You're reading this. That means we probably don't know each other anymore, and | owe
everyone an explanation.

I've timed this note on a Hootsuite delay, and now it's live, which means | wasn't around to stop
it from posting.

| guess it starts with depression. | think I've been depressed for as long as | can recall. You don't
really know that for a while, until you're older. Everything in life is defined by the other things
around it. Up helps define down. Left defines right. And that's the case here.

When you're 9 years old, 12 years, 17 years...we all go through the typical range of growing-up
emotions. But it's not until you get some wisdom later in life that you have something to
compare that to. Then you can say, "man, | was silly to think that," or in my case, "man, | was
depressed."

And that's gone on an on throughout my life. I've hit some really dark moments. Dad was hard.
Tyra was hard. Azure was hard. Getting left out of the Newsom win was hard. But | was always
able to override it by forcing some common sense onto my brain, knowing | had lots of years
ahead of me, and toughing it out. And every time | would crawl out of it. But every time it would
somehow come back. It's happening again?!? Again?!? What did | do to deserve this!?!.....I'd hit
the bottom again. And every time it was darker than the time before. This time, it was really bad.

The catalyst this time was the loss of about everything that mattered to me.

I've isolated two things | need: a person and a purpose. All I've ever wanted was someone to be
madly in love with, to go through life with in that great, dedicated relationship. Then, all i needed
was a great reason to get up everyday. Some great work to do. That's pretty easy. Everyone
wants that. Lots of people get it.

But it always eluded me. I'd give my all to a girl and she'd take it and run. I'd bust my ass at a
job, but the company would fail, the economy would drop out, the campaign would lose...or it
would win and leave me behind. As | hustled year in and year out, fought through another failed
relationship with someone who cheated and/or left, and scrambled for another half-ass job that
didn't work out, my mental state got more stressed and more panicked. | don't know if my
depression caused the outcome, or if the outcome built on the depression, but the result is the
same.

When 2013 came, it did me in. I've been fighting and fighting to get out of it. But it wrecked me.
And it led to what happened today.

In the span of a few months, everything that mattered to me betrayed me. First, mom. My
mother consistently sent word of her work building an Apocalypse bunker. She's become a
religious addict, certain that the Rapture is coming any day now. Every conversation turned to
an extreme religious belief. Dad left a long time ago, no brothers & sisters, and now here's mom
making it evident that she can't be reached, that I'd never have that relationship | saw between
so many friends and their parents, and that | was absolutely alone. | always longed for someone
permanant in my life, who'd undeniably say "I've got your back, | won't let you fail, no matter
what." But that's just not there. My family are wonderful people, but their world is isolating, their



hearts are closed, and | just can't seem to get near them. | wrote mom a lot these thoughts here
a couple months ago, but it went nowhere. | don't know what else to do.

Second...I'd met The One. | was sure of it. You meet enough people, date enough, and you
know what's right when you see it. It was perfect. Everything was perfect. Then she stopped.
For no reason | could tell. She just stopped. But she didn't stop completely. She hovered
around, kept the perfect right at my fingertips for weeks, but just out of reach. All while letting a
different someone else have it...someone else always around the next corner, on the other end
of another text message. | realize this sounds like the trival heartbreak whine of a 16 year old,
but | can't help it. This one got in my psyche and wouldn't leave.

Third, my oldest friend in the City...my best friend...pulled my world out from under me. I'd been
giving anything of myself | could for Project Sport, trying to build something great together with a
"family" of my own. We finally made it. Something we created was sold for over $1 million...but |
saw none of it. None of us who dedicated ourselves to its success did. We worked for cheap or
free, we put our hearts into it. But when the success came, it never left the top of the ladder. But
okay...l get it...instead of rewarding the people who got you here, we'll use that money to start a
company...we're going to make this real: The Project Sport Family. Then five months into it | was
cut out. Even then, | let myself believe we'd just hit a rough patch, and | agree'd to play the loyal
chump and keep giving to it, even without pay. | believed the "Family" rhetoric, that my team
would be fighting for me and for the project. In truth, | was still being pushed out, only slower.
My ability to make any contibution was marginalized, | was useless, and | was gone.

Any of these are things are just life though. A person should be able deal with this. People deal
with cancer, or they go to war. This should be do-able. Stop whining. But all of this at once, for
the umpteenth time in my life -- really, this is happening AGAIN?!? -- at the hands of the people
who mattered to me the most...this betrayal, abandonment, isolation and lonliness. | couldn't
take it this time. | already had a tendency to slip into depression; this one hit me hard.

| got dark. | got real dark. | explored myriad ways | could put an end to what | was going
through. | binged-watched dark TV, sometimes didn't get off the couch for days, and scoured the
Internet absorbing fuel for morbid fantasies. Some of that activity seemed to attract the attention
of some visitors today...who have made it rather evident that this is the end of the line for me.

Which is too bad, because | was still fighting. One day at a time, | was pushing through. The
loss of Project Sport seemed to take my whole social circle with it -- suddenly no one | knew
through that life was talking to me anymore -- but | made new circles. My Natalies, and all the
people I've met though them...you're amazing. And | can't say enough about my Gator crew and
the people I've met through them. You've kept me alive. | wish | could have met you all years
ago. I'm so sorry about this. I'm sure this will completely blindside you all. Whenever you saw
me | was on top of the world, because you pulled me up there. You never knew what hit me the
minute | left to go home alone.

And maybe | was getting closer to finding work? | was going to be at the end of my rope soon
anyway -- despite today's visit -- when my last $5K ran out next month, but | was still pushing. At
40+ years old with a random patchwork of a resume, I've been virtually unemployable. I've
gotten nowhere in a year of looking. But now finally, in these last couple weeks, there have at
least been some nibbles. Maybe something would have worked soon...



And then there's Amy. | can't say enough about her. You are one of the best people I've ever
met. You don't know it, but you fixed me. You don't know about any of this depression really,
certainly not its magnitude. But in our two months you've done so much to make my head right
again. If not for today, | think | would have made it. | am so painfully sorry for this happening to
you. You don't deserve it. The fact that shitty things have happened to you before make this
even more unacceptable. You're amazing and you deserve the best. | thank you for the weeks
you've given me, but | hate that | met you at this time and that this is what I've brought onto you.
| love you.

Today was going to be a good day. | got great friends. Amy's great. Give me a little more work
and life's starting to come back together. But so much was broken from this past year-and-a-
half, and from moments way back before that, | guess it was just insurmountable, and the time's
up.

Thank you. I'm sorry. | love you.



