
July 18, 2019 
 
Dear Supreme Court of Canada,  
 
The Right Honorable Chief Justice of the Supreme Court of Canada: Richard Wagner 
Honorable Supreme Court of Canada Justices  
Supreme Court of Canada Registrar  
 
This is part three of a personal Letter of Appeal to the Honourable Court with a request for you to 
review the James vs York University human rights discrimination claim. 
 
A soccer player once inquired, "coach, why do we do this same drill over and over” ....to which I 
replied, "because soccer players tend to forget and ignore".   I add now.  Societies suffer the same 
social injustice fate.  One need to look no further than ongoing racism, sexism, indigenous 
oppression to confirm the inefficiency of the human condition.   

Thankfully, at least each of these oppressed categories are on the barometer of improvement.  
Persons with exposed substance disabilities are not even considered as oppressed groups. 

There are sections in part one of my personal (not legal) appeal which have been repeated in part 
two.  Ditto sentences, in all correspondences.   Ditto writings throughout the Confronting the 
Stigma of Drug Addiction lifespan.  They have been replicated for the reason of "such important” 
value.  
 
Legal protocol has not been followed here, for a plain and obvious reason.  As you know, I am not 
a lawyer.  Unless, therefore, the Greek Gods transmute untrustworthy Canadian legal 
representation, then parachute such a miracle in at the last minute, I will remain without a 
Canadian lawyer.   
 
Irrespective of any penultimate stardust, the very nature of the Canadian judicial system upon 
which you preside, needs to be illuminated for all that it commits which is "not representative" of 
the nation I once was proud to represent.      

How can a Canadian citizen for example, have trust and faith in the Canadian legal system when 
it has worked so diligently to undermine Paul J James' access to fair social justice - destroying 
a life and career in the process - while communicating in parallel that the legal process can be 
the panacea for improving the mental health woes of a nation?   
 
Confronting the Honourable Court should provoke serious thought (and leadership action) not 
just on the issue of mental health as it relates to discrimination but also the inaccessibility of 
social justice for average and disadvantaged Canadian citizens.   
 
Ironically, the Canadian legal system's communications implying the industry can have the 
required impact which will ultimately improve the mental health of a nation, is correct.  In fact, 
stern unequivocal rulings on mental health discrimination in the form of substance 



disabilities can be the ignition of profound positive social change, permitting a global lead on 
addressing such unnecessary human suffering, the longevity of which, has been appalling.   
 
As it currently stands in the James vs York University human rights discrimination claim the 
judicial process, "collaborated" also, in the James vs Mooredale Soccer Club matter, has not been 
fair, equal or trustworthy. 
 
On the contrary, the Canadian legal system has been unethical, unfair, unequal, colluded and if 
not corrected then outrageously improper.  The process has made a mockery of my life, my 
mental health disability, professional achievements, personal privacy, the status I once had and 
the witnesses who took time out to write and testify on my behalf in a credible, candid, honest 
way including my sister Julie, my mother and father.  

In doing so the Canadian legal system has nullified the legitimacy of human right commissions 
as they relate to mental health disabilities.  
 
What is the point in spending millions of dollars and umpteen hours of human effort and research 
to formulate a methodology of doing things, to then be so egregious when required to enforce 
the rules and laws? Getting to the root cause which permitted the circumstance here, is 
necessary.  The approach and negative thought processes responsible for such subsequent 
oppression, must be exterminated so that further occurrences are mitigated from happening 
again, for the betterment of all Canadian citizens.    
 
Meanwhile, with Court of Appeals and the Supreme Court of Canada being granted unfettered 
licence to make decisions which affect the lives of millions of citizens it is a magnificently 
important responsibility for this self-regulated system to be pristine, pure, ethical, moral and 
flawless in its administration and adjudication of claims.   In the James vs York University file, 
the Honourable court has been deficient. 
 
At its core the Paul J James human rights discrimination claim requires review and correction of 
the injustice which has been delivered, in order to improve the lives of those Canadians who 
encounter mental disability in the form of a substance use disorder, brave enough to seek support 
or so very fearful of doing so. 
 
There is nothing the Supreme Court of Canada can deliver which will guarantee Paul J James will 
remain in Canada, even in the event social justice is served.  It is the best filament of hope I can 
deliver at this time. 
 
Without served social justice I can be more definitive.   

It is a choice born from the unacceptable psychological turmoil Paul J James has received for so 
long - the end of the line being the September 8, 2018 Toronto Star four-page article which 
elongated the injustice, untruths, innuendo, and humiliation repeatedly delivered.  The abuse of 
power in not removing the defamation upon request like the National Post and CBC's ignoring of 



similar demands can never be fully eradicated.  The damage has been cemented beyond full 
repair.    

As a comparison.  The Paul J James story is a parallel version of the Kalief Browder Story in 
terms of psychological harm and ultimate outcome.  

Dr Gabor Mate.  A Canadian to be so very proud, orates through his brain development lecture the 
impact on the emotional center of the brain from psychological stress associated with ridicule, 
poor treatment, isolation, uncertainty, and general abuse (slander and defamation) as being 
identical in intensity, if not worse than being stabbed with a knife.    
 
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=BpHiFqXCYKc&t=2s 

I challenge the Supreme Court Justices to evaluate what has been delivered to Paul J James over 
his lifetime and most specifically since 2008.  With consideration of what my innate chimp 
personality is (Freud's Id), what is your conclusion as to how I must feel now?   

I do not self wallow or feel self pity.  I understand others must endure worse hardships - which I 
am repeatedly reminded by those unscrupulous enough to do so.   I was raised to fight fairly, 
learning through my early environment to stand up to bullies as best I could considering personal 
legitimate insecurities.    

Over a lifetime my innateness has served me well from the perspective it is the main reason why 
I represented Canada as a soccer player and soccer coach.  It is also the most significant factor 
as to why I am still alive and breathing today along, that is, with a magnificent group of persons 
who have unconditionally supported and validated what ultimately was my destiny and 
responsibility to complete.    
 
From a position of personal worthlessness this group of citizens have illuminated to Paul J 
James what it is to be human again. 

“In hindsight now all I needed was non-conditioned patience, compassion and kindness.  Not to be 
ostracized, excommunicated, harassed, stigmatized, slandered, defamed, discriminated against, fired 
and removed from employment”. 

There is, however, a limit on the damage even the most resilient can endure without the 
consequences surpassing the threshold to severe diminishing returns. I am at that limit.   

"What do you want Jordan Peterson to be remembered for?  
 
"That he wanted the best for people.... not the worst....and the reason I want the best is because I know a fair bit 
about what the worst is like and I definitely don't want that.... that's a conscious decision to turn away from that.... 
…enough hell.... it is the lesson of the twentieth century" (Dr Oz to Dr Jordan Peterson, October 4, 2018) 

 

It appears Dr Peterson has followed a similar path to Paul J James or perhaps Paul J James has 
followed a similar path to Dr Peterson, albeit with different impediments.   In either event I am at 
the finish line of abuse and humiliation. 

https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=BpHiFqXCYKc&t=2s


I therefore trust the honourable Supreme Court of Canada will understand the immediate call to 
arms in regards to this matter.   

And in doing so, I ask the Honourable justices now at the outset, a few of several questions to be 
considered at the conclusion of the document.   

• Why are you Supreme Court of Canada Justices?  Why are you so passionate about your roles 
in Canadian society?  Is it to facilitate social injustices, human suffering and dishonour?   

• Or is it to assist in making Canada a better place in which to live and by extension the global 
community?   To assist Canada to maximize its potential as a nation. 

Through this journey the rarest commodities for all citizens have crystalized themselves, of which 
self awareness and truthfulness – aside from time itself – are the most relevant and therefore 
important.   

If you were to speak to Canadian soccer legends of a bygone, but most successful era – Tony  
Waiters and Leslie J Wilson – they  would confirm that of all players they interacted with during 
Canadian soccer’s most successful period for over one hundred years, Paul J James is very likely 
the one who would win the prize for maximizing his potential.  Sucking the marrow out my bones 
while playing or coaching for Canada every single time.   

This ability to maximize the given limited resources at my disposal became a thread to my life 
including drawing it out of others.   

And so, in assessing Canada, I can say with some authority and considerable passion that we do 
not maximize our potential in far too many areas including the Canadian Judiciary and within 
Canadian soccer.  You cannot cheat, lie, manipulate, deceive – take the path of least resistance 
– in any endeavor and expect to do so.   

Yet, Canadian natural resources including everything Hockey are the antecedents of goosebumps 
of such enormous pride for all Canadian citizens.  It is where we do maximize our strengths. 

Know thyself – a Greek aphorism – will lead to the doorstep of where Canada can contribute 
beyond what they currently do. 

For example, of all the quotes ever associated with illicit drugs and all that it entails, it is a 
Canadian who owns the rights to the most forthright, intelligent and accurate statement.   

“There has never been a War on Drugs.  How can you have a war on inanimate things? 
There has only ever been a War on People?”  

Dr Gabor Mate.  The simplicity.  The brilliance.  

Gabor Mate is not the only Canadian of such immense talent and supreme intellect on a subject 
which facilitates such extraordinary cruelty even in the land of the Maple Leaf.   Dr Bruce 
Alexander, Donald McPherson, Richard Elliott and others including the epic contributions of Dr 



Jordan Peterson clearly indicate that Canada can and must contribute to Ending the War on 
People within its own borders.  A motivation for others to follow.  

I can no longer be a part of the process. 

The following however, along with all that has preceded this, is my very own final personal 
contribution highlighting further the extreme social injustice which has taken place. In laying 
myself bare the devastating consequences from the Stigma of Drug Addiction are there for all to 
see. Irrefutable. No ambiguity. I take this final path on behalf of millions of others who do not 
have the same opportunity but rather instead suffer the indignity of having to conform to such 
stigmatized circumstances.  A lifetime living in such unnecessary fear.  The unparalleled 
immorality of it all.  I refuse to conform.  I will give up my life in doing so.   

And the arrow in the quiver; stone in the slingshot for accessing fair social justice is simple.  
Without addressing, understanding and rejecting stigma there can be no sustained progress on 
improving the social phenomena and the human dignity of those that suffer.   

Eliminating Applicants significant intersecting social factors of disadvantage from the adjudication process was overtly discriminatory 
and patently unreasonable. You cannot separate substance use disorders from the social context in which those that suffer live on a 
day to day basis. Social consequences of a person’s substance use are inextricably intertwined in diagnosing, treating, and monitoring 
those that suffer. A claim filed during the one-year limitation period would be adjudicated with the totality of evidence including any 
social intersecting factors including paralyzing societal and self stigma. Constant rejection of the Linda Perlis medical evidence for one 
“contrived” deficiency after another unfairly discriminated against Applicant from accessing fair social justice. Even though Applicant 
satisfied each “deficient requirement” the Tribunal and Divisional court still refused to consider and acknowledge Applicants social 
intersecting factors of disadvantage. This bad faith adjudication not to consider the totality of Applicants claim discriminated and 
prejudiced against him when compared to those persons who submit within the one-year limitation period. This was patently 
unreasonable and violated Applicants right to be treated fairly and equally under Section 15 of the Canadian Charter of Rights and 
Freedoms. (Memorandum of Argument submitted to the Honourable Court Summer 2016). 

Thank you for the time you take to review the Paul J James human rights claim before the court, 
an aid to millions of Canadian and Global citizens  
 
Yours very respectfully, 
 
Paul J James 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Prologue   
 

Downing Propositions  
 

"After he resigned, James and Ashley Kelly began dating. It quickly became serious,  
though Kelly is about 20 years his junior. Kelly declined to be interviewed".  

Mary Ormsby Toronto Star September 8, 2018  
 
 
Kelly Saxby 1996 
 
Its mid-afternoon on a bright, sunny, crisp late November day.   
 
Niagara University basketball coached by the animated, entertaining, lovable Jack Armstrong 
were playing in the evening and so I was excited about seeing the men's team play.  And I 
wasn't disappointed.  Jack pacing the court was transfixing.  Crowd chanted his name.   He was 
a legend and I could see why.   
 
A few hours earlier, Kelly Saxby, a senior aged player at 21, appears at the door of my office - one 
of only 16 players we had at Niagara.   



 
"Hey coach.  Can I have a word" 
 
"Sure, Kelly what’s up". 
 
Now sitting on a chair Kelly hands me an envelope.   
 
My mind races.   
 
"This looks like she is going to quit".  Not good.  
 
When I open the note.  My thought was confirmed.  But the reason took me aback.   
 
She had feelings for me as the coach which Kelly could not reconcile and therefore, she stated 
she had to leave the team.  I thought about it for what seemed like an eternity but in reality, it 
was a respectful few minutes.   
 
"I don't know what to say Kelly outside.  I am so sorry.  You have made the right decision".     
 
As she left the office never to return, I close my eyes. I feel terrible.  She was class personified. 
 
I'm thinking about the mistake not to have pursued Dena Armstrong - Jack's wife - about being 
an assistant coach.  I had never coached female players before and even though I kept the same 
training approach as the men’s team, the socialization with how ladies interact was a whole new 
experience.   
 
A month earlier some of the female players had broken into my office tore into my bags and 
scattered my clothes including underwear all over the office with little notes.  Just didn't know 
how to deal with it and with coaching two NCAA teams at the division one level and doing a 
university degree at the same time I said nothing and had limited time to do so.  When I was not 
coaching, studying or travelling I was sleeping.  
 
