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	This book is dedicated to my wife and son. 
McKenna and Myles.


	The two of you complete me. Praise Jesus for knowing what I needed and exactly when to bring it into existence. A triple-braided cord is not easily broken.


	 


	 




Thank you


	I would like to thank first and foremost my wife for praying with me and for me, supporting me in every way imaginable, battling with me, and fighting for me. I love you as Christ loved the church.


	I also have such a profound debit of gratitude to Jesus for His goodness and FAITHFULNESS to me throughout my life. Life has been difficult as it is. However, I have known love through Tim and Tayna, Kayla and Cody, my Late Grandparents, Gram and Pap who loved me like Jesus, my aunt Tonya and John and Nathan, for giving me so much and for forgiving me for all of the pain I had paid in return for their goodness.


	Thank you, mom and Barry, for all that you have done for me and my family.


	Thank you to Shade Reed and Avlon McCreadie for your fellowship, love, prayers, and obedience to our LORD. Thank you Alexander Juritsch for your work on the cover design


	Thank you to all of you who have loved us, accepted us, prayed for and with us, encouraged us, and do life with us! All of our Brothers and Sisters from North Way Christian Community who have been such a huge blessing to us, all of New Culture Church with Justin and Candice and Pastor J, Gilbert and my brother Theo at Another Level Ministries, and last but certainly not least where it counts (the first shall be last and the last shall be first), My Brothers who are still fighting the fight of faith behind concrete walls and steel doors, most of all, Amir Allen, who is without a doubt the one person I've ever met that can truly IDENTIFY with Galatians 2:20...thank you for loving me like Jesus.







 


	 


	 


	 



	The wicked stumble in times of calamity…


	 


	 


	 




Will I ever learn?


	Have you ever had someone stick a gun in your face? It’s the most intense feeling you can ever imagine. Looking death straight in the face makes everything inside you become more alive than ever. Adrenalin starts surging. Heart starts thumping. Then there is that weird feeling in the lower part of your body, like you may lose continence. And of course, the brain goes into overdrive.


	I figure even the toughest of men will have the same thought in that situation, ‘I don’t want to die.’


	There is that saying, ‘you don’t know what you have got till it’s gone’ these sayings come about because one day someone says it and another person thinks, ‘Geez that is so true.’ So they repeat it. And so it travels around the world. 


	But you can’t even appreciate what you don't have if you are dead. I did not want to die. Not on someone else's terms.


	“I will kill you!” That is what the man with the gun in my face said. I could see he meant it too. 


	“What are you doing on my property?” He asked.


	I was literally terrified. “We came to see Mary Lou Baker.” That’s what I said! I kid you not! My friend and I actually came to rob his house. He had every right to stand there with a gun in my face. But I could see his face relax. I could see that he believed me.


	“Look I don’t know any Mary Lou Baker,” he said, “but maybe my neighbour does. Come you two. Let’s go and ask her.”


	I get another huge surge of adrenalin. The man with the gun wants to take us to the neighbour's house so we can find Mary Lou Baker. The problem is that my friend and I just came from the neighbour's house. We broke in and stole a diamond ring and I-pod. Those items were in my backpack and this man still had a gun. What if the neighbour didn’t believe me? What if she got suspicious and figured out what we had done? I doubt it would be a good idea to run. This man would not hesitate to shoot. Man, at a time like that your brain can go through a million scenarios and come up with a solution in a matter of seconds. 


	And I did. Cool as a cucumber I spoke my way out of that situation. They let my friend and I go. He wrote down our names. Naturally, they were fake names. And that was it. We were free to go.


	Unfortunately, that freedom didn’t last long. The neighbour figured out that some items were missing from her house. She reported a break-in. Needless to say it didn’t take the authorities long to figure out that those two guys were not looking for Mary Lou Baker. 


	So my friend and I got arrested. And this is where my story gets really ugly. I was sitting in my cell. My friend was in a different cell. We were able to communicate through the air vent for a while. But then I sat down and looked around me. At the familiar sight of confinement. The familiar sight of the comfortless cold hard cage. 


