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EPISODE 23: SHORT STORY (MEMOIR) - THE CONSTANCY OF ENTROPY

Summary: This is my story about discovering I have ADD and learning to cope with it.

“Just because something bears the aspect of the inevitable onc should not, therefore, go

along willingly with it — Philip K. Dick

*“We just don’t understand why she’s struggling so much in the class.” To that, my
Chemistry teacher replies, **Struggling’ implics cffort, and she hasn’t put in any.” { leel myself
tense up defensively. [ already know what comes next. Annoyance. Anger. Guilt. Frustration. All
the emotions on point like clockwork. And then the tears. You can’t seriously be crying again. 1
quickly cover my face, but [ can still feel the reactions of those around me. My teacher rolls his
eyes, my guidance counselor tenses up with concern, and my parents sigh with frustration.

This was onc of the many parent-teacher meetings [ had my junior year of high school.
Some involved the principal, my academic advisor, my counsclor—sometimes even two or three
of my teachers. It was mid-November and I had already had two of these mectings. 1 cried at
both. Hence, the eye roll. This was the third: 1 was the only kid in my Chemistry class who'd
managed to fail cvery single lest in the marking period. I was infamous. My chemistry teacher
was also a big fan of peer-grading, which meant 1 had a stack of graded icsts with comments on
them like “Bravo!™ and “You're the real MVP!™ next to scores like 40 and 15. Sometimes they
even sank into the single digits. Bravo, indecd. [ was The Girl Who Made Everyone Elsc Feel

Better About Failing. If somcone didn’t study or do their homewark, they could just tell
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themselves, “Hey, at least you know Bri definitely didn’t.” And with that thought, they could go
on with their day feeling a little less puilty. Glad I could help. [ ernbraced this persona my peers
had given me. [ cmbraced it because it gave me some scmblance of pride. This self-deprecation
is what the school psychologist would later refer to as my “go-t0™ coping-mechanism.

Afier finally catching my breath, my guidance counselor suggested [ talk to the school

psychologist, and with that, the mecting was over. 1 went back to class and relaid-relaved what

had happened in the mecting to my friends. They were concerned when they saw my puffy red
eyes, but 1 reassured them that I was fine. I cried because | just didn’t feel like dealing with
another lecture from my parents and how they didn’t like confrontation, so tears would help. |
laughed it off as just another one of my antics, and to that, [ got a sarcastic slow clap and a few
chuckles.

[ hadn’t intended on actually sceing the school psychologist until | got called to her office
during one of my free periods a few days later. 1°d seen enough movies o know how it would
go. She’d ask me to sit and then ask mc about my day, and I’d entertain her mundane questions
until I'd finally just tell her to cut the crap and convince her | was finc and | was just having
trouble “balancing my school and social life” and that would be that.

But when 1 got 1o her ofTice, she asked me to sit, asked me about my day, and then asked
me what [ planned to do with my life.

The suddenness of the question caught me off guard, so I just shrugged and said I didn’t
know,

She asked me if | planned on going to college.

I shrugged again. “Of course.”

She replied, “Do you think you’ll get into college with the grades you've been gelting?”
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And with that, 1 [elt the defensiveness building up again. f thought you were supposed to Formatted: Font: Halic
help me, not leciure me. But | said nothing.
And then, as if she could read my mind, “I’'m not trying to lecture you, | just want you to
know, because not many students understand this, that therc arc other options. School just isn’t
for everyone. You could take online classes or go to a trade school.”
And, again like clockwork, the tcars came—but this time they weren’t met with an cye
roll. Knowing that in a world where education is the only way to succeed, someone
acknowledging the fact that | can't be traditionally educated, and may never fit into the
regimented system of learning, made me feel that no one may ever recognize how fully capable 1
am of forming great idcas, which was soul-crushing.
She asked me why [ was upset, and [ told her that | wanted to go to cotlege.
“So then why don’t your grades reflect that?”
I had no answer for her.
She gave me a book she thought I'd like and then 1 left. The book was called Driven to Formatted: Font Italic
Distraction: Recognizing and Coping with Attention Deficit Disorder. 1 wasn't surprised. | mean,
I'd thought about it before and 1°d done enough Google secarches to know what it was and the
similarities there were between it's symptoms and some of my habits. [ went home, put my

homework aside, per usual, and sat down thinking I'd skim a few pages.

L e s e e [ s 1) 1) | Commented [s2]: Keep this sentence on its own.
emphasizes the importance of this moment in her lHe (I
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athite Fdbward- M- Halealt, swhir wens throsh-the exactsame thines as ma 43 was like boeld

literallywritten-a-hook ahout mye-life It was in the first few lines of the book that | knew I wasn’t

atone. He talks about the skeplics of ADD, with one pariicular quote that struck me:
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"For somc pcople, this was, and still is, heresy. The old moral model dics
hard. It still lives on in the minds of certain groups and individuals. At the heart of
the moral model beats the conviction that willpower controls all human cmetion,
lcarning, and behavior. Under this model, the cure for depression is to cheer up.
The cure for anxiely is to suck it up. And the cure for ADD is to try harder. While
trying harder helps just about everything, telling someone with ADD to try harder
is no morc helpful than telling someone who is nearsighled to squint harder. It
missed the biological point.”

[ read the whole book in one night.

I couldn’t sleep afier I'd finished it, knowing now that there were other people out there

like the author, Ldward M. Hallowell, who went through the exact same things as me, It was like

he'd literally written a book about my life. He had put into words what I could never explain to

people like my parents and teachers without sounding like 1 was making excuses. Suddenly there
was justification for everything I°d done (or hadn’t done)} when it came to my school work and
social life. His words had brought me back to middle school, when school work had suddenly
become somewhat difTicult and therc were no more easy A’s. School had become a deflating—

rather than a rewarding—cenvironment to me.

"Kecp those faces in mind, the little girls and boys in the carly grades, all
trusting the adults to show them the way, all cager and excited about life and what
will come next, and then just follow those faces over time. Follow the face of a
little girl who docsn't read vety well and is told to try harder; who tends to
daydream and is told she better pay attention; who talks out in class when she secs
something lascinating, like a butterfly on the windowpane, and is told to lcave the
class and report 1o the principal; who forgets her homework and is told she will
Jjust never learn, will she; who writes a story rich in imagination and insight and is
told her handwriting and spelling are atrocious; who asks for help and is told she
should try harder herself before getting others to do her work for her; who begins
to fecl unhappy in school and is told that big girls try harder. This is the brutal
process of the breaking of the spirit of a child. [ can think of no more precious
resource than the spirits of our children. Lile necessarily breaks us all down
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somewhat, but to do it unnecessarily to our children in the name of educating
them--this is a tragedy. To take the joy of learning--which one can sce in any
child experimenting with something new--to take that joy and turn it into fear—
that is something we should never do.”