A few clumsy mistakes later including on the men's side, a parent and player from "hell" and a car 
accident which near enough cost me my life, I decided I wasn't going back to Niagara the 
following season as it was part-time at $17,000 a year.   Finishing my degree was the better 
option before applying for a more realistic fulltime coaching job.  
 
In the end I finished the degree, coached one more season for both teams with no assistants or 
recruits after being advised by the former assistant AD I would be letting everyone down if I didn't 
return.  She was right.  Never have I worked so hard and so many hours in any job than Niagara. 
 
Haven't seen any of the players since.  So many great individuals including John Sozio and John 
Parsons who have reached out since the transparency of the hunger strike protests.     
 



I became overly strict with communications with female players at the national training center, 
which was my next assignment and thereon, thereafter.   
 
After I departed Niagara University, I had my first using experience with powdered cocaine.  An 
inebriated accident.  
 
Rosie Posca   
 
An initial member of the women's soccer program at York University as a part-time assistant with 
the fitness element.  She was a fulltime employee working in the sport and recreational 
department.  We were in the same age cohort.  There was a romantic link we both pursued but 
ultimately, I couldn't reciprocate the deep feelings in part because Rosie as a single mother was 
raising two beautiful children.  Knowing my private health matter, I declined to pursue it 
further.  Rosie who was emotionally hurt handled herself so professionally and maturely.  I never 
saw her again until 2012 when I was open about my health.    
 
In 2019 I was contacted by her son - by now an aspiring lawyer to be at Queens University.  I finish 
my reply to him, "And again please send my regards to your mum.  She is a rare gem of a person".   
 
Bree Carr-Harris   
 
A graduate of York University and alumnus of the soccer program.  In the fall of 2004 Bree 
contacted me after my first year at York while she was working at a Canadian firm.  Wanted to go 
back to school in the master's of sport program and coach as an assistant coach.  A great person 
and passionate about everything to do with York soccer.   
 
I met with MLSE President Richard Peddie at some point back in 2006 about hiring Bree within 
their organization.  I did the same with Toronto FC General Manager Paul Bernie upon which they 
hired her.  Even without the recommendation they would have done so, as, in my opinion, she was 
a pedigreed employee in the making for any organization.    When Bree needed a place to stay for 
three months she stayed at my apartment as I had two spare bedrooms at no cost - it was no 
problem.  Same with Clare Rustad from the Canadian Olympic team.  On her way to Med School 
she stayed two weeks while in transition in 2008.  
 
Like with Rosie, Bree, who was 30 at the time, I could not reciprocate what she felt romantically 
in most part because of, again, the health issue.  When I and my sister opened-up to her and 
Jamie the other York University assistant coach about my need for support it was because I 
wanted to protect my employment while stabilizing my health.  In November 2008 I told Bree 
officially I could not reciprocate a relationship.  It was a mistake when it should not have been a 
mistake.  Just like telling Jenn Myers "when you see blue sky, I see grey clouds - it was a mistake 
when it should not have been a mistake.   
 
Bree excommunicated with not just myself but my sister, mother and father at such a vulnerable 
time for my privacy and psychological well being.  Made worse by the fact she did it again 7 
months later after she arrived back with the program. 



 
Dealing with something so stigmatized, in such a way, is an act of pure cruelty that only those 
who fear their health condition will be used against them, can attest to.  My added profile status 
within the industry I worked made it worse and so did Bree working for MLSE whom fired me for 
no reason from GOL TV once I arrived back from my first rehab.  Loose lips sink ships and they 
certainly did at MLSE which Bree as a scorned person contributed to.  
 
When I departed York University, Bree, after excommunicating with the soccer program and 
myself for a second time six months earlier, met with Jenn Myers, Gillian McCullough and Shelia 
Foresaw in early 2010 and discussed my circumstances.   
 
Then in May of 2012 in the confines of the Toronto FC offices, she, in front of Sebastian a former 
York University therapy program graduate and a best friend of Ashley Kelly, complained that I 
hadn't mentioned her and appreciated the work she had done for the York program in Cracked 
Open.   
 
Reality, I hid her name in areas which would have embarrassed her regarding the 
excommunications she delivered and then in positive moments I did expose her name. 
 
"For Christmas 2006, after coordinating an action plan with the captains of both teams and my 
committed and caring assistants Bree and Jamie, Jamie and I arrived at Douglas’ home at 10 p.m. 
on Christmas Eve. We had three huge sacks of presents, food, and gift certificates. Cracked Open 
2012 
 
Kaylyn Kyle 2008 
 
In 2008 then Canadian Women's World Cup Coach Even Pellerud - another gem of a person - 
requested I be a part of the Canadian U20 women's coaching staff.  I happily accepted at a time 
of poor health because it was an opportunity to be away from home, not ever isolated and 
therefore in a positive environment, living my passion. 
 
The team won a CONCACAF Championship.  Comments filtered back to me about what Kaylyn 
Kyle had said with regards to myself.  I was forearmed and experienced.  Being single made no 
difference.  When the "door was opened, I closed it" with the least amount of fuss or palaver.  
 
A few months later, on a recruiting trip to Vancouver where I recruited Gina Kripotos for York 
University - I saw Kaylyn Kyle at a Vancouver training session.  She clearly had moved on from 
that little mishap.   And I dare say now in 2019 she is doing cartwheels about my delivered 
reprieve from a close encounter of her attempted cultivation.  
 
Brilliant player and a real “fighter” who served Canada well.  From what I hear Kaylyn will be just 
as good as a soccer analyst.   
 

 

Asquith Respite for Toronto Homeless  



Dance Karaoke….its my turn  

Dj Vianu – Higher   

“I keep feeling for “moment” to my life…its so cruel to be alive… 

I don’t care what you think about me…cuz I’m leaving now… 

how long…. how long…how long” 

 
The Amazing Ashley Anne Kelly    

 
"Human beings need to bond.  It is one of our primal urges.   

So, if we can’t bond with other people, we will find a behavior to bond with" 
 

 
Johann Hari Author: Chasing the Scream  

 

• April 2008 - Paul informs two Assistant coaches of his mental disabilities in self-
intervention including his substance dependence to crack cocaine. In attendance at self-
intervention aside from Bree & Jamie were my sister Julie and Dwight and Chris Hornibook 
from Ithaca New York and Laval, Quebec respectively.  

• October 2008 - York University Women's Soccer team wins OUA West Divisional title, the 
men’s team a national championship, first in any team sport at York in a quarter of a 
century. 

• October 2008 - Paul informs former “friend” and colleague but at the time “nemesis” Barry 
Maclean of his substance dependence who was a TFC player/coach agent.  

• November 4, 2008 - Paul advises York University’s Athletic Director, Jenn Myers, that he 
had not been well for some time because of his poor mental health using the ‘grey sky’ 
metaphor and requests 90 days off from work at York University.  

• Jenn Myers approves the request with the provision that she would need to inform the 
Employee Wellness Office and that he would need to provide a doctor’s letter at some 
point.  

• Paul informs and requests the same leave of absence from GOL TV’s Producer Corey 
Russell using the same blue, grey sky indicators.  

“It isn’t the drug that causes the harmful behaviour – its the environment.  An isolated rat will almost become 
a junkie.  A rat with a good life almost never will, no matter how many drugs you make available to him.  As 
Bruce put it: he was realizing that addiction isn’t a disease.  Addiction is an adaptation.  It’s not you – it’s the 
cage you live in”.  Johann Hari (Chasing the Scream)  



• November 28, 2008 - York University Assistant Coaches insincerely and callously 
excommunicate with Paul James boycotting the end of season soccer banquet to 
celebrate the York University men’s National Championship communicating to everybody 
that something was not right.  

• Paul’s family embarrassingly but desperately tried to persuade both assistants to attend 
banquet. Bree Carr-Harris (BCH) was disappointed Paul could not reciprocate a romantic 
relationship; Jamie was aggrieved that PJJ requested he take a break from the main duties 
of the soccer program until PJJ returned from Saskatoon after working with international 
superstar, Canadian national women’s soccer player, Christine Sinclair.  

• December 11, 2008 – Paul James discloses to York U part-time men’s coach, Carmine 
Isacco, that he had not been well for some time; he would be away for 3 months; his health 
condition is psychological in nature with a request - could he take women’s team training 
while he was away.  

• December 18, 2008 - Paul James checks himself into a rehab for 90 days.  

“Opening up looking for support and assistance with my ill health at York University proved to be an absolute catastrophic 
decision, which at each level exacerbated my ill health; my feelings of poor self worth, and thoughts on the absolute futility 
of being honest in regards to personal health and even of life itself”. (HRTO Request for Reconsideration 2014) 

• February 11, 2009 – York University Employee Wellness office requests a Doctor’s note 
regarding Paul James’ absence from York University to attend rehab. “We have been 
informed you have been absent…. since December 18, 2008…. please have your treating 
practitioner complete PRAL form…”  

• February 27, 2009 – Paul James’ Doctor submits medical form to York University citing 
Paul suffers from ‘acute stress reaction’ - the number one cause of substance dependence 
and that PJJ requires ongoing support.  

May 2009 – Paul James is fired from GOL TV for no reason and/or scapegoated reasons 
including previous years analysis on TFC’s John Carver who was removed from TFC two 
months later.  

“As I walked into the GOL TV studio on the Thursday where I would normally sit next to the host, I saw Jason DeVos. 
The two of them were waiting in their seats when I walked in. The writing on the wall had never been clearer...I thought 
about what I should do next regarding GOL TV. When I got off the bus, I called Chris Hebb and asked him directly, “Are 
you going to renew my contract?” After a short pause, “No, we are not.” (Cracked Open 2012) 

• June 2009 - female assistant coach BCH excommunicates with PJJ and whole York 
program for a second time because Paul could not reciprocate a romantic relationship.  It 
felt like I was drowning.  

• August 2009 – Paul J James continues as Head Coach of the women’s Program without a 
supporting coaching staff.  



• End of September 2009 – Paul James verbally offers his resignation as the Master Coach 
of the York U Soccer Program for the end of the year as a clear indication he needed inquiry 
and support after he been treated so poorly and was scapegoated for an incident in which 
AD admonished whole soccer program for using wrong training field.   

“Self-stigma cannot be quenched by poor treatment”.  

• October 2009 – Jenn Myers requests PJJ to formalize his resignation with no inquiry as to 
his well being – a devastating mistake by York University the consequences still being felt 
in late July, 2019.  

• November 4, 2009 – York U Women’s soccer team win their 5th divisional championship in 
6 years; third OUA championship in 5 years and compete in the CIS National 
Championships.  

 

November 4, 2009  
 

Ontario University Soccer (OUA) Women's Soccer Final  
 

York University vs Queens University  
 

With our international recruit Ami Otaki from Japan playing upfront we always had a 
chance even though Queen's were stacked and on paper the best team in the OUA.  We just 
couldn't compete with three of their players who were athletically on a different level a 
major advantage in the women's game and something as a coach you need to 
neutralize, or you will generally lose. 
 
First thing.   
 
Had a change to three at the back to accommodate the problem and play five in 
midfield.  We had prepared for that eventuality during the week leading up to the final four 
and so with tactical familiarity the transition from playing against Ottawa in the semi-final 
and now Queens in the final would be seamless.   
 
Now it was down to two more things.  
 
30 minutes before kick-off.    Final recap. 
 
"Ladies.  It has been a great season.  You won the divisional title and now after three 
playoff wins you are in the provincial championship.   Question for you then.  Do you want 
to win this game or not? 
 
"Yes" was the obvious resounding response. 
 



"Then if you follow the game plan and you muster up that extra edge of energy you 
will.  This is a 120-minute game.  We go to penalties and we win it that way.  That's it. 
 
Oh, and by the way.  The little birdy landed on my shoulder again this morning.   You'll be 
glad to know when I asked her "is this the day?", she shook her head, tweeted politely and 
then flew off”.   
 
One more thing to do.  
 
15 minutes before kickoff. 
 
"Gina. Gina". Quick chat. 
 
"You have been absolutely terrific all season.  Be aware of your assignment. Wear her 
down and make sure you cover Felicia – she’s in tough today.  Be prepared to move 
about".   
 
What do you mean says Gina? 
 
"You will be playing a few different positions.   
 
"Don't worry about it, Gina.  You're good". 
 
"Oh.  And if you pop up front and score as well, it would be appreciated".    
 
Gina looks at me quizzing my statement.  Like. I can't be serious. 
 
I smile at her.  
 
Half-time 0-0. 
 
60 minutes.  Gina. Gina.  Ginnnna.   Switch.  Go into the midfield.  Number 8 track her.   
 
80 minutes.  Gina. Gina.  Ginnnna.  Switch.  Out wide.  Neutralize the number 11 (Queens 
best player - lightening quick and now causing us chaos – Felicia had done a great up to 
that point – best she had ever played).  The Queens player wasn't quicker than Gina - 
whom I had recruited two years earlier, from Vancouver.  
 
Minute 130.  Sarah Fiorini saves Queens penalty.  York women win.  
 
Teammates run, hug and congratulate.     
 
York University 1-0 Queens University (Penalty Kicks)  
 



Third OUA provincial championship in 5 years for the York University women's soccer 
team. 
 
I retreat to the bench.  Sit, stare and reflect.   See my sister, Tristan and Gary walking 
over. 
 
"Well done Paul". 
 
I see sadness in Julie's eyes. 
 
AD Jenn Myers and Manager Gillian McCullough appear.    
 
"Well done.  Congratulations to you and the team".  They both looked awkward, a tad shell 
shocked.   
 
