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Dedication

This book is dedicated to all of the many students whom have
come before me, from K-12 through college graduates. Your
understanding towards me has been a blessing. You all had
accepted me for the person that I am, and not for what I am
inflicted with. Always remember, as I had taught you, RESPECT
yourself first, and others will follow. Believe, trust, and have faith.
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CHAPTER ONE

Is It Really Me?

“I can’t stop!” I yelled at my parents. These impulses, throwing
my head back and forth, screaming no-nonsense vocalizations
and banging my fist on the table over and over again, were out
of my control. I tried strenuously to hold in all these abnormal
movements, even eye-blinking. It hurt even more holding it in.
It was as if something was moving around in my body hitting
each muscle, going from my neck to my throat continuing down
to my arms and hands, causing this pain to trigger on for hours
at a time. I was so lost within myself not knowing who or where
to turn to.
Fifteen years after my parents had their first child, I came
along. I was more challenging and in more in need of attention
and supervision than my four siblings. My needs went a little
further than the average child. Not because of the expensive
dental bills or hospital emergency visits because I was accident
prone but because of all the calls to my parents for my poor
behavior in school. I was answering back teachers, picking on
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other students, and acting mischievous. My physical ailments
were kept secret at home.
At age eight why was I blinking my eyes so much or shaking
my head up and down? Why was I a so-called hyperactive child?
At age ten I started throwing my head back and forth
uncontrollably. My behavior in school was poor overall. I went
against school rules and answered back teachers. I tried to be the
class clown. Nobody knew what was happening to me, so my
parents took me to our family doctor. Then, Doctor Braun began
a guessing game. He gave me a physical examination and did not
find anything wrong. He considered my symptoms to be just “bad
habits” that I would eventually outgrow.
Drug after drug! None of them worked. I was even prescribed
Valium. I moped and moped around always feeling sleepy. My
mother even gave me an herbal tea prescribed by the doctor. It
didn’t work. I often fought with my mother and refused to take
the many medications that were prescribed for me.
Symptoms progressed into more outbursts and uncontrollable
movements and everyone was baffled. It hurt even more holding
it in, as if something was crawling inside my body, hitting the
focal muscles and causing me to twitch and throw myself onto
the ground. I felt lost within myself, not knowing who or where
to turn to. All these uncontrollable movements exhausted me
physically and I couldn’t bear to endure the constant pain. I felt
trapped in a mean world I could not understand.
My behavioral problems took a drastic shift when I was 12 and
in the eighth grade. I misbehaved in such ways that I didn’t even
know why. I still defied school rules and regulations and teased
other students. I was suspended from school for the first time. As
my insides shook with fear about facing my parents, I knew
punishment would come and the twitches overtook me. They
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worsened, and yet I would not allow anybody to see them. I often
hid in the bathroom stall at school to let out tics when nobody
was inside, and later in high school I found a secluded area in
the nearby park. I was suspended from school because I was
teasing a student who had just arrived from a foreign country and
she reported me to the principal. I did not intend to belittle her
but the same forces took over my judgment and I couldn’t resist.
There was something wrong, but what? This is when more
medical doctors tried to treat me. I was sent to several and they
all were stumped. I was sent to psychiatrists who tried diligently
to diagnose my behavior.
I did not like or adjust to being labeled a “problem child” by
my grade school teachers and principals. How could I adjust?
God knows that my parents tried to discipline me but I just
rebelled. All were perplexed by my “bad habits” and unruly
behavior. Teachers and principals exhausted themselves by
talking to me privately trying to gain an understanding of something they had never seen before. One day my mother escorted
me to the vice-principal’s office.
I think you have a chip on your shoulder!” scolded Mr.
Capezio.
“No, I don’t!”
Mr. Capezio was the school’s disciplinarian, while Mr. Rocker,
the principal was passive with me. The classic good cop-bad cop
scenario. In Mr. Rocker’s office I often sat quietly as he spoke in
a gentle voice. This approach I appreciated more than Mr.
Capezio who would rage at me in his coarse voice like a dragon
blurting out a yawn of fire. But neither the gentle nor the
aggressive approach made a dent. My erratic behavior persisted.
As an active child I joined all the different programs available
through West New York’s recreation department. I went to day
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camp and entered all sorts of contests, such as marble shooting,
watermelon-eating, and costume making, events for which I
earned several trophies. I touched upon baton twirling,
cheerleading, and ice skating. I particularly had a fondness for
ping pong. My parents threw me into any activity that was out
there. I joined the Amvets color guard and competed with the
team. From ages 11 to 13 I marched with the color guard and
kept still for a long period of time as I engaged in the flow of the
march. Through concentration and focus I was able to stay still
for these long periods. I felt ecstatic to be able to control my
outbursts. A warm feeling would fall over me. For the first time
I felt some semblance of normality.
However, my experience as a Girl Scout only lasted from the
Brownie rank to about one year as a full-fledged Girl Scout.
Then my behavior began to produce more negative effects.
Besides, I wanted to take guitar lessons, so my mother gave me a
choice: music lessons or Girl Scouts. I chose to learn the guitar.
My parents worked hard at trying to give me what was
available, hoping that my negative behavior would diminish and
eventually vanish. Their thought was to keep me active enough
that I would be happy and at the same time learn to coerce this
uncontrollable behavior through positive peer interaction. But
to no avail.
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