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Dedication  
      This is dedicated to Ethan and  Kaya, the two of 
you are the only things in this world that keep me from 
giving up on life. Everyday the thought of leaving you 
here alone is unbearable. And Tim Ryder, my boy. I 
love you bruh. And it’s thoughts of you that have led me 
through my life’s journey and you’ll be right here with 
me till the end yo. Until we meet again.  
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Introduction 
      Can you imagine a place, one that is nothing 
more than complete darkness? A place where 
emotions have long been extinct and hope, well 
hope is a pointless waste of time. See I don’t 
have to imagine this place Ive described. For me I 
only need to be left alone in my own mind for a 
moment. My mind is an ever expanding 
wasteland of insanity. And if your willing I’d like 
to take you on a journey. A tour if you will of 
everything from the actual madness going on in 
my head to the heartbreak which is my life. But 
never forget, you mustn’t stay too long. The 
madness, well it can be quite addictive. And 
somewhat misleading. I’ll try not to go into too 
much detail so that we can finish the journey and 
not be lost in one of the infinite movies that are 
my life. Are you ready?  Then let’s begin.  
                    WATCH YOUR STEP!  



Chapter one  
BORN INTO SIN 

       All my life I’ve had nightmares. Let me clarify, I’ve 
never had anything other than nightmares. I honestly 
can’t remember ever having just one good dream. Or 
just a dream that was normal. To this day it’s still this 
way. Sometimes I think I’m going to die in my sleep one 
of these days. I’ve come to learn I don’t dream if I get 
fucked up till I just pass out. I wake up so soon after I 
doubt I ever enter rim sleep. But when I do reach it  
usually I awake with a tight chest and out of breath. I 
still remember one of the first nightmares I ever had 
and didn’t forget. I don’t know why this one in 
particular stuck with me but I guess it’s fitting.  
     See I met the devil for the first time at just five years 
old. He came to me in a dream offering me everything 
imaginable. And yes you had to imagine because there 
were things in there that I’d never seen. Things that 
didn’t exist for almost five and some fifteen years in 
the future. Mounds of Video games, a wall size flat 



screen, a solid gold toilet and so much more. Just 
amazing is all I could think. Seeing how I was just a 
poor boy growing up in government housing with a 
single mother. I’d never have things like these. And the 
devil he was slick. He had a fresh cut and shave, a 
designer three piece suit. I mean just down right sharp. 
But knowing something wasn’t right in my gut with the 
situation. And not wanting to  be there any longer I ran 
and I kept running as fast as I could. He wasn’t happy 
about my unwillingness to submit. And I remember as I 
ran looking back at him. He just stood on the steps of 
this massive mansion laughing. And across the street 
was a giant billboard. As I watched it began to spin 
around revealing a flaming Ouija board. I was scared 
to death. That was only the beginning of my run-ins 
with the devil.   
    As for back as I remember after that everything I 
did, everywhere I went he was there. He was taunting 
me and bribing me. And I never realized that the 
decisions I was making would be leading me down the 
exact path he wanted me on. See as young as 12 years 
old I started to learn about drugs. Not just using them, 
but educating myself about them also. I had to know 
everything about every type of high there was. See I 

can remember being ten years old and hating the way 
the world looked. I wanted everything to look as it did 
in my art. Before I ever knew much anything about a 
high or what LSD was like for that matter.  I prayed 
one day. Out in my yard on the side of my apartment. I 
got on my knees and prayed. I asked for a life with a 
family (mother and father). I asked for a house, one 
with a yard and fence where I could have a dog. I even 
offered coins I had collected. But more than anything I 
prayed for the day I could get high and never come 
back down. To never have to see this world for what it 
is again. That everything would be like a life long acid 
trip. Yea that really happened.  
         Maybe it was the conditions of my childhood that 
made me this way. Like I said I was raised by a single 
mother in the projects, struggling to survive. And the 
fact that I was an only child made for a lot of lonely 
alone time. My mother worked sometimes two or three 
jobs to make ends meet. There was a time I can 
remember being in I think like the fourth grade. 
Momma would wake me up about 5:30 a.m. or so. 
She would be leaving for work and needed me to be 
awake for school at 7:30. So she would leave and I’d 
have to get myself to school. I’d get out of school 



about 3:30 and be home alone till around 5:30 p.m. 
. Mom would get home from work about that time, fix 
me some supper. After I ate she’d leave for work again 
about 6:30-7 p.m. . And I wouldn’t see her again till 
she was waking me for school the next morning. At 
the time I never really thought about how much time I 
really spent alone. I mean it’s all I knew so it was 
normal. If you factor in the setting of solid white walls 
in every room and I was basically in a sanitarium. So 
the whole idea of getting high was nothing out of the 
ordinary considering anything had to be better than 
nothing.  
     So  I embraced the opportunity to know everything   
I could about drugs, so that I could stay high forever. It 
came true as you’ll come to understand. First thing my 
friends and I discovered was paint and pills. My 
grandmother was going through depression and 
anxiety before they knew very much about it. And she 
was prescribed the cocktail. Well that’s what it’s called 
now. Pain killers, muscle relaxers, and Xanax.  But it 
didn’t work so she never took them and collected a 
huge box in the closet full of these bottles. My friends 
and I probably consumed the entire 24x24x24 
inch box of prescriptions. It didn’t take very long either 

maybe a month or two. And for a couple middle school 
kids that was pretty fast.  
    We tried them all, in every way imaginable. We 
popped them, we snorted them, we smoked them. We 
learned as much as we could about them and they’re 
affects through different ways of consumption. The pill 
thing didn’t have a very long run with us. What we were 
into was huffing paint. Man I remember we would huff 
through cans everyday. It was what I was looking for, 
Psychedelic euphoria. This went on for a while. We 
would spend most our time on the railroad tracks or 
the rock pile getting high. I think it became our hangout 
spot after we got high there one night. My uncle, a few 
friends and I all snuck out about midnight once. We 
had some bombs we had been making all week. Pill 
bottles filled with gun powder and bb’s we cut outta 
shotgun shells. With a fuse from some fire crackers run 
through them. We tried to blow up this guys truck. He 
lived right across the tracks. Apparently the fuse was 
way too long and the ground was real moist so we 
couldn’t get them to go off.  Eventually we just left and 
got fucked up on the tracks for awhile then walked 
through town. Just so you know they did work. As we 
walked past this house we lit one and tossed it on the 



