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to the little boy


I was.










  
  
WARNING




This is a fictionalized book that is based on a true story.


At no time should the reader try to use this book as a


-Diagnosis Tool


-Advice Guide


OR ENDORSEMENT OF


 -ANY criminal activity.


This Is My Own Understanding Of My Own Life



YOUR STORY 



IS



YOUR OWN

















  
  
Foreword




In recent years, the media has warned us about boys absorbing invisible forces - screens, subcultures, online grievance. 

Boy=Bad looks in a different direction. It asks what is learned long before ideology arrives.

Television and headlines alike tend to focus on the moment when pressure becomes explosion - when a teenager does something irreversible and adults rush in afterward to assemble explanations. These stories often ask urgent questions: What radicalized him? Who failed to intervene? What warning signs were missed?

Those questions matter.

But they are not the questions this book begins with.


      ***Boy=Bad is not interested in the instant when a life fractures. It is interested in the long, quiet training that happens beforehand.

It asks what happens when authority outside the house feels safer than authority inside it. When institutions - however blunt or impersonal - offer something domestic life does not: sequence, containment, and an end date.

It also asks a quieter, stranger question - one we rarely frame so plainly: what happens when a child begins to build his personality out of borrowed language. Out of song lyrics and movie quotes. Out of lines delivered by actors who were never meant to be fathers, brothers, or guides - and were never that way to begin with.

The pages that follow are not a manifesto. It is a record.

You will not find a single turning point.

This is a book about how someone learns to survive first - and only later learns what survival has cost him.



Author’s Note


I wrote this book at fifty-two years old, after enough time had passed for the events to stop chasing me.

I spent more than thirteen years in prison for robbery, assault, and weapons charges. Before that, I served time for selling drugs. I was released on June 29, 2007. I have not been arrested since.

For a long time, staying free was the only goal. Stability came first. Distance came later. Understanding came last.

This book was not written from inside the events it describes. It was written after I had survived them long enough to stop defending myself against them. Time did what punishment could not: it slowed the story down. It made patterns visible. It allowed memory to organize itself instead of arriving as noise.

I did not write this as confession, therapy, or explanation. I wrote it as reconstruction.

To do that, I needed help holding chronology steady—arrests, releases, houses, institutions, silences. I used an artificial-intelligence system as a structuring tool—to keep events in order when memory alone could not. The machine did not supply insight. It did not supply meaning. It helped me place what already existed into sequence so I could see it clearly.

Around the same time, I watched the television series Adolescence. After reading a comment that the troubled boy’s story—one that had captivated millions—was finished, it stayed with me. Not because the story was wrong, but because it felt incomplete. It ended where public interest usually ends: at the moment of fracture.

This book begins much earlier.

It is not an argument. It is not a defense. It is not an indictment of parents, institutions, or systems in isolation. It is a record of how a child learns where safety lives—and what happens when that lesson is learned in the wrong places, for reasons that make sense at the time.

If there is any claim here, it is a modest one:

Behavior is not spontaneous.
Damage is not sudden.
And survival, practiced long enough, becomes identity.

I did not write this book to explain myself.

I wrote it because silence eventually stops working.
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The House Speaks: Early Survival


Learning to listen before you move.





Kelly learned early to listen before he moved. 

The house spoke before anyone did. Pipes clicked in the walls - sharp when the air was cold, dull when it wasn’t. Floorboards complained in different registers depending on whose weight they carried. Doors didn’t just close.

They landed. Even breathing had a sound if you stayed still long enough to hear it. 

Mornings began without a time so much as a shift. Someone upstairs moved. The television might come on low, or not at all. The kitchen light clicked. The refrigerator opened and closed. Sometimes a cabinet shut harder than necessary. Sometimes, everything stayed quiet longer than it should have. Kelly lay still until he could tell which version of morning it was. Good mornings didn’t announce themselves. 

Bad ones did. 

When it felt safe enough, he got up. He dressed quickly, choosing clothes that wouldn’t invite comment. Nothing wrinkled. Nothing loud. Shoes tied tight, laces tucked in so they wouldn’t come undone later, when attention was elsewhere. 



Downstairs, the air smelled like whatever had already happened. Coffee, sometimes. Burnt toast. Cleaning spray. The day always felt started before him, like the house had been awake and busy without needing his presence. 

Dan was already moving. 

Not moving toward something. Just moving. Pacing from one room to another, starting a task, abandoning it, narrating the parts out loud like words could keep him organized. His voice wasn’t conversation. It was insulation. When he noticed Kelly, he paused for half a second, then kept going - energy redirected but not gone. 

They didn’t talk much in the mornings. They didn’t need to. A look was enough: stay close, or stay apart. Most days they stayed close, not for comfort, but for awareness - close enough to track each other’s position, close enough to shift if one of them drew attention. 