1 realized there were so many things about myself that were bringing me down, and there | Commented [s4): | think 2l of this is vali¢ and good, b
| et you tobreak it up a itte 50 that  can digest it bete

were so many others out there that were the same way. [ finally understood why I could read a
whole 300-page book in onc night but never finish a chapler in a textbook. Why [ couldn’t
retnember certain things, no matter how hard I tried to commit them to memory - because short ) ’ |
term memory loss is another common symplom of ADDY. Why [ could feet so incredibiy > d J J i + L( n oL ‘H' a l
pathetic and uscless when | couldn’t remember something I’d learned in class an hour ago, ora

person’s name whom 1'd met several times, or how to multiply, or write all my noles in one

notebook rather than scraps of paper that would end up in the trash, or how I could forget what |

was trying to say lo someone in the middle of a sentence, or how one little accomplishment made

me feel so good that | couldn’t even remember what it felt like to be a failure, or understand how

1 could be so lazy to the point where I'm right back at not having done a single thing, and sink

lower and lower, becausc with every unfinished task you feel another one coming. Time ceases

Lo exist because you [eel like nothing's getting done now and you convince yoursell nothing will

get done later, either. The entropy of the universe takes it-s ultimaic toll. And the worst part is -

everyone else has somehow always got their shit together. You're all climbing this mountain, but

Tor some reason you have (o keep stopping or you’ll fall off, but you're still watching cveryone

go completely unhindered, until you suddenly realize you’ve been carrying a backpack full of

rocks and their backpacks are all empty. They don’t see all that’s holding you back, so they don™t

understand. Finally knowing the problem was liberating.
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Reading this book had validated everything in myself that 1 had scoffed at. But this is
where it get’s tricky: You know you've got this problem, but now you must come to terms with

the fact that there is no cure, only treatment. The first thing anyone might suggest is medication,

which I suggesied o my parents. They, however, refused. | can’t say 1 was all for taking those
brain-morpher meds cither, but [ was at a point where 1 saw no other way to fix mysclf.
Eventually, I'd come to terms with the fact that if [ wanted to change, I had to do it on my own,

One thing I’ve read that is common in people with ADD is our survival instinct. When
we see that something isn’t working, whether it's ol our own accord or not, we can only focus
from that point pn, on another course of action that may work better. With another string of
google searches, | taught myself different stralcgies to motivate myself, stay focused, and stay
positive. | conceded that the only way to get my grades up was to swallow my pride and ask my
teachers and friends for help.

1 ended the ycar with a C in Chemistry and a fcw B's and C’s in my other classes. 1'd
passed, and that was good enough. For everyone clse at least. [ spent the summer wallowing in
the fact that I°d screwed up the most important year of high school and that I’d never get into a
decent college. But being a survivalist no matter what the situation, [ found other ways to prove
miysclf to schools I'd never have a chance of getting into with a 2.4 GPA. 1 put my GPA and my
senior year school work aside and put everything I had in me into studying for the SA'T, writing
my college cssays, and going to interviews. | refrained from telling some of my classmaics what
schools | was applying to. | knew exactly what kind of reactions | would get if they knew I had
hopes of getting into some fairly sclective colleges. In retrospect, it probably was naive of me to

believe I could do it. But I did.
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When spring came, Id gotien acceptances from all of my top-choice schools. 1 spent the
rest of the year being bombarded by questions like “How’d you do it?” I'd brush them ofT by
saying | had a decent SAT score, a Princeton Review’s College Essays That Made a Difference-
worthy essay, and played the Hispanic card. It’s always been a habit of mine to undermine
myself 1o others. But this time, invalidating myself didn’t fecl so bad because | knew exactly
what I was dealing with in my own head, and [ knew | was capable. This aversion to revelling in
these rare opportunities to brag comes from opposition to competition between mysell and my
peets, and the insccurity it brings that seems to burrow itself deeper the harder 1 try to wrench it
out. Thai’s another thing [ have to work on, but I guess there’s always another “thing.” Ernest
Hemingway ance said, “There is nothing noble in being superior to your fellow man; true
nobility is being superior to your former sclf.” So ['Il work on myscif for now.

My life had been one long inner-dialogue interrupted by the disappointment of those
around me when 1 couldn’t succeed, and the constant reminders to my teachers and parents when
1 actually accomplished something: "Don't get too excited, I'm probably gonna screw up the next
five things I do." 1 no longer feel the need to do that, but sometimes it’s instinctive. Over the past
two years, I've developed the rarest combination of confidence and humility to seek help when [
need it, and to understand that it really isn’t my fault.

ADD has been regarded as onc of the most detrimental disorders a person could have, but
onice diagnosed, there’s much beauty in it. I see it in mysclf. All the positive attributes that come
with having ADD: like resilience, creativity, bravery. | had let myself drown for so long because
I felt like 1 couldn®t cope. The problem was, | had no idea what [ was trying to cope with.
Diagnosis is the most important sicp when it comes to ADD, because sometimes it's all a person

necds,
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Summary: This is my story about discovering I have ADD and learning to cope with it.

“Just because something bears the aspect of the inevitable one should not, therefore, go

along willingly with it.” — Philip K. Dick

¢t ¢
& /\'LDLO

“We just don’t understand why she’s struggling so much in t)é class.” To that, my \)\lf ¢ s
NN

Chemistry teacher replies, “*Struggling’ implies effort, and she hasn’t put in any.” I feel mydelf QO&

'/E_E‘;'I-SB up defensively. I already know what comes next. Annoyance. Anger. Guilt. Frustrdtion, All
} the emoticsns.g_p point like clockwork. And then the tears. \é:u_ can’t seriously be crying again. I \(\3
Ez o -
(S’Q?‘_} quickly cover my fate, but I can still feel the reactions of those around me. My teacher rolls his\ 7 O
eyes, my guidance counselor h‘:@@ with concern, and my parents sigh with frustration. b \(\9(

This was one of Lﬁé many parent-teacher meetings I had my junior year of high school.
Some involved the principal, my academic advisor, my counselor—sometimes even two or three
‘}‘3/ of my teachers. It was mid-November}and I had alrf:adyQI";]s?l:IJ {:\% of these meetings. I cried at
3?‘ both. Hence, the eye roll. This was the third*I was the only kid in my Chemistry class who’d
managed to fail every single test in the marking period. I was infamous. My chemistry teacher
was also a big fan of peer-grading, which meant I had a stack of graded tests with comments on
them like “Bravo!” and “You’re the real MVP!” next to scores like 40 and 15. Sometimes they
even sank into the single digits. Bravo, indeed. I was The Girl Who Made Everyone Else Feel

Better About Failing. If someone didn’t study or do their homework, they could jué tell
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themselves, “Hey, at least you know Bri definitely didn’t.” , they could go
on with their day feeling attle less guilty. Glad I could help. I embraced/his persona my peers
had given me. I embraced it because it gave me some semblance of Eriée. This self-deprecation

is what the school psychologist would later refer to as my “go-to” coping-mechanism.

After finally catching my breath, my guidance counselor suggested I talk to the school

S : o\asks
psychologist(@, the meeting was over. | went back to class and‘;g!?i what had

happened in the meeting to my friends. They were concerned when they saw my puffy red eyes,
but I reassured them thet [ was fine. I cried because ij’st didn’t feel like dealing with another

R . . ) Fie JI .
lecture from my paren@ﬂ*hnéﬂl:ey didn’t like confrontation, so tears w p. I laughed it

Pnr
off as j,ﬁst another one of my antics, and}b that, I got a sarcastic slow clap and a few chuckles.