	Familiar. That’s what I said. I had been here before. I had been here for such a very long time. I barely got to sniff what freedom felt like and here I was again. Dread overwhelmed me. Reality pushed in on me so hard I could barely breathe. 


	Just a short while ago I had been free. I could get a glass of water when I was thirsty. I could make a sandwich when I was hungry. I could open a refrigerator and have a browse inside. Decide if I wanted something from it. I could choose what I wanted to wear each day. Man, I could even use soft toilet paper when I went to the bathroom. 


	I could feel the cold clammy perspiration breaking out all over my body. I leaned forward and began vomiting. Funny thing that. Kind of like my body wanted to purge me out of that situation. But no amount of vomiting was going to help. I was a convicted felon. My criminal record is about as long as your arm. I was out after doing some serious time. And now here I sit. And I know that nobody out there is on my side. Every single one of them is fixing to put me away again for a very long time. 


	The worst part is that to me, this whole thing is so petty anyway. I was hanging out with my buddy and we had no money. But we wanted to get some smokes and some beer. So first we broke into a few churches. Hoping to find the offering, you know the donation bowl. But we had no luck. So we broke into a house. We were just looking for a bit of cash to make the evening a little more fun. 


	This alone would be like nothing. Maybe a fine and some probation. Worst case a few months. But I have a very unforgiving past. And it’s all documented so I have no place to hide. No one is going to look at this situation for what it is. They are going to look at that piece of paper that tells them about my past. They are going to lock me up and throw the key away based on my past. 


	Once I read this thing. It said, ‘Your future lies before you like fresh untrodden snow. Be careful how you walk it, coz every mark will show.’ Well, my snow looks like a hundred 4x4’s tore it up something good. 


	The truth is I don’t even know if all of this is consequences from choices I made or if I am just a victim of circumstance and environment. I know you may think that is a copout. But really, all I have ever done is what I know. What I have seen. What has been shown to me. Come take a walk with me down memory lane. Then you can decide for yourself.


	 




 


	 


	 


	 



	 


	…but they have rebelled against me…


	 


	 




Newspaper Article


	Area man dies fleeing from police.


	BARNESBORO – A Marion Centre RD 1 man was killed early today in an auto accident near Route 219, while he was reportedly attempting to flee from Barnesboro Police. 


	Susquehanna Township Police identified the victim as Michael B McAdoo, 22. He was pronounced dead of massive head and internal injuries at 2:45 today at Miners Hospital in Spangler where he was transported by Veterans Ambulance of Barnesboro.


	According to Susquehanna Township Police, Barnesboro Police surprised McAdoo at approximately 12:57 am, while he siphoned gas from state Department of Transportation equipment parked along Eighth Street in Barnesboro. He then reportedly jumped into his car and fled ‘at extremely excessive speed’ which led to the crash on a curve along rain-slick Route 219, one mile north of Barnesboro.


	Police say the vehicle rode off the road, went up an embankment and struck a utility pole. The car was demolished.


	I actually have that newspaper clipping. Not an internet article or a photograph of it. I have the actual piece of paper it was printed on that day. I was only 3 years old when that happened. That was my father!


	But before I tell you more about him I just want to say that I think my family is cursed. I know that sounds weird to some people, using the word cursed. But I really think it’s true. 


	You know how sometimes people say things like, ‘Geez I had such a bad day. Everything that could go wrong did go wrong.’ When they say that they mean that they overslept. Then they were in such a hurry drinking their coffee that they spilt it on their trousers. So they had to go and change, even though they were already very late for work. Then they couldn’t find their car keys. And as if that wasn’t enough it seemed like every traffic light was red.


	That is a bad day for most people.


	My father went to steal some gas and he paid for it with his life! That is not like everything that could go wrong did go wrong. That is, the worst possible thing that could happen did happen. And it seems to run in my family.


