
		
			[image: They-do-as-they-wantcoverv11.pdf_1400.jpg]
		

	
		
			They Do as They Want

			Salinda Solomon

		

		
			
				[image: ]
			

		

	
		
			They Do as They Want

			First Edition: 2022

			ISBN: 9781524316884
ISBN eBook: 9781524327934

			© of the text:

			Salinda Solomon 

			© Layout, design and production of this edition: 2022 EBL

			All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced, distributed, or transmitted in any form or by any means, including photocopying, recording, or other electronic or mechanical methods, without the prior written permission of the Publisher.

		

	
		
			I would like to dedicate this book to my deceased father, 
Reuben Austin, and mother, Mary Louise Austin (Duncan), 
my son Richard Rubin Bowman, my daughter Kamisha 
Lafaye’ Solomon, along with my wonderful grandchildren 
Angel Bonaparte, Ty’quane Humphrey, Sir Paul Cheeks, 
Rickee Bowman, and Ryleigh Graves.

		

	
		
			Introduction

			This compelling story is based on my life story also sinister people who have evil thoughts and wicked ways. It is about how people committed senseless crimes. The story is also about my life and the things I have experienced in life. It’s about how my life became devastated and distraught. It’s about being married as a teenager. I had dropped out of high school and decided to go back at the age of seventeen. I will never mount out to something if I didn’t attend school. I needed a high school diploma and to further my education at a university college. It’s about having to live in different foster homes and going through trials and tribulations. It’s about living in public housing yet how I managed to purchase a home. Being in the military rated AEAN aviation electrician and watchman. It’s about the villainous nature of people’s thoughts and suggestions with the intent to harm others. These savage people, thinking evil thoughts and wicked ways. A debauched lifestyle is characterized as one in which a person has a desire for sensual pleasures but indulges in them by committing a type of sexual assault that they perceive to be harmful. They take out these unhealthy desires on someone who is trying hard to achieve their goals by joining the military and finding a successful career. They prey on someone who is working towards starting a new business and attending college courses along with being a self-starter at a new job. They exploit someone who has that energy to achieve. These people rebuke life and only engage in criticizing other people’s behavior. Invective and unbearable pain is something a person can’t tolerate in a painful situation, which is something I have experienced in life. Invective is abuse, either physical or verbal.

			Having a quarrel to win back that strength and power, which consists of fighting all odds with stamina, being able to conquer the fights. Unnatural sex is my life story when engaging in relationships with women.

			I had become a disconcerted person. Being destitute, I couldn’t afford the costly things I wanted in life. Living in public housing and trying my best to get out of the ghetto had become a brutal struggle. I battled a mid-life financial crisis while trying to make ends meet. I found myself being scorned and having a destructive life, surrounded by untrustworthy people, some even seem helpless. So many people turned pernicious, or they became distraught due to the crime they encountered. You just can’t trust anyone, not even family members. If you trust a stranger that knocks on your door, then your life might be in peril from the immediate danger or risk that you take just by opening your door to that stranger. People were more trustworthy back in the day.

			Why are we on this earth? Everyone asks this question, but nobody seems to know the answer. We should show some love and be meek towards our parents and other people. Don’t be self-centered but instead learn to share things, help other people, stop the violence, and be considerate. Stop being ruthless and hateful; learn to love one another. This just might be the reason why we are on this earth; to support and love each other.

			Happiness has become dissipated in some people’s lives, as they have fallen in love with money, as well as with themselves. So many people have become ungrateful and constantly want more, filled with greed. Their lives are focused on what they want and desire and not on the love a person could give them. We live in a different world; most people focus on money because they have separated themselves from society. We look for the good nature of having a close bond with family members and friends. Happiness has been destroyed by lies, games, scams, and foolish acts that result in losing a loved one.

			We are supposed to love all people and nationalities. Love your parents, family, and friends. Your beliefs are determined by what you believe in, and the things exerted in an acceptable way of life. Consecration is of great importance, knowing we are supposed to serve our God in a sanctuary, along with a congregation. We should always have faith in our Lord. We should keep the faith in our lives, believing that things in life will turn out alright. Have faith that you will definitely get that job. Have faith that you will be healed. Just live life abundantly.

			Your ways and reactions can be determined not only by the way you conduct yourself but also by the look in your eyes. Some discerning people can look a person in the eye and tell that the person is malicious or thinking evil thoughts. An evil look in the eye is based on people having the desire to kill or having committed a villainous or heinous crime. Your eyes tell a lot about you.

			They Do As They Want regards people’s social behavior, having faith in God, loving all people, the officious trust no one evil in the eye. They rebuke life having a financial crisis and being indignant all my life.

