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“If you think nobody cares if you're alive, try missing a 
couple of car payments” 
 
Anonymous 
 
 

MONEY MANAGEMENT 
 
Money management is a foreign concept for someone with 
ADHD. We forget when the car payment or mortgage is due. 
We bounce checks and neglect to pay our bills on time. We do 
not save for the future, because the future is now. We are unable 
to save for big-ticket items like vacations, computers, or home 
video systems. Retirement plans are nothing more than a 
financial mirage. Our nemesis is the credit card. We barely 
make ends meet or we do not earn enough for survival. 

Dad was a good role model for fiscal discipline. He 
overcame many obstacles in order to accrue the wealth he has 
today. He valiantly tried, up until I reached the age of thirty-
eight, to instruct me on the value of money. I do not blame 
money tribulations on my upbringing.  

Dad taught me every aspect of money, starting with my 
first bank account as a young child. The concept of interest was 
a nebulous theory that only showed results on paper. Cash flow 
was nothing more than a term that described the rate money left 
my wallet. "Save it for a rainy day" was replaced in my 
vernacular by "Better spend what I’ve got before the sun goes 
down."  

Inattention was the main factor in my inability to curtail 
spending and accumulate cash for a rainy day. I found finance 
and money related college courses to be boring. My mind 
continuously wandered, always coming back the supreme 
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money issue of the day: fifty-cent beer pitcher specials at the 
West End Lounge. At least I had some concept of value.  

The scatter-brained reality that is ADHD caused some 
embarrassing money mismanagement situations. I have 
withdrawn money from ATM machines and then walked away 
without taking the money out of the cash slot. I have left money 
in grocery store self-checkout slots because I hastily took the 
groceries, but not the change due to me. Even if I remembered 
to reach down and grab the cash, I left some of the bagged items 
on the checkout line, not realizing my indiscretion until I got 
home and muttered a profanity laced monologue. 

Money mismanagement has impacted my life more than 
any other element of ADHD except for the quagmire known as 
sexual intimacy. When I scraped the bottom of the financial 
barrel, I walked a perilous line that divided destitution and 
solvency. Somehow, I have always shown the resiliency to 
rebound from a financial hit.  

I see the homeless struggling to carry their only 
possessions to the next park bench that offers solace. I have 
been precariously close to that lifestyle, resorting to begging 
and living off the streets. Towards the end of my Chicago 
nightmare, I collected fallen coins in order to amass enough 
money to buy a lousy burrito. When I have stumbled in the 
material world, I have always had the abiding support of my 
family and for that, I am eternally grateful. 
              Oil and water; Donald Trump and Rosie O’Donnell; 
Meth-heads and paint thinner; Dick Cheney and the truth; 
ADHD and money management. They are all incompatible.   

Money, so they say, I have none because I pissed it 
away. 
 
*************************************************** 
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Amen-Poor financial management (4) 
 
Jasper/Goldberg-I make quick decisions without thinking 
enough about their possible bad results (Very much) 
 
I attribute money mismanagement to the introduction of credit 
cards into my financial world. I was completely oblivious to the 
credit card payment option until I graduated college and 
received offers from credit card companies.  

I had no clue about the minutiae of credit cards. I did not 
read the directions for anything, much less a wordy legal credit 
card document. Because of my flippant disregard for reading 
service agreements, I failed to recognize the key feature of an 
American Express card: no revolving credit line.  

The American Express card was an extra five hundred 
dollars to spend, which was the limit set on my first card. 
Within five days of activating the American Express card, I 
took my girlfriend out for an expensive dinner, bought my 
friends rounds of drinks, purchased some overly hyped clothes, 
and wasted two hundred dollars on a Des Moines hooker. I 
reached the credit limit after one week and received a bill about 
three weeks after that. I owed over five hundred dollars due 
within ten days on a bartending job that barely allowed me to 
keep up with living expenses.  

I called American Express to complain and the customer 
service representative asked if I read the agreement before I 
signed it.  

“Of course I did,” I tersely replied.  
“Then you must know,” the customer service 

representative said, “that you pay off the entire balance at the 
end of each month.”  

I told her I did not have the money and she flatly stated 
my days with American Express were over. I cut up the card 
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and stiffed my first credit card account, starting a string of 
defaults with banks and credit card companies. I was unaware 
of the default ramifications because I did not see my first credit 
report until five years after my Chicago adventure. The 
American Express debacle was the first blemish on my credit 
record 

A couple of weeks after the American Express default, I 
told a friend about what I did. He laughed and said I should 
have applied for a MasterCard, since they had a revolving credit 
policy. I did not know what my friend meant about a revolving 
credit card, but I got one nonetheless and started my own 
revolving credit card policy: default on one card, throw it out, 
and then get another.  