"Thank you both.  It's the players who did it.  A magnificent group - key was 
Gina.  Brilliant today.  Best player I coached at York" 
 
As they turned to leave, I add, "There is much to learn from the past year.  For many". 
 

 
November 15, 2009 

 
Ashley Anne Kelly  

 
Final game as a coach of York.  As I walked to the bench, I was as upbeat as I could be 
under the circumstances, but I noticed that Ashley was glum.  
 
I requested to my assistant for the day, Chris, to have a quiet word with her,  
 
“Chris, I don’t know what is up with Ashley but please speak with her. This is our last 
game—we all need to be as positive as we can.”    
 
After the game, I kept to myself until 8 p.m. when I took the staff out for a meal.  
 
After the dinner, I went back to my room and waited for Colin Miller, who was arriving 
soon for a chat. As I was waiting—reflecting on my future—I received a text from Ashley 
asking if she could drop by, as she needed to say something.  
 
Ten minutes later she knocked on my door.  I could tell she was nervous and a little 
shaken.  
 
“Hello, Ashley—everything okay with the players?”  
 
She said, “Oh yes, they are fine.  



 
Well, Ami is injured but she will recover. It’s just I want to apologize for today. I know I 
had a bad attitude at the beginning of the game.”   
 
To which I replied,  
 
“Oh, that’s okay, Ashley.  It’s all over now. To be honest, you have been great all year. You 
went the extra mile. And whatever you decide to do with your life, you will be fine. You are 
hardworking, you are determined, you are smart, you receive feedback well and you clearly 
care about people. It shines through.”  
 
There was an uncomfortable silence for a few seconds.  
 
“Everything else okay?” I asked.  
 
She said, “Well it’s just that the reason I was down before the game is that I don’t want it 
to end. I don’t want to accept that I will not be seeing you again, now that you’re leaving 
York.”  
 
To say I was taken aback would be an understatement.  And then I was tongue-tied.  I 
hadn't anticipated this kind of conversation.  After a few seconds of thought I said,  
 
“Well, Ashley, I am happy that the experience with the soccer program has been good for 
you. You are at the age when it is normal in these environments to have the odd infatuation 
with teams, with friends, or with some people. The feelings will pass. This season was 
really just another chapter in all of our lives.”  
 
“But can we remain friends?”  
 
She was clearly nervous. I responded,  
 
“Well, I will be leaving to go out of town for a while, but sure—we can be friends.”  
 
With that we hugged, I wished her well, and she left the room. I looked at my watch. It was 
10:20 p.m. Colin would be here in 10 minutes. So, I sat down on the couch and reflected on 
my life and just how unhappy I was. I thought about the meeting with Ashley and smiled 
at her courage. (Cracked Open 2012) 
 
As I say goodbye to Colin and close the hotel door, I suddenly felt lost, empty and numb as 
if the bones had been removed from my body. 
 
Anxiety from the season had evaporated only to be replaced at a level much more intense. 
Verging on nothingness.  The disappointment. The unknown.  The uncertainty.  The reality 
of the humiliation.   
 



Already dressed for my travels I lie on top of the bed.  I close my eyes then quickly open 
them.  Turn to the alarm clock set it for 3.30am.  PJ wants to review the University of 
Toronto game.  I tell him we're done.  Its over.  
 
Turn to the clock.  It's 12.15pm. 
 
I put my head on the pillow.  Alarm goes off. 
 

• November 16, 2009 – begin a rehab session at Sporting Chance Clinic in London, England.  

 
Ashley's Email 

 
Seven days into second Rehab I hack my way through the blackness of the forest to the 
small Internet booth.  Open two emails. One from York University history department.  One 
is from Ashley Anne Kelly.      
 
History department remind me I am a keynote speaker at their 2010 World Cup conference 
to celebrate the continent of Africa hosting the global event for the first time. Meaning I 
must leave REHAB early.   I had made a commitment I couldn't pull out of.  Sporting Chance 
clinic were frustrated I was leaving 4 days early after starting two days late – because of 
national championships – and not caring first and foremost about my health.   
 
I then open the second correspondence on that day November 22, 2009. 
 
Date: Mon, 16 Nov 2009 00:09:59 -0500 
From: ashley01@yorku.ca 
Reply-To: ashley01@yorku.ca 
To: Paul James <pjjames@yorku.ca> 
 
Hi Paul, 
 
First of all, I just wanted to say thank you for everything. I never did actually thank you 
and tell you how much of a privilege it was to work for you. Second, I want to apologize 
for the other night. It was totally inappropriate of me and out of character. I just wanted 
to clear the air because I feel that we left on a bad note. I would never normally do 
something like that and act on my feelings especially in an environment that requires me 
to be nothing but professional at all times. I know you said that it's life, but I still think I 
crossed the line and I didn't mean to put you in an awkward situation. 
 
That being said, there was so much I couldn't say when I was with you. I don't know you 
that well and I just couldn't get comfortable b/c the energy was so intense...or maybe it 
was just me lol. I know you said you know how girls are and that it will pass b/c it's 
fun/exciting and it's probably an infatuation, but it's not completely like that. I have been 
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in this situation a few times actually, so I know better than to let my emotions get the 
best of me, but unfortunately, I got a little ahead of myself. I think that we meet certain 
people for certain reasons, some more important than others, but there are certain 
individuals that you just can't let pass by that easily. You happen to be one of them. 
That's why I got upset at the thought of never speaking to you again. I just don't believe 
that this is it and I'm not willing to leave it like this. So, despite the fact that I am very 
attracted to you, it's honestly not my intention to pursue a romantic relationship with you 
(that sounds so corny). We are at two totally different places in life and I understand that. 
But that doesn't mean that we can't be friends. I don't think age is a big deal unless we 
make it one and I am willing to put my attraction to you aside. I know I hardly know you, 
but I do genuinely care for you. This is pretty unusual, so I hope you take it as a 
compliment b/c I wouldn't normally be so persistent especially since you haven't shown 
the same interest in getting to know me. 
 
So, the bottom line is that I want to know you. Good friends are hard to find and I am a 
pretty good one. So, if any of this means anything to you, maybe you could just think 
about it and give me a chance. If you're ever lonely or want to talk, I am here for you and 
would like very much to get to know you. 
 
Have a great trip! I hope you accept my apology and don't forget me. Maybe we can get 
together and talk more when you come back?  Ashley. 
 

• December 3, 2009 – Paul concludes the rehab session 4 days early to return to Canada to 
meet his commitment to speak at a York University sponsored conference for the history 
department.  

• December 4, 2009 – Key-note speaker at the World Cup in Africa conference at York 
University.  

• December 8, 2009 – I contact and request a meeting with Jenn Myers and Sheila Forshaw 
to discuss my employment at York University, my intent was to express my need to 
continue as York’s Master Soccer Coach.  

At the Sporting Chance clinic in England James West asked why I was leaving soccer coaching and explained how important 
it was that I keep my employment.   “They know you have a mental health condition; speak to them they will support you.  
You are a soccer coach” (The Sporting Chance Clinic South West London, England) 

• Yet Gillian McCullough Manager of inter-university sport states to me as I enter 
administration office, “Jenn hopes you have your head screwed on straight this time”. Like 
throwing a grenade into my lap. 

• Jenn Myers then pre-empts the meeting does not permit me to speak and explain why I 
requested the meeting in the first place.  She proceeds to dismiss the position and myself: 
I was told the Master Soccer Coach model “doesn’t work” and is devolved; they had agreed 
with Carmine Isacco to become full time men's soccer coach and that Paul was welcome 



to apply for the Head Coach of the Women’s soccer team which would only be considered 
with other applications.  

• Paul at the time was still employed at York University. The women’s team had won 3 OUA’s 
in 5 years. Less than 2 years later the master soccer coaching model/position was 
resurrected, and Carmine the men's coach was appointed as the Master Coach of both 
teams. The York women’s team have not won an OUA or appeared at the national 
championships since 2009.  Gina Kripotos rarely played again. 

• December 31 – Paul James leaves York University. 

“Local Newspaper reports, "Hero Fireman Saves Fluffy the Cat from Fierce Apartment Fire"    Fire Chief pointed out how 
appalling it was that we would condemn a cat to have to live in such atrocious conditions.  No comments were made 
available on whether the two "Drug Addicts" who occupied the apartment and who called for help, survived”.  
Dr Gabor Mate In the Realm of Hungry Ghosts. 
 

• January 2010 – Receive a call from the communications department at York University 
requesting I call Anthony Torterra from OSA TV.  Last thing I wanted was to be speaking 
about why I was leaving York.  I took the number but didn’t call.  He tracked me down a day 
before I left for Florida at a Toronto airport Hotel.  Accommodated the interview.  A perfect 
illustration of internalized self-stigma and my innate personality to not let people down.  
You believe what you are receiving is what you deserve.  York knew what they were doing 
by having Anthony conduct the interview.  My answers were a last attempt at keeping my 
health regarding substance disability private – when everyone already knew.   

 
“Self-stigma, when a person with a mental health condition accepts negative false cultural stereotypes.  They feel ashamed, 
blameworthy, and therefore they try to keep private their health condition from others.  They retreat from poor prejudiced 
treatment” 

• I call Neil Davison from the Canadian Press to do a piece to document an article, again 
trying to keep private my health condition. Little did I know the reality.  Was hoping it would 
buffer the Torterra interview.  

Ashley visits Paul.     
 

Melbourne, Florida May 2010    
 

Cab Driver.  "Wow.  She is beautiful"    
 
Tongue tied.  I blush.   
 
Ashley gets in cab.  Hugs and kisses me on cheek.  Then caresses and squirrels her head 
into my neck and onto my shoulder.   I feel awkward. 
 



While at the time I was stigmatized and uncomfortable with my substance background, 
being unemployed, brutalized status and now dating someone younger, so smart, so 
beautiful Ashley was comfortable, assured and composed.  She treated things as normal.  
 
She knew of my substance use disorder and visit to Rehab because the 
equipment manager for the York women's soccer program in the fall of 2009 told her.  It 
didn't phase her.   It was a de-stigmatizing lesson. 
 
I would not find out until 2014 that Ashley had told the whole York University therapy 
program of my substance use and visit to Rehab while I was away in November of 
2009.  She was afraid I would be mad about it.  Nothing she could have done would make 
me mad at her for longer than a few minutes.    
 
It further verified along with Jamie Teixeira and Bree Carr-Harris' knowledge and behaviour 
that York University knew of the substance dependence to crack cocaine.  It was the final 
element of their documented knowledge of Paul J James' mental health disability, provided 
through verbal and written declarations, the latter of which was from my doctor of 30 
years.      

 
 

December of 2010  
 
• ‘Paul James has done nothing for the development of soccer in Canada, he has just been 

involved in scandals', Former Canadian National Soccer Player Dwayne DeRosario on Sun 
TV host Gareth Wheeler at TSN.  2010 

 
• Dwayne was aggrieved at my writings for the Globe and Mail.  He knew of my substance 

issue from a Text Fest of former national team players.  Clearly, he had a criminalized 
prejudiced mindset.  

 
• Each stigmatized CUT hurts and conditions the mind out of pure desperation to retreat. 

 

Stray Cat  
 

“Ash, its Paul.   
 
“Monkey, are you being a stray cat?”   
 
“Eh…. “No but. Yeh but. No but. Yeh but”.   
 
When I had the need to use from the accumulative stress of everything. I would end up 
hiding in a location, petrified Ashley would find out and be mad.  I never used a lot and 
didn’t at the time realize I had a physical barrier from doing so eventually discovered from 
Dr. Simon Gossop at Kings College London.   Not dealing directly with a dealer at this stage 



however meant I was always getting ripped off from the middle person. Plus renting 
somewhere to stay in privacy when I used, added to the cost.  
 
Eventually Ashley and I implemented a harm reduction strategy of our own.  I need to use 
– I bring the substance home. Use in the other room and then come out balanced and 
sedated from the previous stress.  

 
 
January 2011 Rehab Tampa, Florida  

 
• Enter Rehab for third and last time – still had the sense of worthlessness around Ashley. 

Soccer industry was pounding away behind my back.   
 

• I thought this time I would be able to get it right.  Just didn’t realize the severe internal 
devastation from losing a lifetime career and the psychological toll from being unemployed 
and the realities of what the mental health disorder is all about.    

  
• As a last attempt to hang by a thread to any semblance of a soccer career, Rick Evangelsita 

the beautiful man that he is set up an amateur podcast using his website.   
 

• Often calling in from a Queen Street payphone in Toronto I tried to give some thoughtful 
analysis on the current soccer issues.  As a former National soccer player coach and 
television analyst it was the ultimate illustration of the punitive side of criminalization and 
the stigma it facilitates.  I went from having the passion I spent a lifetime building to now 
having nothing.  No local soccer clubs would entertain my efforts to get to train club teams. 
The word was out on Paul J James.  Anything I stated or wrote which aggrieved someone 
and I was pounded.   The humiliation then and now is indescribable.    

 

“My circumstances today are not because of my substance disability but the reaction to my substance disability” 
(2018) 
 

Unemployment  
 

• Since departing York University, I tried to gain employment.  Impossible aside from menial 
jobs.  House cleaning.  Raking leaves.  Sporadic coaching of U8 players for minimum 
wages or “addiction coaching”.  
 
Burned Bridges reference used in combination with the words Crack, Criminal, Bad Person. 
Erin Mills, Ajax, Burlington, Oakville North Mississauga.  All turned “me down” for 
conducting training sessions – which I offered – using the vicious stigmatizing weapon of 
ignoring.  
 