K _ QARSI VE Vol
I hadn’t intended on aCtmatly seeing the school psychologist until I got called to her office
“Shne ccMedmas

during one of my free periods a few days later. I'd seen enough movies to know how it would
go. She’d ask me to sit and then ask me about my day, aud I’d entertain her mundane questions
until I'd finally gylst tell her to cut the crap and convince her I was fine and I was just having
trouble “balancing my school and social life; ,&1{1j that would be that%ut when I got to her
office, she asked me to sit, asked me about my day, and then asked me what I planned to do with 0,;,3[
my life. The-=suddermessefhe question caught me off guard, so Ij%t shrugged and said:i dﬁg’(tf v \,)QES Q¢
kno“f S%e asked fipe if I planned on going to college. I shrugged again. “Of course.”&S\he replied, i}(\i@g
e

“Do you think you’ll get into college with the grades you’ve been getting?” {Ed\;/ith thap I felt \r)QJQ

, . . 200 o
the defensiveness building @! again. I thought ¥ouwere supposed to help me, not lecture me. But
[ said nothing. Aadfhen, as if she could read my mind, “I’m not trying to lecture you, I just want
you to know, because not many students understand iifis}/ifidtsthere are other options. School j3t/

isn’t for everyone. You could take online classes or go to a trade school.” And, agifi like
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clockwork, the tears came—but this time they weren’t met with an eye roll. Knowing that in a
world where education is the only way to succeed, someone acknowledging the fact that I can't

be traditionally educated, and may never fit into the regimented system of learning, made me feel
bJou oY L A7
that no one may ever recognize how fully capable I em of forming great ideas, wiieh was soul-
Shew vs 4ne dialogye Qedween Jham
crushing. She asked me uwhy_i was upset, ?nd I told her it | wanted to go to college. “So then

)

why don’t your grades reflect that?” I had no answer for her. She gave me a book she thought I'd

like,amd then I left. The book was called Driven to Distraction: Recognizing and Coping with (7 ¢

Attention Deficit Disorder, I wasn’t surprised. I mean, I'd thought about it before and I'd done '\’ \)\(\;;
enough Google searches to know what it was and the similarities there were between it"é \>\' Q“" (
symptoms and some of my habits. [ went home, put my homework aside, per usual, and sat dow | D;}:::/‘
thinkin%l’ﬂskim a few pages. I read the whole book in one(@h. qu‘*GCSL J%

= D,

I couldn’t slee thal@ ht knowin that there were other people out there like the WA
p ght knowing nofythat peop Q) ")X(\
author, Edward M. Hallowell, who went through the exact same things as me. It was like he’d \ /

14 s
mlgm“léywritten a book about my life. It:mas:in_Ee first few lines of the book tha}-lre;cw I wasn’t

Y/
alone. He talk;sﬂ about the skeptics of ADD, with one particular quote that struck me:

lives-omin-the-minds-efcertain groups and-individuats At the heart of the moral model beats the ﬁ)\ Q

Q“

conviction that willpower controls all human emotion, learning, and behavior. Under this model, W o&

‘J

O
the cure for depression is to cheer up. The cure for anxiety is to suck it up. And the cure for ADD k}\dg"\j

is to try harder. While trying harder helps just about everything, telling someone with ADD to try Il ¢

%
harder is no more helpful than telling someone who is nearsighted to squint harder. H-missed the Q{\M .\
-, \W"w

aht

e
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He had put into words what [ could never explain to people-tiee my pfirents and teachers
without sounding like I was making excuses, Suddenly,there was justjfication for everything I'd
done (or hadn’t done) when it came to my school work and social life. His words had brought me
back to middle school, when school work had iﬁglgx{y become sn@év-bat difficult and there

Chaneg 3 e

were no more easy A’s. School had beesine a deflating—rather than a rewarding—environment

to me.

"Keep those faces in mind, the little girls and boys in the early grades, all trusting the
adults to show them the way, all eager and excited about life and what will come next, and then

just follow those faces over time. Follow the face of a little girl who doesn't read very well and is

told to try harder; who tends to &aydream and is told she better pay attention; who talks out in \(\b\;\(\
class when she sees something fascinating, like a butterfly on the windowpane, and is told to of S
o
0

leave the class and report to the principal; who forgets her homework and is told she will just
never learn, will she; who writes a story rich in imagination and insight and is told her
handwriting and spelling are atrocious; who asks for help and is told she should try harder herself
before getting others to do her work for her; who begins to feel unhappy in school and is told that
big girls try harder. This is the brutal process of the breaking of the spirit of a child. I can think
of no more precious resource than the spirits of our children. Life necessarily breaks us all down
somewhat, but to do it unnecessarily to our children in the name of educating them--this is a
tragedy. To take the joy of learning--which one can see in any child experimenting with

something new--to take that joy and turn it into fear--that is something we should never do
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were so many others out there that W
,ﬁﬁ(ﬂ& 300-page book in one night}but never finish a chapter in a textbook. Why I couldn’t
remember certain things, no matter how hard I tried to commit them to memorygbecause short
term memory loss is another common symptom of ADD". Why I m%e}—igeel so ineredibly

pathetic and useless when I couldn’t remember something I'd learned in class an hour ago, or a

)
person’s name whom I'd met several times, or how to multiply, or write all my notes in one CJ\(::
0 c
notebook rather than scraps of paper that would end up in the trash, or how I could forget what I 6L,. R

was trying to say to someone in the middle of a sentence, or how one little accompli$hment made W 5
N

me feel so good that I couldn’t e')@n remember what it felt like to be a failure] or understand how \(\C'Q

O
\ I could be ¢ lazy to the point where I’'m right back at not having done a single thing, and sink S\z\g,(
I\Mlower and lower, because with every unfinished task yau feel another one coming%me ceases

\&
to exist becausegu feel like nothing's getting done re%and-},:%u convince y%lf nothing will

get done w either. The entropy of the universe takes it’s ultimate toll. And the worst part is

e vay o
everyone else ha§ somehow always gt thelr shit together. XeuTe all climbing thls mountain, but

=<

for some reason é’u have to keep stopping or yau’ll fall off, but.;anu’re still watching everyone
go completely unhindered, until,;%l apdienly realize;’%’u’ve been carrying a backpack full of
rocks and their backpacks are all empty.%lgey don’t see all that’s holding,ﬁ back, so they don’t

understand. Eiratly quwing the problem was liberating. Reading this book had validated

ARX <ol 3,\0@5
everything in myself that | had scoffed at. But this is where it gct” s tricky: ¥ouknew yew've-got

<

this problem, but now y@u must come to terms with the fact that there is no cure, only treatment.

L SV é%"]‘ﬁ-) : _— :
The first thing is medication, which I suggested to my parents. They,

however, refused. I can’t say I was all for taking those brain-morpher meds either, but [ was at a

' 4
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-

point where [ saw no other way to fix myself. Eventually, I- ﬁwﬁi to terms with the fact that if [

wanted to change, I had to do it on my own. &
ﬂa::ﬁthrg.llmﬁth%is@gmmon in people with ADD is our survival instinct. WhenM

we see #sat something isn’t working, whether it’s of our own accord or not, we can only focus

from-that-peint-on, on another course of action that may work better. With another string of ~ \ {4 03\‘

N\
google searches, | taught myself different strategies to motivate myself, stay focused, and stay- =

positive. LeanaededxhaIEe only way to get my grades up was to swallow my pride and ask my

\'§
2 i S
I ended the year with a C in Chemistry and a few B’s and C’s in my other classes. I'd OLCBN‘\\J

Q&W%\C‘ 0N

passed, and that was-geed-ermoligh. For everyone else at least. I spent the summer wallowing in

teachers and friends for help.

the fact that I'd screwed up the most important year of high school /and g&% I"d never get into a

decent college. But being a survivalist no matter what the situation, I found other ways to prove

Sw.?_/ ( myself to schools I'd never have a chanc{: of getting into with a 2.4 GPA. I put my GPA and my
g bq\h senior year school work aside andg?;‘e!verything Hhredimngeninto studying for the SAT, writing
?5) 73 o my college essays, and going to interviews. I refrained from telling some of my classmates what
e G\§ schools I was applying to. I knew exactly what kind of reactions I would get if they knew I had (
hopes of getting into some fairly selective colleges%l retrospect, it probably was naive of me to b;(? S
believe I could do it. Butmw‘l:en spring cameﬂll’d gotten acceptances from all of my top- /\‘b‘ \D:b\
choice schools. I spent the rest of the year being-bombarded by questions like “How’d you do F‘%QQJ 059
it?” Id brush them off by saying I had a decent SAT score, a Princeton Review’s College Essayskgi\ml}é

NS
That Made a Difference-worthy essay, and played the Hispanic card. It’s always been a habit of N DD@

()
A Iknew exactly what I was dealing with in my own head, and I knew I was capable. This aversion ‘%\

g’ A,
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)

t

to revelling in these rare opportunities to brag comes from opposition to competition between \\)
myself and my peers, and the insecurity it brings that seems-te burrowsitself deeper the harder I

try to wrench it out. That’s another thing I have to work on, but I guess there’s always another
“thing.” Ernest Hemingway once said, “There is nothing noble in being superior to your fellow

man; true nobility is being superior to your former self.” So I’'ll work on myself for now.

