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  DEDICATION




  This book is dedicated to the boy named Romeo.




  The teenager that became my friend. My quiet, loving little brother.




  Thank you for trusting me, letting me into your world, letting me help you begin to find your path.




  My hope is that as these books grow that you begin to see the potential inside you that I can see so clearly!




  Special thanks to Nate Morris, for introducing me to Romeo. Romeo’s Mother Sher, and older sister Michaela for helping me, help Romeo.




   




  





  CHAPTER ONE




  Intro to me




  Back in 2005 I became a Court Appointed Special Advocate for Abused and Neglected Children working in conjunction with the Kent County Family Court Division of Michigan. As a CASA I worked alongside the courts, the families of abused and neglected children as well as Child Protective Services.




  Before that time, had I been approached by anyone, asking, requesting me to do any sort of volunteer work, I would have given them the evil eye, shook my head in disgust and walked away without saying a word.




  That’s basically what I did too when one of my professors told me that in order to pass her class I would have to provide 15 hours volunteer time to my already hectic and busy life.




  My thoughts at that time were “I’m paying over 1,000.00 to take this class and I HAVE to do volunteer time as well? Screw that idea. Back then the idea of doing anything of that nature was absolute rubbish as up until that time, I had to provide and fend for myself.




  When I was 15 years-old, my mother left my father, who had become broken, At that time I didn’t understand the real reasons why she left, but looking back now I place no blame on her, as there is only so much one person can deal with, and she held on, stayed in a marriage that was more than most could handle for more than sixteen years.




  As for my father, he wasn’t a “Bad” man but he also wasn’t a great man. My father had a tenacity to lie a lot, living in an almost fantasy world. He knew the basic, traditional ideas of what a family was supposed to be.




  The typical ideology or rather the outdated concept that the wife was supposed to be the homemaker, taking care of the kids, cleaning the house, making the bill payments, grocery shopping, and satisfying the husbands requests.




  Whereas the father was to go to work, earn a wage, take care of the lawn, discipline the boys once he got home and more or less just watch television or tinker around the house till dinner time, then off to bed, and back to work to start the whole process over again.




  Kind of mundane when you think about it, and really not much of a life for the wife, and thus was the case for my mother.




  Again I blame her not for separating from my dad, divorcing him or leaving him as I eventually learned first-hand that he was a hard person to deal with.




  After my mother separated from him he became depressed all the time and never having to take on the role of the supportive, nurturing parent, instead he would spend most his days and nights in bed, watching Television. Never really doing much in the area of supporting his family.




  This left me to take on the role of the parent, quitting high school, finding a job, taking care of my brother and sister. Doing the best I could do in taking care of a family I was not ready, nor financially, nor maturely able to properly care for.




  I could go on and tell you how I learned to survive during those times, how I learned to turn on the gas, the electric and the water after it being shut off by the companies and the cites.




  I could go on and tell you how I stayed with my father up until I was twenty four years old. Tell you of the last few months with him, how I wished for his death every night. Tell you how evil I let myself become, how heartless, how dark and sinister I allowed my mind to travel inward.
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