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Dedication 

This book is written for the ones who kept going

even when the spill of Chaos felt endless.

 


 

Chapter 1

THE BEGINNING

I didn’t have a father figure in my life and really didn’t have a mother figure in my life either but I knew my momma existed if that makes any sense. I had a momma and not a mother…a momma who was on drugs; a momma who had pretty much put my oldest brother and I Erin off on our relatives to be raised by them. We were raised by Aunt Trudie our grandpa’s sister and her husband Jarrod.  We also were often looked after by Aunt Trudie’s sister Aunt Brenda and her husband A.J. who couldn’t take us in as kids because they had three (3) kids they had to raise themselves. I felt like we would have had a better up bringing if we had been raised with them but The Most High had already written the script and I am more grateful now than I could express. Before my brother and I knew where or who we were going to live with we were pretty much moved around from place to place. We felt unwanted and rejected we didn’t really know who we were our identity of establishment and self-worth were lost. We didn’t understand nor did we recognize true love from the stand point of loving parents. We saw it on the outside looking in but I can’t say we experienced true love without verbal and physical abuse being a factor. There ended up being 4 boys and 1 girl in this family of 5 including my momma after she said she had a vision from YAH whom the world calls (God) to come back and get her children. There was Erin the oldest, then myself the second oldest, and then Tommy who stayed with his father and wasn’t raised with us but raised by his biological father. Then later on came Donte’ and finally Aaron the youngest of us all; we all had different fathers and we all ended up under the same roof eventually. The 2 youngest boys were raised all the way through by my momma even  though she was there she was not there for them just like she was not there for the first three. During these events in my life before all of us were under one roof is an account of only me and my oldest brother Erin. I cannot tell you my momma’s story as she had lost her mother at the age of 15. I just want you the reader to know she is strong and we are stronger so any decisions and hardships that came behind our upbringing are forgiven and she is deeply loved. 

I remember being at my great-grandma’s Louise house a lot as a kid we were extremely poor and she had a companion and we called him Mr. Shemp he was a mean and harsh fellow towards us little kids. This was the house where most of the family would meet up to eat grandma could cook very well we may have been poor but never hungry. I can truly say several of her children took after her especially my great uncle Edwin her baby boy. I remember climbing the blackberry tree in my grandma’s backyard so she could make blackberry cobbler for Sunday dinner and the whole neighborhood would smell my grandma’s cooking and want a plate of food. If I’m not mistaken they even offered her money to get a plate the smell of the food drew people to my grandma’s house and she would feed them.

I was a happy and joyous kid regardless of the circumstance of a drug addicted momma and a child who didn’t know her daddy. I was a thumb-sucker and didn’t talk a lot. I was more of an observant child and 3 or 4yrs. old I remember some crucial beat-downs at my grandma’s house. I remember Mr. Shemp liked to make us little kids cry he would trick us and say he was holding a crab in his hand. He would say stick your finger down there and see and we thought we were really going to touch a crab! But as soon as we stuck our finger down in his slightly bald-up fist he would stick his finger nail in our finger. As if we got pinched and he would say the crab had bitten us of course we would cry and tell on him. I didn’t like when Mr. Shemp was in play mode because after I cried he would grab me over his knee pinch my buttocks and make me cry even harder. He was the meanest thing that walk the face of the earth to me I tried avoiding him but he would always find a way to torture little ole me. One time I was out playing and my grandma use to call me saying DEE OH DEE so I would come running no matter where I was it seem like I could hear her voice from anywhere. I was running full speed and when I got to the porch Mr. Shemp clipped me with a cane pole I cried mouth busted did he help Nawww!  He just laughed and at this very moment taken back I still can see his piercing grey eyes, his mean face, and hear his elevating laughter.  I was a curious, quiet, and sneaky child I wondered about things; I saw stayed curious about things others would do, and wondered why they did it. My grandma dipped snuff if you don’t know what SNUFF is you don’t want to know just know it is disgusting and a mere down grade from chewing tobacco the difference is that snuff was a nicotine powder. I remember seeing my grandma dipping snuff and spitting into a can so of course me curious stole the can and tried it. It was so gross I swallowed some of the powder and it made me sick as 3 fully grown horses. I began to vomit and defecate every time my stomach got upset I couldn’t hold any food or liquid down for a good 24hrs. YUP! you said it never even looked at that SNUFF CAN ever again if you’re out there please young one’s do not mess with anything that doesn’t belong to you. I was curious my grandma had a 38 special I would see her checking it sometime and she would keep it under her pillow where she slept. I was caught playing with that gun and she gave me such a whipping that when she got done with me I could bend in ways I’m still shocked about right to this day. YUP! you guessed It I don’t own a gun as of yet but I still remember that beat down from 1984 and I’m slowly working on getting my shooting license so if you are out there DO NOT PLAY OR MESS WITH GUNS that do not belong to you. I appreciate being caught it could have definitely been a gruesome and fatal fatality; I guess…. I can go ahead and reveal to you all this grand century whipping… ok just imagine having your legs over your head your grandmother sitting on your legs and there’s nothing but your little buttocks in the air. You’re getting struck over and over until you are slightly out of breath from crying and it’s so bad to where you are drifting in and out of consciousness cause she rather you suffocate  instead of you blowing your brains out. YUP! You guessed it looking back I’m very grateful now I knew she loved me; she and I were like bread and butter. I remember staying up all night or either waking up in the middle of the night watching shows about living right. I heard many testimonies at that time of people losing their limbs from dying or experiencing dreams of HELL but not actually dying permanently  some loss limbs but not their life. I always felt YAH was dealing with me at a young age; I didn’t talk about the things I felt because I was young and didn’t think anyone would listen to me nor take me serious. I would just hold the things I felt inside my little big heart and hoped it would all make sense someday. I didn’t have a care in life as long as my grandmother was around she made sure I was always ok; I felt very secure and safe. I did not like to be around that big Meany Mr. Shemp alone I would just be sad or stay sleep all day if I simply had to be around him. I was mostly afraid he would seriously injure me if not scare me for life with those awful memories which I can truly say it’s already ingrained in my memory. I often wonder what made my grandma want to be with this awful man in my eyes but of course I was teeny tiny and didn’t understand love. I was sort of jealous you could say that I wanted all grandma’s attention for myselfand I couldn’t dare tell grandma to get rid of what she loved and cared about so I just dealt with his crabby jokes and etc.
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