roof and it went off.  But we didn’t hangout to see the 
damage. I think these kinds of things became the norm 
in my life early on.  
     It was on the rock pile. A huge pile of limestone 
rocks back behind the rice mill next to a bayou. It was 
there that one night as we were huffing that I was 
passed something and told to hit it. So I did. And I 
turned around immediately after inhaling the smoke 
and uttered the now famous words “This is Mari- Ju 
-Juana “.  And I knew my purpose in life at that very 
moment. It was the next day and already I was 
inquiring, where could I get more,  how much did it cost,  
how do you sell it, and what does it look like?  I hit it but 
never got a look at the actual bud. It was at this point 
in life where I started to see all the monsters, the dark 
secrets that were in plain sight. If you only knew what 
to look for you would see so much evil all around. 
Realizing everyone was on something really changed 
my perspective and drove me further toward my 
destiny. At thirteen I was introduced to crack cocaine.  
I was asleep at someone’s house, we had stayed up the 
whole night downing coffee. For what reason I do not 
know. But I was awoke to people talking in the kitchen. 
A few older guys were sitting around and one poured 

a pill bottle out on the table. It was full of yellowish 
rocks that resembled wax. After a brief lesson on 
what we were looking at and the ins and outs of selling 
it. They passed around a can. Like a coke can modified 
to smoke weed on. Except they put ashes on the holes 
and used it to smoke a rock. I hit it because I wanted to 
know what  the effects were. I always had to know 
what the effects were first hand. That’s what made me 
a good salesman. Being able to explain what I was 
selling in great detail.  
    So let me say it is very intense at the very start and 
kinda likable. Till you realize it completely goes away in 
a matter of minutes. The rock it self burns up quick 
and the worse part every time you hit it the high is 
weaker than the last hit. Yea you get less high with 
every hit. How whack! But the first hit was so nice 
you’ll continue to chase it regardless. And that’s how a 
fiend is hooked. I literally talked a friend that was 
trying to buy some weed from me into buying a rock 
instead. I told him I didn't have any weed but how 
amazing the high from this rock was. He bit and my 
first sale was in the books. I didn’t sell crack for very 
long though. I seen too much too fast. I was next door 
one day and the chick was at work. Her baby daddy 



was there watching the baby girl. Only he was in the 
kitchen with my friend smoking crack. While the baby 
was in the room with me and a couple other kids. The 
whole time we were smoking weed and trying to get 
her high. It didn’t take long to realize this was wrong. I 
left and always remembered thinking how could a 
father just leave his child alone with kids getting high 
so he himself could get high?       
   That baby’s daddy went on to get murdered by my 
neighbors son and his friend some 7-8 years later. 
They were at a bar and they gave him like $10 for a 
rock. So he left to get it. Well he walked across the 
bridge and was walking on the highway headed to 
town. I guess it was taking him to long and they went 
after him in a truck. They hit the guy and drug him 
several miles before he detached and they went home. 
The next day I was sitting on the porch with my 
neighbors son when he started telling me the story. 
How awful I thought. I had seen a lot growing up and 
nothing surprised me. Like when I was about 8 we 
were living in Hawaii when one night I was awoke on 
the couch where I slept. My mom was on the floor next 
to me freaking out because she thought worms were 
trying to come out her skin. While my dad and two 

guys sat at the table laughing at her. I also remember 
one night my dad taking me with him across the island 
to a big house where they were having a party and no 
one went to bed. The party seemed to just go on 
through the next day. At the time I had no idea what 
was going on. I’m well aware now that it was his plugs 
house and it was all about the new thing at the time, 
“Ice”. You’d think that after seeing things of this 
nature I’d want to stay as far away from drugs as 
possible, but it was quite the opposite.  
     Then when I was fifteen years old my uncle and I 
were at the fair with some friends. We drank 
hurricanes and popped Ritalin all night. Come the end 
of the night the fair was closing and on our way out my 
friends brother mentioned to him he had some coke. 
Curious to try it we all agreed to get some. So we got 
about a gram and took off. We were four deep in a 
Ford ranger. The kind with the little half seats that 
folded out the wall sideways. We pulled off and parked 
in the middle of what I think was a highway. Chopped it 
all up and everyone snorted their line. I remember my 
first thought being that it tasted like bananas. And 
that song from the commercial popped in my head. You 
know the one “ bananas in pajamas coming down the 



stairs”. I had to get out that truck. There was a rush of 
energy pumping through my body. We all got out and 
were standing in front of the truck right in the middle 
of the road. And I was so amped up I took off running 
up the street and came running full speed back toward 
the truck. It was during that run that I knew I was in 
love. But I also knew the addiction it had the potential 
of causing. So I knew it was important l stay away 
from it. It was awhile before coke came back in my life 
because I avoided it as much as I could. It wasn’t long 
after that night maybe a year or so when my life would 
change forever.   
    One night my uncle and his friend were supposed to 
pick me up to get high and do whatever was on the 
agenda that night. I remember it was a school night 
and they never came to get me. I think his friend didn’t 
want me with them because I was so young. It wasn’t 
until the next day I found out that my uncle had been 
arrested. Apparently they were parked on a gravel 
road which ran parallel to the highway just on the 
opposite side of the tracks. They were in the truck 
cooking crack on a spoon.   A game warden sitting 
across the field noticed the bright light from the flame 
in his night vision binoculars. He pulled up on them with 

lights and sirens. They had tried to flee but were 
stopped not far away. 16 years old about to turn 17 
and my uncle was charged with manufacturing crack 
cocaine. Man I felt like my world ended. They got him 
out and immediately signed him up for a program in 
Missouri called teen challenge. He was to do 14 
months there. Initially we thought he’ll just go do his 
time then come back and life would continue. But it 
didn’t. It was a Christian program for people with no 
other options. And he took a liking to it. He came back 
a different man. Well a work in progress. He stumbled 
here and there but ultimately righteousness prevailed. 
And his change permanently changed my life forever 
in two ways. First because he loved the lord and 
showed me it was nothing to be ashamed of. But that it 
actually made you more of a man to love the lord. This 
opened the door for what was to come as I continued 
my journey. And it also left me in the world alone to be 
my own man for the first time in my life. I wasn’t ready 
for this yet. But I had no choice but to man up.  
       Momma got married not long after my uncle left. 
And soon we moved to a new town. It wasn’t long 
before I made connections to the drug scene. I was in 
school with kids that had diamonds and gold in their 