Py My life had been one long inner-dialogue interrupted by the disappointment of those :
S O

% around me when I couldn’t succeed, and the constant reminders éo my teachers and parents when < X
H SN

&)

3:"2’99 I actually accomplished something: "Don't get too excited, I'm probably gonna screw up the next” 5
‘9,5‘ five things I do." I no longer feel the need to do that, but sometimes it’s instinctive. Over the past
two years, I’ve developed the ras5t combination of confidence and humility to seek help when I
My (on Bixro
need it, and to understand that it readly isn’t my fault.

ADD has been regarded as one of the most detrimental disorders a person % have, but
once diagnosed, there’s much beauty in it. I see it in myself. All the positive attributes that come
with having ADD: like resilience, creativity, bravery. I had let myself drown for so long because
[fetritke I couldn’t cope. The problem was, I had no idea what I was trying to cope with.

Diagnosis is the most important step when it comes to ADD, because sometimes it’s all a person
needs. 4o A d\w thar 58 And Canag- oS

I can’t say that I've completely “reinvented” myself. I'm in college now and it’s only
gotten more difficult. But I find comfort in knowing {ﬁh{these failures and triumphs will
ultimately balance each other out. Everything in life comes together to fall apart. That’s the
entropy of the universe, It is in a constant state of random disorder that can only be controlled by
our actions. The one constant in my life will always be the lack of constants, and I'm okay with o
. oS e N\ e Rene e Sasuey 0D e T{e SOWS X
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Summary: This is my story about discovering I have ADD and learning to cope with it.

“Just because something bears the aspect of the inevitable one should not, therefore, go
along willingly with it.” — Philip K. Dick

A= .
_ werts
gj;’f&) 5 P M“’“’,_ﬁ |

& o)

“We just don’t understand why she’s struggling so much in the clasg;"j To that, my fﬁjéfm :
Chemistry teacher replies, ““Struggling’ implies effort, and she hasn’t put in any.” I feel myself -, fa/yt‘d'
tense up defensively. I already know what comes next. Annoyance. Anger. Guilt. Frustration. All

o

the emotions on point like clockwork. And then the tears. Yefi can’t seriously be crying again. [
quickly cover my face, but I can still feel the reactions of those around me. My teacher rolls his
eyes, my guidance counselor tenses up with concern, and my parents sigh with frustration.

This was one of the many parent-teacher meetings I had my junior year of high school.

Some involved the principal, my academic advisor, my counselor—sometimes even two or three

of my teachers. It was mid-November and I had already had two of these meetings. I cried at

.

both. Hence, the eye roll. W was the only kid in my Chemistry class who’d
6) managed to fail every single test in the marking period. I was infamous. My chemistry teacher

was also a big fan of peer-grading, which meant I had a stack of graded tests with comments on
them like “Bravo!” and “You’re the real MVP!™ next to scores like 40 and 15. Sometimes they
even sank into the single digits. Bravo, indeed. I was The Girl Who Made Everyone Else Feel

Better About Failing. If someone didn’t study or do their homework, they could just tell
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themselves, “Hey, at least you know Bri definitely didn’t.” And with that thought, they could go

on with their day feeling a little less guilty. Glad I could help. [ embraced this persona my peers

5 had given mE‘l;?ﬂibl!@é_’ﬁ%ecause it gave me some semblance of pride. This self-deprecation

is what the school psychologist would later refer to as my “go-to” coping-mechanism.

15 PLACED
o\ FIE@  After r finally catching my breath, my guidance counselor suggested I the school

indrodcdar ? /ol ,Me-(e’“)

,,bpsycho ogist, and with that, the meeting was over. [ went back to class aﬂg ;elaﬂ[\what had 37
b 94

happened in the meetmg{'tfo__fmy ﬁlend&mre concerned when they saw my puffy red eyes, A‘= 1 a l

03!
Iy
l“ e
e —
(.\ys 12 but I reassured them that I was fine. I cried because I just didn’t feel like dealing with another w}

+fw (n lecture from my parents and how they didn’t like confrontation, so tears would help. I laughed it

off as just another one of my antics, and to that, I got a sarcastic slow clap and a few chuckles.

‘?3 I hadn’t intended on actually seeing the school ‘iﬂchologist until I got called to her Ofﬁc;:_f Y.
il during one of my free periods a few days later. I'd g_g% enough movies to know how it would ‘i:f:: ¥
go. She’d ggie to sit and then ask me about my day, and I’d entertain her mundane questions F js;i
g ¢ ‘ until I'd finally just tell her to cut the crap and convince her I was fine and I was just having i ol
af"rb trouble “balancing my school and social life” and that would be that. But when I got to her

. Ry .
office, she asked me to sit, a‘g‘k_{q € about my day, and then asked me what I planned to do with

my life. The suddenness of the question caught me off guard, so I just shrugged and said I didn’t

know. She asked me if I planned on going to college. I shrugged again. “Of course.” ﬁhe replied,

e s
“Do you think you’ll get into college with the grades you’ve been getting?” And with that I felt L L:; o
A
the defensiveness building up again. I thought you were supposed to help me, not lecture me. But (szu "
i~
Zn

I said nothing. And then, as if she could read my mind, “I’m not trying to lecture you, I just want
you to know, because not many students understand this, that there are other options. School just

isn’t for everyone. You could take online classes or go to a trade school.” And, again like
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clockwork, the tears came—but this time they weren’t met with an eye roll. Knowing that in a

s / world where education is the only way to succeed, someone acknowledging the fact that I can't

e

)H" be traditionally educated, and may never fit into the regimented system of learning, made me feel

7"(

Eu ﬁ* that no one may ever recognize how fully capable I am of forming great ideas, which was soul-
crushing. She asked me why I was upset, and I told her that [ wanted to go to college. “So then

why don’t your grades reflect that?” I had no answer for her. She gave me a book she thought I’ ,e,
1/!“4:;_{‘ like and then I left. The book was called Driven to Distraction: Recognizing and Coping with ,{, Al
A E-r"'n 56\‘ A

ttentlon Deficit Disorder. I wasn’t surprised. I mean, I'd thought about it before and I"d done
2.3 CUNVErS T o

hod wa t:‘enough Google searches to know what it was and the similarities there were betweelﬁtf3 = e
Lzt cdrora 2"

symptoms and some of my habits. I went home, put my homework aside, per usual, and sat down ‘;f;jm
thinking I’d skim a few pages. I read the whole book in one night.

I couldn’t sleep that night knowing now that there were other people out there like the
author, Edward M. Hallowell, who went through the exact same things as me. It was like he’d
literally written a book about my life. It was in the first few lines of the book that I knew I wasn’t
alone. He talks about the skeptics of ADD, with one particular quote that struck me:

|(_,.J 4V ste
5"4‘ "For some people, this was, and still is, heresy. The old moral model dies hard. It still
lives on in the minds of certain groups and individuals. At the heart of the moral model beats the
conviction that willpower controls all human emotion, learning, and behavior. Under this model,
the cure for depression is to cheer up. The cure for anxiety is to suck it up. And the cure for ADD
is to try harder. While trying harder helps just about everything, telling someone with ADD to try
harder is no more helpful than telling someone who is nearsighted to squint harder. It missed the

biological point."
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He had put into words what I could never explain to people like my parents and teachers
without sounding like I was making excuses. Suddenly there was justification for everything I'd
done (or hadn’t done) when it came to my school work and social life. His words had brought me
back to middle school, when school work had suddenly become somewhat difficult and there
were no more easy A’s. School had become a deflating—rather than a rewarding—environment

to me.

