
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


THE NEVER-ENDING

NIGHTMARE

GEORGE HOPKINS


[image: image]

LEXINGTON PRESS

5231 Simpson Ferry Rd., Mechanicsburg, PA 17050

Copyright ©2018 by George Hopkins 

PUBLISHER’S NOTE:

This book is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places and incidents either are the product of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously, and any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, business establishments, events, or locales is entirely coincidental.

Without limiting the rights under copyright reserved above, no part of this publication may be reproduced, stored in or introduced into a retrieval system, or transmitted, in any form, or by any means (electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording, or otherwise), without the prior written permission of bot the copyright owner and the above publisher of this book.

The scanning, uploading, and distribution of this book via the Internet or via any other means without the permission of the publisher is illegal and is punishable by law. Please purchase only authorized electronic editions, and do not participate in or encourage electronic piracy of copyrighted materials. Your support of the author’s rights is appreciated.



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


THE NEVER-ENDING NIGHTMARE




















[image: ]




“Heaven is under our feet as well as over our heads.” 

― Henry David Thoreau
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CHAPTER 1
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"And with that being said, I sentence you to one hundred-eighty-eight months which will run consecutive to the fifteen to thirty-five years you are currently serving in the state system."

I just sat there stunned, but at the same time unfazed. After all the shit I never got caught for... and they buss my head for this? I mean, the case was heavy, but I didn't deserve that much time - especially being that it was actually only one case that was split up between the feds and the state.  There was so much stuff running through my head like,

"How are my children going to feel about their father not being there? How I’m going to kill the dude that told on me, and the one who coached him to do it. How long is my woman going to ride with me?” 

Like,

“This has to be a dream."

For some odd reason however, I knew that this wasn't a dream. I could barely hear anything going on in the courtroom. I felt dizzy. Suddenly my vision was half-ass blurred. Turning around in hopes to see the family that I already knew didn't show up, something popped into my mind that the rapper 50 cent said:

"I don’t say only God can judge me because I see things clear/ quick, these crackers will give my black ass 100 years."

The Sheriffs then rushed in to take me to the bullpen.
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CHAPTER 2
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I woke up from the same nightmare I've been having since I was born, and that was my life! I had sweat pouring down my face and my bed was soaking wet. The only reason I knew I hadn’t pissed myself was the fact that my bladder was bulging right. I jumped up quickly to relieve myself. 

Everyone I ever knew looked at life as a blessing but how could I? I had a good reason not to. I'll leaned up in the bed to roll a cigarette and called down to my cell mate.

"Yo, you up fam?"

"Naw, not really." Qua responded sleepily before adding,

"Why, what's good?"

"Oh nah, it ain’t nothing, you know I went out early and I figured since you were up you could tell me who won the games and if any broads was on TV or not."

Qua sighed long and hard to show his irritation and then added, 

“Man, you know damn well I was sleep. The TV ain't even on, so how would I know what was on it?

I really didn't have an answer, so I left it alone. As Qua rolled back over to get some sleep I reached for my lighter so I could spark a cigarette. I looked at this perfectly rolled cigarette and thought, 

"At one point in time I couldn't even stand the sight of a cigarette, let alone the smell." 

But here I was pulling on one like there was weed buried in it. And to be totally honest, the menthol tasted like it was seasoned on the tobacco.

I exhaled the smoke out of my nose and suddenly noticed the flash of light being shined on the block which meant the CO was coming around to do check, and to my surprise it was a woman coming through. I quickly jumped up and walked to the toilet to act as if I was pissing. That way when she walked by she would see my manhood. I was almost certain that more than half of the cells on the block had someone in them doing the same exact thing I was. The guard walked by like she didn't even notice me.

"I guess she's used to it." I thought.

Out of the blue Qua said,

"What if somebody did that to your mom?"

I started laughing and immediately shot back,

“The only way you gon’ catch my mom in jail is if she get booked!” Then I jumped back into the bed and finished smoking my cigarette.

The shit Qua said was stuck in the back of my mind though. I kept telling myself,

“Boy you trippin, you know damn well you wouldn't be flashing your dick at women on 

the streets so why you doin it now?"

