
Psychosis 

 

    As I stepped out into the sunlight from my home I knew they were 

watching me and I looked up to the sky and asked; “What do you want 

from me?”  There are cameras and recording devices everywhere.  It was 

the spring of 2012 in the desert city of El Paso, TX.  The voice said, 

“You already tried to kill yourself, what are you going to do now?”  

Everything I do or say is recorded and they use what I say against me to 

drive the paranoia deeper and more intensely terrifying.  When they are 

not watching me with cameras they are watching me with satellites, 

there is no escape; you have no privacy.  They communicate with me 

through the mail, the TV, the radio, the internet, and the newspaper.  

 

   I was finally free from the medication.  I had stopped taking the pills 

that were poisoning me so intensely.  Certainly I don’t have any disease 

and this is all one big conspiracy.  The mind control would not work 

anymore and I would break free of these invisible walls that had grown 

so heavily fortified around me in the cloudiness of the antipsychotic 

medication.    I must try to make my escape but where would I go?  How 

would I keep them from following and finding me?  What would they do 

to me if they caught up with me?  After all, they have known where I am 

all this time and still they have not captured me.  They just continue to 

torture me and build upon my suspicions that the conspiracy will one 

day end and the gloom and doom I had imagined will all become a 

reality.  What are they waiting for?  Why haven’t they captured me 

already.  The mental torment has already taken its toll and I have 

imagined all of the horrible things they would eventually do to me.  I am 

a prisoner in my own home.  Every move I make is monitored.  Every 

word I say is recorded.  There is no safe place to go.  They can see and 

know everything.  There is no way to escape.  My family, my friends, 

and even my pets are all in on the conspiracy.  They all know what is 

going on except for me.  I am the only one in the dark.  Why won’t they 

just tell me what it is that they want from me.  I would just give it to 

them to make the fear, fright and the pain go away. 

 



   Over the next couple of days I was in and out of consciousness.  I 

couldn’t have known it or had the insight at the time but psychosis had 

overcome me.  Most of the things I was doing I was not consciously 

aware of but I had no insight into that aspect of things yet.  The things 

that I was aware of made me grow more suspicious, intensified my 

paranoia and furthered my fears.  I was apparently acting strangely at 

work and told them I would not return tomorrow.  I do not remember 

this but it is an assumption after the fact.  I awoke one morning in the 

fogginess of psychosis and decided I was not going to work.  I was 

going to take the day off and instead of putting on my work uniform I 

put on my street clothes and prepared for the day.  But my wife was 

already awake, she was up and dressed.  My wife is a stay at home mom 

and doesn’t usually get dressed to go out very often.  And she is usually 

never awake when I get up in the morning but here she was dressed and 

ready to go.  She told me “either I can take you to the emergency room 

or ‘they’ are coming to get you?”  I thought to myself who is coming to 

get me and I was certainly too afraid and paranoid to ask.  The psychosis 

and paranoia had intensified over the previous days.  My wife then told 

me she would take me to the hospital.  I knew ‘they’ would be there and 

maybe ‘they’ would leak some piece of information that would give me 

some insight into how I might finally escape this wrath or what would be 

the means to the end.   

 

     My wife and her friend buckled me in to the back seat of the truck 

and put the child safety locks on (she told me this afterwards) and off we 

went first thing in the morning.  It was not cold outside and I was 

wearing a t-shirt and jeans.    During the ride my paranoia grew more 

intense and I wondered if we were really going to the hospital or if they 

were taking me someplace else where they would turn me over to 

‘them’.  Perhaps we were going to an underground dungeon where they 

would finally torture me and be the end to it all.  I watched the scenery 

go by and I wondered where we were really going.  We did end up at the 

hospital and went into the emergency room.  What would be there, what 

would they do.  I went and had a seat and I believe my wife checked me 

in.  I had been there before as an inpatient three times and it was never 



enjoyable, but I had always gone straight up to the inpatient psych ward 

and never via the emergency room. What was going on?  How would 

this all end?  I went into the vitals room and they took my blood pressure 

and listened to my heart.  Then they drew a sample of blood and the 

nurse broke the tube of glass in his hands and my blood was gushing out 

all over the vitals room.  He was laughing at me; I didn’t think any of 

this to be very funny. 

