole movement, of being against doing drugs and most people are vegan or
vegetarian. I’m vegetarian and I don't do drugs. I am against it. Look at my books, they’re covered
in lyrics describing how I live a drug free life. Its lyrics are of bands that talk about being sober
and the quest for certainty. Drugs are the exact opposite of everything I stand up for.” I tried
desperately for them to hear my plea. No one listened to me. I'm some punk, freak kid with an
attitude. I don't blame them but they will learn. They are the ones that are wrong. Boy, was I ever
wrong about that. They took me into a room with another social worker and asked me to fill out a
list of questions. “Have you ever tried (insert drug)?”“How many times?”“Have you ever tried
(insert drug)?”“How many times?”“Does anyone you know do drugs?”“Have you ever..did you
ever, how many, how often, how many times. What's your drug of choice? What's your drug of
choice? What's your drug of choice?! “I was in a single room all the while the adults kept
changing. The same questions, over and over again. By the 4th person, which was the nurse,
asking me the same questions, I lost it. I knew they were going to compare my answers and then
I started getting worried. Did my answers all match up? I didn't know! I was so emotionally



charged and in a state of shock and complete panic that I didn't know what was happening or
where I was. I felt insane. I had told the truth though so it all had to match up. The nurse said she
had to check my weight, and then take blood samples. Oh, thank GOD. You're going to test me
for drugs right? Then you will know for sure that I don't do drugs. I am clean. Totally clean. I only
smoke cigarettes...yet I wasn't old enough to smoke, so basically I was in rehab for cigarettes
since they couldn't provide them to me legally. The nurse goes to draw my blood, and all of a
sudden, there’s blood spewing everywhere. All over the wall, all over my clothes, her clothes,
and she drops the box that holds all the new needles and vials all over the floor. Cool. That will
come back clean. I know I am doomed. These people are so incompetent. I am only 15 and I can
see how incompetent these people are. What do you have on me besides my age? I was then
taken to the cafeteria, where I had to spend an hour just signing documents. I had no idea what I
was signing, I was just told to do it and so I did. It was a huge pile, and as I sat there, page after
page of initialing and signing, I couldn't help but get overwhelmed with emotion, and an
increasing amount of sadness and depression was slowly taking over. I just couldn't help but cry.
I was in a foreign place, I had nothing, I had no one. I was nothing. I was no one. It was getting
dark outside and I was losing all hope that I would be able to walk out of there any time soon,
that I would be rescued. I was in prison and I had done nothing to warrant it. *** Lisa: Do you
remember that experience of the pain while in rehab?Jenifer: Oh, yes.Lisa: Can you see it from a
different perspective? Jenifer: Yes. Lisa: What does it look like?Jenifer: I am not really sure. What
do I need to see here? There were two sides that were conflicting. There was a side with two
people that were angry at the world and themselves and everyone in it. There was the other side
which you were put in because of your roommate and you put yourself in a role of being a victim,
because you wanted to feel connected with someone, with anyone, instead of being
understanding but not putting yourself in the state at which they were at. Jenifer: How would I
have been able to do that at such a young age? Lisa: You can do that now. Can you see and
understand why that opposing force of the other two were part of your experience and where
they were coming from? Jenifer: I will try now. *** The facility was relatively small with two main
hallways, one for girls and one for boys, to keep them separated with a cafeteria in the middle
and offices and a nurse station. Down each wing were seperate bathroom facilities and a
laundry closet. The lady that gave me the tour showed me to an empty room, my room. I got
comfortable and noticed a suitcase, already there waiting for me with my things from home,
packed earlier by my mom, without me knowing. As I lay down on the bed, the lady quickly
walked back in and told me that I needed to move rooms already because they needed the room
for someone else. She escorted me down the hall to a room that had a bunk bed, and another
girl that had obviously been there for a long time. Her name was Jenn, and she was pretty plain
looking, compared to my “punk” look. I started to unpack my stuff. I put my makeup in the desk
drawer. I placed my books on top of the desk, and put the few articles of clothing that were
prepacked for me, away in the dresser drawer. Jenn had been there for a while already, but she
wanted to know what was up with me. No sooner had I started to feel comfortable did my world



get turned upside down once again. The very next day, two girls walked down to our room, and
started calling me names. Calling me lesbian, and gay. I didn't understand why they would do
that as I hadn’t even met them yet. That evening Jenn told me she was gay and that the girls
made fun of her and taunted her repeatedly. I was about to not only witness it, but be placed in
the same stereotype. The next morning we were awoken by whoever was on duty at that
moment. Yelling at us to get dressed and quickly line up outside our rooms in the hallway. As we
tried to line ourselves up, the counselor would have to also try and help in wrangling up the
patients who were not as quick to wake up and get dressed. As I stood there half asleep, I
looked across the hall and the two girls I had seen the day before were staring at me, waiting for
the perfect moment to speak.“Lesbo, fag,You gonna do gay sh*t with Jenn?She turns everyone
gay.You're f*cking gross, fag.You're gonna die, lezbo.You're gonna die.You're gonna get a beat
down b*tch.Don't fall asleep, cause we are gonna get you.Watch your back.Just watch it cause
you're gonna die.Don't fall asleep tonight because we're coming after you both.”Holy sh*t. I was
dying inside. These two girls from the city apparently were younger than me, and tough as all of
hell. I didn't do a thing to them and they were already plotting my death. These girls you had to
believe were capable of inflicting pain onto others. Jenn took me under her wing, she tried to
calm my nerves down, as she had dealt with them for a few days already. I was petrified. Later
that day after our mandatory sessions with various therapists, and a morning group session, the
two city girls stopped by our room and decided that I needed to be made even more afraid. They
had made some sort of weapons out of bars of soap, and long tube socks and wanted us to see
them. They taunted me saying to me they were going to beat the crap out of me while I was
asleep. I was very afraid, but it worked. That night Jenn and I had decided to move the bunk
beds over to the door in order to block it because none of the doors had locks on them. In a
rehab facility you are not allowed to have any sort of privacy at all. It ended up working because
late at night the girls did try to come back to our room to hurt us. They pushed and pushed and
were unable to open the door up. Since they couldn't get in we were safe, even if it was only
temporarily. 
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