
God Loves Weird People (Abridged)

The uncut version of this article is as long as a short novel, it's basically a biography of him. To 
make it readable for a magazine, I shortened it. You'll miss details like how he gets expelled from a 
Catholic School in Kindergarten, or when he was engaged for four days at age nine, or many of the 
other spicy details of his life. This will tell five stories of his life to exemplify what life is like for  
someone with autism and like neurological differences. He has almost never been judged by the 

content of his character and is usually treated very badly because of his autism.

God Loves Weird People: The Account of an Aid Worker in Metaphorical Syria

By, Natalie Burnet

Prologue:

My name is Natalie Burnet and I went to high school with the boy who is the subject of this 
article whom I'll refer to as Abbie. Four years younger than Abbie, I started Wando High when he 
was a senior but I know him very well, I've spent many afternoons talking to him about his life on 
sweet summer days at the I'On Boathouse and he's had quite a life but he's weird and autistic and it 
hasn't been an easy life. This article is to describe the life, traumas, and problems that affect people 
who aren't neurotypical. The progress we've made in accepting and loving our mentally ill, autistic, 
and otherwise different people is far behind women's and Gay rights. This details one case study 
who represents his class of people, what he's been through is nasty, horrific, tragic, and often brutal. 
I've heard many times people say something like “Gays are just normal people.”, that's an insult to 
people who aren't normal. That means that if the people didn't act normal, they wouldn't be 
acceptable. Indeed, that's society approach to people like Abbie.

He was peed on for his 18th birthday, at 19, a boy wiped his wee-wee on a piece of baloney 
and tricked into eating it, at 20, he was peed on at the after party for his uncle's funeral by a friend 
of the family and the other friends laughed and cheered that boy on. The most beautiful part about it 
is, he forgave every single one of them, every time they did something, he'd often literally tell them 
he forgave them and tried to make up with them afterwards. He wanted to be Gandhi, and that's how 
he dealt with his bullies: love. And for that, I will always adore him.

Today, faced with that, most people would suggest that you should either tattle or shrink into 
a “safe-place” but that's not the way love is made. To tattle would be extorting them to treat him 
civilly out of fear, that's not making love, to run would be to give power to their malice and there 
isn't love in that relationship. No, the only way is to stay, take their beatings, and show them Grace. 
That's what he believed and that's what he practiced. Furthermore, his relative lack of self-pity was 
impressive. Abbie certainly had some during the worst days of his being bullied but it wasn't much 
and even that diminished as he lived.

Now, he laughs when he thinks and talks about those experiences because he was morally  
stronger than them, he'll even cackle a little when he says “He spit in my face, and cussed me out, 
and they repeatedly made death threats and repeatedly told me to commit suicide.” His life isn't 
much better now but he handles it remarkable well. The College of Charleston is not a setting with 
many rednecks or classic frat boys like you'd find in the hallways of Wando or among the cliques of 
Charleston's lower-upper class. It's highly unlikely that boys are going to throw rocks at him, corner 
him in a driveway with a slingshot, or threaten to kill him at this campus like they did in his former 
life. In some ways, though, the College is still very much, not an easy place to be weird.

Bullying is not the greatest fear or only prejudice weird people face. The scariest thing for a 
weird person is to be is feared, and the greatest prejudice is to be viewed as a subhuman monster, 
which hurts just as much as physical abuse. It is more likely for a weird person to be seen as 



dangerous and for someone to exaggerate or lie about them than for others, many weird people live 
in constant fear of an “Abigail Williams”. Abbie's being weird has contributed to his both getting in 
and almost getting in trouble when he's a completely harmless person.

Depending on the setting and the case, the afflicted person can either be seen and treated as a 
freak, a retard, or both. As they say P.T. Barnum thrived in the golden age of eugenics. No one at the 
College today would see an Italian or a Jew as of inferior humanity, of course not, Italians and Jews 
aren't mentally different than regular folks but the people who are actually mentally different: those 
people, at the College, are seen as eugenically inferior today.

So this is a story of eugenics, living in a society that believes in it, and being one of the 
people on the sad end of that. Unfortunately, there are no pretty Victorian Balls the eugenicists 
attend, instead, they're cheap ragers with even cheaper beer. 

Part I: Homeless in Salem: Living in Fear of Your Family

The first case the article will cover is set over the course of two weeks in the Autumn of 
2013 in and around a paternal cousin of his, whom will be referred to as Nathan, and his girlfriend, 
referred to as Cecelia. It takes place over the course of three visits with his cousin and ends with 
Abbie abandoning his family out of fear of Cecelia whose misperceptions of him not only 
dehumanize him and stress him but ultimately cause him to fear her enough to fear returning to his 
family.

Abbie's cousin was a member of the I'On Crew and Abbie had avoided him and his friends 
for a long time (for reasons mentioned, at length, later) but in September 2013, the I'On crew was 
somewhat disintegrating and Abbie felt comfortable hanging out with his cousin. Abbie barely knew  
Cecelia, he had met her at his uncle's funeral and the after party for it and once or twice since, but 
they didn't know each other very well.

Abbie and Cecelia had in common that they were both liberal (she was quite moderate) and 
relatively civilized among the redneck-like frat-boys that were the I'On Crew but the similarities 
end about there. I hate using this term, but there isn't a better one: Cecelia was a “Nancy Grace” 
soccer mom, aged 16. She was somewhat an overachiever and authority's pet. I mean this sincerely, 
I don't mean to sound petty, she feigned maturity and was arrogant about her being a member of 
BETA Club and how she was more cultured than her boyfriend and his friends although she merely 
considered them silly but likable frat-boys, they weren't different enough to earn her scorn, just a 
little gloating. When Abbie came to Nathan's house, recently flunked out of college for 
psychological trauma, jobless, and alone, Cecelia was the first to judge and blame him.

That was just his place in life, as far as his state of being, her perception of his being 
abnormal further added to her belief that he was pathetic, that and he was prone to be immature and 
unethical. By what she thought that meant, would Nancy Grace think a hippie was mature or 
ethical, no. (Nancy Grace versus Abbie Hoffman is a good description it felt like) Abbie was more 
liberal and cultured than the I'On Crew members as well but in Cecelia's eyes, he was less mature 
and lower than them. At their first meeting, they entered a debate about whether the US during the 
late Victorian era was a third world country. Abbie argued that it was, Cecelia that it wasn't. After 
Cecelia repeatedly discredited him over his position in life, especially his having flunked out of 
college. Abbie turned to the internet to find a source to back him up. At this point Cecelia called off 
the debate and accused the having of a debate as a petty verbal fight started by Abbie on account of 
his immaturity and that politics is an inappropriate topic for family. (that wasn't her position earlier) 
Abbie, having been pretty seriously insulted by Cecelia, continued to get a source and he got one: 
the per capita GDP, adjusted for inflation, of America since the 19 th Century and Abbie was 
vindicated. Cecelia retorted the source was Wikipedia, Abbie attempted to show her the source was 
not Wikipedia and she refused to look. Instead, she reiterated her former attack on his behavior, now 
in a more wary and forceful tone and language and threatened to call his aunt if he continued. 

Afraid, Abbie walked back to his house. At the second gathering, after a medium-length, 
tense, coexistence the subject of Abbie's life position emerged and Cecelia directly addressed it and



 harshly berated Abbie for the condition of his life, a jobless, college flunk-out, and the fact that he 
was hanging out with teenagers aged 21. Abbie outright told her what she was doing was cruel and 
wrong, and Cecelia ultimately conceded. They hugged and Abbie spent many minutes crying into 
her shoulder and hugging her tightly, he needed a girl to do that to. Cecelia still perceived Abbie as 
lower than everyone else but now regarded him without antagonism. Their issues weren't over, the 
previous visit, she threatened to get him in trouble for doing nothing wrong justified, in her mind, 
by her misperception of him. She still saw him that way, she just no longer scorned him. And that 
meant she was dangerous. It's not that she lied, she saw something warped and exaggerated on the 
first visit through her “Nancy Grace” version of reality. She believed what she had said to him, even 
if it was irrational, she believed it. It's not uncommon for the autistic, and it gets worse.

About two weeks later, being bored and alone, Abbie walked from his house in I'On to his 
cousin's house in Hobcaw where his cousin was babysitting his adopted sister with a degree of 
negligence and doing household chores. After a short period of conversing between them, his cousin 
went downstairs and played “Grand Theft Auto” and invited Abbie to join him. Abbie doesn't play 
video games, and has no use for anything like “Grand Theft Auto”, he's too good and clean to want 
to role-play a gangster and he also thought the game was racist, portraying hispanics and Italians as 
guidos and was a little surprised that it was actually socially acceptable in 2013. 

Abbie spent the better part of the hour attempting to convince his cousin to abandon the 
game, but his cousin continued and began randomly attacking civilians within the game. Abbie took 
issue with this to which his cousin attacked more to offend Abbie claiming they're not real and 
Abbie's being put off is illogical. Powerless to stop him, and wanting less to be alone, Abbie 
endured watching it. Soon thereafter, it was over and his cousin suggested they go to Moe's for 
lunch. Which they did.

After Abbie, his cousin, and his cousin's sister, left Moe's his cousin received 
communication from his girlfriend that she wished to see him at the Freshberry where she worked 
in the Bi-Lo plaza on Shellmore since the location had been empty for hours. Not wanting Abbie 
along for their being together, his cousin offered to take Abbie home, Abbie asked to be dropped off 
on I'On square. Immediately after Abbie arrived on I'On square, not wanting to be alone, he walked 
to the Freshberry. In the Freshberry, his cousin was disappointed but his cousin's girlfriend's 
emotions were worse. She saw Abbie's intrusion as rude and unacceptable and had seemed to 
otherwise have reassessed him as a human being since their brief period of positivity of their 
previous meeting and slid back into her earlier assessment of him. After a tense greeting, Abbie 
abandoned his attempt to interact with them and walked over to his cousin's sister who was alone 
and melancholy sitting by a window.

His cousin's sister liked him, unlike his cousin who, for their personality differences 
exemplified in the argument about playing Grand Theft Auto, tolerated his presence because they 
shared paternal grandparents.This girl couldn't be more enthralled with Abbie and the reason is 
important to what happened next. Small children and special needs people, of which this girl was 
both, always like Abbie. Abbie is exceptionally good with them because of Abbie's thirteen years in 
Special Ed. It had only been three years since he was in an LD class with the sad cases who will 
never be seen as human, they who are doomed to die virgins, who will work menial, minimum 
wage jobs for the duration of their Earthly lives with no hope of advancement or respect, and they 
are aware of all that. He is of their class, he can relate to them, he knows their pain and their 
hopelessness. Thirteen years in Special Ed taught Abbie to never talk to someone like a retard, 
regardless of their IQ, they can tell if you see them as inferior, if you speak on your own reading 
level, they feel like you see them as human. The term “Buddy” is equivalent to the “N” word for 
people from Special Ed. Call them brother, sister, friend, or by their name, but don't call them 
“Buddy”.

In this case, she was a special needs eight year old and Abbie was speaking to her on his 
own reading level and she was enthralled because he was the only person ever to treat her like a 
human. An experience he had many times on the short bus at Wando, where special needs students 
emotionally clung to him because a “normal” kid saw them and treated them as human. Even when 



his comrades on the short bus didn't understand what he told them, they were overwhelmed with 
relief and joy that someone would talk to them as an equal, as a human. The same was happening in 
the Freshberry. Abbie's simple lecture and style lifted up the long marginalized spirit of a girl who 
had never been treated like a human before.

Everything he had said was “G-rated”, it was about his time at Evergreen, but his cousin's 
girlfriend perceived his speaking about college to her, and in an advanced syntax, as inappropriate 
for a special needs eight year old in addition to her seeing him as weird and being uncomfortable 
with him around the girl. She told him to stop and he rose to explain there was nothing he said that 
the girl shouldn't know about, and that the girl seemed to thoroughly enjoy the lecture. His cousin's 
girlfriend was unfazed, and argued back something that wasn't a response to what he said, saying 
how much she cared about and loved her boyfriend's sister and that she was only eight and so 
innocent, implying that he was a threat to her innocence and safety. Again, none of this was an 
actual counterargument to what Abbie said and barely related to what actually happened. No, this 
was his cousin's girlfriend's paranoid, “Nancy Grace”, version of reality. Abbie seemed weird, and 
his speech to the child was on an advanced language level so it was out-of-place so her emotional 
self told her to worry. The argument between them looked like Carl Sagan versus Nancy Grace, his 
reasoned defense and her emotional appeal.

Unwilling to insult the girl's human dignity, he resumed speaking to her in a normal tone, 
syntax, and on the same subject and he was immediately ordered out by his angered cousin's 
girlfriend. After a few minutes of loitering outside the window he returned to the Freshberry and his 
cousin's girlfriend was furious and she yelled for him to leave. Abbie stood there to see how far she 
would go. If she called the police, he determined, she was untrustworthy, volatile, and dangerous. 
Nothing he had done warranted anything she did to him, much less arrest, and if she believed she 
needed legal force to protect the girl from him, her perception of him and reality was severely 
misshapen and she had to be dealt with for his safety.

As predicted, after two minutes of yelling, she pulled out her cell phone and threatened to 
call the police and his cousin backed her up. At which point he left for home.

