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	To my wife V, the angel at my side…


	And Sonny, my brother, who walked with me through the valley of
the shadow of death…


	 


	 




 


	Proverbs 23


	 


	You shall strike him with the rod


	and rescue his soul from Sheol…


	 


	 




 


	1:
The Story of David


	 


	Hi, I’m David. I’m 12 years old and I’m sitting in a jail cell. I’m so scared I can taste it. Like some kind of gas or vapour at the back of my mouth. And that, I’m-about-to-bite-a-lemon feeling in my jaw. The cell feels damp. Damp and dark. It smells of other people’s body excretions. Piss and sh*t and vomit. Probably a lot of sweat. Fear sweat.


	The police have just taken my friend to the next room. It was quiet for a moment. Then I heard a crack, followed by an excruciating scream. More cracks and the scream turned to broken sobs. As if his mind could not make the connection between the pain and the expression of it. 


	I knew that I was next. My friend was 16. I was only 12. The taste of fear increased. Incredibly enough, along with that fear come a different feeling. Something new. I didn’t know what it was exactly. Now I know it was pride and determination.


	A really big policeman came into my cell. He had red hair. He was a giant. He was an angel of doom. He was here to introduce me to his wrath. Somehow I managed to walk without my knees giving way. 


	He told me to take my pants down. I felt so vulnerable. The taste of fear was so much I felt as if I could vomit it out. I braced myself. I knew it was going to be bad. The first crack of that cane sent excruciating pain throughout my entire body. You’d think it would only hurt where it landed. But that is not how it is. Literally, every nerve in my body felt that crack. I wanted to scream. ‘One is enough. I have learned my lesson! One is enough!’


	But I was getting 4! There was no way I was going to scream or cry in front of this man! I could tell he was surprised at my silence. He muttered under his breath, ‘So you are a tough one are you’


	The second crack I felt my skin split open. It was so bad. I had to bite into my lip so I wouldn’t scream out loud. The angel of doom was even more surprised at the silence that remained in the room. 


	I could hear his breathing. He seemed to be just as determined to make me scream as I was to remain quiet. The third crack. I could feel the blood running down my legs. I bit so hard on my lip. I could taste the blood in my mouth now too. In my mind, I called him every filthy name under the sun. I used my anger to sustain my determination. 


	My pain sensors were unable to acknowledge the fourth crack. My adrenaline was in overdrive.


	When it was over the angel of doom spoke, “You are going to be a troublemaker. I can tell. Good luck to you kid. You are tough as nails.”


	Two things happened at that moment. He prophesied over my future and I had gained his respect. 


	I didn’t want or need either!


	 


	Exodus 20


	Thou shalt not steal…


	 




 


	2:
Let’s Back Up


	 


	So how did I end up in that terrible predicament? Well, it was easier than you think. I lived in a small town in South Africa. My family didn’t have a lot of money but we got by. 


	My best friend Deon was 16. Unlikely I know. But it happened. After school on Fridays, we would go to the local supermarket and shoplift. It was great fun. I was quite good at it. It was also cool just to have stuff. Stuff we never would have had because we couldn’t afford it. We would challenge each other. Our tokens of rebellion grew in size. We thought that we were invincible.  Until one day we weren’t.


	I strolled out of that store without a care in the world. And then my life changed for good. From ‘…get those kids…’ to the police station… to fingerprinting… to getting a court date set. Waiting the entire holiday for sentencing. Like that wasn’t bad enough, but there was something more in store. And I was going to find that out when I got home.


	There was no summer holiday, carefree break. My world crashed down. Everything I ever knew to be the truth changed. You’d think that being caught stealing would wake me up. Make me scared enough to want to be good. Scared enough to stop breaking the law.


	Enough for this young man to say ‘Okay, lesson learned. No more shoplifting’ But what happened when I got home turned it all around. My rebellious nature was watered to the brim. Fuel was added to that fire and it blazed something awful. 