Credit cards were a way for me to make purchases when 
I did not have the cash to do so. When I did not have the cash to 
buy a cashmere coat from Carson Pirie Scott, I used their credit 
card. When I did not have enough money to gas up my car, I 
reached into my wallet and used a Texaco card. Sears was kind 
enough to send me two credit cards at the same time. I exceeded 
the limit on both cards during one Christmas shopping spree. 
My relatives got some pricey gifts that year.  

I only need to provide one explanation to financial 
advisors so they can understand my lack of financial expertise. 
When I paid for a group dinner with a credit card, I thought I 
made money on the transaction by asking each person at the 
table to pay me cash. 
 
*************************************************** 
 
FRUSTRATION 
 
I never read the fine print on anything. Long-winded legalese 
documents lost my attention immediately after the greeting of 
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“Dear Sir.” I referred to an owner’s manual only after the 
product broke down. I read the instructions of a board or video 
game only after incorrectly playing it multiple times. 
 
My mind wandered, I wanted immediate satisfaction, and I did 
not have the patience to read small print documents. 
 
*************************************************** 
 
My first bank account was a doggy bank. I placed all of the 
coins that I earned through odd jobs and allowances inside of a 
semi-plush, dog-shaped container. The problem was there was 
not much of a rattling sound, since the coins I placed in the 
doggy bank quickly found their way to the inside lining of my 
pants pocket. Gary’s doggy bank was always full of coins and I 
helped myself to his stash when he was not around to catch me 
in the act. We also had a family doggy bank that was on the top 
shelf of a bedroom closet. The dog had a smile on his face 
because he was replete with silver half-dollar coins. The smile 
receded when I reached my grubby hands into the bank to snare 
coins, which was my introduction to John F. Kennedy. 

Mom occasionally handed me five dimes to buy five 
packs of baseball cards. She implored me to open one pack of 
cards a day in order to stretch the money she gave me. That was 
like placing five lines of cocaine in front of an addict and telling 
him to snort one line an hour. I opened every pack before I got 
home, feverishly tearing off the packaging to see if I got my 
favorite player. When I was disappointed with the collection of 
players, I ran upstairs to pinch some dimes out of my brother’s 
doggy bank. There was no reason to check my doggy bank 
because it was empty. 

Things did not get any better when I opened my first real 
bank account. Dad tried to explain the ledger concept for 
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tracking my savings account, but the account invariably had 
zeros in the balance column. The first bank account of mine to 
hit four digits was the one I started after college. By then, I 
somewhat comprehended the value of saving money through an 
interest bearing account and my balance slowly grew to over 
$1000.  

I took the $1000 to Chicago where I opened an account 
that started out as a savings account, but quickly turned into a 
cocaine binge account. Four years later, I started another 
savings account in St. Louis. I resolved to diligently save 
money and not touch any of it unless I needed some cash for an 
emergency. My first DUI was the money emergency and my 
account emptied into an attorney’s Caribbean cruise account. 

I have somewhat controlled my impulsive spending, but 
that does not mean I have become an astute shopper. I never 
price compare or use coupons at grocery stores. The final tab is 
incessantly higher than what I plan to spend. I buy clothes 
straight off the rack without trying them on. The purchasing 
mistakes exacerbate when I discard the sales receipts. I am 
stuck with clothes that do not fit. 

Financial management was one of the Boy Scout merit 
badges required for achieving Eagle Scout. How I got someone 
to sign off on that merit badge is beyond me. I probably used an 
ADHD coping mechanism to cover for my financial awareness 
shortcomings, like cheating my way through the work or 
forging the document that signified I completed the tasks 
required for the merit badge. Scout leaders should have ripped 
the financial management merit badge off my scouting vest and 
tossed it onto a Times Beach dioxin covered back road. 
 
*************************************************** 
 



DEAR MARY 

 104

FRUSTRATION 
 
Friends stopped inviting me to play games like Monopoly or 
Trivial Pursuit after they saw how I behaved. In addition to 
being a sore loser, I had little patience for people who took their 
time making decisions on a property purchase or trivia question. 
I inadvertently blurted out Trivial Pursuit answers before the 
person gave their response. I won more games for other Trivial 
Pursuit teams than I won for mine.  
 