After she had done that, he couldn't trust her. He concluded that she was a real threat to his 
freedom and safety and for him to return to his family, he had to get rid of her. Knowing he would 
probably get his cousin back on account of their being blood relatives, he officially disowned his 
cousin in multiple Facebook posts and placed the blame on his cousin's girlfriend. They were a 
committed relationship of eleven months with no end in sight. Abbie believed it would either break 
them up or, at least, weaken them and make it more likely for them to break up so he could safely 
return to his cousin. 

I agree with his choice, if the girl was inclined to call the police on him for being completely 
harmless, and furthermore, if she did falsely perceive him as dangerous around the girl and was 
otherwise trigger-happy with authority because he was weird then she needed to be gotten rid of. 
Abbie was justified in taking liberal recourse in this situation. The last time something remotely like 
this had happened to Abbie, his best girl in I'On intervened to make sure he was safe, no one was 
coming this time. The Angelic cavalry was not going to march in on his behalf if the situation 
worsened. He was afraid, he was helpless, he was defenseless. There was no way to be a satyagrahi 
here, he did what had to be done.

Abbie didn't want to disown his cousin but when your cousin's dating Abigail Williams 
(literally, she was playing Abigail Williams in the Wando production of “The Crucible”) and you're 
John Proctor, you bite the bullet and do what you have to do to survive. That episode is not the 
worst thing anyone has attempted to to do him because they've seen him as weird. The next story is 
a little worse than previous one albeit the stakes weren't as high, what did happen was worse.

Part II: Life in the Dreamhouse: The Misfits and the Matrix at the College of Charleston

The following tragic narrative from Abbie's life occurs roughly one to two years later at the 
College, involving, specifically, two of the most popular people at the college who will be referred 



to as Ken and Bella. For practical purposes of telling the story I won't use pseudonyms for the 
names of the organizations involved: SDS and SGA. This narrative centers around the founding of 
the College's chapter of Students for a Democratic Society from roughly October 2014 to October 
2015. 

The College of Charleston is a corporate setting, more yuppie than hippie, explicitly 
evidenced in their massive business school filled to the rim with free-market professors and 
complete with the feigned social liberalism characteristic of most colleges which imitates corporate 
America's jumping at opportunities to claim they're environmental or diverse when they're not.

How the administrators handle Abbie is in a brutal, swift, and bureaucratic, manner and the 
SGA members handle him as if he weren't completely human. The system, if anything, is 
sociopathic. Not a psychological trait, but a cultural one. One of Abbie's polisci sayings is 
“Individuals can be altruistic, however, institutions tend to be lizard-brained for very easily 
explained sociological reasons. People who work for them do what's in their power to neutralize 
threats to the welfare of the corporate sole.” How the senators treat Abbie is about his being 
different (tantamount to high school bullying), the bureaucrats have another fear: Students for a 
Democratic Society. A protest denouncing the College's using sweatshop labor to produce its 
merchandise would be poisonous PR. At Evergreen, sweatshop-produced goods in the school store 
was one of the issues Abbie listed in his dorm strike when he deliberately went homeless.

Abbie has made multiple failed attempts to unionize the custodial staff and openly attacked 
the College for accepting money from the Koch Brothers. I'm certain the Dean and the others will 
claim ignorance but I suspect there were political reasons behind the charges not being dropped and 
the threat to arrest him, they'd like him incarcerated. There is evidence, clear evidence of other 
political censorship of the Socialist Left at the College. This entire case is stupid and absurd and 
fueled by fear and hatred.

But the administrators and the prejudiced students won't answer to anyone for this. Abbie's 
not going to be Michael Brown, the College won't turn into Ferguson over this case which involves 
the brutal treatment of a weak autistic boy and the probable punishment for political reasons on the 
part of the bureaucracy.

First however, a little background on how SDS here began. February 2014, Abbie mentioned 
on Facebook that he wished there would be a socialist counter to the College's Koch Brother-funded 
“Adam Smith Week”, a boy whom I will refer to as Merlin who has been an activist around the 
college for years chatted Abbie and they began planning the event. Over the many rounds of chess 
and coffee at Kudu to plan, Merlin said he wished the College would restart SDS but what was to 
Merlin a passing comment, was to Abbie an assignment. The Socialist answer event was the most 
successful Abbie ever had as an activist, sixty people showed up. Unfortunately, they were 
libertarians who were misled by the title of the event: “What Would Adam Smith Do?” The event 
was meant to emphasize Adam Smith's beliefs were far more Keynesian and Socialist than Milton 
Friedman's Chicago School.

Still encouraged by the success of the event, and seeing no real activism at the college, 
Abbie dabbled about beginning the SDS with more energy but was distracted by getting back into 
college and his own mental hellfire. Then, where they story begins, shortly after he began his first 
class back at the college, he met a girl whom recognized him from speaking to the the SGA last year 
about replacing the inorganic Aramark food at the college with something better. She, whom I'll 
refer to as Myrtle, had been impressed by his speech and thought his issues were legitimate, and 
after speaking, they immediately decided to take to issue to the SGA and also immediately clicked 
into an unstable, fledgling, and doomed friendship.

The two exchanged contact information and met regularly over the course of the semester, in 
addition to his coming to SGA meetings to speak and plan. Myrtle and Abbie established two 
projects for themselves, a no-confidence vote on Aramark and starting the SDS with emphasis on 
the Aramark project first, believing it would provide the political fuel and momentum on which to 
launch SDS.

Believing he would find other civically-minded students he could recruit into activism, he 



regularly went to the SGA meetings. However, the senators didn't like Abbie, like a lot of people, 
they thought he was weird. He'd sit in the back and watch the meetings, sometimes he would wait 
until the end to deliver a political speech to the senators. He'd talk to them in person when they left. 
They'd either look at him or try to ignore him and thought it was creepy that he came to so many of 
their sessions. By the beginning of 2015, many of the senators saw Abbie with resentment or 
disdain, and wished he wouldn't come to the sessions.

As Abbie couldn't find a sponsor for SDS, he didn't send in the application and thought 
about doing it underground but this is against CofC policy to allow and Myrtle threatened to report 
him. Around a month into the semester, gambling he could recruit a sponsor (which he did, twice), 
Abbie sent in the application to the SOR board for SDS. Thereafter, at the SOR board meeting. 
Mostly girls, including Bella, and one boy. The boy was the kindest of to Abbie of all the senators, 
probably the only one who'd treated him well (aside from Myrtle). The girls were all senators who 
didn't, the board meeting was about thirty minutes of pounding Abbie about the organization. The 
boy mostly didn't participate in the verbiage, it was the girls.

As brutal and interrogating as the board meeting was, the board had no legitimate reason to 
vote SDS down so it was approved for the next step: the initial senate vote. The debate was intense, 
the senators spent half an hour cynically interrogating Abbie. The senators who most disdained 
Abbie deliberately asked him stupid questions like “The College doesn't take political positions, 
how is this club appropriate?” (How about, the College Democrats, College Republicans, Political 
Economy Club, GSA, APE?) or “You said SDS will host internal debates, that indicates a lack of 
stability.” (What does SGA do?) Those questions were a passive aggressive form of bullying. The 
first vote was 12-12 with multiple abstentions, they held a second vote and the president asked for 
there be no abstentions and the vote was 14-13, in favor.

Before the vote to exit the 28-day waiting period, Abbie had written what he wanted to be 
the most progressive constitution he could write but this became an issue which emerged right 
before the vote. SDS intended to work with the homeless and protocol on how to handle mental 
illness was important. Ken is a man who is quite clumsy and unfamiliar with the different. When 
Abbie had written how to handle the mentally ill in his SDS constitution, Ken asked him to remove 
it. That's an understatement, Ken shook with fear about the constitutional stipulation and begged 
Abbie remove it. It was clear, mental illness, to Ken, meant unknown, weird, freakish, beings, the 
horrific and spooky subhumans that P.T. Barnum owned. People he's seen in horror movies but 
hadn't seen in real life. (I wish that were a hyperbole) In hindsight, Abbie regrets removing the 
stipulation which related to the humane treatment of the mentally ill. But Ken was quite strong and 
fearful of the mention and emphasized that it might stop SDS from being approved, and said if it 
came up Abbie could say it was removed just before the vote. No one mentioned it during the 
debate, the debate was lively and many issues were raised about SDS, but the article in the 
constitution about human rights for the mentally ill was not mentioned once. Only Ken seemed to 
care. Had the article remained, SDS would have passed but Ken would have voted against it.

During the debate, Ken actually raised his voice to say the senators were drilling, quite 
harshly, Abbie because he was “quirky” and autistic and less on the merits of SDS and shamed them 
all for being unprofessional. The Stern Center Ballroom fell silent as the senators reflected on their 
nasty treatment of Abbie. Their remorse was deep enough that SDS received only one opposing 
vote, contrasted with the 14/13 vote it had received the month earlier which is a testament to how 
prejudiced the senators were against Abbie for being different.

For a brief period the senators treated Abbie better, one even hugged him, but I wouldn't 
characterize what they did as one of the miraculous, breakdown, repentances Abbie's bullies had 
done when they foreswore their sins. Those are awesome and beautiful, seeing those is witnessing 
the Grace of God directly before your eyes. But it was enough that Abbie thought he'd be able to 
potentially work with the senators on SDS projects the next year.

Bella, who'd treated like a freakish and awkward boy to that point, said if he was crashing 
she would take him in, she was surprisingly empathetic at that moment, but as history would tell, 
she would eat those words. Not only would she retract that, she would cause him even more trauma 



and stress in the next semester. 
On the third day of classes of the fall semester, Abbie was nervous and emailed Bella, who 

had the previous semester promised to take him if he were emotionally crashing, to ask if he could 
study with her that semester in their psychology class together and if she would help on SDS 
projects (which she had also said she would do). To both she rejected him, albeit in a professional 
manner and with thinly feigned excuses. The rejections themselves would not have caused Abbie 
emotional malady, but the fact that Bella had reverted to her former perception of him as a freakish 
and awkward boy which was implied both in her treatment toward him during the psychology class 
and behind the excuses in the email. Bella almost has plausible deniability in the email. Read like 
legalese, it's kosher, but when a corporate bureaucrat politely tells you you're human scum, they 
may as well have told you that outright.

Thirteen years in Special Ed and living life autistic, you receive enormous amounts of 
language coded telling you you're less than human. You're not loved, you're not accepted, they want 
you gone because you're different. The autistic, except for Aspergers Syndrome, can tell. Aspergers 
can't for their reasons. But that wouldn't cause the issue, Abbie just slunk off. Remember how Ken 
is afraid of the mentally ill, that will be what triggers the issue. 

His humanity marginalized, he couldn't sit through the sermon at The Journey that night at 
Joe Pasta and listened to music in the back sipping sweet tea. The good reverend, who knew Abbie, 
was a little concerned and asked Abbie if he wanted to meet and they arranged to meet the next 
afternoon at Kudu. At the meeting, Abbie tried to belittle what had occurred and shrugged it off, he 
didn't want to be an emotional basket-case for the good reverend so he just said he was rejected by a 
girl for a class project which was quite an understatement. She'd treated him like a complete turd, 
but Abbie wasn't going to drag the good reverend into that.

Abbie had also emailed Ken about starting a CofC-Span (operated by SDS) to cover SGA 
and encourage more civic involvement. In the email, he made an offhand complaint about Bella's 
treatment of him, albeit it was short and vague and the email was mostly about SDS stuff. In the 
response, Ken spent half of the email about the Bella incident. 

Ken was in his typical, fearful and stereotype-based perception of the different. Fitting with 
his perception of the neurologically different, Ken saw himself as a bouncer and Abbie as a freak, 
implicitly dehumanizing him throughout the email. Very forceful and wary in his language, he was 
attempting to scare Abbie out of interaction with Bella. The email was typed in language 
characteristic of how someone inexperienced in the field would talk to a misbehaving mildly-
retarded person. Among it's paragraphs, it cited Bella's short history of being suicidal which in this 
context was uncalled for.

Mentioning suicide is like mentioning 9/11 in a political debate: it's a trump card. It can be 
used in a discussion of national security and foreign policy appropriately or you can throw it into an 
economics discussion to dodge a question like Hillary Clinton did because arguing against 9/11 is 
taboo. Likewise, arguing against suicide is taboo, and likewise it can be exploited. When I mention 
Abbie's long history of being suicidal, there is nothing vague. It's unspun, raw, and in context. 

If something Abbie had said or written had been mean or hateful or something inhuman, the 
like that causes self-destructiveness. The mention would have been appropriate but in this context, 
Abbie was a freak and Ken thought it was an easy way to scare him away.

And scare him it did. In the feigned apology letter he sent later, he claimed it was an anxiety 
attack. While Abbie has high anxiety, for the most part, his fears are legitimate. People have tried to 
and almost seriously hurt him and this was no different.

He emailed Bella that he was desperately afraid of Ken, that Ken was one of the most 
powerful students at the school and that he was weak and defenseless and scared. Bella didn't try to 
calm him or assure him he was safe or make sure he was safe. No, Bella did what any decent person 
would do in that situation: got a cease and desist order against him. (of all of the choices she could 
have made?)