      ***Elaine had been there long enough that her presence felt ordinary. 

She moved through rooms without asking, but not the way Dan did. Dan moved like he was trying to outrun himself. Elaine moved like she was trying not to be seen. She could sit at the table for a long time without looking like she was waiting for anything. She learned where to place her hands. She learned where eyes landed. She learned which adults heard tone and which heard only volume.

She spoke less than Dan did. When she spoke, her voice stayed level, careful, like she was using words that had already been tested. 



One evening, Kelly found her on the living room floor with homework spread out. The television was on low. Dan was somewhere else in the house, making noise in another room, trying to stay ahead of whatever mood might be building. 

Elaine didn’t look up right away. She slid a pencil toward Kelly without asking if he needed one. He sat down on the carpet beside her. They worked without talking. 

After a while, she tilted her head toward the hallway - small, quick, not dramatic. A signal, not a warning. 

Kelly heard it then: the upstairs movement had changed. Footsteps were heavier. A door closed with a sound that meant the day had shifted again. 

They didn’t say anything. They just gathered the papers and made the room look normal. 


      ***Before Elaine came to stay, there had been another kind of presence, the kind that didn’t stay long enough to become daily life. 

Kelly remembered one summer at a cabin, when both of his father’s daughters came to visit. 

He could not pull up whole scenes. He only had pieces, like photographs in a box nobody opened. 

Stacy was one of them. His oldest sister. 

His only clear memory of her face was framed by a doorway. Stacy was in the kitchen, wearing headphones connected to a Walkman cassette player. The first one he had ever seen. She stood there like she belonged somewhere else entirely - music in her ears, body relaxed, the house not touching her the way it touched everyone else. 



The second was shorter and worse. 

A line. 

Children waiting their turn. 

His father holding the belt. 

Stacy at the end of the line, not crying, not speaking, just waiting. 

Those two images didn’t connect cleanly, but they lived in the same place in Kelly’s mind.



The rules in the house weren’t written down. They shifted depending on tone, timing, and who was watching. What was acceptable one day might not be the next. What was ignored in the morning might be punished in the evening. 

Breakfast, if there was one, passed quickly. Dishes were handled carefully. Chairs were pushed in after standing. No one lingered longer than necessary. Being finished was safer than being present. 

The youngest brother was allowed to linger sometimes. Kelly noticed this without thinking about it. He adjusted his timing accordingly. If a room belonged to someone else, you moved like you understood that. 


      ***School days moved differently. Outside the house, time followed schedules. Bells rang. Teachers spoke in predictable patterns. Instructions stayed the same from start to finish. Kelly did well there. He liked knowing what was expected. 

Roll call was always the same. Last name, first name, pause. 

“Kelly.” 

The pause stretched. Someone snorted. Another kid said it out loud, not even trying to be quiet. “That’s a girl’s name.” 

A couple of desks back, someone added, “Like on TV,” and hummed the theme song badly enough that it took Kelly a second to recognize it. The girl on the show had Kelly’s name. Everyone knew it. Everyone had seen it. 

The teacher didn’t raise her voice. She didn’t lecture. She didn’t ask how anyone felt. “That’s enough,” she said, and marked the attendance sheet. 

The room settled. The schedule resumed. 



At the house, expectations were felt rather than explained. 

Kelly, Elaine and Dan moved together without planning it. If one was corrected, the others adjusted. If one drew attention, the others became smaller. This wasn’t discussed. It didn’t need to be. 

Sometimes there were punishments. Kelly didn’t think of them as events. They were more like weather. You learned to recognize when it was coming and what kind it would be. Some storms passed quickly. Others lasted longer. The important thing was to endure them without making them worse.

Afterward, the house returned to normal. Normal meant understanding that what happened before didn’t require discussion afterward. 



Kelly learned to read faces the way other kids learned to read clocks. He could tell when a voice was about to change, when a question wasn’t really a question, when silence meant approval and when it meant something else entirely. 

Elaine noticed these things too. She adjusted fast. Sometimes she smiled when Kelly didn’t think it was safe to smile. Sometimes she spoke when he wouldn’t have. But she learned. They all did. 

There were moments that almost felt like calm. Sitting on the floor together. Watching television with the volume low. Being allowed to exist without comment. Those moments were fragile, but they counted. Kelly stored them away without naming them. 

Afternoons blurred into evenings. Homework was done quickly, often before anyone noticed. The children stayed in rooms or shared spaces where they could be seen without being heard. They learned how to occupy space without taking it up. 


      ***Elaine had been there long enough that Kelly stopped wondering how long she would stay.

That was a mistake. 



The day she left didn’t announce itself. It didn’t arrive with raised voices or warnings. It started like any other day. Kelly woke up, listened, and waited. The house sounded neutral. He got dressed. He went downstairs. 

Something was wrong. 

It took him a moment to name it. He moved through rooms, noticing absence the way you notice furniture that has been rearranged. Her shoes weren’t by the door. Her jacket wasn’t on the chair where it usually ended up. 