	When my eyes run over the words in that article it feels like my mind and heart have something of my father. I know, it’s just a piece of paper. But it connects me to him in some strange way. I wonder what went through his mind. I mean stealing gas was obviously something he had done before. So I doubt he had any kind of foreboding that something could go terribly wrong. I know stealing gas is a crime, but it isn’t up there on the list of horrific crimes. It seems like a small crime. Not one that could cost you your life. 


	I think about my father because it's natural for a kid to think about his dad. But I didn’t know him at all. From what I understand my mother and father enjoyed mind-altering substances like weed and alcohol. I don’t know if my mother's mother agreed to take me, or if she insisted on taking me. But I lived with her. 


	I was 3 when my father died but apparently, he visited me a couple of times in those three years. So yeah, the person in the newspaper article is a stranger but he is also my father. 


	My mother visited often. But there was no routine to it. She just randomly popped in and out of my life. 


	Now, as an adult, I think those random visits were fuelled by alcohol. I think she had a few drinks and decided she missed me and wanted to see me. Maybe I am wrong. Because I guess, sometimes extreme emotion can look like inebriation. If you wanted to know the truth I guess you would have to ask her.


	But I do remember her showing up and taking me out for the day. I remember her taking me to bars where I would get a lot of attention. Everyone saying how cute I was and all. Then at some point she would tell me that she loved me so much and wanted me to live with her but gran wouldn’t allow it.


	That’s pretty much how it always went. I was just a kid, and unable to understand the grown-up world. She was my mother and I wanted to go and live with her. She told me she wanted that too. In my mind that would be much better than living with gran. 


	Gran had 8 children. Two of them still lived at home with her. One of them was Tom. He was good to me. Made time for me. I really liked him. But her house was always very busy. And she worked during the day so grandpa would look after me. I spent most of my time outside. Just messing around. But when the weather was bad, I’d be inside with too much energy. Unless there was a thunderstorm. Then I’d sit at the window and watch it. I loved thunderstorms.


	Grandpa used to work in the timber industry and he had a huge log fall on him. Now he couldn’t walk properly. He needed to use a walking aid. But I was an energetic little fellow. So it didn’t really work out all that well. 


	I remember I must have been around 6 or 7 when I finally did go and live with mother. You see I was a kid and I couldn’t process all of the stuff that was going on in my life. My gran did take me to counselling. I guess she figured I needed it since I was not living with my parents even though they were still around. Then my father died so I guess I needed to process that too. But once I knew living with mother was an option I really started acting out. So between my nagging and my bad behaviour, my gran finally relented. She allowed me to go and live with mother.


	





 


	 


	 


	



	 


	Blessed are the meek…


	 


	 


	 




Sharon


	By the time I moved back to mother she was married to a military man. We lived at the military base. I did not like him. He was a rigid man. Typical for a military man I guess. Rules and regulations made their life. Fortunately for me, he was away a lot. My mother had also just had another child. I had a sister. Her name was Sharon. She was such a pretty little girl. I remember holding her on my lap and talking to her. She smiled and made little noises. I liked having a little sister.


	But life was hard for us. Military dad was rigid, but with time I also learned that he was hard inside. And cruel inside. There was no softness or kindness in him. The fact that he was away a lot meant mom could get up to anything she wanted to. I remember her being out a lot. I remember looking after my little sister a lot because mom was not there. I don’t know where she was but she was not with us.


	Somehow this tension built up inside me and I was always misbehaving. So mother decided I had ADHD. That is attention deficit hyperactivity disorder. She took me to get assessed and I was prescribed Ritalin. 


	To this day I personally don’t believe I needed Ritalin. I am an energetic person. I was an energetic kid and I am an energetic adult.  I believe that my environment caused me to act out and do badly at school too. I believe that many people get misdiagnosed because they act out differently to the norm. But how can professionals know the ‘norm’ when they don't have all the information.