Before she got the order, Bella expressed being offended and confused by Abbie's existential 
fear of Ken. Abbie's fear of Ken wasn't unwarranted, Ken was unlikely to physically hurt Abbie, 



Ken certainly had no sadistic interest in hurting him, but acting out of fearing and profiling Abbie 
was a real possibility.

Her being offended was suspect, myself nor his therapist, both of which have read the email, 
saw anything offensive in it. It mostly expressed fear, that and if Ken proceeded to hurt him that he 
wouldn't give in. But the claim of offense gave her pretext for what she did next: the cease and 
desist order.

Such orders are supposed to be reserved for instances where someone is incessantly and 
obsessively stalking or trolling someone, threatening their peace and privacy. Like the case of John 
Hinkley and Jodi Foster. A few innocuous emails over the course of a school week doesn't rate 
anything like a restraining order. At that level you're supposed to resolve your issues as humans. 
Which is what Abbie would attempt to do. But not before an excruciatingly painful weekend, where 
he barely slept and plotted running away.

If a girl profiles a boy as freakish and awkward, a restraining order is certainly the classic 
reaction, fits well in a 1950's horror movie but it's an anachronism from an unscientific view of the 
different based on an irrational fear and unwarranted prejudice. In Abbie's suicidal desperation, he's 
certainly begged girls repeatedly for relief, they would have more of a case than Bella did but they 
never came close. First, they may not have liked Abbie, but they knew he was harmless and while 
they might be saved from the annoyance of the fourth text in a month, there was no serious danger 
and no need to drag big brother into their lives, and secondly, they knew it would make things a lot 
worse. And they were right.

To Abbie, the order was two things: first, it labelled him as a freak, and secondly, it got him 
dragged him into unsympathetic authority in an situation where he was in trouble. Abbie was 
already very scared and broken and this made his situation worse. He had six hundred dollars and 
he planned to use it to buy a one-way Greyhound ticket and either do a Christopher McCandless 
and die from homelessness-induced starvation or just live on garbage. The three locations he was 
considering for this were Saint Louis, West Virginia, and Detroit. He was leaning toward the 
suicidal option but wasn't sure of his will. He couldn't sleep almost at all those nights, scared and 
shocked. While he almost went, he ultimately didn't go, and on Monday morning, when was 
supposed to go, he went to school.

The Dean of Students emailed Abbie telling him he had to meet her over a violation of the 
order, specifically, a frantic Facebook chat Abbie had sent Bella rather quickly after he'd received 
the order begging her to rescind it. Abbie, scared out of his mind, refused to meet the Dean. After 
many minutes of emails, the Dean said she'd process the allegation of the violation without him. 
Bella hadn't screenshot the chat, she just tattled and there was no proof.

In an attempt to defuse the situation between himself and Bella (which, again, was absurd), 
Abbie requested mediation. The Dean refused to allow that. Abbie insisted that he wanted to clear 
any air between them, if possible, and neutralize their terms. The Dean was adamant she would not 
allow that. So, believing he had a shot at that without her, Abbie wrote an apology letter to Bella, he 
sent it to the Dean and asked her to forward it to Bella. The Dean refused that as well.

So Abbie told the Dean he was going to send Bella the apology letter in hopes Bella would 
be reasonable and make-up. Of course, that was violating the order but Abbie figured that given the 
nature of the violation, no reasonable person would care.

Abbie didn't mean his apology letter to Bella, he had done nothing wrong, what she had 
done was mean but he thought his meekness might soften her to make-up. Abbie through an alias 
email account, his email account, and a third person sent it to Bella. He wasn't sure she'd get it 
through each channel. The letter was sent in an attachment, the email he had sent wrote that what 
she had done was unfair, unreasonable, unwarranted, and mean and that it caused him much 
psychological pain and she should make-up with him and move on. It didn't work, Bella didn't 
accept it, and reported it.

The next morning the Dean emailed him, this time sounding much more forceful. The 
College police called both of his parent's phones. His mom was still upstairs when she got hers so 
Abbie answered it, when the policeman spoke he asked for her son, he (who the officer mistook for 



his mother) lied and said he wasn't available and the police officer hung up after a terse salutation. 
Abbie's heart was throbbing at a heart-ripping intensity and asked his mother to accompany him to 
the Dean's office.

In the Dean's office hyperventilating, next to his mother, Abbie begged on the brink of tears 
to the Dean to drop the charges, given the nature of the offense this was a reasonable request. The 
Dean was firmly on the side of Bella, and had never had much use for Abbie anyway, so unless she 
was more strongly principled than she was there was no hope she'd do that. 

The punishment was a deferred suspension, a ban from the Stern Center on penalty of arrest, 
one year probation, and that further violation of the order would have him arrested. A detective from 
the College's police entered to reinforce the cortisol drenched nature of Abbie's state and tell him 
that he'd be arrested for the violations. Having sufficiently plastered Abbie, the meeting was ended.

At this point, there was very little he could do except struggle on and try to cope without 
becoming self-destructive. He wasn't going to recover from being metaphorically shot in the Dean's 
office anytime soon and this was compounded with everything else. Seeing how emotionally broken 
and scared he was, the Dean ordered he undergo a psychological evaluation which he did with his 
usual therapist who, with clear earnestness, when she read the emails, agreed with Abbie that this 
entire case was absurd, the girl was mistreating Abbie, and a psychological evaluation was needless.

Also, at a later meeting with a lower-ranking administrator, Abbie found out he was not on 
deferred suspension and looked at his file to check. He was on disciplinary probation, but those 
aren't the same. The Dean of Students had explicitly told him she had put him on deferred 
suspension. However, the Dean doesn't have the unilateral power to suspend a student. Expulsions 
go to a board. I assume that she had told him that to scare him, to thrash pain into his being. She 
claimed to do it and she didn't, and if he figured that out, in her mind there is no recourse Abbie can 
take. In his position, there is no one he can appeal to, he is powerless at the mercy of a corrupt 
system that regards him with malice. In short, if she mistreats a student, she doesn't answer to 
anyone.

Abbie was supposed to meet with a lower-ranking administrator four times, which he did. 
Also, Ken got a cease and desist order against Abbie the day he was called to the Dean's office, 
although it had been five days since they'd last communicated. Through my church, I do a lot of 
social work and work in Special Ed, I have no fear of the mentally ill or different, these past two 
sections detail how prejudice and fear of the different can easily get harmless people in real trouble 
and the system doesn't have empathy for them. The mentally ill and different need to be threatened 
with incarceration about as much as a stoner does. In general, they're not threats to society 
(although Abbie would certainly like to be a threat to the social order). Bella could have followed 
up on her promise she made to him, hugged him, told him he was safe, and that he was loved.

Instead, she and Ken were scared of a boy and seriously hurt a boy who is as harmless as a 
traumatized puppy. 

Postscript: I will argue that the Dean of Students should lose her job over that, as well as the 
police officials, and other administrators involved. Given the tendency for institutions to protect 
their own, it should just be done without them having the ability to lawyer their way out. It's like 
George Zimmerman or Darren Wilson, I'm not saying we convict them without a trial. I'm saying 
they be fired without one so they can't crony the system.

Part III: Algernon is Burning: Life after the Miracle (Abridged)

September 14th 2010, how does someone who has never come close to losing their virginity 
and has never been to a real party in his life get nominated for Homecoming King? Abbie had spent 
over twelve years in Special Ed and was bitterly aware of the reason he was nominated. People told 
him how popular he was and he flatly told a few of them he was nominated as the school's pet 
retard. There are three manners in which one is a pet retard, the adorable pet, the plaything for 



sadists, and the annoying burden, Abbie was each to different people but spent most of his time 
around the first two.

Earlier in the week, Abbie had officially been nominated for Homecoming King, and he'd 
been leaked the information the week before. The nomination itself isn't the story, the story is the 
girl he chooses to be his homecoming escort, a girl whom will be referred to as Charlotte, three 
other girls, one fictional, two not, and a struggle for social acceptance.

Just after school was released on that date, September 14th 2010, Abbie bolted into the east 
parking lot of Wando High School, stopped Charlotte by a trash can, got on one knee, and asker her 
to be his homecoming escort. Charlotte didn't immediately accept but later that night messaged him 
over Facebook to grant her acceptance.

Abbie didn't win the election but he won something else, something someone of his social 
position and classification wasn't supposed to be allowed to have. A girl to like him, Charlotte. 
Their short time together as nominee and escort had captured her heart. To Abbie, after over twelve 
years of Special Ed, and years as the pet retard of Wando, this was a validation of his humanity.

Too socially unacceptable to meet outside of school or voluntarily, Abbie and Charlotte met 
at lunch and occasionally texted, chatted, and called each other. Over the semester they grew closer 
and Charlotte began discussing Abbie with her friends. The Senior Class surmised their mutual 
affection, mocked it, and and Charlotte began losing social capital so after another month, Charlotte  
implicitly, yet quite overtly, rejected Abbie to save her own face. The reason it was implicit was not 
to be polite, but so she could deny ever having liked him. Flatly renouncing him would be admitting 
to their affection.

How she rejected him is something Abbie would not soon forget. It was vile and it saved her 
reputation at the expense of the little Abbie had. In short, Charlotte revisioned history, had she not, 
the class would not return her social capital. So she played their story as it being his being mildly 
retarded and having a delusional crush on her and her being nice to him.

“Abbie, you may not understand it but given your condition, no girl would ever date you and 
it's annoying for a girl for you to believe she likes you.” was the sentiment and he thought “My IQ 
tested 138 in 2003, but I think I'm a little above that, my chess rating is 1250, and I made an 1170 
on my SAT, Charlotte made a 1050 and doesn't know how to play chess, she makes better grades 
than me but that's because she regurgitates her notes. Charlotte slipped her arm around my waist on 
Friday, October 15th 2010 at a Football Game but quickly ceased that embrace for fear of witnesses.      
As a boy from the Lower-B hallway, I have about as realistic a shot at some redneck from a 'Robert 
Moses' exurb as I do at Taylor Swift being my Godmother or having Catherine of Sienna be my 
personal Guardian Angel. But just because I can't get them to hop the barrier doesn't mean I can't 
make them want to.”

Charlotte wasn't the only girl Abbie was forbidden to in his senior year, being from special 
ed, most girls were forbidden to Abbie. There was another girl, this girl was in a committed 
relationship but he wasn't after a relationship. He wanted to be friends with her and he wanted 
because she wanted it. He claimed that Michele was his biggest crush at Wando, a line which both 
she and her boyfriend liked. In most cases, this would be a little bold and embarrassing for her 
famous and strong relationship but as Abbie was the school's pet retard, he could do it. She liked 
him and wanted to be friends with him, and like Charlotte, wanted to love him (albeit in a sororal 
manner) I won't say he actually had a huge crush on Michele, he told her that, but he didn't, 
ultimately he told her that because she liked and it so did her boyfriend.

At prom that year, Charlotte and Michele gave him the strongest and longest hugs he's ever 
gotten and Michele's boyfriend gave him a strong hug too. Michele actually dragged about a 
hundred feet, with Abbie in her arms and took a picture with him. They really wanted him but they 
couldn't bring themselves to deny their class. Michele saved her face, the same way Charlotte did, at 
Abbie's expense. I think God punished them. Him Charlotte, her and her boyfriend, TJ and his 
girlfriend were probably going to be a group had Abbie been accepted but he didn't and they 
rejected him and worse.

In October 2010, at a JV football game, a girl, she was a cheerleader, who had always asked 



Abbie to flatter her because Abbie typically delivers something close to a sonnet when he 
complements a girl (or tells her he loves her) and she liked it, he likes doing it too. This girl pumped 
him for it regularly. At the game, they began speaking about the Winter Formal in January and 
Abbie said there was no possibility a girl would take him. The girl, whom I'll refer to as Miranda, 
said she would take him. Abbie felt if it should be official, she should be asked properly, so he got 
on one knee and asked her. Miranda then asked him to ask her in German, so he asked her in 
German and she accepted.

They discussed with each other and coordinated their apparel but in January, due to storms 
and an exam being pushed up, the dance was scheduled at the same as a major basketball game. 
Miranda claimed that, as a cheerleader, she had to go to the game and not attend the dance. Feeling 
it would be wrong to go to the dance without her. He went to the game, in his tux with a bouquet of 
roses, and to his surprise every single varsity cheerleader had skipped the game for the dance and 
relegated the duty to the JV girls, except for one: Miranda. He looked decent, certainly a gentleman, 
it was just that she was afraid too be seen with him due to his social status. Her position was totally 
reasonable, Abbie doesn't know what it's like to judged by a clique. It's bad. He should have felt 
sorry for her, she may have basically conveyed  “You're social suicide and I can't be seen with you.” 
and broken a promise to him but Abbie can't imagine what it's like for a girl to lose her social 
capital. Miranda asked him why he came and Abbie said something near “You're my girlfriend for 
the night, isn't this what I'm supposed to do?” To her credit, she apologized for the incident in her 
signature in Abbie's yearbook.