The physical and psychological impact of stigmatization was simply awful. Dreadful. What 
little there is from the dearth of PHD study on the specificity of “stigma effects” on those 
with substance disabilities.  Anxiety, unparalleled stress leading to the act of retreatment 



from.  The “why try effect” is a very real conclusion of social science study on why persons 
eventually decline to apply for employment opportunities fearing the pain of rejection.    

 
 
April 3, 2011 Email from Jason Devos Whom I coached in 1992.   
 
Jason was aggrieved because I had confronted his cutting corners to get into the positions 
at the expense of others; his deceit and undermining.  In one telephone conversation he 
stated he was going to be receiving an honourary Masters/PHD degree from the University 
of Western.  I could have let it go.  Like all the other times.  But I just couldn’t on this 
occasion.   
 
I state to him,  
 
“For what Jason?  Playing for Wigan Athletic or for undermining Brett Mosen like you did 
Holger Osieck?”. 

 
• "I have never spoken or written about your role in the Merlion Cup scandal - because I 

wasn't there. Despite learning a great deal about what did take place……(David 
Norman/Gregor Young) 
 

• ...I find it ironic that someone who accepted money to lose a game for Canada feels that 
he can pass judgement on the character and integrity of others” 

 

The path of least resistance is one thing.  Undermining, cut throating people to get there 
is another.  Taking advantage of someone’s exposed substance disability using the same 
methodologies was a bridge too far.  A sewer too deep.  Had I still been working in the 
soccer industry in 2011 with no exposure of health disability Jason would dare not be so 
“cowardly careless”.   
 
It illustrates the shocking consequence of Stigma.  
 
June 2011 Toronto Billboards  

 
King Street, Toronto. 
 
Walking with Ashley down King Street a series of Billboard images appear.   
 
Tall Caucasian man holding hands with a short black man; Short Caucasian female hand 
on shoulder of portly black female; Asian man Caucasian Female.... 
 
"Hey Monkey....look".... Ashley points to an image of an older Caucasian man with a 
younger female".    
 
I smile. 



 
"Look" I reply, as I point to a tall, thin, tattooed black man linked with a short, Caucasian 
older female.   
 
We both smile at Canada's progressive tolerance at accepting citizens for who they are.  

 

• June 2011  

Still highly self-stigmatized, I contact and meet with Past President of York University 
Lorna Marsden informing her what had transpired at York University with assistant 
coaches and Sport York personnel. 

• A few weeks later Lorna took me out for lunch at a steak restaurant because she thought 
I needed “some meat on the body”.   While Lorna was kind and smart, she failed to hide her 
awkwardness and even though I didn’t recognize it at the time Lorna’s “as long as you don’t 
play the victim card” was in fact a blame the victim tactic of York University.  They knew 
they were wrong but with the knowledge and power they could control the one-year 
limitation period for filing a claim, an unlawful systemic barrier. 

• She suggested I contact Rob Tiffin - the Vice President of York University which I did but 
no calls were returned.  

• Lorna then suggested to contact Harriet Lewis.  When we met in the fall of 2011, I told her 
what had happened. Regarding Jenn Myers she stated, “we all make mistakes” and for me 
to move on with life. She suggested I contact Jenn Myers and Sheila Foresaw directly, 
which I did but both persons avoided a meeting.  

 
Fall of 2011 

 
Moss Park – The Consequences of Criminalization Part One 

 
Its 12 noon one afternoon in the Fall of 2011.  Living at Blue Jays Way.  Ashely in work.  
Home in a few hours. 
 
Isolated, unemployed, distressed, uncertainty at an ALL time high.   Ingredients for the 
need to soothe the anxiety of feeling “No Way Out”.   
 
With no crack cocaine dispensaries in sight I am walking across Moss Park.  I make eye 
contact with two middle aged ladies requesting,  
 
“Can you help me out?” 
 
“I’ll give you a $20 tip”   
 



“What you looking for?”    
 
“$20” 
 
“Hard or Soft?” 
 
“Hard” 
 
The ladies were not dealers. And so, there was a risk of being ripped off.  I was used to it 
by now.  I always tried to get collateral – on this occasion naively a Library Card because 
it was all they had.  It should have alerted me that this “opportunity” was not worth taking.  
 
I didn’t deal directly with dealers.  I hadn’t in 10 years of substance use.  The 
ethnomethodology of policing means if I was ever walking in poorer areas, I stood out like 
sore thumb raising immediate suspicion.  I didn’t want to be caught interacting with those 
selling and I had no idea how to go about it aside from getting a middle person to do so.  
Sometimes it would be a guy but mostly female – less likely to be mugged.   
 
The areas of Regent Park, Shutter, Sherbourne, Dundas and Queen were heavily (overly) 
policed to the point of ruthless civil rights abuse.  I was about to find out this reality over 
the next six months.   Starting on this occasion.  After 45 minutes the two ladies had not 
shown up.  Another lost $20 in a world I didn’t belong.   
 
By now, urge so powerful it was like a scene from the Hollywood film 127 hours – chop off 
arm or you die.  Walking around I see who would be known to me as “Billy and Sandra”  
 
Same dialogue. Same arrangement. They disappear.  Now needed another $20 for their tip.  
I call into local store.  While there I purchase wire screen and a ginseng bottle.  Back at 
meeting place I waited another 15 minutes.  When I thought it was another loss, I see 
Sandra approaching.  Just as I am about to exchange two Police Officers appear from what 
seemed like no where, on bikes.  Heart stops – while Sandra fast paced away.   
 
One officer intervenes with me.  It was not the first time over the years such was the 
policing of the area.  Catch 22.  But a little experienced. So.  I say nothing – can’t say I was 
purchasing substance that would be incriminating – today all substances are de-facto 
decriminalized in small amounts and so different culture.  Officer on this day asks if I suffer 
from an addiction and requests, I empty my pockets.   
 
He then tells me to empty the ginseng bottle.  He leaves me his card stating if I ever needed 
to chat or assistance to give him a call.   
 
When I left, I thought it was a decent approach but ultimately all so unnecessary, facilitated 
by criminalization. I see Billy across the road watching.  The stress, paranoia, humiliation.  
Little did I know the information they were recording as part of their carding system.   
 



I go to the other end of the city.  Eventually get my $20.    
 
I tell Ashley of the incident.   
 
“Let’s watch a movie Monkey”.   
 
So, I stash my little piece for later under the mattress. 
 
Ashley chooses Austin Powers. 
 
January 2012  
 
Ashley & Paul 
 
Living Together in Davisville 
 
Out of the blue I receive a phone call from Terry Dunfield - former Canadian U20 player 
whom I had scouted, recruited and coached for the National U20 team in 2001.  Hadn't 
talked to Terry in over a decade and so the call was unfortunately agenda based.  Nice 
enough guy Terry and a good player but with an unfortunate "jack-the-lad" approach far too 
often.   
 
Core reason for his call was that he was concerned I would write about the 2001 FIFA World 
Championships in Argentina and his captains’ leadership, which was irresponsible. 
Disappointing to know Terry hadn't come to terms with his role and moved on.  I wasn't 
writing to harm him just to identify the pressure as a coach I would have been under and 
the immaturity of the Canadian soccer culture.   
 
He fired a shot across my bow warning me if the book was to include this episode then he 
would react through getting others to write for him.  Along with Jason Devos' email in 2011 
regarding Singapore and slander from Dwayne DeRosario (2010) and Stephen Hart 
in (2010) I was hanging on the edge of a bullied precipice - someone who is now considered 
to be in a position of complete hopelessness. 
 
When I put down the phone, I kept it quiet from Ashley, but I was now more concerned with 
what was about to happen.  Soon to be ruthlessly slaughtered by the Canadian soccer 
media - as if losing my career was not enough for them - led by Jason Devos and Terry 
Dunfield two persons whom I had previously coached with no expectations in return except 
dignity and respect of the health issue. 
 
The complete opposite happened.    
 

• February 10, 2012  



Sent Jenn Myers and Sheila Forshaw an email outlining disappointment with how my 
mental health circumstances had been dealt with and myself as a person. Sheila replied 
with regret that she did not meet with PJJ in the fall of 2011 and apologized. Jenn Myers 
responded denying she knew PJJ had health issues. She also admitted she had made a 
mistake(s) “and that's unfortunate”. 

"When we spoke within the first year you did disclose that you were having personal issues, yet I 
was not aware about what those specific issues were.    At the time I offered to support you, and 
when you requested time, it was granted no questions asked.   I did not pry because I felt very 
strongly that your personal issues were none of my business unless you decided to share that 
information with me".  
 

When Jenn Myers lied, I was alerted.  Why would she lie?  It was the first time when I began 
to penetrate the self-stigma which engulfs you.   

 
February 11, 2012 

 
• Gmail account was hacked.  Emails like flying saucers being sent to and from everywhere.  

Everyone in the address book.  Had to field inquiry after inquiry.  Therapist Linda Perlis, 
states in an immediate response, ‘interesting timing”.   

 
• I vomit in toilet.  Thought it was from food.  But it was from the stress of it all.   It was the 

first of many over the years. Didn't realize at the time what was happening.  A surreal 
experience to be sick from stress cultivated from the past decade, the past four years, and 
the uncertainty of what lay ahead. 

 
An hour later I hear Ashley replicating the procedure. 

 
We were paralyzed, worried and nervous.  In two days, it would be out in public.  Neil 
Davidson from the Canadian Press writing on, by now, the worse kept secret.   Paul J 
James. Crack Cocaine. 

 
February 13, 2012   

 
• Release of Cracked Open as an E-book.  Ashley helped put it together.  She was 

magnificent.   
 

• The response was worse than we could have possibly prepared for.  
 

• Cracked Open narrative was highly stigmatized perhaps best summed up by my cousin 
Joanna in Caerphilly - just outside of Cardiff - "it was a good attempt". 

 
• Ignored, defamed and brutalized by Canadian soccer industry.  Sold less than 300 

copies.  Confronting meant I was mauled by the unlawfulness of the system and 
stigmatization of the subject matter. 

 



• Was again humiliated around Ashley.   
 

• The Score's Richard Whittall writes in opening paragraph that, “James had burned too 
many bridges within the media and CSA”.  The brutality of stigmatized scapegoating – the 
worst of all weapons.  Jealous unscrupulous people - when confronted - burnt the bridges 
for me not the other way around. 

 

• Devos and Whittall et al communicating through Tweets on this very day.  Norman, Young, 
Massey, Devos and Dunfield in cahoots.   

 
• Like with Singapore Scandal.  I couldn’t win.  Your privacy gets mauled; Mental Health 

issue used against you; lose your livelihood – you then confront – it gets worse.  I send 
Joe Ross from the Score an email requesting he take the piece down and to stop reporting 
on the matter.   

 
• While they stopped reporting, the piece with burned bridges stayed on-line for two years 

until I wrote the organization as a self represented Applicant with a threat of legal 
action.  Only then was it taken down.  It was too little too late.   

 
• You have no human rights as an exposed person with a substance disability.  

 
________________________________________________________________________  

 
February/March 2012  

 
Cracked Open, Singapore Slander, Defamation & Canadian Soccer Media 

 
“Any man who tries to be good all the time is bound to come to ruin 

among the great number who are not good. 
Niccolo Machiavelli 

 

• Once my substance disability was exposed in 2009 and beyond and my unemployment 
spiraled so did the defamation and slander regarding the Singapore Bribery scandal which 
reached a new level of butchery even before the definitive decision to release Cracked Open 
was made.  The narrative was originally to write as catharsis therapy recommended by Milly 
at Narconon, Laval, Quebec during my first Rehab visit. 

• Just didn't know what to do.  I was on a free fall with my life the consequences of appalling 
political decisions of others. Connected the dots on my life up to that point but not the mental 
health disability.  Openly treated as a criminal or invalid.  And I wrote like I was.  Biggest 
regret was apologizing for having the health issue catering to the Conservative War on 
Drugs immorality and cruelty over so many years and decades.      

• Singapore was unlawfully used as a surgical whip for 30 years. And now I had the added 
health issue to be beaten with. The melding of both was like an iron rod.  Yet, in 1986/87/89 



I gave sworn testimony including in a court of Law on the crucial facts about my 
participation.    

• I never threw any game for Canada and in the game in question I played as best as I 
could.  Two days after receiving monies I gave the $10,000 back to the four players who 
deliberately played poorly for Canada. I made a mistake not walking out of the room when I 
was approached to be involved with five days of our trip remaining.  I should have "ratted" 
my teammates out at the onset.  I have lived with the decision for three decades until Bob 
Rae articulated precisely what the dilemma was especially for the make-up of my 
personality.   

• It was a no-win situation.  Either way I couldn't win.  And it was always going to be traumatic 
if persons manipulated the Truth which those nasty and unscrupulous enough to do so, to 
gain advantage.  And.  They did so at a level of such depravity – piggy backing on a mental 
health issue of such dreadful stigmatization and suffering.     

• "James might have had an addiction problem but he still took a $10,000 bribe and helped 
throw a game. Then claimed he returned the 10Gs.  He's a disgrace. He let his adopted 
country down".  Anonymous Comment National Post June 2015 

• "How can you take seriously someone who took money to throw a game for Canada" 
Canadian World Cup Coach Stephen Hart 2011 after I wrote a Globe and Mail article. 

• "I have never spoken or written about your role in the Merlion Cup scandal - because I 
wasn't there. Despite learning a great deal about what did take place (David Norman/Gregor 
Young)........ 
 