"Keep those faces in mind, the little girls and boys in the early grades, all trusting the
adults to show them the way, all eager and excited about life and what will come next, and then
just follow those faces over time. Follow the face of a little girl who doesn't read very well and is
told to try harder; who tends to daydream and is told she better pay attention; who talks out in
class when she sees something fascinating, like a butterfly on the windowpane, and is told to
leave the class and report to the principal; who forgets her homework and is told she will just
never learn, will she; who writes a story rich in imagination and insight and is told her
handwriting and spelling are atrocious; who asks for help and is told she should try harder herself
before getting others to do her work for her; who begins to feel unhappy in school and is told that
big girls try harder. f'%lis is the brutal process of the breaking of the spirit of a child. I can think
of no more precious resource than the spirits of our children. Life necessarily breaks us all down
somewhat, but to do it unnecessarily to our children in the name of educating them--this is a

tragedy. To take the joy of learning--which one can see in any child experimenting with

something new--to take that joy and tumn it into fear—that is something we should never do.”
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I realized there were so many things about myself that were bringing me down, and there
were so many others out there that were the same way. I finally understood why I could read a
whole 300-page book in one night but never finish a chapter in a textbook. Why I couldn’t
remember certain things, no matter how hard I tried to commit them to memory (because shn{ \@
term memory loss is another common symptom of ADD). Why I could feel so incredibly
pathetic and useless when I couldn’t remember something I'd learned in class an hour ago, or a
person’s name whom I’d met several times, or how to multiply, or write all my notes in one
notebook rather than scraps of paper that would end up in the trash, or how I could forget what I
was trying to say to someone in the middle of a sentence, or how one little accomplishment made
me feel so good that I couldn’t even remember what it felt like to be a failure, or understand how
I could be so lazy to the point where I'm right back at not having done a single thing, and sink
lower and lower, because with every unfinished task you feel another one coming. "ﬁ;ne ceases
to exist because you feel like nothing's getting done now and you convince yourself nothing will
get done later, either. The entropy of the universe takes Q@ultimate toll. And the worst part is
everyone else has somehow always got their shit together. You’re all climbing this mountain, but
for some reason you have to keep stopping or you’ll fall off, but you’re still watching everyone
go completely unhindered, until you suddenly realize you’ve been carrying a backpack full of
rocks and their backpacks are all empty. They don’t see all that’s holding you back, so they don’t
understand.%nally knowing the problem was liberating. Reading this book had validated
everything in myself that I had scoffed at. But this is where it cky: You know you’ve got
this problem, but now you must come to terms with the fact that there is no cure, only treatment.

The first thing anyone might suggest is medication, which I suggested to my parents. They,
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point where I saw no other way to fix myself. Eventually, I’d come to terms with the fact that if |
wanted to change, I had to do it on my own.

One thing I’ve read that is common in people with ADD is our survival instinct. When
we see that something isn’t working, whether it’s of our own accord or not, we can only focus
from that point on, on another course of action that may work better. With another string of
google searches, I taught myself different strategies to motivate myself, stay focused, and stay

positive. I conceded that the only way to get my grades up was to swallow my pride and ask my

teachers and friends for help.
I ended the year with a C in Chemistry and a few B’s and C’s in my other classes. I'd
y
D
Ub) OF  passed, and that was good enough. For everyone else at least. I spent the summer wallowing in

the fact that I"d screwed up the most important year of high school and that I"d never get into a
decent college. But being a survivalist no matter what the situation, I found other ways to prove
myself to schools I’d never have a chance of getting into with a 2.4 GPA. I put my GPA and my
senior year school work aside and put everything I had in me into studying for the SAT, writing
my college essays, and going to interviews. [ refrained from telling some of my classmates what
schools I was applying to. I knew exactly what kind of reactions I would get if they knew I had
hopes of getting into some fairly selective colleges. In retrospect, it probably was naive of me to

recaN é
believe I could do it. But I did. When spring came I'd ggttefi acceptances from all of my top-

NS

o

\yﬁa - choice schools. I spent the rest of the year being bombarded by questions like “How’d you do

it?” I’d brush them off by saying I had a decent SAT score, a Princeton Review’s College Essays

..o ¢ T That Made a Difference-worthy essay, and played the Hispanic card. #’ rdwawbvm—rw
e Q sfter

tx mme*bo" ndermine myself to others. But this time, invalidating myself didn’t feel so bad because
JJ\ Ll /"u —

dl
'/3“

I knew exactly what I was dealing with in my own head, and | knew I was capable. This aversion
- r’ : Page 6 of 7
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to revelling in these rare opportunities to brag comes from opposition to competition between
myself and my peers, and the insecurity it brings that seems to burrow itself deeper the harder I
try to wrench it out, That’s another thing I have to work on, but I guess there’s always another
“thing.” Ermest Hemingway once said, “There is nothing noble in being superior to your fellow
man, true nobility is being superior to your former self.” So I'll work on myself for now.

My life had been one long inner-dialogue interrupted by the disappointment of those
around me when I couldn’t succeed, and the constant reminders to my teachers and parents when
I actually accomplished something: "Don't get too excited, I'm probably gonna screw up the next
five things I do." I no longer feel the need to do that, but sometimes it’s instinctive. Over the past
two years, I’ve developed the rarest combination of confidence and humility to seek help when 1
need it, and to understand that it really isn’t my fault.

ADD has been regarded as one of the most detrimental disorders a person could have, but
once diagnosed, there’s much beauty in it. I see it in myself. All the positive attributes that come
with having ADD: like resilience, creativity, bravery. I had let myself drown for so long because
I felt like I couldn’t cope. The problem was, I had no idea what I was trying to cope with.
Diagnosis is the most important step when it comes to ADD, because sometimes it’s all a person
needs.

I can’t say that I’ve completely “reinvented” myself. I’m in college now and it’s only
gotten more difficult. But I find comfort in knowing that these failures and triumphs will
ultimately balance each other out. Everything in life comes together to fall apart. That’s the
entropy of the universe. It is in a constant state of random disorder that can only be controlled by

our actions. The one constant in my life will always be the:la_ék of constants, and I’'m okay with

E_rw?"w;a. v-’/ Asligsn o Lm

(R th%'/ﬁ—é‘ NE SN SToR P poviING
’fHM’I‘U’ Fe 3:‘;-%?&.4 ¢ cptaFo T Mad] L};ZE 2 BN ERTEN NG ]
S Wik ‘( . yonT st pbbPage of 7 Yot 60 el .
AND /{Lﬂy‘p(’% g coén 1Tl (s p .
cow CEER T mechevits 0 T
A fFod 155 = m,\j—a& pdrratg



EPISODE 23: SHORT STORY (MEMOIR) - THE CONSTANCY OF ENTROPY
Dave
This piece starts slowly, but as the author becomes either more familiar with the topic, or
more confident in the writing, the text begins to pick up speed and flows nicely. I’'m impressed

with the improvements. Good work.

Summary: This is my story about discovering I have ADD and learning to cope with it.