 

     I went back into the waiting room and they explained to me that the 

inpatient psych ward was full, and I would have to ride in an ambulance 

to a civilian hospital.  My wife had brought me to this hospital, why do I 

need an ambulance to bring me to another hospital.  The questions in my 

mind were scurrying and I could not make sense of any of this.  They 

wanted me to sign a piece of paper that said I would voluntarily agree to 

ten days of inpatient treatment or a judge would commit me inpatient for 

30 days.  I had been hospitalized three times before and I had never 

signed anything and no one had ever mentioned my being in court 

ordered treatment before; they just stuck me in the hospital against my 

will.  This was perplexing my senses and it didn’t make any sense to me.  

I was an active duty member of the armed forces and the government 

could have made me do anything they wanted me to do at the time.  I 

would not sign the paper, my wife kept getting me to try and sign the 

paper and I wouldn’t do it.   

 

   At one time I walked outside to go to the truck and go back home 

because I didn’t want to go anywhere with them and there was a blizzard 

outside when it had been warm before.  I thought to myself that the 

government can make it snow, what else are they going to do?  My wife 

came outside and found me as she had the keys to the truck and I could 

not go anywhere.  She got me to come back inside and my Commanding 

Officer came to the emergency room to try and get me to sign the paper.  

At this point I wasn’t interested in going anywhere in an ambulance and 

I told my boss, “sir, I will go and put my uniform on and go back to 

work.”  He told me it was after 6 o’clock and work was done for the day.  

I was trying to figure out where all the time had gone.  I thought we had 



only been in the emergency room for like fifteen minutes; surely the day 

couldn’t be almost over.  My wife would later explain to me that we had 

spent 14 hours in the emergency room that day. She later told me that 

her and her friend both got the stomach virus that day.  I don’t think I 

got the stomach virus; I was too busy roaming around and wandering.  

My wife told me I kept going in and out of the vitals room, but I don’t 

remember this.   I finally signed the paper at the desk and my boss was 

going to ride in the ambulance with me.  My wife and her friend left and 

we said our good-byes and I was sure that was the last time I’d ever see 

either one of them again.  I thought to myself there’s a hospital here, 

where is this ambulance going to take me?   

 

     The ambulance drove off and I was intensely paranoid but I came to 

make peace with the fact that my end was near and perhaps this 

nightmare would end and I would finally pay for all of the horrible 

things I had done and the torment would end.  I am not sure if they used 

lights or sirens or not. I was in the back counting the turns and trying to 

figure out where we were going as I couldn’t really see anything but we 

did surprisingly end up at a hospital.  That certainly wasn’t where I 

thought we were headed.  The staff greeted me and my boss said good 

bye and I thought that would be the last time I would see him as well.  I 

thought to myself surely I must have been fired from my job and I can’t 

have insurance anymore.  How am I going to pay this bill?  I told the 

clerk in the administration room that I would gladly just walk home. 

 

   They would not let me walk home, so I signed the admission papers 

and told them they could bill me.  After being admitted they put me into 

a large room with several small rooms inside of it.  I noticed a phone on 

a counter and I thought to myself this is the last night of my life and 

there certainly isn’t anyone to call.  I looked around and there were 

cameras everywhere.  They were still watching me and I went and sat 

down on one of the chairs waiting for them to come and get me.  I feel 

like I waited forever but they never came to get me so I got up and 

looked around.  Most of the rooms were offices but there was one room 

with a bed in it and I was tired but I knew this would probably be the last 



night of my life so I went back and sat down on the chairs and waited.  I 

waited and waited but no one came to get me. 