		

	
		
			Being Savage

			Being savage is being enraged towards people, not having self-control and acting in a savage way. In my estimation, the world has been imploded by villainous people, who have sought vengeance by becoming dauntless. People use guns for the wrong reason. They always say that guns don’t kill people, but people kill people. This is a true statement, and I can relate to it. This is a difficult world to live in, when people are not safe at schools, malls, theaters, churches, hospitals, homes, at work or any other place. Our lives are miserable, knowing these situations have occurred or will occur. We should feel safe when we are in public or at work. You don’t know what a person is thinking, which is the bad part of life. Whenever a tragedy occurs, we all relive the despair of the same repetitive thought; here we go again with the same tragedy. How can we go on with our lives when the same incidents happen all over again? It only gets worse, even though we are looking for the world to get better. The scariest part of life is when a person or a group of people come into a place and open fire. This is a senseless crime, a horrific tragedy that leaves family and friends distraught and devastated. People follow the bad and not the good. They are considered copycats. The only thing we can say is, here we go again. Most of the time it’s a wizard kid with mental problems. The bad part about the situation is that he commits suicide because he does not want to be punished for the crime. In general, the crime rate has increased in the United States. Car theft has increased and bank robberies as well. The population in the penitentiaries has also increased. In the United States of America, there are approximately 2.2 million people incarcerated. Over the past years, the number of prisoners has multiplied by 500%. They say the jails and prisons are overcrowded.

			The crime rate has risen in some parts of the United States. It’s just the young kids committing most of the crimes. They are very disobedient and want to rule the people in the world. Most of them are on drugs or alcohol. They have no interest in doing right. They just want to fit in with society.

			They say some people who are receiving government assistance have become comfortable with the programs and refuse to get off the programs by returning to school or work.

			They have labeled some black people as being indolent. In today’s society, there are a large number of people who have enhanced their education at a community or university college. Some of these people became successful and some of them have dropped out of the programs. In addition, some people were successful in starting a business! Some of them became doctors, lawyers, preachers, teachers, architects, entrepreneurs, journalists, actresses, and actors. Others started a business in the clothing design industry or worked in the music industry. Some became professional athletes. These people ended up with auspicious careers. They put in hard work, a lot of effort, and decided to make a major change in their lives.

			Yet others just stayed villainous and continued to do as they want. They are imprudent people who act foolishly. They have lost all self-control, and then they stop fighting fairly. Some infamous and vindictive people thought of ways to make others experience anguish. They have suffered from the trauma of losing a loved one or have become pernicious from some type of crime that has occurred. The turning point is to change their wicked ways.

			Road rage plays a role in society. A man was driving his car in two lanes. Another driver blew his horn to let him know he was in his lane. The man gave him the middle finger, flipping him off. The other driver, who was occupying two lanes, collided into his car and shot him in the head. This was an unnecessary crime that was committed. The man just wanted him to get out of his lane. If he did not give him the finger sign, he would probably still be alive, even though this was a senseless crime. A person can become offended over the littlest things. Life has changed. We can’t do the things we used to do anymore.

			Then there is the story of a man named Yancey, who robbed a bank in Richmond, Virginia. His motive was currency and how he could get away with it. He walked into the bank one morning, went up to the bank clerk, and pointed a shotgun in her face, demanding money. He walked out of the bank and never got caught. Since he got away with the first crime, he decided to return to the same bank to rob it again.

			He repeated the same sequence to get away with the crime. Do you know this foolish man had returned to the same bank to rob it again? This time he got caught. The police officer was puzzled as to why he robbed the same bank three times. He asked Yancey why, and he replied that it was an easy bank to rob. When you get away with it the first time, you usually run out of luck the second time. What was he thinking besides greed? He was bold to keep going back to the same bank to rob it.

			Spencer was the first man to be executed in Richmond, Virginia. His motive was to pick up prostitutes in the city of Richmond. He looked for the foolish women who sell their bodies for a loaf of bread (also known as money). He had driven around the downtown area of Richmond and picked them up on the strip. Once he got them in his car, he found an industrial area to have intercourse with them. When it came time for him to pay the prostitutes, he would kill them either by strangulation or with a pistol. I believe Spencer killed at least seventeen women or more. The judge was intrigued as to why he committed these crimes and asked him why he murdered all those women. Spencer stated that he hated some women, because of their shameful acts.

			Having a party in this generation is a bad idea for some people. People do not know how to act in public. Their demeanor changes when they go to a party. It seems like they are trying to scope out the place to look for a target. I attended a college party one day. It started off modest; people were having fun until a dispute erupted and escalated. It turned into a sporadic fight, and when one of the guys got the best of his victim, the victim went to his car, got his weapon, and shot the guy three or four times. When the cops arrived, he was declared dead on the scene.