	Like, did my mother tell them that military dad was abusive? Did she tell them that she was absent a lot? Did they know anything about my life? I mean in the end, military dad got arrested and taken away. That’s what kind of man he was.


	But back then I was a kid. The grown-ups had the power. That was the first time I was diagnosed with some or other psychological deficit. It certainly was not the last.


	For a while, later on in life I embraced these diagnoses. You know if a professional says Bi-Polar or Depressed or Manic or PSTD. At least you feel like you have an explanation and you can take steps to do something about it. But none of it helped at the end of the day. I had a hole inside of me. Something was missing and I couldn’t find what I needed to fill that hole. That gaping hole kept driving me to swim against the tide. I could not settle down and just live with it. Just accept it. It was too intense. 


	I remember one day my sister was 18 months old. Mother and military dad were home. I went to the park down the road. I had been playing in the park for quite some time when military dad’s car pulled up. Mother was yelling for me to get in the car. When I did I saw that Sharon was on mother’s lap. I thought she was dead. She was completely lifeless. Mother was in a panic. She was trying to stick her fingers down Sharon’s throat. Now I realise she was trying to make her vomit. But at the time I did not know what was going on.


	I remember feeling anxious and confused and also feeling dread. You see for me, these two people were unafraid, dominant and sure of themselves. But now they were scared and panicked. I looked at their faces and then at my sister’s face. I knew that I was a passenger on this ride. I was unable to do anything but observe. I was a helpless observer witnessing something dreadful unfold.


	Lives were forever changed that day. I have a memory of my real dad. Once he and mother came to fetch me at grans. He drove us to a field. He took a green glass soda bottle and put it in the field. Then he put a firecracker into the bottle and blew it up.


	That is what happened to all our lives that day. Something that was intact exploded into a million tiny shards. To this day all of those shards have not been found. They are still cutting into hidden places. Slow, deliberate, long term damage.


	It turns out that my sister ingested my bottle of Ritalin. They were sugar-coated and tasted like candy. She ate most of them. She spent months in a coma and on life-support. They asked me to make recordings of my voice because she liked to hear my voice. They said it soothed her. 


	She never returned to normal life after that. To this day she is in a care facility. She needs 24-hour assistance. She never went to school or got an education. She never got hugs and laughs. She never played with dolls and makeup. She never got to dress up as a princess. She never got to have friends or boyfriends. She never got to live any kind of life that we know. She was only 18 months old when Ritalin stole her entire future.


	That is all I have to say about my little sister. Can you see why I say we are cursed? That’s the kind of stuff you see in movies. It’s not the kind of stuff you are actually supposed to live or experience!


	 




 


	 


	 


	 



	 


	…do not exasperate your children, so they will not lose heart…


	





Torn


	Let’s talk about those shards of glass. The damage that was caused could not be undone. First of all, I remember visiting my sister in hospital. She seemed to have a lot of pipes going into her body. I had never seen anything like this before. Once again all I could do was sit and absorb the information before my eyes. 


	I guess I felt guilty too. Guilty for being okay. Guilty that I could walk around freely and she was tied to the pipes and the noisy machines. Guilty because it was my Ritalin. Guilty because I shouldn’t have gone to the park. I should have stayed at home and looked out for her. Guilty because she annoyed me at times. Guilty because I didn’t want to be hassled by her all the time. So I went and did my own thing. Yeah, I guess it would be accurate to say I felt really really guilty.


	It turns out that we had quite a big family because lots of them came to visit her. I gave her my favourite stuffed animal. I made recordings of my voice so she could hear me when I was not there.


	When I was not there I was at home. That wasn’t working out so good either. One day the military police came to arrest Military dad because he was sitting in the living room with a shotgun on his lap. I don’t know what he planned to do with the shotgun but I do know they took him away and encouraged mother to leave.


	So we did leave. We went to his parents. They gave us a trailer to live in. It was on their property. But they had a big property so it was not that close to their house. But we could see their house from where we were. When Sharon came out of the hospital she went to live in their house. 


