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Room 2

Thursday, November 17, 2011

The closer you got to room 2 the darker the hallway got. The 
lights would flicker and the wind would whistle through the broken 
door leading to the outside court yard. The same yard where I 
would cry before class. The same yard I would sit in, while class 
was in session. Eyes where sad, heads were down, and bad attitudes 
were in full effect. Anger and sadness where the two feeling’s 
you got while being around room 2. The sky was not the limit for 
us, therefor the sealing was lower and the options for life were 
scars. In room 2 you will find zombies that never went far from the 
room, lunches were eaten fast in a different part of the cafe, and 
soon back to base. A place where we were catergorized, put to the 
side for the other kids to play and grow like weeds. Room 2 was a 
place for kids who were “special” a place for kids who had trouble 
learning, a place where I called home from 1st grade to 12th grade.

5+5=11 what did I just read? What is the teacher 
talking about? Why are all the kids writing? 
the room is so quite from all the heads down 
taking the test. I wonder why jimmy whore that 
green shirt, why is the teacher reading about 
planes? I can’t keep my head 
down; I am going to fail this 
test very badly, just like all 
of them. I hate school, I hate 
this classroom. My mom told 
me never to say hate, but 
I hate this test. The 
writing on the paper is 
in Spanish and I can’t 
stop moving my feet. All 
I feel is frustration and anger. 
I keep staring outside the window 
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wondering what’s out there for me. What am I going to do in that 
big world? Kids start to turn their papers in with smiles, and I 
keep writing over my name bolder and bolder, over and over, with a 
look of defeat. I need to move, I need to get out of this school and 
get into the world. I am in jail; this book is my hand cuffs, this 
school is my prison. I want to be free, I want to lift weights, run, 
play football, get into a fight, be hit, hit, try new things, go to 
the edge and almost fall over. I want to live, I want to move on to 
the next room and say goodbye to 2 and see how 3 or 4 is. I want to 
explore, find a world of my own and live there forever.

c,d,c,f,c,d,c on my report card. I really thought this one was 
going to be better. I will go train in the school gym, a place 
that I could just sit in and feel good. A place that was always 
cold but warm, a place where I could feel confident in, a place 
that always felt like Christmas morning. The worse my report 
card was, the more weight I lifted, and the more I realized 
that I must learn how to play the game of life. Find my own way 
through this maze, I must be a fighter, must attack the world 
from a different direction than most, or I will die in room 2.

But my plan of attack was not working. College came around and 
I was chained deep in the dark whole of room 2 never to be 
seen again. I would here the kids talking about jobs, money, 
success, dreams, there major, there interviews and achievements. 
I remember wanting to be them so very bad, I wanted to have 
something I could do, touch, have control over, make my own, 
just like all of them. I was upset at myself, know one else.

Room 2 let me go when they finally kicked me out for bad 
grades. The jail cell opened and the outdoors light was 
bright, the sounds were loud like I just stepped onto a new 
planet for the first time. No money, no job, no life. I would 
sit on the outside bench watching all the people walk by me 
back and forth like they were in a movie being directed by a 
director. I was still moving my feet, having random twitches 
in my arms and shoulders. There was something in me that 
wanted out, an alien that was about to rip my stomach open and 
start hoping over cars.
 
The night was freezing when I was woken by an angel with three 
white stripes looking down on me. I was still on my bench when 
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I saw this women with wings. There were know more people, know 
more loud sounds, just me and this women in the cold night. She 
was beautifull. Take this bar sweet child, and lift it above your 
head with all the might in the world. Do this and you will have 
a purpose, lift this bar and you will be set free, lift this bar 
and you will find love in your life and even change the lives of 
others. Go ahead grab it, take it in your hands and raise it above 
your head like it’s the world. Now go, follow the path the bar 
has for you, and make your mother proud, your sister proud, and 
yourself proud, walk and never look back.

I was lost back then but now I am found. I was confused back then 
but now I am smart, I was an F now I am an A, I was losing back 
then now I am winning, I was laughed at now I am laughing, I had 
5 special attention teachers, now I teach. I was sad now happy, I 
failed English now I write, I had hate in me and now I love. Now 
I lift every day. I lift the world over my head, I lift for my 
family, I lift for my wife, I lift for you mom, I love you mom. 
Attitude Nation I salute you.

2012 

 Like many of you out there in the Attitude Nation, I have lived through some 
dark times. From an early age I struggled with drug addictions, my vices often 
guiding my path. Crystal Meth was my father, Cocaine my mother and Weed 
my sister – we were a perfect nuclear family. We laughed together living in crack 
houses, night clubs, and bars. I always had a desire to be engulfed in the nightlife, 
a drink in my hand and music vibrating through my bones. 
 At five-feet nine inches tall, I was a skeleton weighing in at one hundred 
twenty pounds – just the rigid framework of a person. By the time I had turned 
twenty, I had lost all of my back teeth and my hair was falling out. I battled 
with insomnia, and sleep became just a word, as the Crystal Meth made that 
next to impossible. Coupled with a lack of sleep and malnutrition; I experienced 
psychological effects that stemmed from my behavior such as a deep sense of 
insecurity and severe depression. 
 After coming down from my high, I would feel nervous, alone and at times 
afraid. It was a swift transition from the life of the party to a guy sitting in the 
corner crying. I felt like I was trapped in a world that I did not belong in, but had 
no way of escaping. A stranger in a strange land; if I wanted to find acceptance, I 
would have to do it with narcotics.
 I was a lost soul, trying to survive and find myself on the streets of Eugene, Oregon. 
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 I consider myself to be a very shy and quiet person by nature. It takes a lot for 
me to get past my insecurities and break through my comfort zone. I found that I 
needed...

 Thank you for reading this small excerpt from the first chapter of The Dark 
Orchestra by Jon North and James McDermott. To learn how you can obtain your 
personal copy of The Dark Orchestra, please click on the link to The Attitude 
Nation’s Online Store. 

http://www.theattitudenation.com/#!straps-and-book/c1vlb
http://www.theattitudenation.com/#!straps-and-book/c1vlb
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