			The argument was over a girl. This is a sad situation that could have been avoided, a life was lost over a senseless crime. Nowadays people do not know how to mingle and get along, they walk into a party and join the partygoers by acting thuggish and crazy. They want to be seen, with all eyes on them. I think having a party at a club or a house is a bad idea.

			One Saturday, I decided I wanted to go to Club Ivory in downtown Richmond, just to get out of the house. I called my friend Valeria to join me at the club. I stepped into the club around 9:00 pm, all dressed up and cleaned, smelling good. I went to the tapster to order a drink. I got a cocktail and sipped on it then ordered another drink. I wanted to feel nice before I hit the dance floor.

			I drank for an hour then hit the dance floor, and a guy started dancing with me. We danced for about fifteen minutes. While we were on the dance floor, a guy pulled out a pistol and opened fire in the club. One girl did not even know she had been shot in the back until I told her. She panicked and began screaming that she had been shot. They apprehended the suspect and then closed the club. At Club Ivory, disputes erupting among partygoers and excessive crime acts were the norm. The club finally closed down for good.

			They say every ten seconds a person is murdered because of so much violence in this world. All the recreation is gone, people just act savage at parties or clubs. People do not know how to mingle and get along. They have to show off and try to impress other people.

			The Bible says that God wanted to destroy every living creature because of the violence. His follower Noah begged him not to destroy every living creature. Violence plays a big role in society. There is so much hatred and so many deceived people engage in criminal acts.

		

	
		
			My Life in Society

			I lived in an urban area surrounded by high-rise buildings, which were the projects in Newark, New Jersey. I lived on Spruce Street until the age of eight. The school was within walking distance, as well as the convenience stores. In this area, there were bars on every corner. It was considered the ghetto because of the environment. It was a predominately black area. It was known as a drug and high crime area. You had drug dealers on the corner and prostitutes walking up and down the strip. I mostly stayed to myself.

			I met a couple of people that were humble and optimistic. Some people stayed in your business and observed you all the time. They were really nosy, watching when you were leaving and coming. It reminded me of a rural area because everybody knew everybody, even though it was a big city. The public school, pool and recreation center were not nearby. Our parents would drop us off at the pool or recreation center. On Fridays, we would go to Weequahic Park to have a cookout. This became a tradition for us. We always found things to keep us active. I really had fun coming up in society. In 1977, I lost my father due to natural causes. Things changed for my mother and me, as well as my siblings.

			My mother began to drink heavily and had to enroll in a substance abuse program. The apartment was in disarray, and my mother was reported to child protective services for neglect. My aunt Alma came and got us out of my mother’s home. At the time, I was elated about living with her and her children.

			My father had never wanted us to live with her because she was a mean and vindictive person. She always got in his business, criticizing his marriage talking about how degenerated my mother had become. They never got along; each time he visited her a dispute broke out. There was nothing but animosity with her every time we visited. I hated going over to her house, because of this issue. She never was a pleasant person to be around. She constantly brought drama. She was a sinister person that transgressed.

			But I was elated to be in a house and in a better area. I went through hell living with her though. Every time I turned around, she was fussing about little things and turning them into big issues. It was a headache to live with her and her daughter. They were looking for a punching bag, somebody they could physically abuse. My life became devastated and distraught at that time. I was so damn miserable living with them. I was never a happy person in her home.

			My intentions were to get away from both of them, by vamoosing at the age of ten. When I ran away, I never looked back. I went searching for my mother. I slept under cars, at schools, in unlocked cars, and behind a store building. It was rough on those streets. I had to survive by carrying people’s grocery bags to earn some money. I would steal from grocery and convenience stores. I became valiant at that age, but I had to get away from those fools. I believe she wanted to be awarded full custody of my siblings and me. It was all about getting those state checks from the government. My life was unstable due to my range of living places. I was placed in a shelter until my social worker could find a temporary foster home. I drifted from foster home to foster home, until I was placed back with my mother.

