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Dedication

[image: ]




This book is dedicated to anyone & everyone who has ever been caught up in the struggle of addiction & anyone personally affected by it. I wish to give a voice to those who cannot speak. I would like to be an advocate for those who suffer. Victims of abuse, addicts, those in recovery, any person with a personal struggle, any person doing time in a prison cell... must know, there is hope, that “this too shall pass” & promise of a better day will indeed come, if you will indeed give yourself the chance to change, grow & realize your own happiness. It’s up to you, my friend. I am no different than you. You have gifts too, a purpose & a light to shine, just like me. I commend you for your strength to survive. Bouncing back from hard times, recovering from substance abuse, self-loathing, trauma, mental illness, or abuse... takes tremendous patience, courage & faith. 

If I can do it... so can you. And not only can you “do it” but you can also very well maintain it, more importantly. The power lies within you! This book can & will be a catalyst for your freedom & happiness. Trust the Universe, this book is in your hands for a reason! Sometimes it’s the hardest roads, that lead to the happiest places. 

Special thanks to my Mom, my Dad Ernesto (R.I.P.), Patty Natalia & every beautiful soul that ever touched my life. Just to name a few: my handsome brilliant son Nevan, his family: Heather, Cole, Nico & Nathan. Skinz, J. B., Ducky, Silky, Kenneth G., Khalid, Chef Bob Hart, Skip Lanx, Stephen the storyteller... old flames & friends will always remain a part of who I am today. 

Throwback dynamic duos→ Jon & Peter, Donna & Mike, Jim S. & Ryen E, Steve & Rudy. 

Family gems→ Aunt Sue & Aunt Cass (R.I.P.), Gary, Annmaria & my handsome cousins Matt & Nick. 

To all lovely fans, family & friends old & new, musicians, artists, poets, crazy amazing people that make up this wonderful melting pot of doers, believers, achievers, & warrior spirits! You guys make the world go round. And, if I never told ya...

you inspire me!
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About the Author
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Hi. My name is Jenay. For the record, it took me until a little beyond my 42nd birthday, to grow a pair. With that said, allow me to introduce myself... I am an empath, healing agent, intuitive light guide, gifted writer, researcher, poet, gypsy & sage. I am a conscious leader, channeller & righteous renegade for the Spiritual Revolution. I’ve always been this brand of superhero within. Ever since I was a little thing, wearin’ knee socks & making up dances... I knew I was wired different. But regarding what I am about to say... I am more importantly, a survivor. “Yea I walk through the valley of the shadow of death; I will fear no evil: for thou art with me: thy rod & thy staff they comfort me.” This biblical quote is relevant to my journey, & soon you will find out why.  

(circa 2016) Just this week, I began for the first time to own my power fully. This is how I came to the great epiphany that my dedication page, bio, & intro must be revised immediately. Better late than never, I guess. Ha... story of my life. Late bloomer syndrome. That’s what happens when a child’s growth is stunted by the immature, selfish, irresponsible adults around them. It’s simple cause & effect. As an adult, that child has a faulty foundation doomed to crumble & destined to need serious structural renovations.

For valid reasons, I was ashamed to write this initially, for fear of judgement, exposure & excommunication from certain circles, but the heck with it. I am who I am, & the past doesn’t define me, it only turned me into a phoenix as it refined all my rough edges. Today I am reinvented, & like Angie Jolie in the movie “Maleficent,”  I grew my wings back. For the record, I could be classified as an old soul who was born here enlightened, hence the knowledge & wisdom inside the book you’re about to read. Intel from higher dimensions has always been accessible to me. But unfortunately, any optimal spiritual journey I could have had was rudely interrupted by a savage sojourn that led to a big long pause... hence wings being severed off for a time. 

At age 19 I was a bohemian travelling street musician of sorts, chasing dreams with creativity & promise at the helm, right alongside my high school sweetheart who was basically my cosmic soul twin. Steve kept me safe for a little while, so to speak, much like an Archangel would. However, a decent into hell would soon follow 5 years later, which in retrospect, I see could not have been avoided due to the harboring of a painful childhood past. It’s almost like it was just a matter of time. But at least I was lucky enough to travel first, across this beautiful country of ours like a freewheeling spirit, meeting unique amazing people & getting schooled at the University of Life Experience.