Abbie has a quote about girls “Some are Ella, others are Rose, some rate the tiara, others 
reject it because they can't. Ella wants a prince, Rose wants a frat-boy.” Between them, Abbie's 
definitely an Ella, Charlotte was a Rose. Abbie may have been in Lower-B hallway but Abbie had 
sobriety and class, most of them didn't. (Something we'll cover when Abbie finally gets to a party)

Now to the fictional girl. One of the well-known members of the football team, with his 
friends, created a Facebook for another member whom didn't have a Facebook as a prank. The 
victim of this took it with a sense of humor but quickly conspired with Abbie over text, gave him 
the probable password and the email address and Abbie took the account. He immediately changed 
the password, name, and gender, and added a religion and political affiliation. The character was a 
character from a novel Abbie has now abandoned, Mary Catherine O'Neil, her profile picture was of 
almost-famous actress Taylor Gildersleeve, although it would be over four years before Abbie knew 
that. Mary Catherine was a character that adopted the persona of a libertine, half-sociopathic, 
evangelical Christian, prostitute and Abbie's fiancé/girlfriend. She had a huge fan-base but also 
massive resistance. Mary Catherine was “Lenny Bruce” in “Mayberry”, at least, that was the 
reaction by the senior class, I liked it. The Class of 2014 loved it. It was a satire on the popular kids 
in the 11' Crew who lived pompous, ridiculous, and hedonistic lives.

A lot of the people who criticized it were complete hypocrites. There's a saying Abbie has 
about southern conservatives “They live like the 'The Dukes of Hazard' but pretend to be 'Forest 
Gump' to judge hippies and poor people.'” They mostly didn't even understand it was mocking their 
lifestyle which I think the Class of 2014 understood on a level. The hatred Abbie received over the 
posts was even more absurd because Abbie leads a cleaner life than any of them.

The Mary Catherine posts had a major effect on his perception by his class at Wando, no 
longer was he innocent. Formerly, Abbie was regarded as a pet retard by the Class of 2011, now a 
large portion of the class regarded Abbie as being a deviant. No longer innocent enough to be a 
retard, he was more of a freak who deserved their hatred. They didn't understand it was a satire, my 
class did. There was a small group, but an important one, who believed Abbie was still an innocent 
retard but happened by knowledge that is not appropriate for a retard to know. These were the 
juggernauts of the class (the most popular) and after a Facebook campaign by Abbie about the 
people who were hating him, the deviant position lost strength, the juggernauts' position won out in 
December, however that was within the juggernauts circle, many outside circle in the class hated 
Abbie about Mary Catherine and still do.

December 2010, it was the first weekend of this month when he saw The Rocky Horror 



Picture Show. Some say that's a life changing experience, I don't think it was for Abbie. It was 
during the height of Abbie's campaign to get to a real high school party. The class was split, some of 
them were supportive of his attempts but the majority were not. There was not even a complete 
consensus among the class whether Abbie should keep his social status. Charlotte liked him, they 
should be permitted to love, and Abbie should be inducted into the class. It was the minority 
opinion but the class, were considering his induction. Since one their own liked him and some didn't 
consider him retarded, there was a small movement to induct him.

With that, he waged a Facebook campaign, called people, asked around but never succeeded 
in getting to one. There was massive resistance in the class, the majority were fiercely opposed to 
Abbie being inducted and ultimately they won. There was another split between those who still 
regarded him as an innocent retard, and those who saw him as a deviant. In the end, the mainstream 
of the class who regarded him as a deviant, do to a Facebook campaign waged by Abbie, joined the 
position of the juggernauts of the class who maintained the position that Abbie was an innocent 
retard and the posts represented someone with some knowledge that was inappropriate for him to 
learn.

The two groups whom Abbie has had the most success with were two groups in I'On, one 
was a group of girls who regarded him as a pet, they'd invite him over regularly, call him, kidnap 
him onto their golf carts, they really liked him. It was over by Fall 2010, (it was mostly 2007-2009) 
those girls mostly went to Episcopal High School in Alexandria, Virginia and Ashley Hall and were 
Classes of 2012 and 2013. Then there was a group of boys he also sometimes hung out with from 
the Wando Class of 2014, however he preferred the girls because they were girls. Really, Abbie 
would have been happier in the Wando Class of 2014 or the Ashley Hall Class of 2012, where he 
would have had a social life and been well-treated.

Mid-January 2011, Lance, texted him if he wanted to hang out. Abbie said yes, and Lance 
picked him up in his car and drove him to his house in Wakendaw Lakes. A few of Lance's 
comrades from the football team were with him and another arrived a little later. They talked to 
each other, the other boys drinking Bud Light, Abbie doesn't drink so he just talked. One of the boys 
received a text that there was a small party at a Bishop England girl's house in Snee Farm and they 
were invited. The boy asked Abbie if he wanted to go. Quite excited, Abbie said 'yes', the boy then 
asked Abbie if he was prepared to be arrested if the party were busted, Abbie said it was worth the 
risk. So the group got into two cars and made their way to Snee Farm and parked in a cul-de-sac 
down the street from the house and ran quickly to the house fearing if neighbors saw them enter, 
they might suspect there was a party and call the police. It was also the same reason the attendees 
parked far away from the house so a concentration of cars wouldn't cause suspicion. 

Inside, the attendees were surprised Abbie was there. Abbie was surprised at how lame it 
was. Instead of decent music, dancing, finger-food, and small-talk, it was lots of cheap beer, low-
quality rap and country-rap, beer-pong, and Jenga. Abbie talked to people but they were all drunk. A 
Hawaiian football player got Abbie a glass of water, Abbie sipped it and watched the party. Having 
nothing to do, he asked for paper to take notes which he was given but this made the attendees 
nervous and the most popular attendee offered Abbie a shot of vodka as a litmus test for staying at 
the party. Abbie refused to drink and it wasn't long before Abbie was ushered to his car (by that 
boy) and, very drunk, blasted down Whipple and Mathis Ferry swerving. Protected by Angels, I 
guess, they arrived at his house safely

Late-January 2011, finally, it's over, now the final semester. After being snuck into his first 
real high school party his life with the Wando Class of 2011 was basically over. For two reasons, 
first, his classes were Freshman and Sophomore classes and his lunch was the Freshman lunch, and 
secondly, he'd been treated so badly and made so little progress toward his social acceptance, he'd 
given up.

The last semester of his High School career was a blessed retirement from the his life with 
the Wando Class of 2011. Aside from a grueling experience in Algebra II, the five months were 
pleasant, restful, and full of what satisfies Abbie's most noticeable weakness: his straightness 
combined with his childishness. By which I mean, pretty girls hugging him and and lavishing him 



with sweetness. That is a nice thing about Abbie, if I can get him to ignore the physical effects of 
his cortisol, all I have to do is pin him to a dock, energetically embrace him, kiss him on the cheeks 
and forehead, neck him, cheek him, and constantly tell him I love him. While he doesn't like being 
treated like a retard, he does like being babied by girls. 

This is a tangent, but if Abbie ever does enter a relationship, the girl cannot be one who says 
“I want a strong man who protects me.” No, you spoon him, you're the protector. Or a girl who says 
“Boy, I'm not going to be your mother.” That's effectively saying “If you're crashing, you need to 
find someone else.”. Other girls to provide maternal support aren't a bad idea, governesses, don't 
feel cheated, you'll need the help. Remember, they're not there for romantic reasons, purely 
maternal. Best to have those girls in your clique. Finally, if a girl ever marries Abbie, no children. 
He'd get a vasectomy in multiple places and she should get her tubes tied. Even with those 
protections, the pill is also not a bad idea because it makes periods rare, which makes fights rarer. A 
Polisci boy, he's good at diplomacy and negotiation but wars should be avoided if possible. The 
relationship should be thought of like the US-UK partnership. He's the US, you're the UK, and 
y'all's friends are the EU, Canada, and Australia.

That's an almost useless point to mention. Abbie has no hope of ever entering a relationship. 
I mentioned it to illustrate the condition of his life. The size and nature of support network he would 
need. But let's return to the story, the glory days of the Arab Spring, Wisconsin, and Spain and 
Abbie is wallowing in the gentler and sweeter jungleland of the Wando Classes of 2013 and 2014. 
This isn't the cruelty, dehumanization, and sadism of the Class of 2011. He had also been on 
amiable terms with the I'On Crew, his neighborhood bullies, since December.

He was also perfectly happy to be breaking this trap in a few months, run off to the Pacific 
Northwest in September and never, ever, look back. All combined, this short period was the most 
pleasant of his entire miserable and brutalized existence and he even tried to hang himself so he 
could end it that well. For better or for worse, he came out of that noose and lived to see the 
Summer. The I'On Crew would make him their work from June to August, they would once again 
declare war on Abbie. Their campaigns of 2009 and 2010 were pretty bad and their campaign of 
2011 would be just a little worse.

Part IV: Between the Heart of Darkness and Gallipoli: The Ionian Summer

When Abbie left for Evergreen, he played “Born to Run” (The Syrian National Anthem) on 
replay form his house in I'On to the Amtrak train car. He was escaping his entire life for the 
promised land of Evergreen on the other end of Highway Nine. But the musical selection was apt 
for another reason, the B-side of “Born to Run” is “Jungleland”a song which describes the feeling 
of living in I'On and in the network of groups that are connected to it.

Like his Senior year at Wando, what happened to Abbie in the summer before he started 
college happens, and is best told partly, in the context of his relationship with a girl. A girl whom 
will be referred to as Mary. It is unknown when when Abbie and Mary first learned of each other or 
saw each other which was undoubtedly earlier, but they first met, I believe, June 16 th 2011 on I'On 
Square. It was a gathering of the I'On crew, during which, for some reason, Abbie took off his shirt. 
This act elicited the first words Mary ever said to Abbie “You're flabby”, quite a first impression but 
here begins their short love story and the flabbiness Mary saw amounted to about a centimeter but 
Mary was used to her Ionian boy-toys characteristic of Jungleland. Herself, a native of Jungleland, 
she knew nothing else.

On August 11th, they would vow their deep love for each other. What happened between 
June 16th and then, and what happened afterwards to ruin their loving friendship, like all of his 
failed relationships with women, rested on each party's social position within the clique structure. 
(A structure he was about to escape and then come crashing back to). The events are known 
collectively as the Ionian Summer.



Being autistic has both direct and indirect ways of causing hell, what happens in the summer 
is both. To this point, his relationship with the I'On crew included taunting, bullying, and sheer 
horror in how the boys treated him. The de-facto clique leader had peed on him for his 18 th Birthday 
and spit in his face, when he was 17, and the girls and boys had asked him to preform as a pet retard 
for a year until he refused. I need not list everything else, but, in short, the I'On crew were sadistic 
boys who preyed on Abbie when they found him or he found them around the neighborhood.

They were the popular kids at Moultrie Middle School and Porter-Gaud's middle school 
who, not having drivers licenses yet, like I'On as it was walkable and had amenities. Abbie refused 
a drivers license for ethical, environmentalist, reasons and also walked about the neighborhood. 
Abbie hadn't hit puberty until around 17 so he looked about their age so they felt easier about 
torturing him. The awkward and harmless wobbler who was generally a loner and was easy 
pickings for the hungry boys of I'On.

The I'On crew were four to five years younger than Abbie, in the Summer of 2011, they 
were 14 & 15, and Abbie was 19. The girls were, at this point, physically mature enough to be 
attractive and Abbie began openly crushing a number of them. The girls, including myself, had 
known Abbie for years and didn't mind terribly much and neither did the boys but they could cause 
Abbie more anguish by accusing him of being a pedophile, which is what they did, combined with 
verbal and physical abuse: produced dozens of centimeters of self-inflicted scars and creeks of 
tears.

In the heat of the boys' campaign against Abbie, some of the girls joined the boys in using 
that pretext to shame him although two never did, Mary, and a girl I'll refer to as Nellie. I mean, 
Mary did openly insult him for being fat (upper-130's and 5'6 is not fat!) but she didn't torment him 
by treating him like a pervert. In fact, she would later be instrumental to ending the campaign 
against Abbie.

While a few of the girls kept up the act, most of the girls ended up giving it up after three 
weeks because it was absurd and cruel and they didn't want to hurt Abbie. The boys, however, did 
want to hurt Abbie, they took great pleasure in it. Enduring physical, verbal, and social abuse, 
sadism, and hatred. The bullying included, rock-throwing, peeing, flashing, taunting, and the 
baloney incident where a boy rubbed a piece of baloney over his testicles and phallus and tricked 
Abbie into eating it. When Abbie realized what had happened, he spit the chewed bits of slice into a 
nearby trash can. The boys repeatedly chastised Abbie for spitting out food in public. Abbie fell on 
the ground and cried into the dirt. So a boy started pinching him and asking “Are you awake?” for 
multiple minutes.

Across the ocean and across a continent, at a third-world resort in East Africa (probably 
staffed by impoverished and brutalized natives who feigned smiles for the American girl), Mary 
posted “I Love you, Abbie” to her Facebook. I believe, Abbie reciprocated his love for her on the 
internet. The post had seemingly come from nowhere but it was the first of many professions of 
Mary's love for Abbie. 

Around the time of Mary's first profession of love, the hell of the Ionian summer was 
beginning to wane. The girls had mostly left the campaign and shamed the boys for continuing to 
hurt Abbie so the boys conceded on one count, the rock-throwing. Through a combination of 
Abbie's saintlike forgiveness and endurance of their torture which compelled the girls to intervene, 
and the girls' overall less sadistic nature: Abbie earned the right not to have rocks thrown at him.  