mouth in the 8th grade. These kids had more money on 
them at school than I seen my mom ever have. But I 
also was faced with something completely new, racism. 
It was a big deal in this town. So for me it was difficult 
to be excepted. See where I grew up racism didn’t 
occur. So I had no idea the hate people could have 
towards each other. And I learned about police here 
also. I got my first three possession charges before I 
was 17 years old. At 15 I basically moved in with a guy 
that sold weed. He taught me standards as to weight, 
value, and quality. He taught me about consistency 
and customer relations. He had me drive back from 
outta state after we picked up a few pounds one time. I 
didn’t even have a license, hell  l didn’t even know how 
to get home. I’d never been to another state other then 
flying to Hawaii at this point. But I sucked it up and did 
what I had to. He said stay between the lines and 
follow this road until you see the sign that says home. I 
cranked the cypress hill and hit the highway.  
     I had up to this point in life avoided having a 
girlfriend. My philosophy was girls cost money, I’m 
broke and trying to get money. So it was counter 
productive. Till I met my first love. She was my best 
friend. And had everything in common with me. We 

were meant for each other. We lost our virginity 
together and continued to lose it every chance we got. 
I still remember my first blowjob because Bob5 
Marley was playing on the 8 track stereo she had.” Is 
this love that I’m feeling?”. Eventually she got 
pregnant and due to a mistake on my part she left me. 
But I didn’t let her have this child alone. And at 17 
years old I was the father of a 4 lb. 14 oz. baby boy. 
Only I was still a boy myself.  Faced with numerous 
weed charges I signed up for the army as an infantry 
soldier and I was to be trained in Georgia. It was to 
been a turning point in my life. It just didn’t quite turn 
out the way I had hoped. But through it all the devils 
still a liar if he thinks I’ll fold.  



“ Time, it seems to stand still when you only want to move 
forward. Time, it seems to never be enough when your 
enjoying the moment. Time, something that is none existent 
but rather a manifestation of our own doing. Meant as a 
means of measurement. And still it seems to dictate our lives. 
A moment in time can either bless your whole life or ruin it 
just as fast. But time can only do what we let it. Don’t spend 
your whole life chasing it wishing you had more. Enjoy each 
moment to the fullest and live in the present. Then you will 
truly enjoy life and have all the time in the world.”   ~ Jonez 



Chapter two 
    

Satans mind games 
	  

         

             So I’d like to pause  and take a look at  a few of 
the mind games satan likes to play. Because as I 
mentioned mental illness runs in my family. And all my 
life as I noticed things about how I felt that weren’t 
right, I would tell my mom. Her response was always 
the same. Your too young to be depressed. Your too 
young and have no reason to have anxiety. So on and 
so forth. It was when my little cousin collapsed from an 
anxiety attack when he was only in the first grade and 
was put on Xanax that I was positive she was not 
being honest with me. She was hoping to ignore my 
problem until it went away I’m sure. Well mental illness 
doesn’t go away.  
      I really think I can trace the start of my real 
depression back to a single moment when I was about 
14. My dad had just moved back from Hawaii. He 



dumped my mom after being with her 13 years not long 
prior to his return. He had done so over the phone, 
explaining he married some women he had only just 
met. Now back his wife and him were living at his moms 
where I had spunt a lot of my childhood with my 
grandparents. I was calling to speak with him like any 
excited child would, having not seen my father in a 
year or more. But he wasn’t there and his wife kept 
answering.Then without anything provoking the 
situation, I received a call from my granny, she said to 
stop calling and harassing my dads wife. Then she 
continued by saying” he isn’t your father and if you 
call back or come over I’ll call the police and have you 
arrested”. And just like that I lost my dad, my granny, 
my paw, and since my paw was dying of cancer I 
would never see him again. You’ll never understand the 
pain of losing loved ones that are still alive but you are 
dead to them unless you’ve experienced it. It’s fucking 
torment, especially for a child. How do you deal with 
someone you loved your whole life and thought they 
loved you the same telling you to get fucked as a 14 
year old child. And then the man that was your father 
never speaking up or apologizing. He just moved on 
without a word. Love never felt quite the same again. 

The sky never seemed to be as bright. And it wasn’t 
until I was in my twenties that I did something about it. 
       Depression is probably the issue that I have dealt 
with the most. Because not only having a less than 
fortunate upbringing I faced a lot of hardships and 
heartbreak I couldn’t understand as a child. Add the 
fact that by my mid twenties my brain no longer 
produced serotonin properly and you have a recipe for 
disaster. See depression can catch you off guard. It 
might start as just feeling like your having a bad day. 
You might just feel like you don’t have the energy to get 
anything done. Before you know it you don’t have the 
energy or the want to get out of bed in the morning. 
And that’s how you get trapped by thinking it was all 
normal feelings that would pass. Except they don’t. 
They began to get worse. And when you finally realize 
what’s happening to you it’s all but too late. Your at the 
point of no return.  
          So your there stuck in bed. You no longer have 
contact with people outside your bubble. You stop 
caring about yourself and your health. Then you don’t 
care about hygiene anymore, I mean why? Your not 
going nowhere or seeing anyone. Why does it matter if 



you stink and have been in the same clothes for five 
days? To you it really doesn’t matter. And that in itself 
is a problem.  Once you don’t care for yourself how 
can you care for anyone or anything else. And the 
heaviness builds, while you become comfortable in 
your state. You begin to enjoy having no joy. Like I 
warned you in the beginning, the madness can become 
quite addictive. Depression is a sick game the devil 
plays with peoples emotions. To make someone enjoy 
not enjoying anything. What a conundrum.  It takes a 
strong mind to realize what’s transpiring. And it takes 
an even stronger mind to break free from the vortex 
that is depression. Merely knowing how to counter the 
disease isn’t enough. You have to be able to implement 
this knowledge while undergoing mental division. 
Because your mind will be in an unstable condition 
bouncing from ok to why was I born continuously. If 
you survive and haven’t hurt or killed yourself that’s a 
big win. I can’t say I had many big wins myself.  
      Then there’s anxiety, WOW,  it’s a war in itself to 
live with. A battle for life and death with nothing 
actually harming you except your mind. Like 
something made up that exists but only in your world. 
Confused yet? Yea I’ve dealt with it for years and 

sometimes I find myself still trying to make sense of it. 
To describe it, it’s like having an overwhelming feeling 
of impending doom. As if you were going head on with 
a train or bus and that feeling of knowing once you 
collide your dead. All the adrenaline and fear. A million 
emotions at once. Are you still with me? Now imagine 
that with all that going on in you, that your sitting 
safely on your couch. And you know for a fact your 
safe and nothing is about to happen. But you still have 
all the emotions and fear flooding your body and 
brain. How do you explain that to someone that’s 
never went through it and can’t understand? Even if 
they wanted to help you from where their sitting your 
just making this up. And that’s probably the biggest 
problem, getting someone to believe. In order to get 
help someone must get others to understand that 
what’s happening is very real. And that’s almost 
impossible unless the person has had experience with 
this in their own life. I never believed it was anything 
serious either until I began to have them myself. And 
even having personal experience sometimes it’s still 
hard to see someone going through it and not question 
the legitimacy of their situation.  