I find it ironic that someone who accepted money to lose a game for Canada feels that he 
can pass judgement on the character and integrity of others" Jason Devos 2010  

• 'Paul James has done nothing for the development of soccer in Canada, he has just been 
involved in scandals', Former Canadian National Soccer Player Dwayne DeRosario on Sun 
TV host Gareth Wheeler at TSN.   

• Throughout my tenure with the Canadian Soccer Association and beyond I received what 
would be considered a hefty amount of maligned criticism from the Canadian Voyageurs 
soccer supporters group including from Gregor Young friend of David Norman and Jason 
Devos, “....and its still a disgrace that James was hired by the CSA” (June 20, 2001).  

The disgrace aspect with regards to the 1986 Singapore episode was that David Norman not 
only profited $15,000 plus back in 1986 for deliberately playing poorly for the 
Canadian National men’s soccer team. He never had to testify in a court room and then 
ended up playing for the Canadian national team again 13 more times. But that wasn't 
enough for David Norman. Trying to unlawfully channel his own immorality onto myself 
through the unconscionable behaviour of others on his behalf and most specifically with 
regard, to the narration of my poor health, is a reflection, of the same character which got 
David Norman into the quagmire of depravity in the first place. David needed to appreciate 
how fortunate he was to have been given the opportunity to have played for Canada again.  



• From E-book Cracked Open:  "One afternoon just prior to our semi-final rematch with North 
Korea, David asked if I wanted to play cards with some of the guys in Igor and Hector’s room—
“31” was a game most of us played as a distraction to relieve the boredom on some of the 
long trips. I said I would. At first there was some general chitchat about the tournament and 
then Igor began to discuss what had been happening. He said they had met a group of people 
who had been paying them money to win games at the tournament. As they unraveled the 
story, I was asking myself: Why are they telling me?” They were all attack-minded players and 
I was playing as a defender. They were getting worried, so they needed someone on the 
defensive side of things—I guess to be more assured. Igor stated that they needed me and 
for $10,000 I could be a part of the fix. I was stunned. I felt weak, even more insecure than I 
already was, and unfortunately malleable—uncomfortably peer pressured. At the time I just 
did not know how to solve the dilemma without causing complete chaos. Yet it seemed I only 
had a nano-second to solve it. Go to the coaching staff? Keep quiet? Say no with a “Hey it’s 
no problem guys?’” While I should have stood up and ran to the management, I instead made 
a huge mistake. I said yes, I would be a part of the fix, which ignited my personal nightmare. 
As I left the room, my conscience started thumping in my head about what to do. This was 
not like being approached by “Fixers” on the street, which had been discussed. This was about 
telling on my teammates, which required courage. Unfortunately, in this scenario, I did not 
have the courage I needed, and it would haunt me for years".    

• From E-book Cracked Open: "The next morning could not come soon enough. After another 
sleepless night, I called the guys into Igor’s room. I threw the money on the bed and said I 
was done with them. “I am trying to salvage some pride,” I said. But inside, I knew it would be 
impossible. Igor was ferreting through the money to check how much it was. “Don’t worry 
Igor, it’s all there. I bought sunglasses out of my own money. I didn’t want to be involved in 
this.” While the leader of the four was only concerned with the money on the bed— quickly 
calculating his share—the others were clearly worried. So much so, they started arguing 
among themselves. Chris said, “I told you we shouldn’t have included him.” Hector 
approached me— “Paul, don’t do this. It’s your money.” I could understand the reasons for the 
panic. Although I had been part of their plan, they felt that without the money to tie us together, 
I was a risk. “Don’t worry, I won’t be telling anyone. I would have some awkward explaining to 
do regarding my own decision if I did.” It made sense to them at the time and as a result they 
were more assured. As I left the room, I felt like a huge weight had been lifted off my 
shoulders. But it was fleeting, as the memories of the past few days came flooding back 
within minutes. I went back to my room and tried to avoid Davie, but he caught me just as I 
was leaving. “Paul you are crazy. But I respect you.” “You could do the same,” was my 
response.   As soon as I arrived home, I discussed the story with my father. I had to get it out 
to someone I trusted. He was the only person I could tell, as I valued his opinion and support. 
While he was visibly disappointed, he told me I had done the right thing by playing to the best 
of my ability and handing the money back. He understood the dilemma I had been put in but 
his advice to me now was to keep quiet and tell no one". 

The following is an extract from the July 2015 Paul J James communication to National Post Chief 
Editor Anne Marie Owens requesting June 2015 article to be taken down immediately.  It was 
not.  And remains online.   Upon its initial release Ben Ryecroft and Lee Godfrey two henchman 
from the amateur Canadian soccer media disseminated and tweeted it out.  

“To add one final calculating, callous absurdity to the matter, one of the public comments 
which followed Hoppers targeted article, brutally defames my reputation once again 
centered on Singapore, by stating,  



"James might have had an addiction problem but he still took a $10,000 bribe and helped 
throw a game. Then claimed he returned the 10Gs.  He's a disgrace. He let his adopted 
country down". 

In the fall of 2014 while contracted as the Canadian women's U20 head coach, former 
national U20 player Andrew Olivieri whom I had released from the men's soccer program in 
1999 not because he wasn't a good person and athlete at the time but because of his 
small diminutive size as a goalkeeper, stated to others, "how can Paul James talk 
about character and playing for the red shirt when he took a bribe and threw a game for 
Canada and then uses drugs".   

In spite of a clear declaration of the truthful facts surrounding the Singapore incident and 
my role in it, through statements given to the RCMP under oath back in 1987; testimony I 
gave under oath in a court of law in 1988 on behalf of the crown and Canadian Soccer 
Association and then the release of the written account of my life (at a time of poor 
health), to still receive such abuse, unequivocally shows the comments are from a corrupt 
group of individuals with a criminal agenda to constantly harass, defame and abuse. 

For the record here, I was approached and coerced into receiving money four days prior 
to our departure of Singapore to play poorly against North Korea.  This pressure came from 
four players including David Norman who had received money and "special" gifts for playing 
poorly and well during the previous two weeks of competition.  I did not go to the 
management or authorities to tell them about the "fixed" plot against North Korea and what 
crimes the four players had previously committed because I did not want to, crudely 
speaking, "rat" out teammates.  It was an insecure mistake not to have done so - I should 
have been a "rat” at the outset. It was a dilemma I faced at 22 years of age.  I played the 
game against North Korea as best I could and then returned money, I had in my possession 
prior to leaving Singapore.  What should be seen and respected as the ultimate act of 
integrity - has instead consistently been used as a rod to defame, malign and abuse, to the 
point it was/is the most significant thread to my poor health. 

Your reporters' article facilitated this defamatory comment and is perhaps the 
"fatal evidence" of culpability and malice in deciding to write this incorrect, prejudicial, 
untimely, and damaging account of the courts decision on a Human Rights claim I filed 
against York University. 

I contacted The Score media six weeks ago with a request to meet to resolve overt 
defamation by Richard Whittall on February 13, 2012.  Along with bloggers Benjamin 
Massey and Gregor Young (associate of David Norman/Jason Devos) two coordinated 
“henchman” who are a part of the Voyageur Canadian soccer supporters group who wrote 
malicious, defamatory, ridiculed assessments of my life story with ruthless intent to harm, 
the consequences of which have been devastating.  All three were encouraged by others - 
some outlined in this correspondence - as a coordinated attack on my life story took place.  I 
did not have the mental capacity or finances to have addressed these "people" before the 
courts in 2012 and beyond.  Only now as the York University circumstance reaches a 
conclusion can I address the issues of defamation and the resulting damage.  

In 2004 when I entered the office at, ironically, The Score to speak with Executive Producer 
at the time Anthony Ciccione about the following email I had received, he stated, that a 
person came into his office a week earlier saying he was from the Canadian supporters 
group and they wanted me off the air because I took a bribe in Singapore.  A sign of 
Anthony's good character was that he refused.  



Date: Fri, 05 Nov 2004 22:29:42 -0700 

From: fuck you fuck you <pauljames63@hotmail.com> 
Reply-To: fuck you fuck you <pauljames63@hotmail.com> 
To: pjjames@yorku.ca 

Fuck you asshole, you are a morbid cocksucker. I'm going to slice your nose up and shove 
it in your penis, you son of a fuck. I hate your hair and fuck you. You are a master coach of 
master queers, and you like men, you want to touch men such as your father in his grave. 
Get off Sportsworld, no one wants to look at your face you ugly shit, you ruined the sport of 
soccer, you welsh piece of shit. Go accept a bribe from Singapore. ill let you give me ten 
dollars if i fuck your whole family. Die. and by the way you're ugly. you look like shit in a 
bagel. From:..obviously were not telling you stupid fuck......go fuck your couch, or your 
mother, your choice. Bye 

The past 25 years and particularly the period 2008 to the present day with respect to the 
harassment, discrimination, defamation, slander, abuse, isolation, and marginalization, I 
have been subjected to, is not only an indictment of our soccer industry here in Canada 
and York University as a post secondary institution with disgraceful values when applied 
to my circumstance, but also, as I understand it now, a matter for other institutional 
agencies”. 

 

April 2012 
 
Ashley, Max and Paul 
 
"I want a dog". 
 
"Nah Timbit.  Not the right time" 
 
"I want this one".   
 
"It will be too expensive.   We're in such flux.   Once we're settled". 
 
This one is a boy dog.  I like him.   
 
"We can't Ash". 
 
"I've booked a rental car for tomorrow". 
 
"I don't think...its a good idea..." 
 
"Have to check to see where Moncton Ontario is" 
 
"We really can't Ashley" 
 

mailto:pauljames63@hotmail.com
mailto:pauljames63@hotmail.com
mailto:pjjames@yorku.ca


24 hours later a package of wrinkles is sleeping in a small space in our apartment at Blue 
Jays Way.    
 
Only took a few weeks for him to bundle and ferret his way into our bed.  His name is 
Max.   An Old English Bull Dog - Sharpei mix.    
 
As with most things.  Ashley was right.   Lent sanity to our distressful circumstances.  We 
won a lottery ticket with Max.   An incredible dog.  Unbelievable character.  Helped buffer 
the stress, loneliness and isolation. 

 
 
 

Realization.  Persons with Substance Disabilities have 
Human Rights which must be Applied, Enforced and Protected 

 
 
“In the fight for social justice and recognition that persons with substance disabilities are in fact entitled to human rights 
and human rights protection, the lifetime pursuit of Truthfulness drummed into me by my father,  now finally has the 
meaning and purpose as promised by Victor Frankl in Mans Search for Meaning.  And it will remain the arrow in the 
quiver.  The stone in the sling shot” (2018) 
 

• May 22, 2012 – I met with and then hired a pro-bono lawyer who sent a letter requesting 
private resolution to York University for discrimination, harassment and poor treatment 
including being discriminated against and constructively dismissed. 

• June 27, 2012 – York University’s in-house counsel lies in their response advising that no 
resolution was to be discussed/offered and that all they knew was that Paul James was a 
successful soccer coach and he went to great lengths to hide his mental disabilities and 
addiction – as if being successful as a coach made me immune from assistance. Also: 

“We have conducted a diligent review of the allegations set out in your letters of May 22, 2012” was York University’s June 
27, 2012 reply to Kevin Robinson’s request for a private meeting to discuss my poor treatment while I was an employee at 
York University. After overcoming several significant impediments, this document, including 38 appendices, is my own due 
diligence in presenting the Human Rights claim against York University. (HRTO Request for Reconsideration 2014) 

• October 4, 2012 - Human Rights claim was filed against York University. 

• February 15, 2013 – York University files the response to the Human Rights claim 
submitted by Paul James with bad faith submissions littered with impropriety and 
egregious deceit including Jenn Myers testimony that she “thought” Paul James was 
dealing with personal matters and did not know about a health issue aimed at absolving 
York University from responsibility of discrimination. 

• April 16, 2013 – Human Rights application was egregiously dismissed at the preliminary 
stage on the basis of my supposed failure to comply with the one-year limitation period 
under the Human Rights Code which required a reasonable explanation to explain the delay 



which it was plain and obvious that Paul’s submissions, testimony, and medical evidence 
did.  

• The adjudicator among other transgressions including overt deceit, ignored the 
respondents cited case law from “Apotex” which required medical evidence to indicate 
disability as the reason for the delay and instead the adjudicator required an explicit 
statement from medical evidence which was a harmful deliberate error. “You cannot take 
a blood test to verify explicitly I will commit suicide tomorrow”.  The adjudicator then 
ignored completely all social intersecting factors which impeded Paul’s health and well 
being during the period in question including the debilitating stigma and self-stigma, 
unemployment, poor health and psychological distress et al, a decision which overtly, 
recklessly and comprehensively discriminated against the claim. 

• November 13, 2013 – Paul James sends a personal appeal (38 pages) to Dr. Shoukri, 
President of York University requesting a meeting on or before November 22, 2013 to 
achieve an agreeable resolution in private in order that PJJ could try and resurrect his 
soccer coaching career. 

• December 13, 2013 – York University President Shoukri, via his administrative assistant, 
rejects Paul James request for a meeting stating his circumstances were nevertheless 
compelling. 

• January 2014 – Paul James filed a request for reconsideration to the HRTO including a 60-
page statement and 38 appendices connecting the dots on his circumstances. 

• April 2014 HRTO Adjudicator in bad faith dismissed the claim ignoring the magnitude and 
compelling nature of submissions. HRTO adjudicator stereotyped, ignored and “ridiculed 
PJJ submissions. 