I guess when you been down for a little over five years, with twenty-five to go, your thought process changes, and doing shit like that just becomes the norm. Well at least for some people. I laid in the bed and thought about all the things I would never get to accomplish due to my stupidity like: watching my own children grow as well as my nieces and nephews, protecting them along with rest of my family, getting married, taking trips, starting my own business, and the list goes on and on. 

After a while I was finally able to drift back to sleep - or how it has been to me "The Never-Ending Nightmare...”

It was 1984 in West Chester Pa, and I was 3 years young. At the time it was just me, my brother and my mother. My brother's name was Leon and he was 5 years older than me. 

Even though we had different fathers people still said we looked alike, but I didn't think so. My mother’s name was Ann, but everyone called her Cookie. She was a small petite woman and boy was she crazy! She had a habit of doing any and everything: A habit of doing drugs, a habit of having sex with different men, a habit of leaving her children home alone all day and night, and sometimes longer than that. A habit of.... Well, I'm sure you get the picture by now. 

The house we lived in wasn't a normal house. I mean it was like a boxing ring, speakeasy, club and crack house all-in-one. And of course, all this would seem out of place without the police being involved, so yes, they came through regularly. I saw and learned a lot of stuff that no child should ever be exposed to - especially knowing that a child’s mind is malleable - and l owed all this to my loving mother. I heard so much stuff about her and it seemed like none of it was ever good. 

I heard people say they felt she didn't love her children because she wouldn't stop using drugs. They said "If she could find someone to buy her children, she would of been sold them for a crack rock,”

They would tell stories of her getting in and out of different cars every night, and the entire neighborhood knew there was no food in the house. But I didn't care! To me she was a Goddess and no matter how many times she would stumble through the door cursing, yelling and smelling like she was just baptized in a pool of liquor, I would jump up out my bed to run into her arms as if she was the best mom in the world. That was of course if she made it home... 

In 1986 my sister Joan was born prematurely and suffered withdraw from crack due to my mother's addiction. At that age I was too young to know that it was wrong. I thought when people said, "Cookie is doing drugs with her baby", speaking of Leon, it was a good thing. And I couldn't figure out why she wouldn't do them with me? Yeah, I remember it all...  

It was about nine-thirty to ten o'clock pm and my mom was throwing a party. It was virtually impossible to get any sleep because of all the noise, so I got up and walked out of my room and into the living room to see what was going on. 

There were men and women everywhere, but I knew none of them. Well, that was until my cousin Lefty walked in the house. This was my favorite cousin. This guy never seemed to be pissed. He always had a smile, a 40oz and a stick of weed in his hand. What made me like him the most was that he always had something fly to say.

The reason we called him Lefty was because he got shot in his Left arm with a 10-gauge. He loss so much blood from his arm that it shrunk. The doctors gave him the option to cut it off, but he decided against it. So here he was with this little deformed arm and for some reason the women loved it. When he walked in the first thing he did was put down his beer walk up to me and say,

"Give me a five, black hand side, in the hole, you got soul." This was a handshake that the older cats did, but he would always do it with me. 

“What’s good lil kuz? What you doing up so late? You must be trying to get some pussy or something". 

I had no idea what he was talking about, but I still said,

"Yes!" He sat me down and pointed to a woman, telling me to, 

“Go grab her titties. " 

On my way over to the woman I felt something hit the back of my head, and when I looked up my mom was standing over top of me with a look that said,

"If you don't get your ass back in your room I'm going to break your neck". 

As I got older, I began to realize I wasn't as fortunate as everybody else. I had to wear my brother's clothes to school because I had none, and my sneakers had so many holes in them that people mistook them for sandals. That just gave my classmates more ammunition to continuously mess with me. Speaking of school, boy I hated school as well, but not more than life itself.

I would sit in my room, cursing the day I was born and hating my own reflection. Shit I cursed everyone - even my mom. I couldn't understand why my life was so bad; why my mom and dad were drug addicts; why birthdays and Christmas always missed us; why we had no food, no heat, no T.V, no anything! I used to ask my brother Leon why God picked our family to be the ones to go through this, but he never had an answer.

After about a thousand prayers to God, and none of them getting answered, I came to the conclusion that he didn't love me and my family, or that he didn't exist, so I gave up on my praying. It seemed to me that it didn't work anyway. And if he did exist, he sure did have a funny sense of humor, but it wasn't funny to me. 