I played board games by myself as a kid, banished to isolated 
disrepute due to my ADHD behavior. Women did invite me to 
play naked Twister when I was in college.  
 
I definitely took my time playing naked Twister. 
 
*************************************************** 
 
Seven months after my visit with Dr. Kia, I signed up for three 
boxes of Girl Scout cookies. The little girl who sold me the 
boxes said she needed the money up front. It did not occur to 
me at the time that I had always paid for the cookies when 
delivered to me in person. Six weeks went by and no cookies. 
The precocious little girl who pocketed my money to buy a 
Spice Girls CD swindled me. I am not sure if ADHD had 
anything to do with the little girl stiffing me on the cookies.  

I did have a keen sense of what goes around comes 
around. 
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“When one door closes another door opens; but we often 
look so long and so regretfully upon the closed door, that we 
do not see the ones which open for us.” 
 
-Alexander Graham Bell 

 
 

THE FIRST DAY 
 
Amen-An internal sense of anxiety or nervousness (3) 
 
Amen-Frequent feeling of demoralization or that things won’t 
work out for you (4) 
 
Jasper/Goldberg-I easily become upset (Quite a lot) 
 
I was petrified when I entered Mt. Pleasant grade school for the 
first day of kindergarten. The trepidation stemmed from a venue 
where everything was unfamiliar to me. The kids, adults, school 
boundaries, and social parameters all made me nervous. By the 
age of five, I knew that I was different from my peers and was 
not sure if I fit into the new thing called school. I soon found 
out it was not just kindergarten; it was the first day of every new 
school year.   

Ironically, I was unhappy after the final day of each 
school year. I wanted to continue with my daily dose of 
mischief and tomfoolery. After three months of social freedom 
and high-pitched chicanery, I was once again anxious because I 
loathed sitting behind a desk and shuffled around the sausage 
grinder. I knew on the first day of school the reproaches of 
“Take your time,” “Sit in your seat, Donald!”, and “What’s 
wrong with you?” would  flow out of my peer’s and teacher’s 
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mouths faster than a Dick Cheney narration about Iraq’s 
weapons of mass destruction. 

I thought about the first day of school on my birthday. 
School did not even enter into my thought process until I blew 
out the last of the candles on my birthday cake. While I sat in 
front of the family and opened presents, my mind hyper-focused 
on beginning another nine months of academic drudgery. The 
apprehension alarm went off every year on August 7, a full 
month before I entered the halls that I loathed. 

I was most apprehensive before my first year at Nipher 
Junior High. Nipher was an integrated middle school that 
included kids from the predominantly African American 
Mecham Park neighborhood. I was coming from a lily-white 
grade school without any experience interacting with African 
Americans, except on the baseball field and basketball court. 
Nipher had such a bad reputation that it caused unadulterated 
fear in white kids when they heard on the street that Nipher was 
referred to as Knifer. 

ADHD preserved my personal safety on the first day of 
seventh grade and every day thereafter. My African American 
peers thought I was crazy and word got around not to “fuck 
with that white boy.” My kinship with John Chambers, Ray 
Taylor, and Phillip Williams made the first day of subsequent 
school years easier to take. The friendships did not erase the 
trepidation of a milestone first day. I was twisted up inside on 
Labor Day 1975, a mere twenty-four hours before my first day 
of high school. 

I am still apprehensive before the first day of anything. I 
never understood why until I found out about ADHD. Now it 
makes sense to me. The first day is when I meet new 
acquaintances. It is a day when I have to control the ADHD 
components in order to fit into a new social network. It is a day 
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when I ruminate about past mistakes.  The first day is when I 
ponder my abysmal performance record. 

For years, I was unsuccessful being the new kid in town. 
My ADHD traits boiled over the moment I set forth into any 
first day endeavor, alienating those who were supposed to work 
with me in a social, educational, or professional milieu. I have 
consciously compensated for the ADHD flaws by slowly 
integrating my personality into new environments. I recently 
heard, “I didn’t know you are like that,” months after getting 
past the gut wrenching first day. 

My incredible apprehension was the primary reason why 
I did not show up for the first day of work. The prevailing 
theme was whether the employees and management would 
accept me into the new environment. The secondary theme was 
how long it would take me to implode and walk off the job. It 
was only a matter of time before I detonated without any 
advanced warning.  