I was fortunate enough to accumulate knowledge & wisdom on the myriad of Spiritual Arts. I was certainly a wide eyed, eager & enthusiastic student of life with fearless abandon. I studied & practiced prayer, art, music, & meditation from the wonderful assorted fascinating folks of our great nation. I was fortunate enough then consequently, to have a bunch of magic tricks in my back pocket before the sh** hit the fan, so to speak. This then enabled me to have some cosmic protection in the most dangerous & darkest recesses of human experience, which may explain why I was able to dodge all those bullets, virtually unscathed. For that I am grateful. Most people don’t make it out alive... let alone in good shape. 

“It was all a dream... I used to read Word Up magazine...”  -Juicy by Biggie Smalls 

[image: image]You know very well who you are... don't let ‘em hold you down, reach for the stars. [image: image] 

Can you hear it?

This is just a summary, so I will get right to it. At age 24 I was led into the lives of people who were both creative artists but slaves to the drug game as well, & that’s how it all began. I then became a heroin addict. I thus then became a thief & prostitute to support my habit, and when all was said & done, I basically abused every single drug in the book. I was a victim of child abuse as a kid, physically, but more so emotionally. Toxic parental behaviors scarred me psychologically by distorting my sense of reality & as a form of rebellion, I began getting caught up in the criminal justice system quite quickly at an early age. 

Even though I had great potential, it would never be realized until much later. As a damaged & emotionally stunted young adult I became a victim of addiction, incarceration, sexual assault, aggravated assault, homelessness & helplessness. I became a convicted felon who was in & out of prison, on & off drugs, in & out of rehabs, halfway houses, & recovery houses, most from which I snuck out of, escaped, climbed out windows, & scaled down walls & fences to go back out & get high again. I had six different aliases, I had warrants in 3 different counties & never called home for X-mas unless I was locked up in a cell & needed commissary. I didn’t care. All I wanted to be was comfortably numb, & that... I was. 

A close friend once said to me back then, that he never met anyone that cried so much. Life to me, just felt too hard to live w/o codependence on something to help mask the pain & get me by. Numb was my answer. If that doesn’t make parents out there think twice before deciding to berate, belittle, hurt, harm or abuse their small spongy child, then I don’t know what will. Karma is a bitch. Moral of the story: don’t neglect, abuse or abandon your kid. It never ends well, for you or for them.

With that said, consequently, my stomping ground became the dangerous hood of North Philadelphia where I got chased with knives, hammers, and baseball bats. I jumped out of moving cars, out windows, off roofs...running for miles through the ghetto barefoot, hiding out in dirty abandon houses that smelled of urine & garbage, hiding in closets for hours, & sometimes even dumpsters. I slept on dirty mattresses covered with 100s of empty dope bags, drug paraphernalia & used condoms. I slept on couches full of roaches in trailers filled with mice & rats. This is not an embellishment. 

I have been pistol whipped, robbed at gun point, jumped by 8 violent racist bad girls that threatened to take a razor to my face & make me ugly. Instead, they stood in a line & one by one beat & kicked me almost into a coma causing severe nerve damage to most of my teeth. I was called whore, slut & crackhead. Banned from neighborhoods, bars, & stores. I rode the El-train to keep warm at night & sometimes just for fear of falling asleep in an unsafe place, I stayed awake for days. I was the target of such racial slurs as “white bitch.” I was strangled nearly to death on 3 separate occasions by three separate men causing me to lose my voice from windpipe damage. After being brutally attacked & beaten unrecognizable once, E.R. doctors had to sow my lips back together. I was chased by cars, by drug dealers, by “johns.” I lived in cars, lived in crack houses, was solicited by pimps & drug dealers on the daily. I was maliciously raped several times, in addition to being sexually assaulted by an undercover cop & choice warrant unit officers in exchange for not being arrested. 