Abbie successfully eventually stopped the I'On Crew in four manners: a social media 
campaign, looking saintlike taking the torture, him vocally defending himself, and finally Mary's 
open friendship with him, she being beautiful and popular could deny the bullies social capital for 
hurting Abbie. He ultimately lost the summer, but it became the most successful anti-bullying 
campaign I've ever heard of waged by the victim with grassroots tactics. Abbie using his sharp 
polisci skills to wage a satyagraha and get a truce.

Being Gandhi and taking the bullying with Grace, handling them with class, openly 
forgiving the bullies for their actions. I'd never seen anything like that in person, and haven't seen 
anyone other than Abbie do it. He did it during the 9/11 Post later and it was amazing. He responded 



to the most vitriolic and hateful death threats with Grace and class, and was kind to everyone who 
treated him worse than any human should be treated.

While on his trip through the UK, a girl from Wando posted something not meant to be 
serious to her Facebook wall suggesting that girls should throw rocks at boys. Abbie immediately 
posted to her wall that this this was wrong. To the girl, the post was so absurd, it would be assumed 
not be serious. She posted back to his wall. Through this incident, the campaign against Abbie by 
the I'On Crew gained local fame and for days the I'On Crew endured it. After the humiliating 
exposure in social media and it's aftermath, a group of the I'On Crew boys vocally apologized to 
Abbie for what they had done and made a truce. Abbie made-up with them and his satyagraha was 
proving to be very effective.

With that done, there were two steps left. There were some girls and boys that hadn't been 
quelled. So Abbie made his case, every argument of their absurd pretext, he answered in detail and 
did that enough, they could no longer rationalize it. So they lowered their arms too but by this time, 
the summer had taken its toll on Abbie.

August 10th 2011, Abbie made one of his pilgrimages to the crossbeams of his parents' 
garage to have fun with a noose, before he walked out to gamble his courage he wrote a detailed 
suicide note on a word document, screenshot it, and uploaded the picture to Facebook. Having 
failed in his previous attempts and fearing someone might intervene if he took to long, the note was 
written to explain his reasons without clearly implying was he was about to do. The note described 
his life since the beginning of his senior year at Wando through the summer. 

Needless to say, as I interviewed him in 2015, he walked back to his house in defeat and 
when he did, Mary told him she loved him again in the comments. The next day, she proved it. With 
two other girls around, but principally between Abbie and Mary. They vowed their love for each 
other, hugged, she cheek-kissed him. Initially, it seemed like pity but it wasn't. She'd told him she 
loved him a month earlier but it was socially unacceptable to befriend him. It still was, but pity was 
the pretext she could use so she could love him openly. When she did, the last members of the I'On 
Crew to cease the campaign. Unfortunately, Abbie and Mary were not going to have a happy 
ending, but before their tragedy she would intervene in the worst act anyone has ever tried to do to 
Abbie.

The I'On Crew members themselves had ceased the campaign, and none of them actually 
ever believed Abbie was anything but harmless, but their campaign had reached the outskirts of 
I'On society, and the periphery of the wider Wando-Bishop England-Porter-Gaud-Ashley Hall 
matrix that was mainstream I'On Society. From the small private Christian schools, a girl, believed 
the crap that was said and she knew there was nothing legal anyone could do, so the girl got her 
little sister and two of her sister's friends to to try to frame Abbie for rape. They weren't exactly 
Frank Underwood, their plan was weak and Abbie figured it out, so he called Mary, and Mary gave 
the girl who set them up her fieriest brimstone, (Abbie was her child and they should not dare hurt 
him!)

Mary and Abbie had a strong and loving friendship over that month, much more so than his 
with Charlotte the previous year. They regularly told each other they loved each other but they had a 
similar problem as him and Charlotte did. Abbie had successfully stopped the bullies from hurting 
him but he wasn't accepted in their clique structure. No longer was he being hurt but he still didn't 
have social capital and for Mary to meet him would have cost her hers

Mary's love for Abbie was strong, and his was for her as well but there were things their 
friendship could not survive. Simply put, she was popular and he was unpopular. Abbie had 
successfully stopped the bullying but it hadn't gained him social capital. There's a difference 
between not being bullied and being popular. He'd achieved the first but not the latter. Over that 
month, they told each other they loved each other regularly but she never hung out with him unless 
they happened to meet. There's no doubt she wanted to meet him voluntarily but it'd be social 
suicide. He kept waiting for her and finally he invited her to his going-away party for Evergreen and 
when he delivered her the invitation on Smith Street, she gave him the most lovestruck glare he'd 
ever gotten from a girl but she couldn't come to his party because she was babysitting with two 



other girls. You don't need three girls to babysit.
She should have skipped the babysitting but more than that, she should have played hooky 

and seen him off at the train station, hugged him and kissed him goodbye, teary and shaking. They 
could have promised to wait for each other. It would have been so beautiful and romantic. But if she 
wasn't going to give him a happy ending, there wasn't going to be a happy ending

But Mary did not just not meet him, Mary's other favorite boy, the boy she was hanging out 
with, was Abbie's former (very recently former) worst bully. I've never had a bad-boy fetish but the 
I'On girls did. A sadistic bully, a serial vandal, Gregor was. (If Gregor had been middle class, he 
would have gone to prison) It's truly sad to say that Gregor's bullying and vandalism made him 
more appealing to the girls. It's even sadder to say that Abbie, a truly wholesome and good boy, lost 
to someone like that over a girl. 

Mary and Gregor never dated, the competition between Gregor and Abbie was over her 
affection, light kisses, professions of love, hugging, and close friendship. Two friends that truly 
loved each other could not overcome clique politics. That and Gregor. The political story was a 
resounding success but the love story was a failure. Later though, the political progress would revert 
and the I'On Crew would return to hurting Abbie.

On September 11th 2011, he boarded the train. On the train he received a text from Charlotte, 
she was unhappy with his statement that he lacked friends (citing the attendance at his party), 
because she was his friend and she apologized about not seeing over the summer. Abbie told 
Charlotte many sweet things on that train but actually never wanted to see her again, he wanted to 
burn Wando High School in his memory, her included. Emotional desperation would have him 
come back to her and then she would be as sucky a friend as she had been at Wando. He was 
running away to Seattle and he never wanted to come back. Fate is notoriously cruel and it was to 
Abbie. He wouldn't be in Seattle forever, the spirits of this proud city would drag him back.

Part V: Dragged back down Highway Nine: You can't escape and apparently can't die, welcome 
back to Charleston 

One version of this story is that some of the ghosts of Charleston, one's that were promoted 
to Angel status by God, were Abbie's personal guardian angels and willed him back to the City 
because they didn't want to move to Seattle to administer his lessons and trials and protect him. 
There's a high likelihood that's not true but I hope it is so I'll pretend it is.

Ghosts and Abbie have in common that they've failed to successfully die no matter how 
much they've tried or wanted to, that and they're in a living purgatory. This portion begins in late-
November 2011, two and a half months after we left off, in a noose on a crossbeam of his parents' 
garage. I wish I could have told him his life would get better and he'd regret this attempt but it 
would have been a lie, his life did nothing but get worse after that. Had he jumped, he would have 
avoided the next four years of cortisol and misery from which he hasn't escaped. I don't believe in 
euthanasia, but if I did, I would go back and tell him to jump.

For better or for worse, he removed his neck from that noose, as he had many times before 
and would many times to come. In the noose he had desperately called many girls, girls he liked, it 
was his amygdala's attempt to lower his cortisol by the nearly fail-safe method of girls before his 
prefrontal cortex overpowered it and made him jump.

Most suicide hotlines are misnomers, Abbie's was not. While no girl answered when he was 
in the noose itself, when he was shaking and plastered immediately out of it one of the girls he 
called, returned his call and it was a shot of morphine. She told him how much she loved him in a 
detailed and maternal way and his cortisol dropped drastically. (Take that as you will, feminists. 
Would a “Lammily” have worked? Yes, but not as well. However, when his cortisol starts taking its 
toll on his appearance, the prettier girls aren't as effective because Abbie is self-conscious and he 
compares himself to the girls and feels horrible. This will be an issue in his life to come, he hasn't 
shopped for new clothes since 2012 because he's afraid to measure himself, he is bulimic, and 



cannot bear to see himself in a mirror and while his self-image has never been the main cause of his 
being suicidal, it has caused him to cut himself. But, in November 2011, just under 140 pounds and 
5'6, he looks good enough that his appearance isn't an issue)

Desperate for a girl to lower his cortisol, he had been contacting Charlotte for the week 
leading up to then. They had discussed meeting when he returned from Evergreen, and she 
repeatedly stated that she wished to, but she had (easily avoidable) conflicts and couldn't find time 
to meet him. Like Mary just before he left, Charlotte was meeting with other friends and just 
refused to voluntarily meet with him because to do so would be social suicide. Unlike Mary, 
Charlotte had never vowed her love for him and since Mary had more recently abandoned him, he 
wouldn't try for her until he was a bit more desperate a few months later.

After his attempt, which Charlotte had learned about from her voicemail, she was somewhat 
concerned with Abbie but still refused to meet him in favor of her clique who would disown her if 
she befriended Abbie. She wanted to keep Abbie liking her and officially being friends with her. 
Friendships don't usually survive “You're social suicide for me to meet but we're still good, right?”, 
it certainly isn't enjoyable to be on the receiving end of that. Come March, after three more months 
of that, Abbie finally put a metaphorical bullet through the heart of that relationship, unable to stand 
being treated like that.

In I'On, him and Mary were somewhat coming back together but it wasn't strong because 
she had abandoned him before he left for college and he ignored her communications at college 
feeling betrayed. The rest of the Ionians were turning back against him although the truce from the 
summer was still holding and would until January.

In the little more than a month between his leaving Evergreen and his beginning at the 
College. He ended up hanging out with the I'On Crew who had forgone the amiable terms of their 
truce and the truce was looking more like a bare armistice. Some of the girls were likewise slipping 
into a hatred of Abbie, the ones who were late to the truce in the Summer. Still some of the girls 
were still sweet to him, and Mary, for now, was still friends with Abbie. He kept trying to meet with 
Charlotte but his attempts were ever less successful. Charlotte seemed to stop lying to herself and 
accepted that in the end, she would always choose her social capital over Abbie so she stopped 
planning to meet him but she still wanted Abbie to like her. Toward the end of the break, the I'On 
Crew broke their armistice and began mildly taunting Abbie, and their second subject was Abbie's 
attempting at Charlotte. Which is where we begin the semester.

January 9th 2012, Abbie's first day of classes at the College of Charleston, his mind was not 
terribly strong at that moment but it would get far worse at just after 1pm when Charlotte walked 
into his anthropology class. This thrust him back into the story and the high school he had 
desperately tried to escape. Ten thousand students, what were the odds? No doubt, she was thinking 
the same thing. Psychologically, this was the last thing he needed.

At this moment, Abbie hadn't cut since November but began cutting again and again became 
suicidal and if he was desperate coming back from Evergreen (which he hadn't fully recovered 
from), he was even more desperate now. Also, Charlotte in his anthropology class seemed so 
unlikely, it finally provided the evidence needed to swing Abbie from agnosticism. For two and a 
half years, Abbie had been basically an atheist who labelled himself an agnostic on the technical 
point he couldn't possibly know either way but being no evidence was near-certainty of nothing 
supernatural. The previous few months had him seriously consider the possibility of theism but he 
was too afraid of believing in anything that couldn't be experimentally verified. Had nothing against 
religion, he thought atheism was useless as a cause but couldn't bring himself to believe in God. 
Well, he finally did. Later, he'd come back to my religion: Christianity. He described himself at this 
point, and until he converted back to Christianity, as a Panentheistic Omnist.

But that's a tangent, the returned trauma from his high school and his crashing at Evergreen 
left him wasted in a setting that did not want him back. His schoolmates from Wando were annoyed 
that he was back, and became further annoyed the more they were aware of him. The I'On Crew 
almost formally renounced him. Most of his social universe was resentful of him being back and 
antipathetic of his being. This ostracism compounded with the past trauma so that Abbie was 



seriously and severely debilitated and in suffering. Like in the past, he waged a campaign on his 
own behalf over Facebook and it had some successes with individuals but none on a collective level 
and it was compromised by his mental condition which was much worse than it had been in many 
years. With no relief in sight, he remained self-destructive, that and his attempts to procure loving 
arms and loving words from girls to lessen his pain are the content of the next few paragraphs of the 
article.

Abbie went to Raleigh, Spring Break 2012, to stay with one of the few remaining Occupy 
camps. His father sent the occupiers in Raleigh Abbie's Occupy credentials (he had participated in 
Occupy Seattle the past October) and they agreed to take him. Raleigh is a boring city. On the steps 
of the capital building of North Carolina, Abbie received a call from the College of Charleston that 
his polisci professor had reported him for talking about being self-destructive. I must add, for all of 
the College's flaws, they treat this better than Wando did. His Vice Principal, the current head 
principal, gave him a three-day suspension when he was reported by students for being suicidal. It 
began on Friday and ended Sunday (it was given midday Friday), the catch was he was taking the 
SAT the next day and he'd be arrested for coming on campus in addition to it going on his record. 
(She needs to be fired) (His daddy called Lucy Beckham and she let him in) 

Authority has never treated Abbie well. He had no interest in meeting any member of the 
college bureaucracy. They insisted he come and nervously, he complied. He met the girl he was 
supposed to meet on the third floor of the Stern Center and the girl certainly had an appearance that 
could easily lower his cortisol but she was too professional to hug him or tell him she loved him and 
her repeated meetings with him didn't help much. He needed more than counseling meetings, he 
needed someone to take him on, but even the meetings weren't pleasant.