“Just because something bears the aspect of the inevitable one should not, therefore, go

along willingly with it.” — Philip K. Dick

“We just don’t understand why she’s struggling so much in the class.” (iWho is
speaking?) (New paragraph) To that, my Chemistry teacher replies, “*Struggling’ implies effort,
and she hasn’t put in any.” (New paragraph)1 feel myself tense up defensively. I already know
what comes next. Annoyance, Anger. Guilt. Frustration. All the emotions {on point] de/ere like
clockwork. And then the tears. You can’t seriously be crying again. I quickly cover my face, but
I can still feel the reactions of those around me. My teacher rolls his eyes, my guidance
counselor tenses up with concern, and my parents sigh with frustration,

This was one of the many parent-teacher meetings 1 had my junior year of high school.
Some involved the principal, my academic advisor, my counselor—sometimes even two or three
of my teachers. It was mid-November and I had already had two of these meetings. I cried at
both. Hence, the eye roll. [This was the third:] de/eze 1 was the only kid in my Chemistry class
who’d managed to fail every single test in the marking period. I was infamous. My chemistry

teacher was also a big fan of peer-grading, which meant I had a stack of graded tests with
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comments on them like “Bravo!” and “You’re the real MVP!” next to scores like 40 and 15.
Sometimes they even sank into the single digits. Bravo, indeed. I was The Girl Who Made
Everyone Else Feel Better About Failing. If someone didn’t study or do their homework, they
could just tell themselves, “Hey, at least you know Bri definitely didn’t.” And with that thought,
they could go on with their day feeling a little less guilty. Glad I could help. I embraced this
persona my peers had given me. | embraced it because it gave me some semblance of pride. This
self-deprecation is what the school psychologist would later refer to as my “go-to” coping-
mechanism.

After finally catching my breath, my guidance counselor suggested I talk to the school
psychologist(.) [, and with that, the meeting was over.] delete (new paragraph) 1 went back to
class and relaid re/ayed to my friends what had happened in the meeting. They were concerned
when they saw my puffy red eyes, but I reassured them that I was fine. | cried because I just
didn’t feel like dealing with another lecture from my parents and how they didn’t like
confrontation, so tears would help. I laughed it off as just another one of my antics(.) {, and to
that,] de/ete 1 got a sarcastic slow clap and a few chuckles.

I hadn’t intended on actually seeing the school psychologist until I got called to her office
during one of my free periods a few days later. I'd seen enough movies to know how it would
go. She’d ask me to sit and then ask me about my day, and I’d entertain her mundane questions
until I’d finally just tell her to cut the crap and convince her | was fine and I was just having
trouble “balancing my school and social life” and that would be that. But when I got to her
office, she asked me to sit, asked me about my day, and then asked me what I planned to do with
my life. The suddenness of the question caught me off guard, so I just shrugged and said I didn’t

know. She asked me if I planned on going to college. I shrugged again. New paragraph “Of
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course.(,)” [S] she replied, “Do you think you’ll get into college with the grades you’ve been
getting?” [And with that] delete. New paragraph 1 felt the defensiveness building up again. 1
thought you were supposed to help me, not lecture me. But I said nothing. And then, as if she
could read my mind, “I’m not trying to lecture you, I just want you to know, because not many
students understand this, that there are other options. School just isn’t for everyone. You could
take online classes or go to a trade school.” And, again like clockwork, the tears came—but this
time they weren’t met with an eye roll. Knowing that in a world where education is the only way
to succeed, someone acknowledging the fact that I can't be traditionally educated, and may never
fit into the regimented system of learning, made me feel that no one may ever recognize how
fully capable I am of forming great ideas, which was soul-crushing. She asked me why [ was
upset, and I told her that I wanted to go to college. “So then why don’t your grades reflect that?”
I had no answer for her. She gave me a book she thought I’d like and then I left. The book was
called Driven to Distraction: Recognizing and Coping with Attention Deficit Disorder. New
paragraph 1 wasn’t surprised. 1 mean, I’d thought about it before and I’d done enough Google
searches to know what it was and the similarities there were between {it’s] i7s symptoms and
some of my habits. I went home, put my homework aside, per usual, and sat down thinking I’d
skim a few pages. I read the whole book in one night.

I couldn’t sleep that night knowing now that there were other people out there like the
author, Edward M. Hallowell, who went through the exact same things as me. It was like he’d
literally written a book about my life. It was in the first few lines of the book [that] wien I knew
I wasn’t alone. He [talks] ra/ked about the skeptics of ADD, with one particular quote that struck

me:
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"For some people, this was, and still is, heresy. The old moral model dies hard. It still
lives on in the minds of certain groups and individuals. At the heart of the moral model beats the
conviction that willpower controls all human emotion, learning, and behavior. Under this model,
the cure for depression is to cheer up. The cure for anxiety is to suck it up. And the cure for ADD
is to try harder. While trying harder helps just about everything, telling someone with ADD to try
harder is no more helpful than telling someone who is nearsighted to squint harder. It missed the
biological point."

(1 like the emphasis of the exact point of discovery. Good.)

He had put into words what I could never explain to people like my parents and teachers
without sounding like I was making excuses. Suddenly there was justification for everything I’d
done (or hadn’t done) when it came to my school work and social life. His words had brought me
back to middle school, when school work had suddenly become somewhat difficult and there
were no more easy A’s. School had become a deflating—rather than a rewarding—environment

to me.

"Keep those faces in mind, the little girls and boys in the early grades, all trusting the
adults to show them the way, all eager and excited about life and what will come next, and then
just follow those faces over time. Follow the face of a little girl who doesn't read very well and is
told to try harder; who tends to daydream and is told she better pay attention; who talks out in
class when she sees something fascinating, like a butterfly on the windowpane, and is told to
leave the class and report to the principal; who forgets her homework and is told she will just
never learn, will she; who writes a story rich in imagination and insight and is told her

handwriting and spelling are atrocious; who asks for help and is told she should try harder herself
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before getting others to do her work for her; who begins to feel unhappy in school and is told that
big girls try harder, This is the brutal process of the breaking of the spirit of a child. I can think
of no more precious resource than the spirits of our children. Life necessarily breaks us all down
somewhat, but to do it unnecessarily to our children in the name of educating them--this is a
tragedy. 7o take the joy of learning--which one can see in any child experimenting with
something new--to take that joy and turn it into fear--that is something we should never do."”

(Great line!)

I realized there were so many things about myself that were bringing me down, and there
were so many others out there that were the same way. I finally understood why I could read a
whole 300-page book in one night but never finish a chapter in a textbook. Why I couldn’t
remember certain things, no matter how hard I tried to commit them to memory (because short
term memory loss is another common symptom of ADD). Why I could feel so incredibly
pathetic and useless when I couldn’t remember something I’d leamned in class an hour ago, or a
person’s name whom I’d met several times, or how to multiply, or write all my notes in one
notebook rather than scraps of paper that would end up in the trash, or how I could forget what 1
was trying to say to someone in the middle of a sentence, or how one little accomplishment made
me feel so good that I couldn’t even remember what it felt like to be a failure, or understand how
I could be so lazy to the point where I’m right back at not having done a single thing, and sink
lower and lower, because with every unfinished task you feel another one coming. New
paragraph Time ceases to exist because you feel like nothing's getting done now and you
convince yourself nothing will get done later, either. The entropy of the universe takes [it’s] ifs

ultimate toll. And the worst part is everyone else has somehow always got their shit together.
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You’re all climbing this mountain, but for some reason you have to keep stopping or you’ll fall
off, but you’re still watching everyone go completely unhindered, until you suddenly realize
you’ve been carrying a backpack full of rocks and their backpacks are all empty. They don’t see
all that’s holding you back, so they don’t understand. Finally knowing the problem was
liberating. Reading this book had validated everything in myself that I had scoffed at. New
paragraph But this is where it-get’s ges tricky: You know you’ve got this problem, but now you
must come to terms with the fact that there is no cure, only treatment. The first thing anyone
might suggest is medication, which I suggested to my parents. They, however, refused. I can’t
say I was all for taking those brain-morpher () meds either, but I was at a point where I saw no
other way to fix myself. Eventually, I"d come to terms with the fact that if I wanted to change, |
had to do it on my own.