• HRTO adjudicator in bad faith discriminated and prejudiced Paul James’s submissions 
throughout process and did not attempt to accommodate/recognize his mental health 
disability creating a false narrative to the Canadian public through the process. 

• May 28, 2014 Paul James submitted a request for a Judicial Review.  

______________________________________________________________________ 

• June 2012  
 
Ongoing Search for Employment: Oakville Soccer Club  
 
In 1980 when my parents emigrated to Canada, I played for the Oakville Soccer Club for 
two years winning a Provincial Championship in the process.  
 
In 2008 while staying with my sister and trying as best I could to manage my health, I was 
requested to speak to the Oakville Soccer Club regarding university soccer in the United 



States and Canada to parents, players, coaches, and club officials. I had extensive 
experience in both. 
 
Over 120 people were in attendance for the event which I provided pro-bono – declining to 
accept the honorarium offered.  
 
In 2012 after I had been unemployed for two years and was desperate for work, I contacted 
the Oakville Soccer Club and communicated with technical director at the time Dino Lopez 
about conducting training sessions for a small fee per session. I had coached Dino in 1992 
in the old Canadian Soccer League making him captain of the team and eventually I 
recommended him to be a part of Canada's World Cup team.  
 
In 2004 Dino approached me about being an assistant soccer coach at York University. I 
hired him within a week.  My request (appeal) to conduct training sessions to the 
largest/wealthiest soccer club in Canada in 2012 was declined.   Dino stated it was Jason 
Devos’ influence behind the scenes. 
 

• When I sent a reply to Dino suggesting as a Technical Director, he perhaps could have 
fought a bit harder.   
 

• He sent a stigmatizing, stereotyped and insulting reply, “Good luck in your Recovery”.  
Another lightening bolt. 

 
 
Friday June 15, 2012 

 
Keynote Speaker – Toronto Police Peer Group Support 
 

• Former Canadian International soccer player and Vice Chief of Toronto Police Services at the 
time Peter Sloly, requested I give a talk on my life.  I was happy to do so as Peter was a great 
person from what I remembered.  Audience of Police Officers and support services were very 
respectful and kind.   

 
• It didn’t take away from the fact I had a nightmare.  Did not know what I wanted to say because 

I still had not connected all that had happened, except from concluding I was a criminal and/or 
invalid.  Scattered.  All over the place on this talk. It was again pro-bono.  At least I didn’t have 
to worry about accepting payment for something so inadequate. 

 
 
Saturday Evening/Sunday Morning June 24, 2012 1.20am 

 
• Absolute Carnage from the Stigma of Criminalization Part Two 

 
Two plus Two Equals Five - The Falsifying of “Hookers” 

 

• To paraphrase former Toronto Police Chief and Honourable Canadian citizen, Julian 
Fantino, “Legalizing Marijuana will be Like Legalizing Murder”.  It is a pristine illustration 



of how far off the mark we can be on the realities and nuances of substance use and 
substance disabilities of which partisan politics should play no part. 

   

• Saturday evening at Gabby’s.  Sherbourne and Bloor – watching Vancouver Whitecaps vs LA 
Galaxy.  Ashley leaves earlier to help her family.  I stay with others until the game ended.   

Walked home.  South on Sherbourne to Front street.  Then right and all the way to Blues Jays 
Way. 

• Leaving store in the “Hood” at Sherbourne and Dundas.  Had money in my hand including 
loose change along with a packet of Dentyne Gum, bottle of water and my house keys as I was 
trying to get my pockets organized. 

"You good?  You looking for something as he waves a little sachet in front of me?"  

“No…. I’m good man. Not today”.   

“Its good”.   

“I don’t care if its bling good. Not interested” 

Within a nano-second….he tries to grab everything I had in my hand…most falls to the ground 
including my apartment keys…I scramble to pick up the stuff in one foul swoop while turning and 
running to keep up….. 

“Give me my money back…..hey man come on”….  

Guy says nothing just fast paced towards what would be his bike.   

“Come on man…. give my fucking money back”.   

At this stage I knew that even if I wanted it – it was not real stuff as it is not the behaviour of a 
person selling “real stuff” or someone looking to get a tip….real dealers don’t need to worry 
about ripping off those that purchase.  

Man jumps on bike and starts fast peddling away 

Sick of losing money after initially being frozen….I take chase and had there not been an 
awkward gate I would have caught him….but I didn’t think about what I would have done had I 
have caught him.  A culture I didn’t belong in…trying to get out of…..I should have moved on 
and taken yet another loss… I was now firmly entrenched in the savage world of prohibition.  

I shout out to cab driver close to Pemroke…”stop him” ….. I reverse my course – always the 
tactical coach thinking ahead that he will turn left at Pembroke and Shutter…. 

Two minutes later as I walk along Shutter from Sherbourne I figure I had lost…..then I see four 
TPS officers…I was relieved when I saw they had the man on his bike apprehended….or at least 
I thought they had…… 

Then the officer’s approach me and when I get searched…. 



It was as if the blood drained from my body, hit by lightening, tasered, sudden out of body 
experience….time stopped…I was now operating with sporadic sound and deafness as in slow 
motion……sachet was in my pocket and I had no idea…my earlier scrambling stuff off the floor 
in a nano second  had a consequence… 

In a mist I see and hear things in flashes….they release guy on bike….I make eye contact with 
him as he smiles and rides off…….I felt concussed….handcuffs tighter than necessary, hard 
slap on back….pushed into cruiser…. 

One of the officers….“I dealt with him last October tut tuttering”…..I hear the word “Hookers”  

“You are wrong”,  I interrupt….. 

…. you lied to us…..….I haven’t said anything……you are the ones who are wrong you are not 
doing your job….(merely added fuel to a fire) …. “if this was real stuff and I wanted it…then why 
wouldn’t I just go home….please…think about it…” 

“here’s your ticket….no more soliciting prostitutes…and if you cross at Shutter and Pembroke 
we will ticket you….go home now to your wife and kids”….. 

…winded…I crouch down like a baseball catcher… 

”your wrong I suffer hallucinations when I use”…....which was met with laughter…..I played with  
Vice Chief of Police Peter Sloly he’s a great guy and honest and wouldn’t accept this …and a 
week ago I gave a talk for your Peer Support Group …… 

it didn’t matter….tut tuttering… 

"Dad", Bruce asked, "Why would Batman just stand there while they're beating this junkie to a pulp?  Isn't it Batman's job 
to stop criminals?"  "Well, really, no one cares if they beat a junkie to a pulp, his dad replied because they're worthless 
human beings".  (Dr. Bruce Alexander through Johann Hari's Chasing the Scream) 
  

An hour later, as I lay down in bed...I couldn’t face Ashley…. 

And so. Ash, always the problem solver and artist…starts running her index finger on my 
back…writing  

A. S. H. L. E. Y.     

Digit then taking an elevator ride down, continues  

P. A. U. L.   

Then a quick move back and its …   L.O.V.E.S. 

A.S.H.L.E.Y     L.O.V.E.S.     P.A.U.L. 

And she repeats the cycle over and over…then speaks  

“Monkey…Monkey...do you have tears in your eyes...Monkey…. 



Pause. 

“I do…just like….  

Pause…….“Fat Bastards Son”…. 

She flips me onto my back and straddles my stomach…looking at my watering eyes. 

“Monkey...can you answer me something…? 

Why are you so clumsy?” 

I fire a hundred blinks back at her.  “I don’t know Ashley Kelly” 

• I file a complaint against TPS and the watchdog organization.  It goes no where.  Although a 
detective did meet with me and was respectful.  I wanted the court case dropped.  It wasn’t.  

Few weeks later at 51 Division…. 

“I didn’t know I had to get finger-printed and photographed…..” 

“Sit down or Ill have you strapped in the chair……” 

Just as the young officer was finishing his sentence a senior officer took over and without saying 
anything acknowledged what was in effect, an apology.  I nodded back to him.  My finger prints 
were taken along with photograph. 

• Court Date 

Court Date was set for August 9, 2012.  I had worked out the play from the Toronto Police 
Service and Crown.  They wanted me to hire a lawyer and then they would plea the case out.  
Future charges would be dropped if it were to be tested as Cocaine, but we would never have 
known with a plea.   

Pleading out would mean I had no record, but It would be a little stain.   

And from their perspective I would have been taught a lesson.  But then I was innocent and had 
been treated so poorly.  I had a responsibility for others less advantaged to confront the matter.   

One day before my Court appearance after I had contacted the TPS inquiring as to the status of 
the drug analysis…they reply….. 

• August 8, 2012, 10.15am 
 

"Mr. James, I have checked with both PC ***** and our Drug repository, as of today’s date the 
results of your matter are not ready.  As soon as PC ***** has received the results, she will pass 
the information on to me and I will, in turn, inform you. 
 
The testing process can take between 4-12 weeks". 

 
August 8, 2012 12.47pm 
 



"When the results of Drug analyses are in, they will be forwarded to you or your counsel upon 
request". 

 

• August 9, 2012 Ontario Court  

Sitting in criminal court.  I am smartly dressed.  No lawyer.  Anxious.  I had worked out 12 weeks 
times 7 days is 84 days.   

September 16, 2012 is the deadline date for the analysis to be completed.  If not, case is 
dropped.  But why would they take so long?  Subject matter is Criminalized and so I must be 
punished because like those facing a similar set of circumstances at whatever socio-economic 
level, we are plain and simple, “bad people”. 

• One by one each legal counsel rises with their socio-economic poor clients.    

I’m observing.  I listen to Crown.  She offers plea’s on all of them.  All accept their fate.   

I see the Justice looking at me in between files.  Two more to go. 

Court Officer calls case/docket number. 

Crown…”possession…class A substance…expediency…Mr. James….plea…offer” 

Justice…”Mr. James……do you have counsel”? 

“Your honour I do not.  I would like to request a delay.  I am unemployed and have been so for 
3 years and so things are difficult at this time”  

Justice stares at me for what seems like an eternity.  He looks down at his schedule.   

I felt like the pounding of my heart was hitting him in the head.  

“Would September 13 give you enough time Mr. James”? 

“Thankyou your honour it would”.   

 
• Sergeant, it is now September 10, 2012 8.43 am - 78 days since the event of June 24, 

2012.  Based on your previous correspondences above can you please provide me with the 
results of the Certificate of Analysis as it pertains to the case.   Thank you. 

 
• September 10, 2012 11.03 am  

 
Mr.  James, I have just received the Analysis report which found that the product seized from 
you tested negatively for cocaine. 51 division’s Investigation Bureau are in the process of 
advising the prosecutor’s office of the results and are in the process of getting the matter 
withdrawn.  You will be advised when this has been completed.  Thank you 
 
Ashley and Paul at couple’s house in Fall 2012.    
 



Female blurts out,  
 
"So, Ashley.  Gosh.  What's it like living with him?" 
 
Another zap to the dilapidated self worth.   
 
Ashley replies....."You mean Paul?..... 
 
It's been great....best person I've ever met".     
 
We leave soon after. 
November 2012 
 
Hired by Mooredale Soccer Club  

 
• After 4 wins and one tie I received a text stating: “note to self never hire a crackhead” 

from manager because I didn’t play his son enough minutes.   I departed boys U12 team 
after only 7 weeks, at the time, the only team I had coached since York University 
women’s team in 2009.  

 
• Two years later in 2014 when parents wanted me to go back to coach the same team I 

was not even considered to be hired because the technical director whom I had never 
met stated “he’s a bad person he wouldn't even pass a police check”.  

 

• Enough is enough.  
 

• So, I spent one year trying to communicate with the soccer club to amicably solve the 
blatant discrimination and then another 12 months trying to resolve the matter with the 
law firm who were eventually hired by the Mooredale Soccer club once we had filed HRTO 
documents.  

 
Rosedale Apartment   
 
We rented a 450 square foot second floor apartment in a house to be close to the 
Mooredale soccer club facilities. Now we were stuck there until the spring – no car.   
 
Ashley arrives home.  We take Max for a walk.   We eat.  We go to bed.   No monies.  One 
day.  Next day.  Every day.  No space in apartment to do anything else. 

 
So, I enroll in McMaster University’s Addiction Study Program.  When I called to be 
admitted the director of the program stated persons, who have been addicts must be clean 
for a year. 
 
How long have you been clean Paul? 
 



“If you are referring to my use and not my cleanliness then, I am not answering that.  Not 
least to support those who will never be able to achieve abstinence.   
 
“Oh well.  Its actually policy” 
 
“Okay how about this?  I apply for your program.  And if I don’t get admitted then I’ll take 
you to the Human Rights Tribunal of Ontario and we let them sort it out?” 
 
I was accepted.  Spent Saturdays and Sundays over the winter months trudging through 
snow from Rosedale to subway to Bus Station and then another bus to Hamilton.  Ten-hour 
days of academic work. 
 
Looking out of the window of the bus travelling back I could not help but feel what a fucked-
up world we live in. 
 
I scored the top mark in “The Assessment of Addictive Behaviours” course. 96 per cent.  I 
cried when I read about the Indigenous abuses and how it affected their addiction rates 
hovering at 30 percent compared to less than 10 in general population.   I withdrew from 
program half-way through the next course.  I hated the idea of being in the industry.  Just 
not for me.  I should not have had to be there.   
 
As my class partner observed.  You look so sad doing this. 