      It takes a lot of work to build defenses and learn to 
counter these attacks. You must really put forth the 
effort. In the end your going to be your only hope. With 
meditation and breathing exercises you can learn to 
control the attack when it begins. But you need to 
learn to avoid the attacks. Find the triggers that set 
you off. Sometimes that’s easier said than done. 
Because like I said it happens unexpectedly for no 
reason most times. Then there’s what I call the “focus 
exercise”. Where you find something that comforts you 
and is a distraction to your mind. Something that you 
can focus on at times you know could cause an 
attack. And hopefully avoid it by ignoring it in a sense. 
Me personally you will almost never see me without my 
tablet or phone. I will constantly be fooling with them 
especially in meetings or groups. I’m not ignoring 
people, I still hold conversations and such. But I never 
take my focus off what I’m doing whether it be drawing, 
writing, or playing a game. And that way I stay in 
control of what my brain is worrying about. Or not 
worrying about. So like I said before anxiety is the 
devils way of keeping us from achieving our full 
potential through his lies. Understand this and you’ll 
have a much better chance of overcoming this illness.  



Cheeba(weed) Jonez(fiend) The legend was born but the immortal was forged by the haters 

. Aka King Krippy, Mac Diggity, Da Marijuana Don Juan, Major Moe Greene, etc... 

Chapter three 

Enter the weed fiend (Cheeba Jonez) 

        
      It was almost the end of 1999, and I was was 
waiting to leave for boot camp. Fort Benning, Georgia 
was my destination. I was a first time father and 
scared to death of failing at it. In just a few short 
weeks it would be a new millennium and I would be 18 
years old. My whole life lay ahead. And to celebrate 
the new year I went to a party with my sons godfather, 
a man that plays a very influential role in the rest of my 
life and the journey to salvation that unfolded. Him, his 
girlfriend and I road out to a home in the country and it 
had this big building in the back of it. On the inside it 
resembled a pool hall in a way. And it wasn’t long after 
arriving before I was finally introduced to a magical 
mind altering substance. LSD. I had eaten mushrooms 
out of cow fields for a long time by this point in my life, 
but regardless what your told they have no 



comparison to LSD. It was by far not nearly the 
hardest I would ever trip but it was a great experience 
none the less. I found myself sitting on a couch 
starring off. First the pool table started to flow as if it 
were made of rubber and riding waves. Then it also 
started resembling a cow talking to me. After that the 
fluorescent lights hanging from the ceiling began 
pumping with the beat of the music. And pastel 
bunnies danced across the ceiling. Then BAM, all of a 
sudden I realized everyone was gone except one girl 
sitting across the couch from me. This cross eyed 
chick was starring at me and I said what the fuck are 
you looking at? Well now I was really the only person 
left in the room. I didn’t know until later that my friend 
had started having a bad trip and left early. Looking 
back now I wonder what he saw? Because had I 
known this would be the last time we were to ever be 
together I would have said so much more and 
questioned his vision. But I’ll never have that chance. 
Hindsight is a motherfucker ain’t it? 
      Soon I shipped out to Fort Benning but it was short 
lived. After arriving and learning of the real politics 
behind being a soldier I was very disappointed. I’ve 
never been one for the politics of others. So after 

getting word of my federal background check coming 
back clean. Meaning my prior charges had been 
discarded. I went ahead and revealed somethings that 
were covered up during my  enlistment process. Like a 
tattoo on my upper arm complete with a Marijuana 
leaf, a bong, a cigar and other random paraphernalia. 
They offered to have it covered or removed but I 
refused. Especially after seeing other cover up jobs 
they put on people. They were horrible. And that’s all it 
took to be discharged. But I didn’t realize I would be 
held in limbo at reception for months before being 
released. It was a crazy place reception. It’s where the 
recruits are fattened up and taught the basics of being 
in the military. How to walk, how to talk, how you 
should address a sergeant and how not to address a 
sergeant. And so on. But it’s designed for soldiers to 
come in for about two weeks then rotate down range 
to boot camp while new recruits rotate in. It’s a cycle 
and everything is designed to loop. The meals, the 
programs, the whole agenda. It becomes redundant. 
The worse part is being surrounded by hundreds of 
young 18 year olds, some never been on their own 
before and a lot were troubled youth. Troubled might 
be too light. These were hardened criminals. Gang 



bangers from all over the country. I even found myself 
in the middle of a huge brawl at one point. I was hit with 
a padlock tied to the end of a tube sock, by this guy 
that was like 6’2” 300 lbs. it was crazy over there. 
But I found ways to make my time more unique. I 
started going out at night and sneaking off base. 
Using the railroad tracks I’d go to the next town where 
I’d buy things like cigarettes, liquor, weed, and porn 
magazines. I’d sneak them back in and sell them to the 
never ending cycle of new guys coming in.  
     Easter was coming up and I was sure I had to be 
released by then. It had already been like four months I 
had been waiting. So on the phone with my son who 
was almost one, I promised him daddy would be there 
for Easter. And regardless if he understood or not it 
was important to me to keep my promise. It wasn’t an 
option to break it. So as Easter got closer and there 
were no signs of me being release, I decided to go with 
my move. I already left and went to town regular so 
why not? One night I left and went home. I was 
officially AWOL (absent without leave). I spunt Easter 
with my son like I said I would and shortly after mom 
thought it best I returned to be discharged properly. So 
her and my stepdad drove me back to Georgia and 

dropped me off. It was another two months or so 
before my final paperwork was completed and I was 
released. I didn’t leave empty handed though. I learned 
something valuable that I would take with me and stand 
by for the rest of my life. Honesty, telling the truth 
even in a bad situation is always more beneficial than 
telling a lie. Except when talking to the police or in 
court of course.  
      Back in the world and only home about a week I left 
again to help a friend move. On my first day at his 
place I had barely awoke and was trying to score 
some weed. But I was going to have to wait on the 
weed because the guy wasn’t available yet. So as I sat 
there my friend offered to get me some ecstasy since 
his roommate had some for sell. Hmmmmm? I had 
never had ecstasy before. I remember faintly hearing 
stories my uncle told about trying it. So I said sure, 
always willing to experience a new high. I took just one 
tab and about an hour passed and I was no closer to 
reaching ecstasy than I was when I awoke. I told my 
boy this isn’t working and he said hold on. He came 
back with a second tab. Then he began to crush half of 
it on the table. He handed me the other half and said 
chew this then snort that. Ok? I was a little worried 