One thing I"ve read that is common in people with ADD is our survival instinct. When
we see that something isn’t working, whether it’s of our own accord or not, we can only focus
from that point on, on another course of action that may work better. With another string of
(igoogle searches, I taught myself different strategies to motivate myself, stay focused, and stay
positive. 1 conceded that the only way to get my grades up was to swallow my pride and ask my
teachers and friends for help.

I ended the year with a C in Chemistry and a few B’s and C’s in my other classes. I'd
passed, and that was good enough. For everyone else at least. I spent the summer wallowing in
the fact that I’d screwed up the most important year of high school and that I’d never get into a
decent college. But being a survivalist no matter what the situation, I found other ways to prove
myself to schools I'd never have a chance of getting into with 2 2.4 GPA. I put my GPA and my

senior year school work aside and put everything I had in me into studying for the SAT, writing
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my college essays, and going to interviews. I refrained from telling some of my classmates what
schools I was applying to. I knew exactly what kind of reactions 1 would get if they knew I had
hopes of getting into some fairly selective colleges. In retrospect, it probably was naive of me to
believe I could do it. But I did. When spring came I’d gotten acceptances from all of my top-
choice schools. I spent the rest of the year being bombarded by questions like “How’d you do
it?” I'd brush them off by saying I had a decent SAT score, a Princeton Review’s College Essays
That Made a Difference-worthy essay, and played the Hispanic card. It’s always been a habit of
mine to undermine myself to others. But this time, invalidating myself didn’t feel so bad because
1 knew exactly what I was dealing with in my own head, and I knew I was capable. This aversion
to revelling (reveling) in these rare opportunities to brag comes from opposition to competition
between myself and my peers, and the insecurity it brings that seems to burrow itself deeper the
harder I try to wrench it out. (Awkward. Try rewriting). That’s another thing I have to work on,
but I guess there’s always another “thing.” Ernest Hemingway once said, “There is nothing noble
in being superior to your fellow man; true nobility is being superior to your former self.” So I’ll
work on myself for now.

My life had been one long inner-dialogue interrupted by the disappointment of those
around me when I couldn’t succeed, and the constant reminders to my teachers and parents when
I actually accomplished something: "Don't get too excited, I'm probably gonna screw up the next
five things I do." I no longer feel the need to do that, but sometimes it’s instinctive. Over the past
two years, I’ve developed the rarest combination of confidence and humility to seek help when I
need it, and to understand that it really isn’t my fault. (good paragraph)

ADD has been regarded as one of the most detrimental disorders a person could have, but

once diagnosed, there’s much beauty in it. I see it in myself. All the positive attributes that come
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with having ADD: like resilience, creativity, bravery. I had let myself drown for so long because
1 felt like I couldn’t cope. The problem was, I had no idea what I was trying to cope with.
Diagnosis is the most important step when it comes to ADD, because sometimes it’s all a person
needs.

I can’t say that I’ve completely “reinvented” myself. I’'m in college now and it’s only
gotten more difficult. But I find comfort in knowing that these failures and triumphs will
ultimately balance each other out. Everything in life comes together to fall apart. That’s the
entropy of the universe. It is in a constant state of random disorder that can only be controlled by
our actions. The one constant in my life will always be the lack of constants, and I’m okay with

that.

Really well done! The writing actually improved once you explained the discovery of
ADD and the realization that you have ADD. There's a remarkable transformation from one
level to another.

There are really two iterations here: The ‘before’ the discovery and the ‘afier. You really
kicked it inlo gear and displayed remarkable talent and not a certain amount of pride in your

accomplishments. Good work.
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EPISODE 23: SHORT STORY (MEMOIR) - THE CONSTANCY OF ENTROPY

Summary: This is my story about discovering I have ADD and learning to cope with it.

“Just because something bears the aspect of the inevital@e should not, therefore, go

along willingly with it.” — Philip K. Dick

“We just don’t understand why she’s struggling so much in the class.” To that, my
Chemistry teacher replies, “‘Struggling’ implies effort, and she hasn’t put in any.fﬁ feel myself

tense up defensively. I already know what comes next. Annj;:ance. Anger. Guilt. Frustration. ?lp

the emotions on poin lilke clockwork. And then the tea u can’t seriously be crying agai

i
quickly cover my facg, but I can still feel the reactions of those around me. My teacher rolls his
eyes, my guidance counselor tenses up with concern, and my parents sigh with frustration.
This.u{ii;% one of the many parent-teacher meetings I had my junior year of high school.
Some involved the principal, my academic advisor, my counselor—sometimes even two or three
e ve . .
of my teachers. It was mid-November and | already had two of these meetings. I cried at
both. Hence, the eye roll. This was the third: I was the only kid in my Chemistry class who’d
managed to fail every single test in the marking period. I was infamous. My chemistry teacher
was also a big fan of peer-grading, which meant I had a stack of graded tests with comments on
them like “Bravo!” and *““You're the real MVP!” next to scores like 40 and 15. Sometime
even sank into the single digitsf%ravo, indeed. I was The Girl Who Made Everyone Else Feel

Better About Failing. If someone didn’t study or do their homework, they could just tell
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a5
themselves, “Hey, at least you knoﬁﬂri definitely didn’t.” And with that thought, they could go
on with their day feeling a little less guilty. Glad I could help. | embraced this persona my peers
had given me. I embraced it because it gave me some semblance of pride. This self-deprecation
is what the school psychologist would later refer to as my *“go-to” coping-mechanism.

[Xﬁer finally catching my bre@ my guidance counselor suggested I talk to the school
psychologist, and'with that, the meeting was over. I went back to class and relaid{what had
happened in the meeting to my friends. They were concerned when they saw my puffy red eyes,
but I reassured them that | was fine. I cried because I just didn’t feel like dealing with another
lecture from my parents and how they didn’t like confrontation, so tears would help. I laughed it
off as just another one of my antics, and to that, I got a sarcastic slow clap and a few chuckles.

I hadn’t intended on actually seeing the school psychologist until I got called to her office
during one of my free periods a few days later. I’d seen enough movies to know how it would
go. She’d ask me to sit and then ask me about my day, and I'd entertain her mundane questions
until I'd finally just tell her to cut the crap and convince her I was fine and | was just having
trouble “balancing my school and social life”” and that would be that.%when I got to her
office, she asked me to sit, asked me about my day, and then asked me what I planned to do with
my life. The suddenness of the question caught me off guard, so I just shrugged and said I didn’t
know. She asked me if I planned on going to college. I shrugged again. “Of course.” She replied,
“Do you think you’ll get into college with the grades you’ve been getting?”ﬁd with th@ feit
the defensiveness building up again. ] thought you were supposed to help me, not lecture me. But
I said nothingéknd then, as if she could read my mind, “I’'m not trying to lecture you, I just want
you to know, because not many students understand this, that there are %t‘%er options. School just

isn’t for everyone. You could take online classes or go to a trade school.” And, again like
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clockwork, the tears came—but this time they weren’t met with an eye roll. Knowing u@ a
world where education is the only way to succeed, someone acknowledging the fact that I can't

» Vi . : : Corgpr
be traditionally educated, and maygnever fit into the regimented system of learning, made me fee

h

that no one n’ra; eier recognize how fully capable I am of forming great ideas, which was soul-
crushing. She asked me why I was upset, and I told her that I wanted to go to college. “So then
why don’t your grades reflect that?” | had no answer for her. She gave me a book she thought 1'd
like and then I leﬁ.ﬁhe book was called Driven to Distraction: Recognizing and Coping with