	 




 


	Psalm 27


	For my father and my mother have forsaken me, 


	but the Lord will take me in


	 




 


	3:
What Happened When I Got Home


	 


	“You are not my son….that is why you behave this way!”


	What? What? My mother. My own flesh and blood. My mommy is not my mother?


	It’s a crazy thing to hear 12 years after the fact. Maybe it wasn’t 12 years. Maybe I was 1 or 2 when she adopted me. I tried to question her but she blew it off. Trying to pretend she had only said it in anger. But I knew deep inside myself that it was the truth.


	Along with that truth comes so much burden. And so many questions. And there is nothing worse than questions with no answers when it comes to your very own existence.


	I hated everyone and everything. How could punishment for shoplifting be brutal violence? Literally getting the skin flayed off your body! I needed to come home to some kind of love after getting beaten like that. I needed a mother's, unconditional love. I needed someone to tell me it was going to be okay. They would be with me every step of the way. But the opposite happened.


	And now I am disowned! I don’t actually belong here. The only reason I am here is that these people felt sorry for me. I am a pity child. 


	I knew deep down that this was not the whole truth but it was the only part of the truth I could see at the time. The biggest impact of that news was that I felt alone. I was 12 years old and I stood alone.


	Going back to school was interesting. I could not sit. I literally could not sit. The benches were so hard and my rear end needed more time to heal. I’d try and sit to the side, but both sides were flayed.


	 My shorts stuck to my skin. If I sat too long they would somehow grow together. Then later I would have to peel them apart. I even try to pretend to be sitting and keep my body weight on my legs. But that was such hard work. Too hard, my legs were not strong enough. Everything was a challenge. Every day was a challenge!


	 


	Deon and I never breathed a word of it to anyone. We didn’t discuss it with each other either. I wondered if his ass was also sticking to his shorts. Maybe they weren't. He did scream. Maybe they didn’t hit him as hard. Maybe I should have screamed.


	 We suffered in silence. This cemented our bond. He took me into his circle of friends. They were all so much older than me. I have two vivid memories of first times.


	“Hey, kid” that was one of Deon’s friends “do you smoke?”


	Me, “Sure I do.” I had never smoked in my life.


	He handed me the cigarette and I became a smoker. 


	“Hey kid” another of Deon’s friends “do you drink?”


	Me, “Sure I do.”


	A whole lot of Old Brown Sherry later I was lying face down in a vomit-filled flower bed.


	This was the introduction to my life of substance abuse. It was the introduction to the man I would one day become.


	 




 


	2 Corinthians


	We have renounced the things hidden because of shame


	 




 


	4:
Last Year of Junior High School


	 


	After the summer break, I started my last year of junior school. Summer had been hard. The subject of adoption was taboo. And my mind continually returned to the same questions.


	Who was my real mother?


	What did she look like?


	Did I look like her?


	Did I have siblings?


	Did I belong to anyone?


	Did anyone love me unconditionally?


	Would I always have to feel rejected?


	I couldn’t help it. I felt like I didn’t belong in my own life and I wanted to have a life where I did belong. I couldn’t find a shape to close the empty hole inside of me. So I just had to live with it.


	During the week I would just get on with it. I went to school. I played rugby and cricket after school. And I was good at it. Played first team. But it really was just getting on with it. My life was all about the weekends.


	Weekends meant getting away from my life. Getting away from my mind. Getting away from my gaping hole. A bottle of Gin will do that you know. Unfortunately, it only works for a little while. It’s not magic. It wears off. But of course, I would just go back and get more.


	In a way, it was quite surreal. Being at school with all these ‘normal’ 12-year-olds. When I look back at it now, I cannot believe that I was only 12. Twelve is just a kid. The other kids were just kids.


	 And there I was, trying to get on with it. In my upside down, back to front, mess of a life.


	On the upside. I was very popular with the girls. I guess it’s true what they say. The ladies really do like the bad boys. 