but I chewed it up and got on my knees. With a quick 
sniff it went straight to my brain. And as I lifted my 
head I felt as if I could go straight through the wall in 
front of me without ever getting off my knees or 
moving at all. WOW, what an intense feeling. I got to 
the couch and attempted to roll some weed that had 
finally arrived. But it was nearly impossible, not to 
mention my eyes were bouncing around my skull out of 
control. As I finally tried my best to light and smoke 
this blunt my stomach began to have its own problems. 
I immediately ran to the bathroom where upon arrival 
my insides evacuated like bulls on parade. But as fast 
as it began it stopped and in that moment it all became 
bliss. The whole world suddenly was at peace. I had 
never known happiness to this magnitude.  
     Not long after I reached my peak, I was introduced 
to the women who I would eventually marry in the near 
future. It was a few days later when I was introduced 
to meth. When we were bringing some to her. I didn’t 
try it that day but I seen it and learned that something 
the size of a grain of salt could have a person 
speeding for hours. I wasn’t sure if I could believe what 
I was being told. But she promised to take me out and 
show me. She took me out one weekend not long after. 

See every weekend her and her brother with their 
friends would have get togethers. They would spend 
the weekends doing meth. So eventually I was part of 
this ritual. But we tended to spend more time alone 
talking and getting to know each other than with her 
friends. This caused problems as she spunt less time 
with them and they already didn’t care for me because 
I smoked weed. It was only a few weeks later before 
we were living together. And it wasn’t but a few 
months later we were married.  
       Soon after moving in with her I met a few guys who 
would become family to me. And together we would 
build an empire and a legacy that would never die. It 
was in that chance meeting I began to create the 
legend or monster if you will that is Cheeba Jonez. 
See I tried my hand at working and it wasn’t that I 
couldn’t, because I excel at everything I do in life. It 
was the mindset I had with my anti system views and 
anti anything that wasn’t as I seen right. I couldn’t 
possibly last somewhere letting some douche who 
hasn’t earned any respect but demands it from others 
tell me what to do. I have morals, integrity, and honor. 
So in the end me getting jobs on and off only had two 
purposes one to shut my wife up and two to meet 



people, network , and build my client base. I started 
pedaling weed soon as I  got to this town. It wasn’t 
anything major at first. Just feeling out the city. 
Getting to know people and building my reputation. But 
by the end of the first year I had started to pick up 
momentum. So I decided at this time that I had to 
protect myself. Because it is impossible for no one to 
ever say your name and it not get repeated and spread 
like wildfire. Eventually leading directly to your demise. 
So I figured  why not give them a name. An alias that 
sounds believable enough and didn’t hint at  my legal 
name. I decided on one that suited me and paid homage 
to my favorite rap artist. I was to forever be Cheeba 
Jonez. See since the beginning I was a marijuana 
enthusiast. I chose cheeba another word for weed.  I 
heard it in a song call something for the blunted. And 
for a last name  well,  it took a lil thought but what 
better than Jonez. Jonezin is to fiend for weed.  
Which in itself is almost a contradiction since you 
can’t actually become addicted to marijuana. But I did.  
Before I knew it I was  starting to grow a client base 
and a following that was constantly expanding. At 19 I 
was already headed to the top. I was hustling nonstop, 
perfecting my game daily. Everyone in the city knew 

my name, or what they thought my name was. As I 
grew my teammates fell off and were absorbed into my 
business. Do you know what it feels like to be greeted 
with smiles and love everywhere you go? I had the 
entire staff of most every restaurant in the city buying 
from me. So I could basically eat free or very 
discounted meals anytime I wanted. Pizza guys would 
deliver free pizzas just to get a bud from me or 
sometimes just as an excuse to come buy something 
while they were working. It was an amazing feeling to 
come from nothing, and be barely respected as an 
individual, with few friends.To having my hearts 
desires, being highly respected, and having more 
friends then I could count, or so I thought. But nothing 
lasts forever and I’d soon start to learn some tough 
lessons about life. And I’m not sure I shook back, l just 
merely continued down the spiral toward absolute 
madness. While drowning my past and all my emotions 
with drugs. All the while ignoring my mental illness to 
the best of my ability. And that too couldn’t continue 
forever.  But I will say this, while it lasted I had the time 
of my life.  And I wouldn’t change a thing.  



Chapter four 

Addicted to addiction  

       
     Let’s pause again and look at another one of the 
devils lies. Addiction it comes in many forms, but for 
the purpose of this book I’ll focus on drugs and the 
hustle. See not all addicts are the same. And in the 
same way neither are all addictions. Some addictions 
are physically dependent things that your body 
craves. While others are mental fixations people can’t 
seem to turn off. Mental addictions can be a lot more 
severe and permanently damaging to an individual 
than many might think possible. As a drug addict you 
find a high that you can’t get enough of until your body 
starts to need it. So much so that when you don’t have 
it your body will begin to physically make it known. 
Depending on the substance you can get sick, feel lots 
of pain, even develop mental illnesses like depression 
and anxiety. It can be a very unpleasant experience. 