 
May 2013  
 
Now Living at Blue Jays Way 
 
Sudden screaming.   Ashley runs from bathroom to bedroom clump of hair in her 
hand.   Alopecia.  From the stress of it all.  No consoling her.   I take Max for a walk.   Time 
to be sick again.  I'm sick in the gutter as I cry in rage.  And if Ashley or I are sad and 
angry.  Max is sad and angry.  Gets in fight at dog park. 
 
Tuesday, Thursday Evenings Saturday mornings. 
 
Leave Blue Jays Way home.  Run 7.5 miles up to the Danforth coach Youth U8 players for 
two hours, catch subway home.   Six hours commitment for two paid hours of coaching at 
23 dollars an hour.  I used to get paid $150 per training session. 
 
Tried to start a series of Soccer Clinics – Only four paid players was the end result.  I saw 
my commitment through.   
 
Offered to coach Cherry Beach U17 men’s team for $5,000 for the year.  President declined.  
“Problem is Paul when parents Google your name they see some good but mostly bad”. 
 
November 2013 



 
Submitted 38 Page Report to President Shoukri .....York University get back saying its a 
compelling story but they've done all they can do when they did nothing to help just to 
harm. Simply put they should not be in the business of running an academic institution.   
 
January 2014   
 
Submitted a 60 Page Request for Reconsideration to the HRTO along with an 
accompanying 38 Appendices connecting the dots on the reality of the Paul James 
matter.  It took ten months to prepare and track down all the evidence.  It took less than 
three weeks to be adjudicated and dismissed whereby the adjudicator "ridiculed, ignored 
and manipulated" the circumstances.  

"How can Paul James talk about character and playing for the red shirt when he took a bribe and threw a game for 
Canada and then uses drugs".  Canadian National Staff Coach Andrew Oliveri 2014.  

August 12, 2014  
 
We go to our now rented Blue Jays Way apartment.  It was the last morsel of dignity - real 
estate - to lend some self esteem to our relationship as I couldn't get work anywhere aside 
from menial.   
 
Apartment, furniture totally wrecked.   Tenants had even moved out our brand-new 
mattresses and replaced them with rooming house ones.  Leather couch was ripped to 
smithereens microwave ruined.  $15,000 worth of damage.   Tenants trying to do a runner.   
 
They engage a lawyer from - sods  law - McCarthy Tretault, York counsel ....whose lawyer 
then outrageously and unlawfully "charged us" $2100 for the emotional distress to his 
clients denying all claims even though his clients had written an apology letter accepting 
responsibility....plus we had photos and video......the McCarthy letter was from the wild, 
wild, west, destructive and abusive  of the straight forward circumstance ....4 months on 
from another nightmare we recoup 8,000 from tenants which did not represent the damage 
which was double what we retrieved ......quickly sold apartment at a seventy thousand 
dollar discount.   Financial leverage finally annihilated. 
 
Sick again and now can’t open emails if I feel they are going to deliver bad news.  
 
Spring/Summer 2014  
 
Ashley tracks down Kellie Mildren a graduating Law Student from Queens and University 
of Toronto who scootered her way down Queen and Augusta to meet us.  We meet her and 
get some questions answered.  A brilliant, intelligent and generous person.  There is only 
one Kellie Mildren with a kind sparkle in her eye.   
 
Eventually submit claim for Judicial Review.  Couldn’t have done it without the correct 
format delivered through Kellie’s educating. 



March 4, 2015  

Divisional Court of Ontario - Judicial Review  
 

• "You look very smart and handsome Mr. James.  You wash up very well", says Ashley. 
 
Heart beating on our way to Judicial Review - Divisional Court of Ontario. 

• During the hearing Justice Sachs admonished respondent counsel for stating “Mr. James’ 
circumstances are sad”.   “Don’t go there, counsel”. 

• Paul James’ oral testimony made the point that: The evidence including medical evidence 
submitted to the Tribunal met the requirements for the Preliminary stage of the HRTO 
process. The psychotherapist Linda Perlis was the only person who could testify on my 
behalf for the period in question and her two letters including the first one clearly 
surpassed the threshold of a reasonable explanation. 

• If the argument was made that I did not provide enough medical evidence, or it was 
deficient then these conclusions themselves discriminate against his mental disability 
which is unique on many levels including inadequate non-primary care treatment options. 
On a human rights level the very institution remitted to protect Paul James’ human rights 
(HRTO) did not do so if they argue that he did not provide enough evidence, or he should 
have filed within the one-year time frame. 

• If the adjudicator/respondent, make this argument then they are defeated on the premise 
that the HRTO are governed to accommodate mental disability which in this instance 
would equate to them requesting any further medical evidence or respecting a 
reasonable explanation which was clearly provided. 

• To not do this would be to not accommodate “Paul’s mental disability(ies)”. This was 
observed by Justice Hambly at the Divisional Court hearing where he rejected Respondent 
council’s argument. 

• Justice Sachs blinked her way to the ethical bullseye – a justice of supreme quality – “No 
counsel.  What Mr. James is saying, to paraphrase, “the one-year delay for filing a 
discrimination claim, is a system barrier”  

The Honourable Justice Sachs, then concluded the hearing with stating, “Mr. James, I 
believe Respondent counsels will agree.  Your oral and written submissions were outstanding 
and very useful for us. You are an excellent advocate for your cause and for others who face 
a similar set of circumstances.  We defer judgement”.  

• I turn to the court room.  I see Ashley and her sister Andrea beaming.   In the back Peyvand 
and Mehrdad hugging.  In the middle my sister is confused asking her friend, "What does 
that mean?  Did he win?" 

 



• My observations and gut told me.  Despite the comments of Justices Sachs and Hambly 
something was not right.  But I hid my thoughts to enjoy a rare moment of hope for Ashley. 

• Respondent Counsel was removed from the claim at the conclusion of hearing and from 
law firm McCarthy Tretault. 

• June 23, 2015  

Open emails.  One from the Divisional Court.   I couldn't read it.   Now an ingrained 
condition - along with being able to make myself sick within seconds - which would now 
remain with me.  Ashley is out with Max.  She arrives home.   I tell her.  She goes into the 
little office.  I retreat to bedroom.  Can't bare the thought.   I hear medieval screams.   

"Those fucking bastards".   
 
Justice Edwards decision rationale.   Feel nothingness.  
 
Later that day Ashley asks as I massage her feet, "what are we going to do?"  
 
I could see in her eyes it was the beginning of the end.   
 

• Divisional Court in dismissing the Claim, unlawfully ruled on the merits of the case when it 
was not before the court with a decision which did not match the evidence.  The file was 
not treated equally nor was it treated fairly. 

A few weeks later surfing web I see archived from June 26, 2015 
 
National Post piece ....."Former Olympian Who Resigned over Crack Use Fails in His Bid To 
Prove He Was Discriminated Against Due to Addiction"  

• The article further propagated the defamation of Paul James’ character using the 
Divisional Courts inappropriate ruling on the merits of the case which corruptly let York 
University off the hook for discrimination while harming Paul James’ life exponentially and 
in every facet.  

Yet another electric shock......Ashley's lips quiver.... I smash plates and glasses  
 

• Week later just prior to being on phone with Canada Soccer...naively I assure her they 
would be supportive and now assist in gaining some justice resolution.....last morsel of 
pride, this was my soccer alumnus a tribal fraternity that soccer is around the world.....they 
will be offended by what has happened to a World Cup alumnus....."you watch 
Ashley....they'll kick some backsides"..... 
 
"Let's get to it Paul...I have to be in court in 20 minutes...what is it that you want...for the 
CSA to cut you a check”?  They could not have been any more callous, demeaning and rude 



when they then lied about the comment trying to scapegoat it onto me – they didn’t know 
Ashley was present on the conference call.   
 
As Pat Santini said, it would have been nice to know she was there.  In my mind I conclude, 
“Yeh But…you didn’t ask”. 
 
At night I massage Ashley's feet,   
 
"What are we going to do Monkey?  What if it keeps being so corrupt and you can’t get 
work? You're never going to be able to get a job".    
 
"Then, I'll hunger strike.  I'll give up my life if I must.  I'm so sorry Ashley Kelly 
 
I retreat to the couch while Max takes my spot in our bed as if he is a human.    
 
August 2015     
 
Earning Stripes on George Street  
 
It’s a boiling hot afternoon.  Walking up George Street across from Seaton Hall – rooming 
house accommodations.  No tougher more intimidating street in the City of Toronto than 
George Street.   
 
Meeting Sparkles to get my $20.  My pseudonym street name was/is Tony.  After all the 
years of using a middle person I had now graduated to going direct to a dealer.  It was 
astronomically cheaper.   In the end I thought of all those years going to a middle person.  
And the havoc it caused, added stress, paranoia and money lost.   
 
As I walk up the street, I see Sparkles and her entourage siting by the back wall.  In 
hindsight something was clearly not right.  Too many people circling around.  As I approach 
my arms are locked from behind.  Smack.  Thump.  Wallop.   Smack. Thump. Wallop.  Six 
shots to my head my face and my stomach.  Winded I crawl on hands and knees thinking I 
am never going to breath again.  Trying to suck for air.  
 
As I am getting up two police officers on bikes ride by me. Blood dripping everywhere I look 
at the gang of thugs behind me.  They were all waiting to see what I would do. I let the 
police go by and limp away.  My money. $30 on this day was stolen.  Next time I saw 
Sparkles.   
 
Her first comment was.  “Well done Tony.  You earned your stripes”.  To which I replied, “I 
wasn’t looking to earn them”. 
 
On this day though, Ashley was home not working.  A day off and she was going out with 
her friends for the night.   
 



I could never go out with her because it was so embarrassing and humiliating for both of 
us.   
 
Oh, hi Paul.  And so, what it is you do?  So.   Ashley you have a boyfriend.  What’s his name?  
Where is he?  What does he do?   
 
Just a matter of time before the pure crucifixion of the stigma associated with the issue – 
infects everyone.  It’s just a matter of time until the Stigma like a ruthless Cancer kills 
everything and everybody that is associated with you.   
 
Stigma – is to be disgraced. To be scapegoated.  To be ridiculed.  To be ostracized.  To be 
ignored.  To be patronized.  To be beat up.  To be defamed.  To be slandered.  To be called 
a crack head.  A loser.  A junkie.  To be turned down for employment.  One job after another.  
And even if you are employed, and you aggrieve someone you are done.  And all people 
keep patronizing and scapegoating you with is – just move on with your life?    It is the 
accumulative stress and anxiety of having nothing which facilitates the psychological 
need to quell the isolation and loneliness.   A partner without a job or a job without a partner 
is not enough once you are already at the diagnostic level.   

 
Half an hour later I walk into our apartment – now at Portland Avenue.  Max does his spin.  
Ashley looks at me and cries.  Black eye cuts and tattered clothes.   
 
When she arrives home at 3am she was drunk.  I was happy for her.  Next day I did the 
housework, shopping.  Went for a run while she recovered in bed.   
 
 
2015 Tax Rebate 

 
• CIBC Ruthlessness:  Tax rebate eventually arrives.  Paid CIBC 5000 dollars to reduce owed 

amount.  Soon as I did, they cancelled card altogether.  Like throwing 5000 into 
drain.  Better to have paid minimum amount to keep card active, utilizing funds elsewhere. 
They were aware of my health disability and unemployment status and encouraged a 
significant payment. 

• Fall of 2015 Ontario Court of Appeal: Justice Gillese dismissed claim awarding court costs 
of $1,000 to Respondent in spite of both parties requesting NO costs; in spite of Paul 
James’ very poor socio-economic circumstances and admittance in submissions that he 
was a “street person in the making” because of the ongoing discrimination, prejudice he 
faced.  

Beyond the mockery stage for abuse at this stage.  But York University and the 
establishment were merely just getting started.   

Fall 2015  
 

Goodbye Football Mementos/Scrapbooks:  



• November 2015     

Long Branch next stop.  Staring out of the window.  I daydream.  Oakville Trail with Max. 
Last time visited my sister Julie, Tristan and their two mini dachshunds, Uncle Ernie and 
Molly.    

Port Credit next stop.   Max and I are at the Ravine about 400 meters from my sisters 
tunneled trail to her home.  We could hear the “two little terrorists” I labelled them – barking 
and snapping at the heals of three other dogs.  Once the other dogs snapped back all hell 
broke loose and it was too late. Max gone to save his cousins.  I give chase.  Max gets 
there at lightening pace jumps over Molly and knocks the dog off uncle Ernie like he was a 
skittle.  I smile at the fact now, but it wasn’t pleasant at the time.  But what a character 
Max is.  So loyal to anything who shows him love. 

Clarkson next Stop.  By time I arrive Max fighting two dogs’ owners freaking.  Uncle Ernie 
and Molly trotting back wagging their bums as if nothing was happening. I dive in to save 
Max.  Owner finally retrieve their dogs.  Then I take a blasting for not having Max on a lead. 
“Well you didn’t have your dogs on either”.  Meanwhile I got bit and so bloodied arm while 
Max’s ghouls saved him.  Owners still shouting.  I told them move on.   Julie arrives.  
“What’s going on” “Paul I told you to take care of Max”.  Ugh?   “Its your too little fucking 
terrorists...they’re always causing trouble and picking fights and then running”.  “Don’t 
blame poor little Ernie and Molly.  They’re tiny”.   Shaking my head.  I pat Max and when we 
arrive in Julies both of them are sitting on the couch as if nothing had happened.  I smile.  

Oakville this stop.   I get off and wait for a bus for a 25-minute ride to Julies.  Haven’t had 
a car in 6 years.  No cell phone.    

40 minutes later I arrive at Julies.   