			My social worker, Mark, came by every day to see how my mother and I were doing. He noticed that on some days when he stopped by my mother was intoxicated. She did abuse alcohol; this is the reason I was removed from her home again. Mark signed me up for a summer camp program, and after the program was over, I was placed in a shelter. At first, I liked living at the shelter. I was able to pick out my own clothes, get involved in different activities, and we also went on field trips. In the morning I went to school, and after school I went to the nursery to take care of the babies who had been abandoned by their parents. When I got back to my dorm, I played different board games, cards and watched TV. They always had entertainment going on, we were never bored. What I did not like was their rules and regulations. We couldn’t straighten our hair with the hot comb or have a snack at a certain time. So, one day my roommate and I became distraught. She told me to help her vandalize the place. We threw the desk chairs out the window, we threw the mattress in the hallway, and the board games everywhere, then knocked down the guards and ran out the door. We headed up a hill, but we were surrounded by police cars. We ducked down in the grass, then ran in the opposite direction. We hid in the back of a school bus. A police officer scoured the bus and asked us to come out from underneath the bus seat. He apprehended us, then took us back inside the shelter. We went to bed and the next day we were punished for vandalizing the place and assaulting the guards. We had to go to school, then after school report to the nursery to take care of the infants. We had to go back to the shelter and do chores, such as clean all the bathrooms, mop the hallways floors, wash the walls, fold up the clothes, and clean certain rooms, then report back to the guard desk and do our homework. I was fed up with this punishment. I called my caseworker Mark and begged him to get me out of the shelter. He replied that my mother was not in the right state of mind to take care of me, so I asked him if he could find me a foster home to go to. He told me to give him a couple of weeks. I called my Aunt Alma and asked her if I could go back to living with her. She said, “Hell no, I do not want you back in my house.” I said “Ok,” and hung up the damn phone. I do not know what I was thinking when I called her lard behind. I was glad she said no. I just had to have patience and be calm. Two weeks later, Mark came and got me and placed me in a foster home with the Robinson family. I enjoyed this family, and they were glad to have me. My foster mother was a nurse, and her husband was a construction worker. They had three children, who always admired me and loved to spoil me. The house was immaculate; you could eat off the floor. They never took us on any family jaunts. We did not travel a lot except to visit relatives. They just were about making money, so they could have nice things. We barely had any family functions, such as cook-outs, parties, or special events. I lived with them for a year. My foster mother was constantly at my school, because of my behavior. I was out of control most of the time. I remember playing a game called Three Flies Up. This game consists of throwing a tennis ball against the wall, and the players have to try to catch the tennis ball. I was good at this game, as a matter of fact, this was my favorite game. I broke out two class windows playing this game. I always had big strong arms. The students used to tease me about having big arms. I am a strong person. Anyway, my foster mother became distraught, because she had to pay for those windows to be installed. Every time she turned around it was something else. She lost hours from work, signing me back in school.

			I was placed in several different foster homes. This became so frustrating because I was bouncing from home to home. Transferring to different schools. I grew up in a dysfunctional family, and never had self-control. I was a violent person. I fought in school most of the time; students always said I was rough for a girl because I fought the boys. Some of the parents wanted to press charges against me. I used to fight like Bruce Lee. I would jump up in the air and kick them in the face, and they would hit the ground. I was a fighter with the best moves. I attended two karate schools. My main focus was how to move fast and keep eye contact.

			Bruce Lee was my idol when he was alive. He held the utmost title because he was the greatest. I remember my father had taken me to see all his movies. I was devastated when he passed away. He had a tragic death, due to being poisoned with arsenic as they say.

			I used to recreate his moves when I fought. I was magnetic and popular in some schools. I got along with most of the students. I was recognized as the class clown. Most staff and teachers always idolized me. In school, my weakness was reading, but I aced math. I received achievement awards for having the highest score on my math test. Out of all the eighth graders, I had received the highest score in math, on the minimum basic skills test. But, I had the lowest reading score. My parents had never read a book to me, and so I was never interested in reading. The only time I read was in school. My main focus was on math, because I was good at numbers. I was considered dyslexic growing up. In high school I failed the reading section of the medium basic skill essay. The teacher told me she would let me take the test again but if I failed, I would not graduate on time with my classmates. I locked myself up in my room then and studied, because I wanted to graduate on time. I dropped out of high school for a month. I relinquished, just stayed home with my child. My life was tedious because there was not nothing to do but watch TV or sleep. When I took the minimum basic skill test again, I passed it with flying colors. I was totally elated knowing I was going to graduate on time. It was a struggle, but I was determined.

			My father would read a newspaper called the Star Ledger every day. Reading has become my favorite thing do to. If, you want to know something it’s in the books. The only time I would read was in school. My main focus was on math because I was good at numbers. My reading wasn’t all that good. In high school, I failed the reading portion section of the medium basic skill test. My reading score was always low. Math was my favorite subject. The teacher told me she would let me take the test again if I failed, then she mentioned I would not graduate on time with my classmates. I locked myself up in my room then and studied, because I wanted to graduate on time with my senior classmates. I dropped out of high school for a month. I relinquished, just stayed home with my child. My life was tedious because there was not nothing to do but watch TV or sleep.

			I had applied for welfare assistance and started living off those benefits. When I found out I couldn’t live off that type of income, I marched my behind to Barringer High School and enrolled back into my classes. I had to take the test all over again. I passed the reading section and graduated on time. I started studying for college. The decision to pass children to the next grade, whether they could read or write, has become a major issue in the school system.
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