	It was not a good time for me. They were sad people. They carried their sadness outwardly. One son had taken his own life. The stepdad had served time in prison. They had burdens and now we were there adding to them.


	The thing is, I was not really related to them was I? So I sort of became invisible. I guess they were trying to help my mother and look after my sister. In all of that I just sort of became forgotten. I spent some time at a school nearby. But school was not really something of value in my life. The rest of my time I spent wandering around country roads and fields. Because mother would promise me that she would be there when I came home from school. But when I got home she wasn’t there. I’d walk over to Military dad’s parents place. I’d spend some time with them and my sister. I’d often ask where mother was and they would say she was out but not to worry she would be back. Sometimes she was gone for days and even weeks. She was absent a lot. I have a memory of mother waking me up in the middle of the night telling me she was going out to get some milk. Then when she did not return I began to cry and scream. The Military Police came and waited with me until she returned. I just never really knew what was going to happen next. It unsettled me a lot. Same old same old I guess.


	Back then I didn’t think about this at all, but now as a man, I have to wonder how my mother coped. I mean, she clearly didn’t cope. But I can understand that. She was still in her 20’s. Her boyfriend, the father of her child, died in a car accident fleeing from the police. Her next relationship turned out to be a really bad choice. And now her daughter was forever changed by a mere moment in time. 


	In the end, that living situation didn’t really work out. So I was sent back to my gran. That should have been a good thing for me because she was about the only one that actually looked out for me. But gran was the only one that wanted me there. 


	There were these constant background voices telling her that I had to leave. Telling her that it was too much for grandpa. Telling her that it was unfair on the rest of them. I heard them too. I couldn’t help but understand that I was unwanted. My parents didn’t want me. My mother was abused by my father when she was pregnant and she abused her own body. My father was dead. My sister's life was destroyed. My mother couldn’t cope. And I was just in everyone's way. An unwanted burden of responsibility.


	That does something inside you know. It’s not possible to feel rejected, unwanted, unloved and be okay inside. It hurts. It digs deep and starts tearing. You know I would go to school and look at the innocent smiling faces of all the children and just know that I was not one of them. I was different inside. I was never going to be one of them. 


	So of course, I could no longer stay at gran. They then decided that I would go and live with some other family. Aunt Meg and Uncle Dan. They had a son named Dan too. He was exactly the same age as me. Well, I was a few months older. I had seen them in my life. I knew they were family, but it still felt like going to live with strangers. Because of that, I was very quiet. 


	This was the fifth time I had been moved. First I was at gran, then mom and military dad, then Military dad’s parents. Then back to gran and now here. I was 9 years old at this point. 


	It was hard because gran was the only one who ever made me feel loved. And now I knew I was not welcome there either. I mean I could visit. And I did visit. I went to her almost every weekend. But I could not live there. I had to live here and be raised here. 


	And here was no bed of roses let me tell you. Aunt Meg really wanted to help me. I could tell she cared. But Uncle Dan did not want me there. And he made that crystal clear on a daily basis. So you can just imagine the family dynamics in that household. 


	There was Dan junior who seemed to be torn between liking me and being an absolute ass to me. I mean if you can just get your head around the psychology of the situation. He is the biological son. Clearly the favourite in every given situation. He knows that he holds all the power over me. He knows his dad resents me, so sometimes he tries to be like his dad. At the same time though, when we are off alone together, he really seems to like me as a person. But his behaviour towards me is like a yo-yo. And it makes me confused and uncertain as to where I stand. 


	Then there is the mother who is genuinely trying her best to make it work for everyone. She is trying to include me and make me feel like part of her family. But at the same time, she is trying to please and placate her husband. Whilst doing that she also doesn’t want her own son to feel like anyone is stealing his love. I mean you don’t have to be any kind of genius to realise all of that is rather impossible. 


	And last but not least, Dan senior. Who just outright resented my presence in his home. Once he beat me so bad I was literally black and blue. My butt, my lower back and my legs. Child services were called and there was some sort of investigation. 