“Hi Tris…where’s Julie.  She’s downstairs.  She provides a nice meal. I alert her that I’m 
there to pick up some photos and from my scrapbooks.  She says, “Oh I don’t think we have 
them?” 

“What do you mean?”   

“Your always forgetting things Paul.  You’ve probably forgotten them somewhere.  You 
know you’re always moving about”.   

My cheek starts twitching again.  Why is she saying this – me and Ashley dropped off our 
boxes 6 months ago specifically to store them in a safe place.   

15 minutes later after my sister had finally admitted she threw them all away in the garbage 
for no apparent reason I’m in the car with my dad who had arrived unexpectedly.  I couldn’t 
stay a moment longer.  I say to my dad “how could Julie do that…a short pause and then 
his response, “what about Chelsea and Man United on the weekend”.  I told him to pull over.   



As I get out of the car, I slam the door. Which ignited my dad to spin the car around winding 
down his window with a passing shot, “You’re fucking sick.  Fucking Sick”.  I walked 5 miles 
to the GO station.   

Walking into our apartment Ashley was there.  “Oh Paul”….she never calls me call.  But this 
was a knew level of disappointment.  I went straight to bed.  Not even Ashley’s writing on 
my back could affect me.  Was numb.   She even put 70’s stand-up comedian Bernard 
Manning on YouTube from her laptop.  In his Manchester accent, “Guy walks into Chinese 
Restaurant he shouts to the server behind the counter with his back to him, “Hey You…..to 
which the man turns and says “How you know my name…”   I just couldn’t muster a laugh”. 

• January 4, 2016 – Ashley and Paul submit Leave for Appeal Application to the Supreme 
Court of Canada. The application was “approved/accepted/certified” by the court who 
deliberately ignored its deficiency. 

• March 2016 – Supreme Court finally provides notice that the Leave for Appeal Application 
was deficient, delaying the application process by two and a half months which now 
required a motion for an amended application to be submitted and a motion for an 
extension of time which both would eventually be granted giving the public a false 
impression that the file had been treated fairly when the error should have been corrected 
in good faith on January 5, 2016. 

• May 9, 2016 – Supreme Court of Canada provides case summary via its website which 
included in the summary the following false, damaging, prejudicial and discriminatory 
statement from Justice Edwards at the Divisional Court which falsely ruled on the merits 
of the case and which provided the public with an explanation of why the file would be 
dismissed:  

“Depression and other physical and medical consequences of such an addiction resulted 
in Mr. James resigning from his position at York in December 2009”. 

• This treated the Paul James claim unfairly and unequally compared to other submitted 
Appeals which – whether granted or dismissed – the reasons for the honourable courts 
decisions are not given and are not disseminated to the public. 

• May 9, 2016 – Paul James emails Administrative Law Branch of the Supreme Court of 
Canada protesting the dissemination of the false statement. Brief email dialogue ensues. 

• May 12, 2016 – Supreme Court dismisses Appeal for Leave.  

• May 17, 2016 – Administrative Law Branch of the Supreme Court of Canada advises that 
the case summary has been revised to remove the false statement that Paul James 
objected to.    

I reply the same day and “because it was wrong, discriminatory and prejudicial”.  The 
honourable court did not treat the James file equally or fairly. 



• Also, in May 2016, offered respondent counsel in the Mooredale Case once again the 
opportunity to resolve the matter. To which they stated they would be back in contact within 
a week.  
 
Six weeks later in July 2016: 
 

• Human Rights Legal Rights Support Center: 
 
After still not hearing back from BLG – Mooredale’s Counsel – we approached the Human 
Rights Legal Support Centre.   
 
Conference call with Brenda Culbert Lawyer from HRLSC regarding Mooredale Soccer Club 
case. 
 
So, Ashley and Paul on speaker thinking we are finally going to get honourable legal 
representation. 
 
Lawyer gets all our information - witnesses we will use.   
 
Assures us that 125,000 is in the ballpark...."case is very strong as long as we get 
witnesses".  It's wrong what happened to you.  Clear case of discrimination.   I'll take it 
on.  Just to be approved by the Director at HRLSC.  Don’t see a problem. Send me all your 
information".   
 
As requested, we send her all our information and evidence.  
 
Two days later Lawyer is distant, negative doing a 180-degree turn.   
 
"Let's see if you get Slobo".    
 
Ugh...my mind races. 
 
Slobo pulls out. The other side scared him.   But they were unsuccessful with the two main 
witnesses. 
 
A RUSE to get our information.    
 
HRLSC worked with Borden Ladner Gervais Lawyer Naomi Calla representing Mooredale 
Soccer Club. 
 
Remained self-represented.   
 
I see in Ashley's face the No Way Out assessment and conclusion she has made.  



• Meanwhile July 26, 2016 – File Request for Reconsideration to the Supreme Court of 
Canada with a 78-page Affidavit and 10-page Statement of Argument – a gruelling process 
to have written and prepared – also psychologically painful to keep revisiting.   Application 
was dismissed and documents returned. 

August 2016 Turned down for dishwashing job at Johnson and Sons Oyster House in 
Toronto.  Ashley indifferent now. 

• September 2016 – Borden Ladner Gervais Lawyer three months after she said she would 
be back in contact within a week, now offers less than 6000 for settlement. It is what it is 
to be considered so worthless.  We refuse.  Meaning case had to go to hearing 6 weeks 
later – another knife.   
 
 
……a few days later… 

 

• September 2016  
 

7.30am I hear Ashley in the shower.  Go to sink for water.   
 

As I drink, I see her cellphone light up.    
 

From Kevin Smit   
 
"When are you in?   I miss you". 
 
Had to do a second take.   I felt as if I was out of my body.  Kinda floating. 
 
Scroll down conversation messages for past few days.   
 
"Only 80 days.  No just 79 now". 
 
In reference to my estimated departure to go south for a few months with some monies 
from Mooredale case.  It was the plan to build a future path. 
 
Heart beating.  Cheek twitching.   
 
I reply...."you fucking bastard – you c….” Watch for the boomerang to come back on this 
one once your boss finds out...." 
 
Boomerang was a metaphor - thinking the organization would frown upon what was 
happening and knowing from Ashley that the guy was a serial affair merchant.  A cuckoo. 
 



In a mist I open-up bathroom door.   Put cell phone down by sink.  Ashley peers around 
shower curtain her face cringing "oh no". 
 
Slamming door.  A bottle of wine drops in slow motion....as if to add to the drama and 
smashes on the floor. 
 
I forward the Kevin Smit text and send an email to Nancy the owner of the company whose 
lawyers call police and twist the circumstance around stating they felt threatened using 
the knowledge of my health.  One Google of my name.  I'm done. 
 
I walk outside.  I start running to no where.  Just kept running.  I stop.  And I run again.  
And again. And again. 
 
Eventually I call Peyvand. 
 
An hour later I see him walking towards me.  His face communicating ALL the pain I 
felt.  Like looking in a mirror.   He shakes his head.  And closes his watering eyes.   
 
"What more..." 
 
We hugged he said nothing else.  
 

“A friend is someone who will jump in front of a bus for you but without ever thinking about it. It is just automatic for 
them to do so. No jealously, no gain is considered with true friends I am lucky!   I have had two friends in my life”.   
Mohammed Ali on the BBC’s Parkinson, 1973 
 

• Then…....my sister and dad meet Ashley....who, embarrassed and awkward, scapegoated 
the disability.   It was painful she did, but I understood her predicament. Nothing she could 
do would make me angry for ever…. knowing what we had been through and her support.    
 

• My dads face meanwhile was venomous like when I was a little boy.   Nothing had changed.  
His rejection of his son was complete. 
 

• Next day.  I enter Empty Apartment late at night......written note from PC Sean was under 
the door.  He had dropped by to check in on me.  Could I please call him? 
 
Hi is PC ****** there please.  It's Paul James. 
 
"Hi Paul, dropped by your home earlier on.  A citizens care response to check you are ok". 
 
I knew it would have been my sister. 
 
I assured the officer all was good.    "Well I must admit I'm surprised by how lucid you sound". 
 

• A few days later met with Ashley.  She was crying but I stopped her right-away.  I knew 
what I had to do: 



 
“No crocodile tears Ashley Kelly.  You have nothing to be sorry for.  I do not need sympathy 
now.  She stopped right away.   
 
Move on and never look back.  You did the right thing.  You could not have done more than 
what you did.  You deserved so much more.  I offer you absolutely nothing.  I am so sorry.   
 
What are you going to do?   
 
I don’t know – but not too worry.   I do love you Ashley Kelly.   
 

Never did I think it was possible to love two creatures as much as I loved Ashley Anne Kelly and Maxie James…makes 
no difference that she has moved on with her life….Ill always feel the same and forever be sorry of the nightmare we 
lived…but so grateful to the support she provided in times of such dreadful pain and humiliation for the both of us…. 
 
….. cant help how I feel…it is why I could endure such physical and psychological pain by channelling such intense 
dislike and anger of York University, Canada Soccer and Canadian Judiciary for their handling of the matter delivering  
such immorality to take place…..it was all so unbelievably unnecessary…no amount of money, level of apology will 
ever make a difference….  

 
 

• A few weeks later.  The Human Rights Tribunal of Ontario send notice.  They changed 
adjudicator, dismissed 95 percent of witnesses and most of the evidence which was 
overwhelming.  

 
• Meanwhile HRTO adjudicator accepts Respondent evidence none of which was relevant. 

They had nothing. So instead:  
 

They use the decision rationales from the James versus York University matter as a 
submission including Supreme Court of Canada docket information; then the National Post 
defamatory article reporting on York University case; the two amateur defamatory blogs from 
“henchmen" cowards Ben Massey and Gregor Young - ignited by soccer media cowards 
Jason Devos, Lee Godfrey, Terry Dunfield, John Molinaro, Kristen Jack, Ben Ryecroft along 
with a few others within the Canadian soccer industry.   

 
• I was sick of the "abuse".    

 
• And now more than ever, I feared being relegated to living on the street.  Homeless.   

 
I wanted out at this stage from the extraordinary stress I was experiencing. The absurd 
impropriety I was up against was by now debilitating. 

 
• Called Respondent Lawyer to try to mediate a desperate final resolution.  But I knew it was 

a weakened hopeless position to be calling again.  It is what it is, to be worthless.   
 , 

• "Well...you have the offer nothing changes".  Even though I had anticipated it, it was, yet 
another zap of electricity to the head.  What I hadn’t expected was PJ’s response. 

  
• "Then I’m on hunger strike!!"    It just came out of my mouth. 

 
• Like a good soldier.   Didn’t cut any corners.  First seven days consumed absolutely nothing.   

Just water. Couldn't keep eyes open even when I was awake. 



 
• When Rick Evangelista finds out I had hadn't eaten a morsel for 7 days he immediately 

travels down on subway.   
 

• From a distance I see him walking with a bag of what would be survival needs, broth soup, 
mints, water.  The kindness and humanity.  Ten days in.  Laura Arduini whom I have only 
met a few times calls.   I feel like I'm dying.   She cries.  She reminds me.  What's the 
point?  No one knows you are doing this.   

 
• I would have lost the right to the HRTO hearing if I didn't turn up, so I stopped the protest a 

day before.   
  

• At hearing emaciated, frazzled I choked up.  When I began reading opening statement the 
adjudicator aggressively and sarcastically stated, 

 
“I can get these printed out so we can all read it individually if that's easier for you 
Mr. James”.  

I was less than 30 seconds in, looking around for where the dignity and respect of the Human 
Rights Tribunal was hiding.  I turn.  I see Peyvand. Rick Evangelista. Chris Williams.  Cut 
from the same cloth.   I think at that moment.  I would die for each of you.     

• I settled the next day through “coercion” for one-quarter of the amount Brenda Culbert at the 
HRLSC acknowledged said would be a fair amount.  Otherwise the hearing was set-up for a 
third day to take place in 5 months time. The Respondent counsel’s law firm would have received 
double three times the monies that was eventually compensated.  

• Didn't receive full payment until late January of 2017 despite desperate pleas to receive payment 
before Xmas 2016 and therefore I became homeless. 

• Gave 25,000 to Ashley Anne Kelly - kept 5,000 paid down my Visa - began sleeping on a small 
couch at Mehrdad’s one of many soldiers/angels which were about to descend onto my life 
among elevated evilness of the oppressors. 

Two weeks on I caught myself Carl Jung type dreaming  

• Roman Colosseum  

Screaming crowd throwing stones, sticks, insults, spitting, urinating.  Junkie. Crackhead, 
Dickhead.  You’re a Cunt.  You clean?  Want some crack? Pathetic loser.  Look at you.  
Singapore.  Bribe.  

On the floor.  No clothes.  Cut.  Bruised. Bloodied. Hardly breathing.  I'm done.  I see Max 
lying on the ground.  They killed him.   I crawl to a dead body from the other side.  I take an 
armored suit.  Scramble to my feet.  Grab a sword.  Look up.  

"You fuuuuuuucking Baaaaaaaaastards"   

• One eye opens.  Its 8am.  I make a call.  “Hey Rick.  Its Paul”.    

“Confronting the Stigma of Drug Addiction”.  That's the name.   



And I'm starting a second hunger strike on Tuesday..... 

“I know.  And I appreciate you as a friend Rick Evangelista. You are a brilliant guy.   

“I have nothing to lose now”. 


	At the Sporting Chance clinic in England James West asked why I was leaving soccer coaching and explained how important it was that I keep my employment.   “They know you have a mental health condition; speak to them they will support you.  You are a ...
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