March 13th 2012, Abbie, in an attempt to woo Charlotte's friendship back uploaded a 
screenshot iTunes song cover (He has pictures of girls as song covers on iTunes) of Charlotte on 
Carol King's “You've Got a Friend”. Charlotte's public reaction was that of mild embarrassment. 
(Really?) So Abbie texted her that he breaking off his friendship with her, Charlotte texted back 
“We're still friends, Abbie.” so he asked her to meet him, voluntarily, at Colonial Lake. She said she 
couldn't and that was it, he publicly disowned her as a friend on Facebook (although, he did not 
unfriend her for another year) Still, out of emotional desperation, he would occasionally beg 
Charlotte until 2014.

Before and after the official end of Abbie and Charlotte's friendship, Abbie was going back 
to the I'On Girls but most wouldn't meet him voluntarily. Two did. Unfortunately, those girls 
couldn't give him what he needed. The girls were very kind and sweet human beings and Abbie 
really wished they'd work out but they didn't because he needed something stronger. He needed a 
girl who could carry his basket-case. So they didn't work out. Abbie realized after that, he had to 
chose girls who could carry his basket-case. Girls who wouldn't collapse under his metaphorical 
weight. Myrtle, from Part 2, failed in Spring 2015 after verbally chewing him out multiple times, 
when he was emotionally fragile (which is most of the time) and he broke and ran. These girls were 
sweet and he liked them but he knew that if he gave them his full load, the friendship would fail. 
Sad, but he still called girls and texted them at points of desperation including the next episode. The 
next story is about Mary, that girl who professed her love him repeatedly was about to hurt him, 
very intentionally and deeply.

April 17th 2012, in his apartment at the Sargent Jasper, Abbie was emotionally shot so he 
called Mary. And Mary, that darling, answered and did the opposite of what the girl who had called 
Abbie back the last November had done. Instead of answering his call and attempting to verbally 
love him and calm him, she did everything she could to further scare and panic him, over text and 
voice for about half-an-hour. Abbie eventually got her to stop but she never repented for it and 
never treated him any better. Ever since, she's given him her hatred and scorn, a bit ironic given 
what's about to happen two days later.

On April 19th 2012, something weird happened, Mary would think this was extremely weird 
since she intervened to in the incident the previous August, the three girls, girls who had been set up 
by an older sister the prior summer to attempt to frame him for rape. But the second night after 



Mary had used her finest rhetorical skills to send Abbie into a panic. These girls did something 
close to what Mary had done the previous August 11th, lavish him with verbal gushiness and love 
(including many 'I love you's) and repeatedly hug him. Just over thirteen, they didn't cheek-kiss him 
like Mary did but they did what they could do and while Abbie would have wished they would 
have, at least, been alive for the Lewinsky scandal, he couldn't complain. 

Most people would have hated these girls with a superhuman passion. Abbie has an 
enormous capacity to forgive but what intrigued me was not the forgiveness, I could ultimately do 
that, but his relative lack of fear in a life drowned in cortisol around people who any reasonable 
person would never trust. I guess, they gave him what he wanted, girls to hug him and tell him they 
love him earnestly. For them, it was earnest: it was an act of desperate repentance. 

At the end of his first semester at the College, he was barely articulate, painfully alone, 
spending many hours cutting, and making desperate Facebook posts. What was to come would be 
worse. Despite his hell, he managed to come out of the semester with a 2.0 even GPA. He hoped 
two weeks in Chicago for the NATO protests would help to heal the pain and debilitation he was in. 
It wouldn't.

The next few paragraphs were about the NATO protest but those are expendable for the 
purposes of the article so we begin again in the summer after the protests. Which was a boring 
summer, mostly spent alone with occasional taunting by the I'On crew. He wasn't able to recover 
from the previous few months and kept collapsing and by August was in further scathing 
desperation. Many days alone with a blade and multiple runs to the crossbeams of his parents' 
garage where the noose was tied and waiting, he'd slip it on and step from the plywood attic onto 
the crossbeams which extended over the gaps to the walls on either side of it. He'd look down to the 
floor and to his legs to which he'd say in his mind “It requires very little energy. It's a very simple 
action.” He'd stay up there for hours sometimes, sometimes a few dozen minutes, and every time 
he'd surrender to whatever forces demanded his self-preservation.

By the end of the summer, the nature of his condition had changed. The past semester, Abbie 
could barely articulate himself, there were long instances where he sounded literally “retarded” and 
otherwise his ability to put thoughts into language was greatly inhibited. The summer off from 
school gave his mind rest and time to practice enough that, for the most part, that part of his brain 
healed. However, that didn't mean his overall trauma had reduced by much. It was a little less 
severe but not much. The ability to easily and with quality to translate thoughts into language was 
important enough to Abbie that he basically sacrificed other parts of his brain to get it back.

The sacrifice was his macro-ability to multitask (focussing on multiple goals at once), 
retaining the ability to easily and with quality articulate thoughts took a lot of focus. That and the 
coming 9/11 post caused his coming academic failure. His ability to translate thoughts would wax 
and wane until 2014 when he basically got it back in full. In the autumn of 2012, he had little 
problem but the 9/11 Post would have two major instances of delayed onset trauma occurring in 
December 2012 and April 2013 which again impaired it.

As far as the other elements of his trauma, those were alive and kicking: extremely high 
stress and very high anxiety, also, he wasn't delusional in the psychological definition of the term, 
don't hyperbolize this, but he was a little irrational and quixotic, he was never less than ninety 
percent lucid but he did go into the low nineties and that would wax and wane until late 2014. And 
with that said we enter into the aforementioned post and its aftermath.

It was September 11th 2012, in his apartment at the Sargent Jasper when Abbie scrolled 
through all of the 9/11 related posts and was put off by the suffocating and thick mourning which 
didn't seem healthy, it was jingoistic and stupefied, not thoughtful and reflective. This is the type of 
mourning that elicits revenge. There are some families who forgive murders of their relatives and 
fiercely oppose the death penalty and then there are families who foam at the mouth in rage and are 
desperate for revenge. It is not that people mourn 9/11 which is wrong, but how they mourn it. 
Scrolling through the feed and watching television, any intelligent person would have said “This 
mourning is the type that starts wars.” That observation would be unequivocally proven on the date 
mentioned and in the days following.



Seeing the incessant, jingoistic, mourning Abbie decided to clear the air by emotionally 
belittling the event. Abbie typed with his iPhone that he thought the twin towers were unsightly and 
that, aside from the death and property destruction, the effect was positive, albeit he said it with a 
little cruder language. I believe Abbie accomplished what he intended to: detoxify the atmosphere, 
but that demon of vengeance and hatred didn't go down without a fight. Abbie won the battle, but he 
didn't win the war, and he won the battle at a tremendous cost to himself.

A few minutes later, he walked out to Moultrie Playground just outside the Sargent Jasper, 
sat on a swing, and began checking the comments. The first few comments were bad and more were 
coming very quickly, Abbie thought to delete the comments but they were emerging at such a rate, 
he figured it was useless so he just watched the fireworks show.

It soon expanded to outside the comment section for that one post and people sent him 
hatred over chat, by posts to their walls and the comment threads on the other posts. On the original 
post, the comment count on the ended up being around 580, hundreds of which were death threats 
and hundreds of others were suggestions to commit suicide, the remaining comments were mostly 
vitriol of the same level. As Abbie was more than suicidal at this point, but having a history of 
failing in his tries, he posted his apartment address to the chat thread in hopes someone would 
follow up on their death threat. 

No one did. In all the hatred and hell that characterized those two weeks, there were a 
handful of beautiful moments of humanity. People intervening on the main comment thread, other 
comment threads, on their Facebook walls, and people who privately contacted Abbie in support. 
People denouncing the hatred that was overflowing into Abbie's social media.

Among the moments of humanity, afraid Abbie would again become suicidal (which, 
indeed, was happening) Gregor refriended Abbie on Facebook, and, feeling guilty being his worst 
bully, pleaded with Abbie to stay alive (to keep him from more guilt, albeit this was implied), Abbie 
pointed out that Gregor had been his worst bully and this was uncharacteristic so Gregor apologized 
for all of his bullying and agreed to repent to God for the bullying. Abbie made-up with him, 
accepted his apology, and appreciated the repentance. However, while humanity did have some 
decent representatives in that time, it overwhelmingly didn't.

By early-October 2012, the initial wave of vitriol had ended and was giving way to the new 
reality: dry hatred. There had been two general predictions during the two week period of active 
hatred, either, that the hatred would dissipate and people would forget, or, Abbie would be hated 
rather permanently. The latter came to be true.

The comments on his Facebook were fewer and the ones that came were terse, people were 
unfriending him at a high rate. To make up for that, he requested hundreds of random people with 
whom he shared mutual friends. The tactic kept his number of Facebook friends usually hovering 
between 2,989 and 3,016 from September 2012 until he deleted his Facebook in April 2014 (He 
ended with 3,004). It was important for his emotional health that that statistic not go down much.

Unlike at Wando or in I'On, there was no hope to escape from the intense and lasting hatred, 
now, more intense and seemingly more lasting, he was staying in Charleston, and it gnawed at his 
already frail mind. That semester he dropped four of his five classes, the last class he failed because 
he stopped going after the deadline. The Obama campaign attempted to recruit Abbie, Abbie had 
worked on Obama's campaign in 2008, but at this point in his life, he wouldn't.

There was almost nothing Abbie could do except suffer, cut himself, and repeatedly try to 
kill himself. That and drop classes, by the time of the deadline, he was only enrolled in one class 
and he couldn't have a job. The internet may be able to drive someone into an unending 
psychological hell but it lacks style and taste. For that, we need the classic type of bullying- in 
person. Queue the I'On Crew!

November 2012, just before the month began, a paternal uncle of Abbie's committed suicide. 
One would believe that this would make the I'On crew less sadistic toward Abbie and one would be 
wrong. At the funeral on November 2nd, Abbie had not expressed grief and wandered off from the 
service mumbling to himself out of anxiety. Like the crushing on early high schoolers of the 
Summer of 2011, his actions at the funeral gave the I'On Crew pretext to torture him. According to 



the crew, Abbie had been disrespectfully callous. The implication was that their bullying Abbie was 
in honor of his fallen uncle. 

You can't completely blame them, it was the after-party for a funeral. They needed 
something for their enjoyment and providence had kindly provided them one of their traditional 
methods: Abbie. I think about cyberbullying, it's so lame and classless. The I'On Crew bullied in the 
classic way: face-to-face. Verbally taunting him for hours and peeing on him. Cyberbullies don't 
even mark their conquests with urine or get the satisfaction of seeing their victim bleed from self-
inflicted wounds in person. All of that happened at that funeral after-party. Yes, they saw him bleed. 
They liked the cutting, they found it amusing and they relished the pain. His body that night was 
wet with three bodily fluids: his own blood, his own tears, and someone else's urine. When I say the 
I'On Crew were sadists: I mean they were f**king sadists!

After a healthy amount of bleeding and crying on the part of Abbie, the leader of the I'On 
crew ran into the woods to find Abbie cutting himself again, hugged him tightly, and told him to 
give up the broken handle of a plastic fork he'd been using for self-destruction and proceeded to 
apologize and repent for Abbie's treatment that night. He and Abbie spoke for over an hour, the 
agreed to start working together politically (Bipartisan) and he professed his fraternal love for 
Abbie. Abbie, not wanting to be rude, professed his fraternal love back.

The next morning, after thinking it over, he rescinded his repentance and everything else he 
said after it in fairly rude terms. From that point on, his interactions with the I'On Crew were 
basically over. The Crew itself was balkanizing and mostly had cars now so they weren't in I'On 
very often.
 Traumatized, and alone with an internet that didn't stop, Abbie had no hope of healing from 
this anytime soon but if he didn't die, he would get back up and keep marching until he broke. 
Abbie's default activity is politics, no matter where he is in life, unless it's more extreme than 
extreme, he will force himself to do something political because he has a moral duty to save as 
many people and as much of the environment as he can in his life and he throws his life into that 
cause and promised to struggle unto his death for it and he tries to distract himself with it

During the war between Israel and Gaza that November, a local occupier who Abbie knew 
planned a protest on Marion Square. At the protest were Abbie, two girls and a boy from the 
College, and the Occupier all with card and paper-board protest signs with protest messages written 
on them. The other protesters, being virgins at protesting, were too timid to chant in public so Abbie 
led them into yelling.

They conversed about the 2012 election, arguing about whether to chose between two 
establishment candidates. Abbie argued in favor, the other male student argued against. Then the 
other male student left early and it was just Abbie, the two girls, and the older person who started 
the protest. Shortly, Palestinian taxi drivers from across the Charleston area communicated with 
each other about the protest and the protesters were bestowed with many gifts from the grateful 
Palestinians including a necklace, a Palestinian flag, and many bottles of orange juice. Most of the 
passersby who acknowledged the protesters were supportive, although a few negative responses 
came. Before the protesters left, they had agreed to attempt to start an Occupy CofC and arranged a 
meeting for Kudu on December 3rd. He did a few other protests around this time, including a 
sweatshop labor protest after the Bangladeshi factory fire and collapse. But I'll ignore most protests 
or campaigns Abbie's worked on unless they relate directly to his political ambitions and this did. 