	This was the time that my demons started to show their faces. 


	I remember not wanting to take Ritalin anymore. I was very sure that I didn't want to take it. I had made up my mind and it was not going to be changed. Aunt Meg did not accept my decision. She tried to force me to take it. She pinned me down and tried shoving it into my mouth. In the end, I grabbed a knife and told her in no uncertain terms that I would not be taking Ritalin anymore.


	I guess you can see why Uncle Dan didn’t like me. I was the bad apple. That must be why he beat me so much.


	In a way, it seems like such a strange concept when kids act out. I mean it’s pretty obvious they are doing it because they are broken and hurting inside. But all the acting out just makes the whole situation worse. Still, I was not able to just sit back and say, ‘Ok I feel like the whole world is trampling on my heart. But no worries. I will just take it with a smile.’


	I went to counselling. A lot of counselling. None of it seemed to do me any good though. Don’t get me wrong, I am not knocking therapy. It works for a lot of people. But I wasn’t one of them. I mean there was this one guy at a guidance centre. I don’t think he knew what to do with me. Each time I went there we played Uno and he gave me candy bars. The candy bar counsellor. Like I said, none of it helped me in any way. 


	There is a saying, hurt people hurt people. I guess that was me. I was messed up inside. I was using my behaviour to try and show people what my insides looked like. 


	In the end I guess the police were called one to many times. I guess family services were called one too many times. I guess I ran away one too many times. So I was sent back to gran.


	 




 


	 


	 



	 


	See that you do not despise any of these little ones…


	 




Short-lived


	I was 14 by then and I was messed up. I’d lie in bed at night thinking about my mother and my father. He was gone but I still wondered about him. What kind of man he was, what kind of life he had as a kid. When I thought about mother I always just wished she could be like other moms. They didn’t seem to have as many problems as mine did.


	I guess I kind of knew that I wouldn’t be able to stay at gran. The phone calls had already started. I could only hear her side of the conversation. But it was mostly her explaining that she was looking for another solution. And yes, she knew that I could not stay with her permanently. 


	That really got to me. Why couldn’t I just stay with her? She was always good to me. She let me have fish. My very own pets. She took me for ice-cream. I mean she did stuff that made me feel wanted and good inside. But I have to say I was happy that I was away from Dan. Even though the damage was already done.


	I was damaged when I went there and now it was worse. I could feel it inside. The memories of his abuse taunted me. A kid should not have memories like these. It’s not right. I did have a couple of good memories though. Dan’s face every time the State Troopers came over. I could smell his nervousness and his fear. He literally went through an instant personality change when he faced them. I wanted to be a State Trooper when I finished school. I was sure about that. They are real-life heroes. 


	Eventually gran did find me a place with some other family members. I had never met them before. That would be the 7th time I moved if you count being back at gran too. I only stayed with them for nine months. There were too many kids and not enough money. She had kids. Her husband to be had a kid. Some other family member’s kid was there and then so was I. One too many at the end of the day. So after the nine months, I found myself back at gran. Eighth move! I swear even if you did an internet search, I doubt you would find a dog that lived in so many different places. 


	They go to a few homes and if it doesn’t work out they get put down. Euthanised. Sometimes I wished they would just put me down. I mean, what was the point of all of it. Moving me around and around. It never worked out. I would always just be in the way. No-one actually wanted me there. 


	Actually the nine months I spent at that family was the first time I got probation. Looking back I guess it’s kind of a funny story. I ran away. And a big truck picked me up. I thought I was in luck. Getting a ride to take me far away. But it turns out the truck driver was the granddad of the house I ran away from. He recognised me and took me back. Seriously? What are the odds of that happening? Anyway. When I was returned I kind of got scared. So I made up a story about being kidnapped. Now that is quite a serious offence. So naturally the family called the State Troopers. My lie didn’t hold up and I got busted. I mean you can’t lie to the police about a crime that didn’t happen. Yeah, so they put me on probation for that.
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