——— -

Attention Deficit Disorder. I wasn’t surprised. 1 mean, 1’d thought about it before and I'd done
r--‘-“-‘-'_-_‘_'__"_'_""'--_--

enough Google searches to know what it was and the similarities there were between it’s
symptoms and some of my habits. | went home, put my homework aside, per usual, and sat do@
thinking I°d skim a few pages. I read the whole book in one night.
I couldn’t sleep that nighIIr owing now that there were other people out there like the
author, Edward M. Hallowell, w@wem through the exact same things as me. It was like he’d

literally written a book about my life. It was in the first few lines of the book that [ knew I wasn’t

alone. He talks about the skeptics of ADD, with one particular quote that struck me:

"For some people, this was, and still is, heresy. The old moral model dies hard. It still
lives on in the minds of certain groups and individuals. At the heart of the moral model beats the
conviction that willpower controls all human emotion, leaming, and behavior. Under this model,
the cure for depression is to cheer up. The cure for anxiety is to suck it up. And the cure for ADD
is to try harder. While trying harder helps just about everything, telling someone with ADD to try
harder is no more helpful than telling someone who is nearsighted to squint harder. It missed the

biological point."
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He had put into words what I could never explain to people like my parents and teachers

" =

done for hadn’t dong} when it came to my scho@ and social life. His words had brought me

without sounding like I was making excuses. Sudden@ere was justification for everything I'd

back to middle school, when school work had suddenly become somewhat difficult and there
were no more easy A’s. School had become a deflating—rather than a rewarding—environment

to me.

"Keep those faces in mind, the little girls and boys in the early grades, all trusting the
adults to show them the way, all eager and excited about life and what will come next, and then
just follow those faces over time. Follow the face of a little girl who doesn't read very well and is
told to try harder; who tends to daydream and is told she better pay attention; who talks out in
class when she sees something fascinating, like a butterfly on the windowpane, and is told to
leave the class and report to the principal; who forgets her homework and is told she will just /ﬂ“j
never learn, will she; who writes a story rich in imagination and insight and is told her

handwriting and spelling are atrocious; who asks for help and is told she should try harder herself

before getting others to do her work for her; who begins to feel unhappy in school and is told that

big girls try harder. This is the brutal process of the breaking of the spirit of a child. I can think
of no more precious resource than the spirits of our children. Life necessarily breaks us all down

somewhat, but to do it unnecessarily to our children in the name of educating them--this is a

tragedy. To take the joy of learning--which one can see in any child experimenting with |

something new--to take that joy and tum it into fear--that is something we should never do." '|
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I realized there were so many things about myself that were bringing me down, and there

were so manout there that were the same way. I finally understood why I could read a

whole 300-page book in one niglzt;/)b:t never finish a chapter in a textbook. Why I couldn’t
remember certain things, no matter how hard I tried to commit them to memo@){ecause sh@
term memory loss is another common symptom of ADD). Why I could feel so incredibly
pathetic and useless when I couldn’t remember something I’d leamed in class an hour ago, or a
person’s name whom I’d met several times, or how to multiply, or write all my notes in one
notebook rather than scraps of paper that would end up in the trash, or how 1 could forget what I
was trying to say to someone in the middle of a sentence, or how one little accomplishment made
me feel so good that I couldn’t even remember what it felt like to be a failure, or understand how
I could be so lazy to the point where ight back at not having done a single thing, and sink
lower and lower, because with every unfinished task you feel another one comin%ime ceases
to exist because you feel like nothing's getting done now and you convince yourself nothing will
e

everyone else has somehow always go?{l;'}eir shit togethelﬁ';u’re a-lj:limbing this mountain, but
for some reason you have to keep stop;ing or you'’ll fail off, but you’re still watching everyone
go completely unhindered, until you suddenly realize you’ve been carrying a backpack full of
rocks and their backpacks are all empty. They don’t see all that’s holding you back, so they don’t
understand. Finally knowing the problem was liberating. Reading this book had validated
everything in myself that I had scoffed at. But this is where it‘%‘i-tricky: You know you’ve got

this problem, but now you must come to terms with the fact that there is no cure, only treatment.

CR The first thing anyone might suggest is medication, which I suggested to my parents. They,

however, refused. I can’t say I was all for taking those brain-morpher meds either, but I was ata
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point where I saw no other way to fix myself. Eventually, I’d come to terms with the fact that if I
wanted to change, I had to do it on my own.

One thing I’ve read that is common in people with ADD is our survival instinct. When
we see that something isn’t working, whether it’s of our own accord or not, we can only foc@
from that point on, on another course of action that ::142; gc')rk better. With another string of

ésogle searches, I taught myself different strategies to motivate myself, stay focused, and stay
positive. I conceded that the only way to get my grades up was to swallow my pride and ask my
teachers and friends for help.

I ended the year with a C in Chemistry and a few B’s and C’s in my other classes. I'd
passed, and that was good enough. For everyone el@ least. I spent the summer wallowing in

noul/
the fact that I'd screwed up the most important year of high school and that Ii{i never get into a
decent college. But being a survivalist no matter what the situation, I found other ways to prove
myself to schools I'd never have a chance of getting into with a 2.4 GPA. I put my GPA and my
senior year schp otk aside and put everything I had in me into studying for the SAT,:r writing
my college essays;“and going to interviewsk 1 refrained from telling some of my classmates what
schools I was applying to. I knew exactly what kind of reactions I would get if they knew I had
hopes of getting into some fairly selective colleges. In retrospect, it probably was naive of me to
believe I could do it. But 1 didﬁthen spring cam 7 d gotten acceptances from all of my top-
choice schools. I spent the rest of the year being bombarded by questions liI@How’d you do
it?” I"d brush them off by saying I had a decent SAT score, a Princeton Review’s College Essays
That Made a Difference-worthy essay, and played the Hispanic card. It’s always been a habit of

mine to undermine myself to others. But this time, invalidating myself didn’t feel so bad because

I knew exactly what I was dealing with in my own head, and I knew I was capable. This aversion
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to revelling in these rare opportunities to brag comes from opposition to competition between (ﬂ_
myself and my peers, and the insecurity it brings that seems to burrow itself deemﬁae harder I ?ﬁ
try to wrench it out. That’s another thing I have to work on, but I guess there’s always another
“thing.” Ernest Hemingway once said, “There is nothing noble in being superior to your fellow
man; true nobility is being superior to your former self.” So I’ll work on myself for now.
My life had been one long inner-dialogue interrupted by the disappointment of those
around me when I couldn’t succeed, and the constant reminders to my teachers and parents when
I actuaily accomplished something: "Don't get too excited, I'm probably gonna screw up the next
five things I do.” I no longer feel the need to do that, but sometimes it’s instinctive. Over the past
two years, I’ve developed the rarest combination of confidence and humility to seek help when I
need it, and to understand that it really isn’t my fault.
ADD has been regarded as one of the most detrimental disorders a person could have, b@

once diagnosed, there’s much beauty in it. I see it in my 5. 11 the positive attributes that come
7

b b
with having ADD: like resilience, creativity, bravery. I had let myself drown for so long because

I felt like I couldn’t cope. The problem was, I had no idea what I was trying to cope with.
Diagnosis is the most important step when it comes to ADD, because sometimes it’s all a person
needs.

1 can’t say that I’ve completely “reinvented” myself. ['m in college now and it’s only
gotten more difficult. But I find comfort in knowing that these failu;es nd triumphs will
ultimately balance each other out. Everything in life comes togethe}'\ :: 12;1] apart. That’s the
entropy of the universe. It is in a constant state of random disorder that can only be controlled by

our actions. The one constant in my life will always be the lack of constants, and I'm okay with

that.
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