 

     Then suddenly I was transported onto a stage with an emcee.  There 

were thousands of people in the audience and they were all looking at 

me.  Everyone in the world who wasn’t in the audience was at home 

watching me on TV.  The emcee said that I was the worst person in the 

world and the world wanted me dead but they would not kill me.  I had 

to kill myself.  I was getting text messages in my head from people that I 

know all telling me to end my life or the world would be annihilated and 

everyone would die.  I begged the emcee for someone to kill me but he 

repeatedly said that I had to kill myself.  Then suddenly I was back in 

the room and no longer on stage but the cameras were still there.  So at 

this point I assumed everyone was watching me on the cameras so I was 

talking to the cameras to tell them to just come and get me.  But nobody 

would come and get me.  Then people started walking through the room 

opening and closing all of the doors.  The voices reminded me that all of 

these people would die if I did not end my own life.  I was trapped in a 

room with no access to any sort of weapon so I decided to start banging 

my head on a column.  I banged my head several times and I know 

everyone was watching me on the cameras but I could not bang my head 

hard enough to die so I was told by the voices that the world was going 

to end and I gave up and went and sat back down.  I figured that when 

the world ended I would end too and the struggle would at least be over.  

I had failed the entire world and had caused the death of all of 

civilization as I had known it.  Now I was really a failure and had failed 

everyone.  But the world ended and after the world ended I was still 

sitting in that room by myself.  I thought that I must be the last person on 

earth and that I was trapped here.  I thought to myself how am I going to 

get out of this room and what will I do being the last person on earth.  

Surely this must be my punishment. 

 

     At this point I was exhausted and I went back to the room that had 

the bed in it but the bed was not there anymore.  So then I went and sat 

back down in one of the chairs.  I sat and waited and contemplated about 



all the things that had gone wrong and how I could ever be given the 

opportunity to fix things again.  And then I saw a little girl come to talk 

with me.  She came into the room through a wall and asked me my 

name.  I told her my name and we continued to make small talk.  I 

thought to myself how can someone come through a wall so I then 

figured I must be hallucinating and I begin to question everything I had 

ever experienced.  Maybe all of the horrible things that have happened 

never really happened at all.  Maybe I imagined all of this.   

 

     I could not open any of the doors so I began to knock on the door of 

the room not knowing whether or not there was anyone there.  

Surprisingly, a lady answered the door and I told her I was thirsty.  I 

have no idea how long I had spent in that room but I hadn’t had anything 

to eat or drink during that entire day.  The lady brought me two 

containers of juice and quickly shut the door back.  I was still locked in 

this room but apparently the world had not ended and I was not the last 

person left.  For a moment I had hope and I walked over to the phone to 

call my wife but the phone in the room did not work.  I thought I might 

be in this room for eternity. 

 

    Then suddenly someone came and got me and they let me call my 

wife.  I guess maybe they saw me pick up the phone earlier.  I talked to 

my wife briefly and she was upset that I had banged my head on the wall 

and she said that I had been on suicide watch.  But other than that I don’t 

really remember what else we talked about.  I am not sure if I told her 

that the world had ended or not.  Suicide watch was pretty intensely 

terrifying.  I certainly do not want to experience that again if I don’t 

have to. 

 

     I was finally brought into the patient ward of the hospital and all the 

lights were out and all of the other patients were sleeping.  I was the 

only one in the hospital still awake with the staff.  And the staff were 

pretending that I was in charge of the hospital and were asking me what 

I wanted them to do.  They had me stand behind the desk and told me 

that I was in charge and wanted to know what to do from here.  I told 



them that I would just like to walk home.  I don’t think that they liked 

that answer and then I wasn’t in charge anymore.  Then one of them 

brought me a peanut butter and jelly sandwich and that was the best 

thing I had ever eaten.  I was so hungry.  I believe that at this point they 

gave me a shot of Haldol and a shot of Antivan and showed me to my 

bed.  I was so tired.  I went to sleep quickly that night I believe after the 

shots.  My prior hospitalization I was so paranoid and terrified that I 

couldn’t sleep for five days.  I had begged the staff for some Ambien but 

no one would ever give me any.  However, this night I think I went to 

sleep.   