One sunny Spring day, I found myself underneath the likes of 16 Philadelphia police officers who felt it necessary to trample on top of me when I tried to get out of handcuffs for stealing a candle at a dollar store. They crushed me into the ground so hard I couldn’t breathe. I had bruised ribs, cuts & abrasions too many to count & yet they still thought it was necessary to blind the crap out of me with police grade pepper spray. 4 teenage boys walking toward me one lovely afternoon bouncing a basketball, decided to charge it full speed at my face... which rang my bell good, knocked me off my feet, shattered my glasses, & blackened both of my eyes, as they stood there scoffing at me like bullies. Talk about PTSD. To this day, I shudder if a basketball is being bounced near me.

I detoxed on many of hard cold dirty jail cell floors surrounded by mean-girls, con artists & criminals that had no mercy. Plenty of times I could be found curled up on metal benches with one stale cheese sandwich & one 4oz carton of warm icy tea every 12 hours not knowing my fate. I’ve been quarantined several times to a cell on lockdown enduring unbearable drug withdraws alone with no medical attention well over 10x. There was a point where I hit every single detox in the city & surrounding area, that I maxed out all funding & options. 

I went w/o eating for days, my “all about that base” was gone. I was malnourished, 90 lbs., cracked lips, knotty hair, no underwear, zebra print platform shoes & all I had to my name was a dirty pipe & a crusty straw. That’s just the half of it. There is no... one single “rock bottom.” There are several. I was crawling on rock bottom, for so long... for Pete’s sake, I had gravel imbedded into my hands & knees.

I have been exposed to the type of trauma most people never even see in movies or documentaries. My artistic aptitude visualized a documentary unfolding while I was an addict in the hood because it was hard not to notice the scandalous shock value of the street subculture. I sure feel like I had the idea way before any of these new reality TV shows became trendy. I even found a videographer once who followed me a around for a bit. But I was in no condition to execute such a sophisticated project. I really truly never thought I would ever escape addiction or the criminal justice system, to be honest. 

I caught a glimpse of my rap sheet once in the public defender’s office on her desk... & I think I almost fell off the chair. The plethora of charges was horrifying. It looked as if they were going to ship me off to a backwoods Upstate women’s prison in Pennsyl-tucky & throw away the key, quite frankly. Dunt da da da! Introducing... the exhausting redundant trend: released; absconded; rearrested; released; absconded; rearrested; released; absconded; rearrested. La, La, La, La...  new charge; parole violation; new charge; parole violation; more time; more meetings; more rehab; the more... I ran away & abused drugs to escape reality. 

What’s that poster hanging on every rehab wall? “If you do what you’ve always done, you will get what you’ve always gotten.” Yes, but then... dunt da da da! I got pregnant. Funny how God works in mysterious ways. Funny how God put handcuffs on me too, like the very next day. I was clean my whole pregnancy courtesy of the Bucks County Prison system. Blessing. I will never forget what the warrant unit cop said to me that day when he flashed my “mug shot” in my face as I tried to deny it was me. “Giiiirl! Let’s go...! You’re not being arrested... you’re being rescued!” 

Let me pause if I may... if I learned one important thing from the broken record of N.A. meetings, it is: 

“Secrets keep you sick & the truth will set you free.” 

So, here I am, fed up with being tied to the ball & chain of shame... & being compelled to disclose this information before folks read any further, so my plight is understood, & what I have written will make much more sense. The irony of this book is that it is a product of a life of pain & suffering. And up until this point, no one really knew that... so no wonder why my book was not flying off shelves. But with this instrumental revision... I shall expect quite a different response, for the simple fact that now... the book has an authentic heartbeat. 

The gritty raw backdrop is now revealed, we can all relate on some level, the context becomes more personal as the untamed spirit triumphs over the perils of the past. I can look out & see all the beautiful faces of my audience finally...what a gorgeous view!