	The problem is that I was too young for all of it. Back then I thought I was cool. I thought I was tough. I thought I was doing a pretty good job of it. Considering my circumstances. Now, of course, I know that I was unable to process anything. 


	Everything was going in and nothing was being processed. The hill was turning into a mountain!


	 


	Proverbs 29


	…a child left to himself brings shame to his mother….


	 




 


	5:
High School


	 


	“Hey, you!” Assembly had just finished. “You with the hair!” The voice was loud and clear. Of course, I know he was speaking to me. I had been expecting it.


	“You with the weird haircut, get to my office right now!”


	Yup! I was the one with the weird haircut. I had grown it all summer only to shave it into a mohawk the day before high school started. I wanted to stand out. I wanted everyone to know there was no messing with me. 


	“You apologise for the disrespect and sort that hair out after school today!” He was really angry. I just stood and looked at him.


	“Did you not hear me, young man. I said apologise!” His face was getting rather red. 


	I remained quiet. I would never say sorry. It was my hair. I could do what I wanted with it.


	He proceeded to rant and rave and fill the room with threats. Still, I remained quiet.


	3 Lashes later I was allowed to leave.


	The physical pain was nothing compared to the respect I had gained with my peers. They were pussy lashes anyway. Nothing like that prick policeman.


	There would be no initiation for me. No one would bully me. The friends I made were all years ahead of me. I was way ahead of the game. That older crowd turned out to be the beginning of my downward spiral into the life of addiction. 


	When I was 15 I got a motorbike. Legally I was required to be 16. But it was close enough. I wasn’t one to nit-pick about these little details. The bike changed my life. It represented freedom. I came and went as I pleased. It was awesome. I liked to take my helmet off so I could feel the wind, feel the freedom.


	 I clearly remember visiting a friend one Saturday afternoon.


	In South Africa, marijuana is called dagga and a pipe usually refers to a broken off bottleneck. It’s what we smoked our dagga from.


	My friend’s brother was in the little shack in the garden. He called me.


	“Hey, Dave, come and give me a light man.” 


	I’d done this many times before. I light 2 matches while he sucks on the bottleneck. I never really felt the effects of dagga. I didn’t get the chance to smoke it that often.


	But this time things didn’t go as I expected. He sucked on the pipe. Then he killed the glowing burn with the back of a  matchstick. After that, he pulled a piece of paper out of his pocket. The paper contained some white powder. He poured half this powder on to the surface of the pipe.


	I gave him another light. A sweet stinky smell filled the room. Little did I know that smell would become my true romance. My love-hate relationship for years and years to come. He took a hit and then passed it to me.


	“Have a hit man.” It sounded more like one word than a sentence. He was slurring and drooling a bit.


	I took the pipe and sucked that white smoke deep into my lungs.


	I left the room in a rush. I went into the clouds. Heavy black thunderclouds. Inviting me in. I drifted into nowhere land. In nowhere land nothing is constant and nothing is real. Well, except for the reality of nowhere. In nowhere land, everything happened in slow motion. I was sitting in the school ground talking to Deon. Then I wasn’t. I was working on my bike with my dad. Then I wasn’t.  I focused a bit. My nowhere land friend was sitting next to me.


	“Hey man.” I smiled at him.


	“Hey.” He slurred.


	We were in the same place but we didn’t meet. We were together but we were drifting on different planes, different clouds. For the next hour, we came and went. Visiting places inside our heads only we knew about. 


	I fell in love for the first time that day. I fell in love with the sweet stench of oblivion. 


	 




 


	Psalm 10


	But you have seen, for you observe trouble and grief,


	to repay it by your hand.


	The helpless commits himself to you.


	You are the helper of the fatherless.


	 




 


	6:
I Should Have Died


	 


	I made more nowhere land friends. This was my crowd. We wanted the same things. It made sense. One weekend we decided to go to a club just outside of town. They required no I.D. and you could bring your own booze.
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