 

   I was initially put in the ward of the hospital with the seriously 

mentally ill.  No one spoke much, in fact from what I remember no one 

spoke at all.  We were all in a common room with many beds.  My bed 

was right by the door and they left the door open always so the light 

peered in on me.  My memory of my first couple of days in the hospital 

is all blank. I don’t really remember much of anything actually. I think I 

broke off from the group one day back from a meal and tried to hang 

myself with some mini-blinds but I don’t really know if that happened or 

not or what day it was, my memory was too foggy.  But then I can 

remember being told that there was a military ward in the hospital and 

that I would soon be transferred over there because I was getting a little 

more stable on my meds.  My boss came to visit me and for a brief 

period I actually felt well for the first time in years, but I was too 

paranoid to tell anyone that I was feeling better because I couldn’t really 

remember anything from the first few days so I had no idea what I had 

said or done.  My son came to visit me and dropped off some clothes but 

they didn’t really let us talk much that day, in fact I don’t really 

remember if they even let me see him or not.  But I then gathered all my 

belongings and prepared for the move. 

 

     I moved into the military ward I was given a room with two beds.  I 

was getting stable on Geodon at this point and they had greatly increased 

my dosage from what I was taking.  Somehow I was able to con 

someone into giving me two pillows as I like to sleep with two pillows.  



I had a couple different room mates in my room.  As I was military I 

wasn’t really in treatment with people who had psychotic disorders.  

From what I gathered most of the people I was in treatment with had 

PTSD.  I am sure there were some with psychotic disorders in the first 

ward I was in but I don’t really remember talking to anyone there or 

being in any kind of groups.  They like you to play games in psych 

wards, I figured that out during my first three hospitalizations.  I think 

they want to see how your mind is working.  There were a few guys on 

the ward that played spades so I would play a game or two with them 

every now and then.  Spades is a card game that I always kind of liked 

and played a lot during college.   

 

     My son and his girlfriend would come to visit me almost every night 

when I was in the military ward.  My wife had said that she wouldn’t 

visit me in the hospital anymore; it was my fourth inpatient 

hospitalization.  I was always too paranoid as there were cameras 

everywhere in the mental ward so I pretty much said nothing and just sat 

there when everyone visited.  But since my son and his girlfriend were 

coming to see me still I would try to make small talk that really wouldn’t 

matter that much if it were recorded.  I didn’t talk about my strange 

beliefs or ‘delusions’ and was finally learning how to play the game a 

little better after four years of this.   

 

     I think they let us smoke four times a day in the military ward.  In the 

other ward I don’t think they let us smoke at all.  I don’t remember being 

in groups much during this hospital visit but I made it through the ten 

days and was released for four weeks of out patient.  At work I was the 

Executive Officer so I was second in command at my job.  I would try to 

go to work after treatment but I would only be there usually like 30 

minutes or so before everyone was gone for the day.  

 

     I would do outpatient everyday from 8:00 to 4:30 and they would 

give us an hour for lunch.  I was also in the military unit for outpatient 

and I think that most of the others had PTSD because most of them had 



service dogs.  The hospital would let them bring their service dogs into 

outpatient but not into inpatient.  

 

     During my inpatient treatment program my Commanding Officer had 

gotten removed from command for racism I believe, they said he called 

an Italian student a wap.  But in the delusional world you have to realize 

that I live in a world where reality is hard to figure out.  Things aren’t 

always what they seem to be.  Maybe this was part of what was 

supposed to happen in my life.  The part of life that was staged and not 

real.  This left me as the senior officer in the unit.  But I was in the 

hospital and they put an officer that I outranked in the Commander’s 

position. 

 

    Eventually I was released from outpatient and I had my final debrief 

with a psychiatrist before checking out.  This was a civilian hospital and 

every other time I had been hospitalized it was in a military hospital.  

The psychiatrist I went to see was someone who I had not met before but 

he was talking to me like he knew me and finally he said “you don’t 

recognize me do you?”  I said “ no, I have never met you before” and he 

replied with, “when you first got here I was your doctor.”  This made my 

paranoia even more intense as I have absolutely no idea what I said to 

him or what I had done during the first few days of hospitalization. 

 

     I went back to work and I tried to fit back in but the officer I 

outranked seemed to still be in charge so I called my higher command 

and basically said I wanted to be in charge.  They kind of side talked 

around the situation and I kind of figured that they weren’t going to let 

the crazy guy be the Commander and I was still the Executive Officer to 

another officer that I outranked.  I was only about two or three months 

from reaching my 20 year retirement mark.  So I tried to make due the 

best I could and helped out where possible. 