Moving on... after giving my only son up for adoption, at almost 30, I decided to attempt to integrate into society & live a civilized clean life, but instead of drugs, I switched to alcohol to cope with the pressures of survival, since I had no practical life skills. Living in society was very challenging for me & the only coping skill I had cultivated up until then, was “using” really. With that said, I ended up getting two DUI’s, losing my license for well over 5 years while having to withstand the limitations of house arrest with that flashy cool ankle bracelet I had to make sure I kept well concealed on job interviews. 

This was all happening right at the beginning of a promising new culinary career I had just worked diligently to attain. I pretty much had a mental breakdown after that. I felt cursed & like my karma was just too far gone to ever reverse. Despite my hopelessness, I managed to fall into a chef position @ a catering facility & that is where I then met Jim. Enter stage left, an institutionalized rough around the edges dude who was good-hearted none-the-less, but a total mess & a half, with “mommy & daddy” issues & then some... lol. (sorry Jim)

The day I met Jim, he had just gotten released from doing 5 years in an Upstate PA prison for selling drugs. People seem to think that I should have run the other way as fast as I could, & that I should have had more sense than to be with an addict ex-con. But, Jim was the love of my life. I knew it the first moment we hugged. Our souls went into each other that day. Long story short, we were together for the next 6 years of my life. Jim was in & out of jail, on & off drugs & in & out of rehab just like I used to be. I may have been clean & sober.... but living vicariously through Jim for the 6 years of his challenging existence & miserable suffering, really just made me relive the thug life all over again on some level, not to mention a few little slip ups on my part over the years didn’t help. The life of an addict was still so awake inside of me as I witnessed my best friend still caught up in the struggle. It was holding me back from growing, but as they say... love can be blind, & so I insisted on trying to save him. 

I wrote this book while we were together, out of desperation to try to teach an addict to love himself again from the inside out. Funny how that’s the all too familiar story line of my childhood regarding the relationship I had with my father who btw passed, pretty much on Father’s Day this year, God rest his soul. I thought creating a systematic instruction manual would make it sink in! I just wanted to explain to Jim in some elaborate way... that it is possible to allow beautiful feelings to realign your whole being & redirect your life path if you believe. 

I am living proof that you don’t have to be caught up in the system or a slew of inescapable negative patterns for the rest of your life, or live ashamed of the past, mistakes, or misfortunes. You can choose NOW to forgive others, forgive yourself, & give yourself permission then to live free & be happy. Beautiful feelings are real & will heal you. Guilt, anger, & shame only keep us stuck in suffering & pain. It doesn’t matter what people think. It doesn’t matter that people judge. You are worthy of greatness just like anyone else. 

It’s ok to feel good again. It’s ok to move past the past, cut toxic cords, & reinvent who you are by rediscovering the beauty within you. You do not have to let the pitfalls of your life define who you are today, you deserve much better, just like I do. This book contains keys to freedom & shiny diamond gems of joy because it is a living testimony that darkness can indeed be transformed into Light. Proof that the human spirit is incredibly resilient, the body bounces back, & minds can indeed be retrained & rewired with just a little push, practice & perseverance. If I can do it... anyone can. No more excuses, gang...

If this is the only important legacy that I am able to leave behind to my piers & all other generations after I go... I am so grateful that I finally was brave enough to rise up & speak my truth before it was too late! Hopefully it will inspire others to do the same. Thanks for letting me share.  

#DivineTiming

––––––––
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Look guys! My wings!
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Introduction
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Let me preface this by saying, this is not just a book for the life-challenged, this is a book for all of us. If we stop learning & growing, we die. We are meant to live, improve, get better, smarter, stronger, wiser, & freer from outdated programs. Gifts, guidance, encouragement, holistic health, a lift, a laugh, culture, nature... you will find that here as well. With no further ado, I bid thee a sparkling journey...