And this is what causes you to continue to use 
whatever the substance may be in order to avoid these 
withdraw symptoms. Most addicts indulge and binge. 
They have no worries about any of the consequences 
they may have to face as long as they can continue to 
get high. There’s also functioning addicts who are able 
to maintain this lifestyle without effecting their private 
and public lives. They manage to move about amongst 
the rest of society and be contributing members. All 
while enjoying their favorite drugs the whole time and 
never letting on that their high. Drug addictions can be 
passed on genetically. But they can also be self 
inflicted just the same. It’s all circumstantial and 
subject to your own life. Every person is different so 
anyone can fall victim to addiction at any time.  
     Now on the other hand we have an addiction that 
takes place in your mind and doesn’t require any 
substance to get high. Being addicted to the hustle 
might be hands down the hardest addiction to beat. It’s 
nearly impossible to get away from. And it’s  such a 
rush getting instant gratification on your labor. The 
feeling of beating some one in a transaction not by 
anything else but your persuasion and charm. The 
way you let the duck feel in control as if they are 

dictating the deal and winning big. There’s an art to it. 
But most people think anyone can do it or that it 
doesn’t involve any actual skill. And that is so far from 
the truth. It takes skills most people have to go to 
college and achieve masters degrees in psychology to 
affectively use in practice. But some people are born 
with these gifts. Making hustling an almost effortless 
task. And it will at times even impress the hustler how 
good he/she is causing an extreme sense of 
satisfaction. Which becomes a high we chase to feed 
the addiction. I would literally do it with no expectations 
of profiting, just looking for the high from being in 
control. It’s like no other feeling you can imagine. Even 
better than adrenaline.  
     Addiction really does have a dark side though, 
something I learned early on. When I met my son’s 
godfather as a teenager, I didn’t know about the 
hidden demons he battled. Me and two other friends 
spent endless hours at his house getting drunk, making 
music of sorts and generally fucking off.  The first 
time I seen him sick I assume it was the alcohol. I 
remember I sat with him all night while he threw up 
blood. He was in severe pain and I didn’t know why. It 
wasn’t till later he hinted at the real culprit and then 



later when I saw something I wasn’t supposed to. It 
was his kit, the rubber hose to tie off, and the spoon 
and syringe.That’s when he told me. He said,”I shoot 
heroin, you’ll never see it. You’ll never see me do it. But 
I’m addicted”. Curious as I was I asked to try it. And 
knowing the consequences he refused to let me. I don’t 
know what part it played later in life because like he 
promised I never seen it or him using it. So whether he 
quit or continued till the end I’ll never know. But what I 
do know is addiction is very serious. Anything that can 
cause horrible things to happen to a person, and not 
be enough for them to put it down. But instead 
continue to allow themselves to go through this pain in 
an endless cycle isn’t right. Only the devil could make 
you believe such an evil lie.  Only the devil. And this is 
just one more of the sick games he plays on us. One 
more demon surrounding me as I trek through life  
looking for an exit. As if life itself wasn’t enough 
weight on ones shoulders, I’m forced to carry these 
three demons as well. I wish I could say they were the 
last of my demons but that would make me a liar also.  
And that I won’t allow.  



Chapter five 
Premonitions  

         

        Even with this weight on my back my business still 
grew and so did my ego. I was achieving great things. 
My dreams were coming true. And my feelings were, 
God didn’t do this, I did. Who’s to say there is a God. 
This was the way I felt about things at that time. I 
couldn’t be further from the truth. But I was still far 
from where the journey of discovery would take me. So 
I continued to prays myself for my achievements and 
in doing this I was actually giving the devil what he 
wanted all along. I was actually giving him glory and 
had no idea. But that would end soon.  
      So as I discovered different drugs and rediscovered 
others, I took each one to the limit so I could know at 
what point does it stop getting you higher. I was at one 
point taking ecstasy three times a day seven days a 
week. One at 6am, then I’d  bring my wife to work and 



start my day. One at 6pm, then I’d  pick my wife up 
from work and continue to finish up my deliveries. 
Then one at 11pm to end my day and I’d watch CNN 
until the sun came back up. Or even just popping 15 
tabs in one night. Mixed with coke, wet and whatever 
else came along. At some point my main weed 
connection was benched. Which was a major blow at 
that time. With him we had no worries. He was coming 
through dropping of a average of fifty pounds a week 
on consignment. Along with other things. Sometimes a 
couple hundred ecstasy tabs or sometimes 20-30 
pints of drank( liquid codeine). So without the massive 
supply at my disposal I had to incorporate new 
products to my portfolio to keep from going under. Well 
it was this move that brought cocaine back into my life. 
Man I knew I shouldn’t fuck with it but I did it anyway. 
It took off and things were even better than before. 
Most everyone at that time was using things like baby 
laxatives or epsom salt  to cut their cocaine. Because 
when you step on it you turn yours into more and make 
more money. But those things were horrible. Baby 
laxative made your nose run and gave you the shits. 
Epsom salt burned like hell. And if you knew anything 
about drugs you know serious addicts shoot up.  

Problem is none of those things dissolve in water so 
they see all the cut they bought and know they’ve been 
had. But me being the type to learn these things and 
improve on the game. I discovered something called 
inositol (B12 in powder form). It dissolves completely 
in the water right along with the dope. So no evidence 
of cut. It don’t burn when you snort it.  It actually 
tastes a lil sweet. But the best part is B12 is pure 
energy. It enhances the high of anything. Even when 
we ran blind studies people chose the inositol over the 
pure coke. Amazing. At thins rate I’m able to turn one 
ounce into three all day no problem. You think about 
the numbers when you cut like all your cut is valued the 
same as your coke. Just purchased at fractions of the 
cost. BALLIN! Or so I thought, but what goes up must 
come down. Right?  
      New Years 2000 was the last time I seen my sons 
godfather in person. And it would remain that way 
unfortunately. See he had been living in Florida for the 
last couple years working. And he had finally decided 
to move back about this same time I was doing my 
George young. One day I received a call from him, it 
felt good to talk to him again especially now when I had 
the weight of the world on my back. See when he used 



to get down or feel he needed a friend he would show 
up to my moms. Without warning he would pack my 
clothes, and tell me I was going to his place with him 
and his girl. And never was there a time frame, I never 
knew when I’d be back. But it was usually when his 
depression or whatever he was going through had 
passed. It was never discussed but over time knowing 
what I know now, he didn’t have to tell me why. And he 
was just the right person to had called me at this point. 
So he was back home with a new girl and excited to get 
together with me. But we both had a few things to do, 
so we agreed to try and get together for New Years. 
Damn! I dropped the fucking ball hard on this one. See 
I had been doin plenty of cocaine and it’s probably not 
a good idea for me to do something that causes so 
much paranoia when I sell drugs for a living. Especially 
something so addictive. And now I had a huge surplus 
of powder at my disposal, it was a bad combination.  It 
was a mixture of unstable emotions and  a dream my 
wife just had about me getting busted that ultimately 
kept me from answering when he called back. 
Paranoid and selfish I never stopped to think he 
could’ve possibly just needed a friend. Why the hell did 
I ignore that call? Yea, the phone it rang and rang the 

last call he ever made to me and I didn’t answer. Not 
because I missed it. Because I chose not to, I chose this 
life of hustling over my friend. Fucking dick move on 
my part. Some shits harder to live with than others. But 
we all harbor our own demons. Its how we choose to 
confront them that makes us different.  Some clock out 
early. And then you got people like me who just stay 
loaded and pray the voices quit taunting us for just a 
moment now and then. 
     I never spoke to Tim again. Not in person anyways. I 
was later informed he had shot himself. Yea, he took his 
own life. I couldn’t begin to forgive myself. I felt just as 
responsible as if I had pulled the trigger. And this 
caused an unpredictable chain of events. On one hand 
my immediate reaction was wanting to die. I figured I 
could O.D. I had plenty enough drugs around me all the 
time. So I began eating Xanax bars to forget.  One 
became two and at some point I was waking up in the 
morning eating seven to start the day. My cocaine 
consumption became uncontrollable. I know on several 
occasions I O.D. on coke. But each time even tho I was 
alone and shouldn’t have survived still miraculously I 
came to. God wasn’t letting me die. At the time I didn’t 
understand and I cursed him for not letting me die. 