I remember sitting up one night because it was hard to sleep with all the noise. There were a lot of gun shots, cop sirens, glass windows being shattered, next door neighbor’s wife yelling out,

"Stop, Stop!" 

He must had been beating her again. Right then and there I promised myself that I would sell drugs when I got older, because first and foremost, I wanted every family and child to feel how I did when I was younger. Yeah, I know that was selfish, but try telling that to a child. Plus, I wanted that cash. I wanted to sell more drugs than the law allowed, and nothing was to stop me. 
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CHAPTER 3
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"A Dios get up! It's count time. The c.o.'s are bout to come around." said Qua. I rolled over as the bell stopped ringing, 

"Pass me a cigarette." I said while leaning up in the bed. After the c.o.' s walked bye we both got into our bunks and finished smoking. Qua asked,

"Are you going to breakfast or going back to sleep?" I contemplated for a minute because I really didn't want to go to breakfast, but it was commissary day, and knowing that I'd be getting up anyway I just said, 

''Yeah.'' I actually forgot until Qua said something about eating. 

"Oh shit, I gotta take my commissary slip down stairs," I said as I jumped out the bed. 

'''Grab mine too," Qua told me as I bolted 

toward the door to hit the button to go down stairs. 

When I got back, I told Qua that the Styles P video was about to come on, 

''What, you was going to let me forget?" He said

"Na, I was going to put you on sooner or later." 

Qua ignored what I had to say and got up off his bed to turn the T.V. on MTV sucka-free. As soon as he got there he turned the music up and all through the block you could hear the song being played: 

''Blooow.your mind, Blooow your mind". 

When the video went off I told Qua ''Yo, that's my dude; the hardest on the streets." 

We headed out to breakfast and on our way back ran into Nino who cursed us out for 

not waiting for him at chow. Nino was our walkie. A cool a dude from New York. As a youngster he was fascinated with the bloods and ended up joining their organization. A good soulja too. This dude was a cold gat on the streets. His misguidance in the hood and from the umbrella he was under lead to him pushing some dudes wig back to prove his loyalty- which landed him on death row. Fortunately, he was able to overturn the conviction and now he just had life! And he was working like hell to overturn that, so 

he could get home and kill the dude that told on him.

When he first told me the story of how everything went down I kind of felt bad, like, ‘damn this brother got the short end of the stick’. Then he said he couldn't wait to get home to kill the dude that told on him and my mind just went blank. I was thinking like ‘how the hell could a dude that was just on death row for 10, 15 even 20 years trying to get his life back from these people even consider going home to murder someone?’ - as if that wouldn't put them right 

back in the same situation. 

Nino was a tall light-skinned dude who swear he was the smoothest brother on the planet. 

"Damn son that's how it is", said Nino as he caught up with us. 

"Na fam, you was throwing up too many gang signs for us." I said looking at Qua with 

a smirk on my face. 

"Ay, I need one of ya'll to get me some cigarettes from the store today because my money didn't get here this week." 

“I got you," Said Qua. 

Nino followed us upstairs to our cell talking about this Girls Gon’ Wild commercial, and he had us bugging too. The crazy thing was the average person on the streets that never been to prison wouldn't understand this, But again I challenge anyone Who hasn't experienced the likes of a cold jail cell, for any amount of time - let alone how much we were 

sentenced to, to not lose your sanity in some shape, form or fashion. Not having a woman or even being around one molested the true character of the most morally correct men. So, we watched movies, commercials, read books, porno magazines - anything that would give us the mental sense of physically being with a woman. 

We chilled out in the cell for a minute and laid down what we had planned for the day. Qua was about to go to school, once they called the 8 O’clock move, so Nino decided to head to his cell, and me, I sat on the desk and looked at my cellie getting ready for school. 

"Damn! where you going, to a Jay z concert or something?" I said under my breath, but loud enough for Qua to hear me. 

Qua just smiled and said, 

"Nah playboy, it don't matter where I'm going to. Shiiit, I can be going to the grave and I'm going there looking like I'm bout to hit the red 

carpet." 

"Aww go ahead with that bullshit fam." I said climbing into my bunk.

I had just met Qua about 4 months ago when I was unexpectedly moved into his cell after I was transferred back upstate. We were in S.C.I Greene which was known as a death row jail. Qua was from West Philly. He was 30-years young, a-short stocky black dude with so many 

waves in his head you could get seasick from staring at them to long. He was a vicious workout dude, and he had more women than Hugh Hefner!