Soon, the semester was over. A semester that broke an already broken Abbie. The year 2012 
was his apocalypse. Like the twin towers on 9/11, the structure of his being was frail, broken, and 
mercilessly beaten and it could not stand under its own weight, it had done everything but collapse 
and it was crumbling. It was terminal but he'd hold on a little while before he collapsed.

Now, January 2013, the previous semester and year had been a catastrophe but perhaps he 
could claw his way back from here, he was dimly aware he wouldn't but he disregarded that and 
kept pushing politically and academically. And as plotted, his contacts from the anti-war protest the 
past November were still on to organize Occupy CofC. Mona had talked to one of her professors 
about our political ambitions and he was interested and they arranged to meet over lunch.



At the Pita-Pit, Abbie, the history professor, and Mona met to discuss Occupy CofC, the 
professor proclaimed he wanted to abandon the idea of Occupy CofC and start a chapter of the 
CPUSA of which he was a member. Abbie's response was  “That will scare people! No one will join 
a chapter of the Communist Party!”, the professor, with a truly sincere demeanor, said he thought 
Occupy was too radical and people wouldn't join it for that reason. (Yeah, compared to the 
CPUSA?) Abbie successfully convinced the professor to abandon the idea of starting a chapter of 
the CPUSA at the College. Okay, The Socialist Club. The professor now said he wanted to abandon 
the idea of activism and just have a club to talk about left-wing politics, Mona agreed, and Abbie 
said something like “There are billions of poor, the environment is being destroyed, I'm not going to 
do nothing and if y'all want to do nothing then I'm not going to join y'all in it.” and Occupy CofC 
died there. Abbie would proceed to found a chapter of SDS two years later. For now, the political 
ambition he'd invested his hope in, crashed and the people on board abandoned him to do nothing.

He'd barely avoided academic probation and was taking twelve hours of classes. He told 
himself he could drag himself through. In his english class, a girl, beautiful girl with the last name 
of an angel, loved Abbie like a child, albeit distantly. Ran to sit next to him immediately. She was 
from the aforementioned clique of girls at Ashley Hall (and Episcopal in VA but the girl was from 
AH)(Class of 2012) who had Abbie regarded as a pet in I'On in 2007, 2008, and 2009 and she was a 
relief who was always sweet to him and seemed to like him.

During this period, with his social media universe destroying him along with the weight of 
his other trauma. The little relief he mustered from the internet came from the teen quoter pages. In 
the hell that was his life in social media, he'd visit them and they were really sweet. The most 
popular of these pages, “Just Girly Things”, was the one he went to most often. The girls who ran 
them seemed to be really kind, Odessa and her friends seem to be very good girls. I mean, it was 
Advil when he was burning at the stake. Their hopeful posts and the girl with the last name of an 
angel in his english class were both Advil for his burning at the stake.

Through the semester Abbie struggled through classes, he was passing two, and failing two. 
What was occurring was his crumble from the first delayed onset of trauma from the 9/11 post and 
foreshocks of the next delayed onset. He kept fighting as hard as he could on the slim hope he could 
barely stay above water but the quintet was playing. The first delayed onset had put him about two 
thirds of the ability to translate thoughts as he had Autumn 2012 and to keep what he had, he still 
had to do the same tactic, combined, his classes weren't going to survive it. He was still able to 
bring himself to participate well enough in class but his homework was gibberish, and again, that 
was on top of his personal life. Before, he completely broke and went under, though, the mentioned 
conversion back to my religion we talked about in the beginning of this section. 

Although his ability to translate thoughts into language was impaired, his ability to think 
itself was not. So I don't want people to think this was an irrational act of desperation. He'd believed 
in God again for over a year and it hadn't been the least opiate for him. Christianity did not give him 
hope, given what he'd been through, God wasn't a being that gave Abbie hope. If this were an 
emotional decision he'd have become a misotheist, a choice he's flirted with at times but thankfully 
he didn't become one.

What the angels were waiting for: the sirens of the mighty Jordan were too irresistible and 
like C.S. Lewis before him, he let them drag him under. (Not literally, he didn't get rebaptized for a 
year. (that he did himself, at the boathouse in I'On on April 19 th 2014 using Holy Water from Holy 
Ascension in I'On which had been in his family since 2009)) How would the Christians he knew 
react? Would they celebrate his return? No. Not that he knew, at least. When I found out, I was 
happy, but the local Christian community that learned of his conversion back was impartial to it.

His conversion back wasn't monolithic, he hadn't abandoned reincarnation or enlightenment. 
(He hadn't been a Buddhist but was very Eastern influenced) He was a gnostic who believed in 
reincarnation. While Abbie abandoned those heresies, he did not totally abandon some non-
mainstream beliefs like eternal marriage (Genesis and the Lord's Prayer {LP: If it's not a sin here 
then it's not one there) and abstinence from alcohol (Almost inevitably causes sin, therefore...). 
Those are overly simple explanations but still.



His conversion had a noticeable reducing effect on Abbie's self-destruction because the same 
verses that make tattoos sinful also make cutting sinful. So Abbie, for the most part, ceased cutting 
himself. Most liberal Christians scream the first of the verses is irrelevant but I accept it, a lot of 
Christians do, and it hasn't stopped either myself or Abbie from fully supporting marriage equality 
(and Abbie from being involved with the GSA, which he was heavily Spring 2015). The verse still 
applies and it stopped Abbie's cutting so I thank God that it does.

However, he was still suicidal, although long-term, the conversion made the attempts quite a 
bit less frequent, there was an intense three months wave of his trying to kill himself constantly, 
thankfully, it was almost wholly without scars on his body. He was a bit more creative, he tried self-
induced hypothermia. Filled the tub in his apartment with cold water but when he touched it with 
his big toe his amygdala jerked him back. Then he ran away to Raleigh with the intention of killing 
himself like Christopher McCandless: homelessness-induced starvation. Too weak to dehydrate 
himself like the Jains do, he intended to drink from public water fountains and starve but he'd didn't 
last and came back home.

Just after the deadline, he stopped going to classes. The second delayed onset had ignited 
and the last columns that held up Abbie's life collapsed. That's when he attempted his Christopher 
McCandless in Raleigh suicide attempt and began the three month wave mentioned in the last 
paragraph. Technically, he would have had one semester left of probation but Abbie wasn't going to 
make it. He figured that he could use it after he was better but the college doesn't work like that and 
once the registration period was over for the next semester he was officially flunked out.

It was over, he lost, the bullies won. He'd flunked out of college. It'd be nearly a year before 
anything in his life vaguely got better. He'd gain about thirty pounds, half of which he's lost back. 
The hatred from the 9/11 post was still lingering strong. He'd lost everything. 

Part VI: The Cruise Potemkin: It Looks Perfect but it's Hell

Students survive college through multiple methods, usually binge drinking, and every exam 
time the College posts huge banners telling students to relax. Relax! Relax! Relax! The College has 
multiple posters telling students if they're suicidal or mentally crashing to get help from the 
counseling center. The College is waterboarding for a large portion of the students, instead of 
posting endless signs around campus telling students to get help, the bureaucrats need to think of 
ways to make the environment less that people become suicidal. The amount of cortisol students 
produce at the College could probably fill Charleston Harbor.

There are scientific ways to diagnose the problem and address it, but the College, contrary to 
what one would think, is not run by smart people. In the kindest possible way, it's run by idiots. 
Worse yet, idiots that believe they're smart. What makes them idiots is stove-piping. The 
bureaucracy approaches issues in a mono-disciplinary way for each problem. To solve the problem 
of the cortisol levels on campus and the mental health crisis one needs psychology, sociology, 
anthropology, philosophy, and ethics as major components and biology and environmental science 
as minor components. In fact, that's a major problem throughout society: the mono-disciplinary 
approach to problems.

Suicide and mental health, what to do? “The Death and Life of Great American Cities” by 
Jane Jacobs and Durkheim's Suicide studies. Both are best-selling works in their fields and one 
offers a partial diagnosis and the other a partial remedy. Many conclusions can be drawn from 
Durkheim's suicide studies but the broadest and most accepted is that alienation is a massive factor, 
Jacobs writes to solve the problem of alienation. Durkheim was a sociologist and Jacobs was an 
urban planner. However, when questions of suicide and mental health arise, the system makes a B-
line for psychology, and not social psychology, but considers the issue a problem of the individual. 
The problem is epidemic so an individualistic approach is stupid. Furthermore, where does 
alienation come from? Individualism, mostly. But that's where our rights came from during the 
enlightenment, right? Indeed, which is why we can't mess with it carelessly. Also, lots of the 
college's curricula are nihilistic. Look through them. If someone is in psychological pain, nihilism is 



toxic.
None of that would occur to any of them. Also, the Evergreen system, abolishing grades. 

The students work just as hard and learn just as much but they're a great deal less stressed for it. It's 
a fully functional, 5,000 student, four year college, and not the only school with the system. The 
College bureaucracy would never adopt that system though, not for any rational reason but because 
“We're not commies!!!” more specifically “It may work and cause less mental health issues but 
we're not going to be dirty, hippie, socialists!”. The College feigns liberalism and scorns the idea of 
a hippie commune. Ultimately, the “Safe-Place”, the banner of pseudo-liberalism, is based on fear, 
that your safe behind strong security and legal power and the Hippies are based on love where your 
safe in a place where the community looks out for each other and loves each other. A person like 
Abbie is safe in a hippie jungleland like he thought Evergreen would be. They don't live in 
perpetual fear. There he can live in peace. Here, there is no peace for Abbie.

The College is too professional of a place for the students to hug each other and love each 
other. We need a place where we have a cottage industry, and strong communities. Like Portland but 
without hipsters. Don't get me wrong, I like the preppie, yuppie, socialite, and beachy styles in 
Charleston, that's our niche, but we need a hippie spirit. We need to stake the corporate spirit of the 
School and the City and turn it into a place where the students aren't living in perpetual fear and a 
place where we don't feel like we're headed for an economic cliff after graduation.

There also needs to be a rejection of pseudo-liberalism, what allows Apple, Microsoft, and 
Disney to use sweatshop labor and yet be praised for superficial policies about the environment or 
Gay Rights. It allows colleges, like ours, to accept money from the Koch Brothers and still look 
“Progressive”. Pseudo-liberalism allows massive sins to be excused and overlooked. I nor Abbie is 
a liberal to check PC boxes but are liberals out of love for humanity and appreciation for nature. 
Neither Corporate America or the College Bureaucrats believe in love, they're too mature to believe 
it exists. The SDS was the only organization on the campus that was founded explicitly on the 
concept of love.

As an omnivore, a staunch Westerner, and a devout Christian, my people are endlessly 
trashed by the pseudo-liberals. It's not just a stereotype. You know how many students show up to 
protest Monsanto, sweatshops, war, or anything else? The typical count for the entire college is 
about one to three students. Richard Dawkins sold out the Physicians auditorium and people were 
flooded outside. Lots of students are angry about God, but they're not angry about war, or poverty, 
or environmental destruction. The last war protest held at the College was held on April 17 th 2015 
by SDS, one person showed up: Abbie. It was against US involvement in the Yemeni Civil War. 
Signs were posted around campus and flyers were handed out. It could not outdo protesting God. 
There's a perfect dichotomy between good and evil: God and War. Between the two, students would 
rather protest God. Then, they blame God for war after they did nothing to oppose it. 

The professors are scrupulous about giving trigger warnings so their students aren't 
offended. Instead, the professors should tell their students “Go over to Bufain Street, walk through 
the projects. I hope you're offended, very offended. Then I hope you do something about it. By the 
way, your clothes were made in a sweatshop, the lights are powered by coal, and your floors are 
cleaned, well, the same way they've been cleaned at this school since the 18 th Century, by very poor 
Black people.”

By the way, don't say something stupid like “Adults shouldn't have imaginary friends” 
because apparently you're not only bigoted toward religion, you've never been alone with a 
traumatic mental illness. Saying that is like shaming a poor person for using food-stamps, when 
someone's that desperate. Abbie's been through a number of them well after he turned eighteen. 
Generally, he meets them in daydream sequences, he doesn't reserve space for them or anything. A 
few of them are original but a lot are adopted characters. His two closest have been Mary O'Neil 
(original), and Juliet Capulet (obviously adopted), Juliet appears in the form of her 1968 
representation. Mary's a bit cleaner than in her Facebook persona but I still prefer him with Juliet, 
stays pretty true to the character's personality, and I think it's a very good personality for Abbie's 
needs. (I'm fully aware of the irony) Mary and Abbie were friends 2009-2011, and Juliet, 2006-



present.
And finally (An example to pseudo-liberals who think their iconoclasts or edgy when they're 

not)- So you dissed Columbus, woo-hoo, Howard Zinn did that thirty-five years ago in one of the 
most read, popular, and accepted history books on the left. It hasn't been edgy since ~2000, so don't 
pretend you're being edgy by doing it. Instead, why don't we circulate “A People's History of Feudal 
Tibet”, (make the pseudo-liberals scream in denial)

To be a liberal is not to question God or Western culture from behind a desk, it means to 
oppose war, help the weak, and heal the environment. Nothing PC and no veneer of identity politics 
can replace putting effort behind those values. Why did Abbie adopt Juliet Capulet as his closest 
imaginary friend? Because as a child, he believed, that if he reified her, he could save her. A 
literature professor would probably be opposed to it and he'd say “Can we do Taylor Swift's version, 
not the Shakespeare version?” and the professor would say “Just be mature and accept they're going 
to die and you're powerless to stop it.”  “Have you ever protested a war?” “No.” “Have you watched 
people get blown up in the news?” “Yes.” “That's a difference between us. You watch tragedies and 
accept they'll die and that you're powerless to stop it. I don't.” That's a difference between Abbie and 
society, most of society watches and does nothing, Abbie tries to save them. 