Eventually I came to believe god would never let me die 
this way. And that brought me to a place in my life 
where I no longer feared any drug. My cocaine 
consumption at its height and understand this height 
lasted at least three years. I was using about a half 
ounce, that’s 14 grams of coke a day. Everyday just 
me. I would use a whole eight ball (3.5 grams) before 
I’d get out of bed and get dressed in the mornings. I 
began to drink along with everything else. I would drink 
fifths of tequila straight. Forties of old English malt 
liquor bottle after bottle. And it was at this point I 
started to question things. I was always under the 
impression that if you kill yourself you go to hell. No 
exceptions no coming back. But a program on the 
book of James said something to make me question 
this belief. So now my mission became to either find a 
loop hole to free Tim from hell or I would spend eternity 
with him so he wasn’t alone. And it was at this point I 
come to the conclusion from what I’ve been told, which 
is if God is real so is the devil. Well I knew for a fact the 
devil was real I could literally turn around and look at 
him standing there my whole life. I had never had fear 
of him because he’s not the monster people describe 
he’s much the opposite. Charming, friendly, very 



smooth and cunning. So if he was real and the same 
held true that meant God had to be real also. And this 
was the beginning of me starting to pay attention to 
my surroundings and notice God working in the world.  
    Initially I looked through the Old Testament for where 
it says that suicide is unforgivable. And it was a whole 
lot of stuff that I just couldn’t comprehend and I got 
bored with it quickly. I left from that mission with this 
understanding of God. Which was he is all powerful 
and if you fuck with him and piss him off he’ll kill 
everyone, he just didn’t give a fuck. An eye for an eye. 
Hell yeah I can ride behind that. You can’t fuck with my 
God. Man I was so feeble minded. As things went on I 
felt I had made progress and started to abandon my 
mission. But in reality I hadn’t left the gate. So I 
continued to fuck up. But I eventually stopped the 
drinking and tried to quit coke but that would be more 
difficult than you could imagine. As my 24th birthday 
approached I had a premonition. And had been having 
it for a good while already. Something had been telling 
me for sometime that my life would end at this point.  In 
my mind it was saying that at 24 I’d die. And if not my 
life ending must be symbolic, and I was going to jail 
forever. I believed these things to be true. Well my 

birthday came and I started  realizing that all those 
people I thought were friends were no where around. 
They had slowly backed away as my self destructive 
nature exploded, but in hind sight they weren’t my 
friends to begin with, they were customers.  
   It was my birthday the first time I burnt myself. It felt 
so good. I used a blunt I was smoking to burn three 
holes in my left hand.  I had no idea at the time what I 
was really doin. Or that it would come back later and I 
would embrace it. Five days after my birthday I 
remember because next door my niece was 
celebrating her sweet sixteen. I had been running all 
day and had only went home for a quick stop to grab a 
few things and hit a couple licks before going back to 
my boys house to relax. While there I was visited by the 
drugs task force. I was in the back room when I heard 
someone calling for me using my full government 
name. First thought was who the hell knows my name 
like that. Second thought was why were they in my 
housep ppl. So I crept down the dark hall to the living 
room which had no lights on either. I had my .380 with 
a full belly , I just kept it in my pocket concealed but 
hand on the trigger. As I got close enough to make out 
two men in my living room and noticed the badges they 



had hanging off their necks. I took my hand out my 
pocket and left the gun in it. I approached them 
questioning as to what reason were they in my house 
and who let them in. Because they entered illegally 
without a warrant and before I could really get the 
upper hand they seen probable cause. A joint someone 
randomly left sitting on my bar. But that’s all it took 
and I was off to jail for the first time. Lucky I didn’t 
start shooting because the minute the handcuffs came 
out about fifteen more cops came through the door 
with A.R.  15’s  and cameras. I would have been torn 
to shreds. My premonitions were correct in some 
ways. Because there were some people that had 
planned to come in my house that night and rob me, 
possibly kill me. They did come but I had already been 
hauled off to jail. And yea I went to jail but only three 
weeks before bonding out. So I felt ok the vision was 
half true but crisis avoided right? Well my life was 
about to end. I couldn’t see it coming but because of 
God’s grace I was only dying in order to be reborn as a 
child of God. And this was truly the beginning of a 
new life. Not new in the sense of physical but a new 
perspective and thought process to eventually change 
everything.  And strengthen me for the trails ahead.  



Chapter six 
Self-harm & the masochist  

       
       So the most ignored, hidden, taboo, and 
underrated mental illness of all, self-harm. I don’t even 
know if it’s classified as a mental defect, but it should 
be. I list it along with depression, anxiety, addiction, 
and suicide as all being part of mental illness, because 
they are all in some way the minds doing. Anytime the 
mind plays cruel tricks on the heart it’s a recipe for 
disaster. Your mind along with your emotions can play 
a complex game of what if’s. Combined with 
overthinking situations and the sense of rejection from 
the world around you, it can  leave you in a place 
you’ve never anticipated. No one derives joy from 
harming themselves, right? Wrong, more common than 
we can imagine is the fact that people hurt themselves 
intentionally everyday. And they’re able to keep it so 
discrete no one really notices. That in it self is a shame 



and needs to be corrected. See pain isn’t always a 
physical injury or something of that nature. There are 
very real pains that can manifest from emotions and 
thoughts and they can hurt just as bad as any other 
pain. Maybe even worse. It’s like they say people can’t 
stand when someone acts just like them right? So 
imagine being stuck with yourself in solitude. You are 
and will be your own worst enemy. Causing 
unimaginable mental pain on yourself. Till you feel 
physica l ly hu rting yo u rself wi l l pu n ish and 
simultaneously heal your hurting soul. So you chastise 
yourself. And truth is medicine is useless in these 
cases. So this is how you take away the pain of a 
broken heart. Then there’s always drugs to take your 
mind far away from it. But you’ll die fast and it’s 
almost another form of self harm in ways.  
      Let’s see what ways are there  to achieve the 
numbing of the soul. Well in order to ease pain that is 
caused emotionally or mentally you need to 
understand the body and more important the brain. In 
the brain are what’s called dopamines. They are 
chemicals that control emotions and such in the body. 
So if you were to release these in your system they 
cause instant effects on your mind and body. 

