This book is the result of a challenge that I put to myself back in January 2023, I was feeling low and depressed, and it was not the first time.

A friend reached out and gave me a journal, suggesting that I write down my thoughts and feelings. 

I took her suggestion as advice and, for some time, did not write anything.  I must admit that those blank pages scared me, and that putting down anything in writing would make those thoughts and feelings more real.

Then I had a thought that the friend who gave me that journal not only provided me with words of understanding and comfort, but also managed to make me laugh. I would write down things that would make me smile and remind me that things are not always dark.
I decided to challenge myself and write every day one inspirational thought and something humorous for an entire year, completing my project in January 2024.

I have found the entire process remarkable. The blank pages began to fill.   I did encounter writer's block several times, where I did not write anything for days, and this led to me becoming discouraged and thinking about abandoning the ideas and destroying what I had begun. But then something would happen, and my thoughts began to flow, and instead of writing down one entry, I would write several.  There were a few times when I got ahead of myself.  Those times were celebrated.

As I continued to write, I learned things about myself, especially from the people that I spoke to about my endeavour.   Many provided me with not only words of encouragement but also opened up about their own psychological experiences dealing with abuse and depression.  I always knew that I was not alone,  but I had to admit that with some people who opened up, I would never have assumed that they experienced anything dark in their lives. 

For this reason, I decided to publish my book with a two-fold reason: my words of wit would be to put a smile on the reader’s face, and my words of wisdom would encourage them to believe in themselves, regardless of what people say.

When the word “abuse” is used, especially in terms of a relationship, people usually think of women. Society is slow to accept or acknowledge that men can also be victims of abuse, mental or physical, or both. This makes it difficult for men to openly tell their stories and begin a healing process.

My abuse began mentally when I came out to my family.  My parents had separated, and I suppose that having a gay son was too much for my mother.  I was placed into a group home, which left me feeling alone and abandoned. 

Later, in my life I went from one abusive relationship to another, which added to my overall mental health.   

 
Happily, the abusive cycle has stopped, and the process of healing has started. He is surrounded by wonderful chosen family and friends, many who have also travelled a similar path and who, along with his husband, give understanding and support. 

Scott’s message is simple: no matter what gender or gender identity you are, or what journey you are on, you are not alone. If this book helps by putting a smile on your face, or even if it just makes your eyes roll, it has worked and has made his effort all worthwhile.

No matter how much darkness there is, tomorrow is all that much closer.

I spent most of school years with no true friends as being gay made me an outcast in the 1980s.
When I was fifteen, I was rejected by my family and put into a group home because I came out as being.
I was raped by a counsellor in the Holy Family group home.
Then I was placed in another group home in Welland.  There shortly after I got approached by a young man that wanted to be my friend.  Keeping in mind I was 15.  He brought me back to his apartment where two other men where waiting.  They beat me up and throw me out over a third-story balcony.
I went through several abusive relationships.
Highschool was very difficult as I was subject to years of assault.  The school did not do anything to help me out.  
The first time I ever truly felt loved by anyone was when I was 17.  I had friends of my family, who I called aunt and uncle try to move me in with them and my mother trued to stop.
When I first came out, the words that my own mother said was, “I have no son named Scott.”  I will never forget those words.
Hey 	I wrote this book to let others know that they are not alone and that everyone needs, and deserves, to be respected, cared about, and loved.
There were a few times that I found a new partner, which after a short time they became abusive both verbally and physically.

Several time I made myself believe that I deserved to be treated that way.

At 17 I purposely got kicked out of the second group home that I had been put into, so that friend’s of the family could take me in.  A whole new life began!

For more than half my life I have felt, and still feel, as though I do  not belong anywhere. 

I have always been there for everyone, but it has not ever been enough.  So, I have pulled myself away from my blood family and as I thought, it has not bothered anyone.  I even wonder if they realize it.  I have a nephew and nieces that I never hear from, exception 
From my sister-in-law and her daughter.  I mjmust want to let others know that they are not alone in this world.  Know that you are thought of and care and please remember….you are important to me!

No matter how much darkness there is, tomorrow is all that much closer.