No one explained anything. 

Adults moved with purpose, but not urgency. They spoke in low voices. They didn’t look at the children when they talked. No announcement. No chance to ask questions that would be answered. 

By the time he understood that she wasn’t coming back, the day had already moved on. Breakfast dishes were in the sink. The television was on. Instructions were given about school, about time, about what needed to be done next.

Life resumed. 



Kelly didn’t know what he was supposed to do with the absence. He tested it carefully. He waited for someone else to mention it first. No one did. He asked a question that could be ignored. 

It was. 

That night, the house sounded the same as it always had. Pipes clicked. Floorboards shifted. Doors closed. Kelly lay in bed and listened, waiting for a sound that would tell him what to feel. 

He learned something then, though he didn’t have words for it yet. 

People could be removed without warning. Without goodbye. And once they were gone, the expectation was that you would adjust.
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Rhythm





After Elaine left, the house adjusted. 

It did not change its schedule. Mornings still began with sound before speech. The kitchen light still came on at irregular times. The television volume stayed low or was turned off without warning. Doors still closed the way they always had. 

What changed was the spacing.


      ***Kelly noticed it first in small things. The couch seemed longer. The table held an extra chair no one sat in. Shoes lined up by the door left a gap that never quite filled. No one commented on it. No one moved anything to make the space less obvious. 

The absence became part of the layout. No one acknowledged it, which made it permanent. 

Dan filled the space differently now. He talked more - louder at times - questions and comments spilling out without clear direction. Some days this drew attention. Other days it drew correction. Kelly watched and adjusted, preventing himself from becoming the second focus. 

Matthew moved through it all as if the air belonged to him. He crossed rooms without hesitation, spoke without calculation, lingered without consequence. Kelly noticed how attention slid around him rather than landing. He adjusted again. 



Kelly became quieter without deciding to. He spoke less at the table, less in hallways, and less in rooms where adults were present. When he did speak, he listened to his own voice for changes, checking whether it sounded wrong before anyone else could point it out.


      ***School continued to be predictable. Kelly liked that. The classroom didn’t care what happened at the house. Desks stayed where they were supposed to. Teachers followed plans written on the board. 

Recess had no bells inside it. 

Teachers watched from a distance, but the rules thinned as soon as the door closed behind them. The playground ran on momentum, not structure. Games formed and collapsed without explanation. Arguments didn’t need witnesses. 

Someone said his name again. 

“Kelly,” a boy called out, stretching it the way kids did when they wanted attention. “That’s a girl’s name.”

Kelly turned too fast. He hadn’t planned to. His body moved before his thoughts caught up. “Shut up,” he said. 

It came out louder than he meant. That was enough. 

The boy smiled - not because it was funny, but because it worked. Another kid laughed. Someone else repeated it, testing how far it could go. 

Kelly shoved him. 

It wasn’t hard. It wasn’t effective. 

The boy stumbled, then shoved back harder. Someone fell. Someone yelled. The whistle blew. By the time a teacher reached them, the story had already been simplified. 

Kelly stood there breathing too fast, hands still half-raised, trying to understand how saying one word had turned into this. 

“You can’t touch people,” the teacher said, disappointed but calm. 

Kelly nodded. 


      ***At the house, time stretched differently. Afternoons felt longer. Evenings were inconsistent. Some nights passed without incident. Others did not. Kelly learned not to assume either outcome. 

Punishments still happened. Kelly thought of them less as responses and more as corrections. Something had gone off-balance, and this was how it was brought back into line. It didn’t matter who caused it. The effect was the same. 

Afterward, there was no discussion. The house reset itself without explanation. 

Kelly noticed how quickly his body learned to anticipate. He could tell when to stop moving. When to make himself small. He learned the safest places to stand and the safest expression to wear on his face. 

Neutral worked best. 

They didn’t talk about Elaine. 

Not between themselves. Not because they had agreed not to, but because it felt like stepping into something unstable. The house had already decided the subject was closed. 

But Kelly still thought of them. Until he couldn’t see their faces anymore.



The children learned to move in sync without coordination. They cleaned up quickly when told. They stopped what they were doing immediately. They learned to recognize the tone that meant compliance was expected now, not later. 

Kelly found comfort in repetition. Making his bed the same way each morning. Lining his shoes up exactly. Keeping his backpack organized so nothing could be pulled out unexpectedly. 

He didn’t think of these things as habits. They were safeguards. 

There were moments when the house felt almost calm. Sitting on the floor with the television on low. Being left alone long enough to forget you were being watched. 

Kelly learned not to trust those moments too much. They were real, but temporary. He accepted them when they came and let them go when they ended. 


      ***At school, teachers praised him for being well-behaved.  He didn’t know what to say.

Kelly never told them anything about the house. We do not talk about what happens in this house.