To get here, Qua had gotten caught up in some bullshit on the highway with another dude, and he was just hoping that the dude was a 

standup guy. But nowadays most cats would squat and pee, so he might be in trouble. He got booked with 789 bags of dope that night. He knew he had it beat on the state level, but if the feds picked it up he'd probably get put under the jail. 

After he got done brushing his teeth, he put on Calvin Klein Glasses, grabbed his commissary bag, and waited for them to call the move.

On the other hand, I was beginning to doze off, so I told Qua to hit the TV before he left.

"You know they about to call commissary, so why would you go back to sleep now?" 

I mumbled something under my breath that I was sure Qua couldn't make out. Truthfully 

Speaking, I couldn't even make it out, but one thing we both knew was that I was out like a light. 
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My mom’s drug problem was getting worse by the second, and it seemed to be that nobody even noticed, that no one even cared. I mean, they couldn't have because they damn sure didn't try to help! She started being gone much longer than she used to so my brother Leon had to take on the acting role of our parents. 

He did what he could or me and Joan, but he was only 10 years young so there was a lot that he couldn't do. There was never any food in the house, so he spent most of time stealing, gambling or hustling someone out of some cash just so we could have something to eat. It usually was a soup, bread or rice, but anything beat a blank. 

At one time we hit a rough patch, and the only thing he could get was tomato soup. We ate so much of that that my stomach would get queasy just from the sight of it. When my mom was home it was a disaster. Leon always said it was better when she wasn't there. I didn't think so.

I remember one night my mom had a house full of addicts all getting high in the kitchen. Me being a child, my curiosity got the best of me, so I snuck into the kitchen, crawling on my hands and knees, and once under the table I found what appeared to be a toy. However, it was a needle, and right before I could pick it up a loud bang shook the house and then the door came crashing down just like in the movies. But this wasn't a movie. Before the door hit the floor, the police were everywhere and though hit sounds dramatic, this was nothing new. I knew the police on a first name basis because of how many times they ran in my house. The thing that was out of place was that my dad was with them! 

I'm not sure why either, but my main concern was that my mom was being put into hand-cuffs. I couldn't find my brother or sister and that's when I started snapping! We all eventually ended up downtown at the police station. For some reason they put my mom in a holding cell. We were allowed to go back and talk to her. The hallway she was being held in looked like something from out The Tales from The Crypt show. It didn't help that my mom was kicking, spitting, punching and cussing. 

When she saw us, she just started crying and me and Joan did the same. Leon was the only one impervious to the situation. As me and Joan leaned in closer to touch and hug our mom, she looked at Leon and said,

"Make sure they don't say anything to the cops and call your grand- mom to come pick ya'll up." Once our grandma arrived we were all brought to the front.She looked like she was upset, probably at herself though, because she couldn't figure out where she went wrong with her children. She had a son too, that was not only an addict, but had acquired HIV from his reckless sex life. She felt like she had failed them somewhere in their upbringing.

The police said our mother had to stay until she sobered up. They also said something to my grandma that made her do a double-take, and every time she did that in the past someone was getting their ass whooped. So, I knew it was bad. It was something about Children Services being notified and a hearing being set before a Judge to determine whether or not my mom was fit to keep her children. If they found that she wasn’t, we would become wards of the state, unless a family member would take us in. She walked out as if she didn't hear the rest of what the cop had to say. 

When my mom came home the next day everything was alright. We went grocery shopping with the money our grandma gave us. She cooked, cleaned and even took us to the park. And for the first time, in a long time, it felt like we were a family. Little did I know, it wouldn't last that long. It seemed like she got worse than before. Like she was possessed or something. 

This one time I stayed up all-night because my brother was messing with me, beating me up and taking what little food I had, and I just knew that my mom was going to beat his butt. When the sun started coming up, I figured she wasn't coming in, but just as the thought came it quickly vanished when I saw her talking to herself while stumbling down the sidewalk. I jumped off the couch like it was on fire, with more happiness in my body than a woman on her wedding day. I opened the door for my mom to come in because she was fumbling with the keys, and as soon as I did that, she jumped on me the way a cat would do a mouse! She was growling, scratching and barking at me like a dog until I started to cry. Then she got up like nothing even happened and told me,
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