I have driven to the first day of a new job, pulled into 
the parking lot, and then instantly high-tailed it back to the 
comfort of home. I have sat in my car frozen in time, my mind 
about to explode with foreboding thoughts of another first day. 
Recently, another new job brought another first day. I got out of 
my car, opened up the trunk, gathered my work clothes, and 
headed for the front door. I then abruptly turned around, hastily 
threw my clothes in the trunk, and sat in the front seat shaking 
at the knees and wiping the sweat from my brow. I completed 
the sequence five times before I finally entered the building.  

If any of the new co-workers witnessed my actions, they 
must have wondered what kind of nutcase was about to start his 
first day. 
 
*************************************************** 
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IRRITATION 
 
The six-class ritual of teachers mispronouncing my last name 
augmented my revulsion for the first day of school. Some 
teachers attempted a respectful pronunciation of my last name. 
Others stammered and stuttered until they muttered an 
incomprehensive word unrelated to my last name. To make 
matters worse, students in the class chimed in with their 
snickering and snide remarks. The teachers who frequently 
butchered my last name were English teachers, the same 
teachers who were supposed to instruct me on the concept of 
phonetics. 
 
*************************************************** 
 
During every summer hiatus from the sausage grinder, my 
parents sent me packing for an extended period on a church or 
scouting related excursion.  

I ridiculed the homesick kids, while I felt the same kind 
of loneliness that was a telltale sign of being homesick. But I 
was not homesick. I welcomed the chance to leave home for the 
freelancing world of surrogate adult supervision. Another first 
day caused the empty pit in my stomach, another episode in 
which I was going to meet a bunch of new people and try to 
adapt to an unfamiliar environment.  

My parents sent me off one summer to attend a seven-
day long leadership camp for seasoned members of the Boy 
Scouts. Eight campers comprised my patrol; eight people whom 
I never met in my life. The first day was complete hell. I 
thought about packing up my stuff and hitchhiking back to St 
Louis. Another kid in our patrol was also having a tough time. 
He visibly shook and, like rats at a cheese party, the rest of the 
kids in our patrol made his untenable situation worse by 
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nibbling away at his self-confidence. They also pulled pranks 
like stuffing his sleeping bag full of mud and hiding his scout 
uniform.  

I empathized with him and tried to be the good guy. It 
was first time I assumed the good guy role in a similar situation. 
We started hanging out together during the course of the week. 
The teasing and pranks ceased after I had a classic ADHD 
outburst. The other members of the patrol left my new friend 
alone for the rest of the week. I realized that in order to mitigate 
my own first day demons, I needed to find other people who 
experienced similar, though unrelated feelings of loneliness.  

Mike Chaney, the kid I befriended at the Junior Leader 
Training Camp, remembered me for my kindness. He sat 
directly in front of me during our high school band class. On the 
first day of school, he turned around and thanked me for my 
altruism during the summer leadership camp. About twenty 
minutes later, I blew a trombone’s worth of saliva onto the back 
of his head. 
 
*************************************************** 
 
I wonder if my difficulty with first days started when I had a 
difficult time making the move from our first home to a 
Glendale, Missouri neighborhood. Every day was a first day. 
There was the first day to meet neighbors. There was the first 
day of Indian Guides. I clearly remember my first day at 
Glendale Presbyterian Church. The Sunday school teacher 
introduced me to the entire class. I soiled my underwear in 
God’s house. I became comfortable after the disappearance of 
first days while I lived in our first home. The first days 
resurfaced on a daily basis after our family moved to Glendale.  

I cannot live like that anymore, which is why I lean 
more on God. In times of weakness and doubt, I turned to God 
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and the scriptures for inspiration and guidance. I need to keep 
the faith that the first day will eventually turn into the first year, 
the second year, and maybe I will even be around for a tenth 
anniversary. I have not celebrated many anniversaries with 
anyone or any organization, which is why I should have 
cherished the one-month anniversaries I established with each 
of my girlfriends.  
 The first day of school regularly appears in a dream. All 
I can see are feet as they slowly make their way down a 
Glendale sidewalk. The feet approach the school’s front door on 
a gloomy winter day. The door slowly opens to the sight of an 
empty hallway. The eerie calm heightens the apprehension. I 
hear panting as classroom doors open that lead into empty 
rooms. A commotion comes from one of the classrooms. 
Through the keyhole, I see children laughing at a boy who is 
shaking in his chair. 

I am the boy in the chair. 