(I don't suggest that we disregard the original, I think the entire Western Canon needs be capped and 
society needs to start a new canon. Being the most famous story of the former canon, a happy-
ending version would be an apt beginning to a 2nd Western Canon) 

Part VII: The end, our story, and miscellany 

It was the beginning of Christmas Break 2015, I knelt down in the freshwater part of 
Hobcaw Creek in a white cotton dress doing a Matthew 6:6 and in my long dialogue with my most 
beloved I asked what to do, he said “Daughter, justice needs to be wrought. An injustice which is 
going unfought for. Dearest, you are in a time, place, and condition prime to take it on. Fetch Abbie, 
take him to the I'On Boathouse like you used to summers ago, you know what he wants, then he'll 
be calm and I'll direct you from there.” So I texted Abbie “It's been awhile but I was thinking, I still 
love you and I totally wouldn't mind telling you that repeatedly, hugging you energetically, and 
kissing you in maternal ways on the cheek and forehead. Do you still love me? And when do you 
want to go?” He texted back in Abbie fashion “To the depths of my soul, of course. Tomorrow, four 
PM.”, knowing a little of his personal situation, I asked him to wear the kilt and one of his father's 
old reenacting undershirts, given his current physique, that's the best look for him. The kilt and the 
old-fashioned shirt, I think, he wants to be his look until he gets back into shape. He wears it with a 
scarf in place of a belt, it looks like a cossack sash. He looks good in it. That look is complemented 
by his bit of chub, it's a look that's hearty, a tad burly. Until he's south of 145, he needs to skip his 
old preppie look for that.

Still, the biggest obstacle to his being in a state where I can lower his cortisol, was his self-
consciousness. I'm very attractive and he'll compare himself to me so when he arrived in his kilt at 
the boathouse I said “Don't compare yourself to me, you've come a ways from where you were 
physically and you'll keep getting better. Someday you'll get it back, boy. I don't feel like a whore to 
an unpopular boy if that's what you're feeling. I want to do this. Just forget your BMI, right now. It'll 
make this easier if you do.” At that point, Abbie was a tad over 150 pounds and 5'7, down from just 
under 170 this past Spring. A little mothering and he was in a place where he could be seduced. 
After thirty minutes of light kissing on his cheeks and forehead, hugging, and verbal affection I 
starting talking to him about his life. I realized this needed to be recorded so I told him to meet me 
regularly to record his life story

I spent hours interviewing him about his life walking around I'On and Downtown, over 
meals at O'Brion's and Kudu Coffee, recording him with my iPhone and transcribing it and reducing 
it in my room over the past few weeks. With the intention to release it to both save him personally 



and save the people who face the same issues he does. The facts are his, the style and opinions are 
mine. Most of the text in the article was spent on chronological history, I'll use this portion to detail 
what was interesting that I couldn't fit.

About his self-consciousness. He became serious bulimic in 2012, and it became chronic in 
2013, it plateaued until mid-2014, after that it lost some intensity but remained frequent. In 2011, it 
happened but rarely. His self-consciousness brings up a very interesting part of Abbie, he thinks 
much like a girl. Abbie's relation to gender and orientation isn't simple. The simple version is he's 
cis and straight but those are crude and primitive terms. Abbie is more romantic than sexual, more 
affectionate than sexual, more attracted than sexual, of the four elements of orientation, sexuality is 
the least of them in Abbie's case. Furthermore, Abbie relates better to women and fits in better with 
women because he has many feminine personality traits, I'd say half of his personality is female. He 
can design clothes like he's gay but he's not gay. As far as gender traits go, there's a lot of girl in 
him.

Cis and straight, yet he'd prefer a chick-flick (depends on the type) to porn (never watched 
porn) and would fit in with a clique or sorority more than a fraternity. That said, he identifies firmly 
as a boy, his attire, his hair-cut, and the other half of his personality. In short, he feels like a boy, but 
he thinks like a lot like a girl. 

Anyone who knows Abbie well considers him a genius, in the sixth grade his IQ tested at 
138, his parents test in the low 140's. I think if he took a battery of tests he'd average in the low 
140's too. Deeply creative, philosophical, and analytical. Yet, he's on currently academic probation 
and has skirted barely above it his entire college career.

One of the best arguments for switching to the Evergreen system rather than a GPA is that 
the mainstream system doesn't reward smart people or thinking. In fact, having a GPA is very 
stressful (in addition to his other stresses) and that makes him academically preform worse, which 
makes his grades worse, which makes him more stressed and preform worse. If he could audit 
classes and get credit, he'd learn just as much but his life would be easier. That's basically the 
system they have at Evergreen and it works for 5,000 students at a four year college, it also works a 
bit closer at a 900 student school in Asheville.

Abbie writes an enormous amount, his genre is best characterized as Folk Rock-Punk Rock, 
High Fantasy, Existentialist, Southern Gothic Romanticism, spiked with pop. As there is no outlet 
for his work, he's spent most of his time refining his canonical universe and jotting down plot-lines 
for future elaboration. He also writes songs. His current project is “Battle for the Holy City” a semi-
fictionalized autobiography in the form of a rock opera.

Bulimia has tactics, the classic “puke in a toilet” isn't always accurate. Bulimics would 
rather not be heard for fear of being chastised so Abbie either goes outside or takes a shower and 
takes the guard off of the drain. He got the shower idea from his father, when his father used to beat 
him (which occurred until he was almost eleven) if there were guests over, his father would take 
him to an upstairs bathroom and turn all of the water on so people couldn't hear him scream and cry. 
And it worked! The respected local Democrat, well-known lawyer, and longtime (yet former) 
member of the Unitarian Church kept his face. I won't go into detail about his current home life, all 
I'll say is it's a trap he wants to break. His father has struck him a few times and tackled him once 
since returning from Evergreen, the verbal abuse is frequent and includes everything from chewing 
Abbie out to belittling him as worthless. His psychological trauma keeps him from a job so he has 
to live with his parents, including his father, which is not a preferable situation. Of course, his 
Mother is out of work for physical medical reasons and Abbie really can't go public because his 
Daddy's law practice feeds him and earlier of course, even before she was out of work, his Daddy's 
reputation was enough.

In addition to his father beating him and abusing him in other ways, his father was also a 
uniformed member of the Confederate Army and by extension, so was Abbie as a child. In fact, 
when Abbie was three years old (I've seen it, it's really cute), he had a confederate uniform hand-
sewn for him and he wore it until his daddy stopped taking him to reenactments when he was nine. 
That means Abbie is both a veteran of the Confederate Army and a member of Black Lives Matter. 



This leads me to another project that he invented. The title of the act would be controversial 
until its context and content were established so I'll establish some of what it is. It's an indie, 
comedy, rock, improv, and artistic act titled Confederate Royal Court headed by the “Rebel Prince” 
and the satirical premise is that the Confederacy never legally ceased to exist because the armies 
surrendered but the state never legally dissolved itself and the group has declared itself the 
Confederate Monarchy.

Left and right there is ambiguity on when it is and when it's not appropriate to be offended. 
So I'll use the example of misogyny. If someone satires a misogynist. Some feminists will scream 
“You know, there are women actually hurt by misogyny. It's wrong to make light of it.” that 
approach is suffocating to free speech. Satire and other forms of humor are crucial to a free society 
and they are effective weapons in the fight for justice. Abbie is a member of Black Lives Matter and 
founded a chapter of SDS, no one would claim he's racist. It's a very complex, multi-layered, 
political and social commentary and satirical. I hope if launched, it's not killed in its cradle.

He's also a kiss-virgin. Although he did arrange once for a girl to take it. It's a bit peculiar 
given how badly Mary would treat him shortly thereafter, Abbie asked Mary to take his kiss-
virginity for his 20th birthday. (technically, Abbie did a peck on the lips when he was a child on a 
dare from a boy but that doesn't count, also cheek kisses don't count) Mary accepted. She said she 
would kiss him. Mary never kissed him and he is still a kiss-virgin (and a regular virgin, although 
you'd be hard pressed to find a kiss-virgin whose not a regular virgin). 

I was willing to finally take his kiss-virginity at the boathouse but he was scared. He had 
explicitly asked Mary for tongue because he knew he wasn't getting another one for a very long 
time (if it occurred) and he wanted it to be deep but short. At this point, he'd be really scared of that. 
No use in pushing him into it, he wouldn't enjoy it.

Lastly, Somebody stole his bike in I'On. Circumstantial evidence inclines toward 
neighborhood kids having stolen it. It's a blue and chrome Trek 7100 (2009), and very good bike 
according to Abbie.

Part VIII: The Conclusion

Perhaps you've noticed. The issues for an autistic person like Abbie have very little to do 
with his disorder. This isn't like someone whose blind's experience with lacking accommodations. 
Like the article stated, it's eugenics, people see him as different and treat him accordingly. The truth 
is the main factor behind Abbie's life, the sum of the text in this article, is his neurological 
difference. Living with it is indescribable hell.

Abbie can't poop sitting down, he has to squat on the toilet otherwise the hole isn't wide 
enough or the muscles aren't strong enough (he doesn't know). Now a large portion of readers will 
scream that fact is TMI and squeam. It is a harmless and innocuous fact. So he has to squat to poop, 
a lot of people do, but there's a significant percentage of people who can't handle hearing that and 
there are a number of lower comedians who would roast Abbie for having to squat to poop. Now, 
imagine you have to live in a society that reacts that amazingly badly to that slight a difference.

It's almost unbearable, in fact, it was unbearable. The odds Abbie would live to see 21 were 
quite slim. Literally, it wouldn't have taken much to push him over the dozens of times he's tried. 
That's in addition to the creeks of tears and blood that have dripped down his body. The cortisol-
induced weight-gain and his self-conscious fight to lose it back by exercise and bulimia.

When I say he's weird, I don't want the wrong image to be imagined. That word has cultural 
meaning, so I'll say that stylistically he's basically preppie. When he's really stressed, he's smelly, 
poorly dressed, and unkempt but his default style is preppie, clean-shaven, conservative hair cut. 
Before the tsunami of cortisol hit him, he was as good-looking as you can be without being 
attractive. He is harmless, decent, and conservative, very friendly, kind, and has a strong character.

That makes this case study ideal, there was nothing superficially weird about him, it was just 
the f**king autism! But I guess, if he needs someone to love him, the girl he's got is reputed to have 



the strongest capacity to love of all fiction. Much, unconditional, and unwavering. She'll love him 
forever. God Bless Her. For her and her husband, all they need for a happy ending is for people to 
accept an alternate ending as canonical. For their sake, I hope they get that one day. And I hope to 
God Abbie gets one too. He needs one, badly. That's an understatement, he really, really, needs a 
happy ending. 

Speaking of them, (granted he uses a different representation) it reminds me he really likes it 
when girls are dressed as angels because he really likes angels. If a or multiple sororities could dress 
up as angels and form a choir on the Cistern. Have it be a part of a be-in of thousands of students, 
started in a walk-out. The angels should sing these songs: “We Shall Overcome”, “The Rising”, and 
“Amazing Grace”, at least, and also preferably, “Do You Hear the People Sing” and “Blowin' in the 
Wind”

Consider it a rally, not only for Abbie, but for all of the unmentioned socially awkward, 
autistic, mentally ill, an otherwise different people who have to endure the unending hell like Abbie 
has. Also, this is a be-in, it's a place where the students can love each other and live without fear, an 
attempt to create a more loving society. The College is a place where people are polite to each other 
but they don't love each other and a place were people waste their youths stressed and afraid before 
an adulthood of more stress and fear.

Like the ceasefire on the Western Front in 1914, we abandon the trenches to love each other. 
We're not going to compete anymore, we're not going to fight anymore. This isn't communist, when 
we get out, we're going to have small businesses but we're going to take care of each other and no 
one's going to end up on the street. I'm a socialist, but I believe in the government as a second 
resort, first, people should be treated as neighbors and issues as community issues. And if Evergreen 
can abolish GPA's, we can do it here, there is no need for the fight every semester, it's not good for 
Abbie's mind, and it's not good for a large portion of students. Students learn just as well without 
the cortisol.

So give Abbie a Happy Ending, give everyone a Happy Ending, we're gonna stage a be-in at 
no-man's-land. We can finally have peace, we can finally have love, and we can celebrate that we're 
alive together. So come down to the Cistern.