We now live in a world where all things are just a mere tap away. Our creative minds have launched in innumerable ways. Cyberspace satisfies everything we seek, enabling us to be super beings travelling upon a superhighway. In fact, modern day advancement is undeniable, it’s unstoppable and it’s a force that seems to be effortlessly plowing through time like a bullet train. Our inherent necessity to research, investigate, invent, learn, expand, know, grow, connect, and redefine ourselves is now given a full advantage. We are not the same kind of race our ancestors came from. We evolve rapidly and now possess a stronger resilience, a longer endurance and a way higher capacity for knowledge, information, wealth, health, power & influence. We now have the instantaneous ability at will, to gain and build anything we desire. Hope, happiness, information, imagination, inspiration, travel, identity, company, connection, friends, family, success, money, love, laughter, and learning... all within easy reach and with unlimited availability... bad, good, or indifferent. We now have the pure potentiality to access just about anything imaginable. Put into perspective... that concept is simply: amazing. It’s a far cry from horse-drawn travel, “camp coyote canyon” as the only lodging option, a goose feather pen, a crinkled-up paper map in the glove box or scrambling to find a working pay phone on the side of a dark road. What was once called futuristic... is now our living present reality. “Meet—George—-Jetson!” Remember him? Now, we are him. “Mister Chisel of the Stone Age, sir... meet your savvy successor: Mizz Supersonic Sizzle of the Smart Age... sassy little firecracker isn’t she!” lol 

Indeed, technology has become a game board for our personal expansion. It’s a map of our expression. It’s a memoir of our choices and experiences. It’s a display of personal character and identity. It’s an omnipresent host to thoughts, feelings, and ideas. Without considering consequence, technology basically delivers upon request or by specific personal command. Sounds to me like that basic formula might be a familiar age-old design. If I’m not mistaken, our brains work that very same way. Whatsoever we type or tap... into our minds, deliberate or not, our human computers (our brains) deliver accordingly. Technology responds to our choices only. Just as our minds respond to our choices only, whether we are in awareness of those choices or not.  

What’s going on in your mind? How is your motherboard wired? What channels are set? What’s programmed into your memory? What’s on your start menu? What kind of words do you choose to put into your mental search engine or web browser? How is that landscape creating your reality? If we were to remove ourselves from the current of modern-day pageantry, would we be standing alone in a field of dreams or a maze of booby traps? It’s your choice and call. Words are wands. “Thoughts are powerful... you are what you think.” This is a book on taking back your power by manifesting your desires & harnessing personal potential, with no apologies. 

What you are about to read, you may skip through to what catches your eye, randomly flip to a page you are drawn to & receive what is meant for the moment, cover to cover is recommended for the ideal road trip ...but however you decide to eat this ice cream cone. it’ll be a bona fide genuine experience. If some parts don’t apply...let it fly, & move on. Catch what does apply... stick around... you’ll have fun & smile... guaranteed. This book is my version of: “La Dolce Vita” & my creative vision of: “Shangri-La.” Enjoy!  
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Chapter 1: What Are Beautiful Feelings?
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If indeed the road to “Hell” is paved with good intentions, well then, the road to redemption must be paved with positive thoughts and the highway to Heaven with beautiful feelings.

I’d like to make this very simple, if I may...

Life... could be theorized to be essentially about one thing: the attainment of beautiful feelings.

Who doesn’t want to have them? Who at any given moment on any given day for any given reason wouldn’t want to experience at least one beautiful feeling? Beautiful feelings make life worthwhile and worth living. Beautiful feelings give value to one’s life and quality to one’s life experience. Wouldn’t you agree? Essentially, it’s the hidden motive behind all of our ambitions. All the good things in life we strive so hard to attain and become... are made of beautiful feelings.  

No matter how fleeting, brief, trivial, or fast the feeling may come or go, its effects are usually sweet, soothing and worth every bit of its measure. Folks every single day throughout the portals of time have fought battles for that “thing” that seemingly gave them beautiful feelings. Whether it was the lover, the land, the gold, the status...the inherent beautiful feelings behind anything worth fighting for was even worth risking one’s life on many occasions. Ireland, England, the American frontier, just about anywhere in the world, hundreds of historic accounts abound that took place centuries ago when wild stories spun of patriots, warriors & pioneers. Their vision, passion, and integrity inspired revolutions. Guarding and protecting everything they believed in so to thrive & survive, their lives were commendable indeed. Glorified today in art, music and movies, all missions were tried and true for the simple restoration of “beautiful feelings” at the end of the day. 
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