Endorphins are released when you experience pain. 
Now I’m no scientist and don’t know scientific terms 
and details, but I’ll tell you what I know from first hand 
experience. When I hold a lit cigarette to my arm as it 
slowly begins to cook my flesh.  My brain begins 
releasing these endorphins. It causes a nice 
comfortable feeling with a slightly warm and tingly 
sensation that moves over my entire body. As that 
happens I’m able to burn longer and deeper. This 
causes a flood of endorphins which numb every 
emotion or feeling that are present in me at that 
moment. What an awesome feeling of complete relief. 
Then it’s over but it’s such a great feeling. And the 
pains don’t just return like being healed with medicine. 
  People will do things to make their experience more 
painful in order to drag it out. But eventually you’ll have 
no pain to heal and still be hurting your self regularly. 
Why? Because like anything else, that chemical in 
your brain feels so good now your chasing that 
feeling. But destroying yourself in the process. I 
mentioned in my other book self harm being someone 
preparing themselves for suicide. The idea of someone 
hurting themselves is hard to think about and harder 
to do. But once you do it once it begins to get easier 



with every cut or burn etc. Finally when you can do 
this to yourself without any effort, you are comfortable 
enough to follow through and take your life. It’s a 
serious problem so if you know or suspect someone 
you know  of self-harm please confront them. And if 
they haven’t brought it to your attention yet, pray they 
do. You could be saving their life by just caring enough 
to talk about it. And if you your self partake in this 
masochistic lifestyle look for an alternative before it 
becomes an obsession. An addiction that goes wrong. 
Or for the simple fact it would devastate your mother 
to know her baby is so dead inside and there’s nothing 
she can do to fix it. As does mine and it’s only another 
twisted game the devil plays. And one more demon I 
must carry.  



Chapter seven 
Gods infinite grace 

       
       But none the less God is spectacular. Well,  yea 
but I haven’t been able to claim it just yet. So where 
was we? Oh yea, I found myself sitting in jail. I wasn’t 
happy at all. I was pissed off because this tarnished 
my superb record. Then there was the issue of who 
told? I was working for myself at this time so 
everything I lost was everything I had. I was miserable 
without a place to turn. And as I sat there I noticed a 
bible on someone’s bed and asked to borrow it for a 
minute. I felt I had been missing something but what? 
Why was I not getting the full experience I hear other 
people describe? Well let’s try something different I 
thought. I opened the New Testament right to its first 
page. And began reading. I didn’t get very far when I 
crossed something telling me I had to forgive the 
people that had did wrong by me.  I stopped there.  I 



couldn’t grasp the concept nor did I want to. But that 
didn’t mean it hadn’t been seeded in my mind at that 
moment. And these seeds would flourish into trees one 
day. Strong fruit bearing trees and they would be well 
rooted.         
      I wasn’t in jail long and when I came home I had a 
hunger to learn more about this Jesus. It gave me a 
feeling inside I hadn’t had before. But none the less it 
wasn’t long before I was back in the game and had no 
time for study. Still I never completely blocked him out. 
My life had went back to the way it was but something 
was different. Something changed with the way I saw 
the world. Despite all my progress in my faith I had 
demons to battle still. See after getting out I had 
stopped getting high for the first time since I was 12. 
Now my mind was dealing with reality and the reality 
that I’m crazy. Depression set in. Anxiety became 
unbearable. Thoughts of suicide started coming ever 
more frequently. I couldn’t feel anymore and it was like 
I was living in a deep dark cavern a million miles under 
the earth. With all this going on and not being allowed 
to see my son I began to crack. I had to do something, I 
couldn’t hold together much longer. So I started 
looking for help. It took awhile. Several doctors and 

tons of different medications but I finally was able to 
settle on something that worked. Well I thought it did.  I 
didn’t know at the time what the effect of feeding my 
brain too much serotonin would do in the long run. 
Which it basically caused my brain to not produce its 
own making, me a slave to the pill for life. Not having 
my medicine would leave me worse off than before I 
ever started taking it. And after prolonged periods of 
going without my medicine it would leave my brain 
damaged.   As if I would become worse off each time I 
didn’t have it. The side effects alone are scary. But to 
feel like I recover less and less each time is terrifying. 
With everything already going on in my head and now 
this extra diminishing of my sanity, lord knows where 
I’ll end up. It had been several years since Tim’s death 
and I was just starting to sleep again. For so long 
every time I would close my eyes I’d see him. He’d smile 
at me then shoot himself. It wouldn’t go away. It 
eventually caused insomnia which added to my mind 
state. By this time I had quit using almost everything 
except pot. Until tragedy struck. 
       And at the worst possible time. I had things going 
good again by this point. I had hooked up with a new 
plug bringing me as much kush as I could handle on 



consignment. Plus tons of hash. I was the first person 
to release wax, dabs, butter, oil, shatter whatever you 
wanna call it I introduced it to the city. I was selling the 
pens with it. This is before people were even into 
vaping big like they do now. It was brand new I had to 
teach them what it was how to use it and all. But that’s 
my specialty. Now days I teach people how to make 
dabs. Something I learned on a trip to Washington 
state back in 2012. But yea back to the story 
tragedy had struck one night. I was about 28 when 
one night I went out with some friends. We had a good 
time, but like always it never ended that way. It started 
with the four of us at a lil joint drinking crown. Having 
a laugh. Getting my groove on dancing with a couple 
cougars. But come time to leave the driver was getting 
aggressive because he wasn’t ready to leave. Well 
instead of standing around arguing in front the cops 
that were standing right there I chose to start walking. 
Being me I was on felony paper and holding( I had 
drugs in my possession )so I didn’t need the police to 
speak to me for no reason. Well they pull up on me 
about two blocks away begging me to get in the car. 
Hesitate I did but I made it clear he better watch his 
driving. Well he didn’t hear me apparently. He was 

speeding though town. Running lights and swerving all 
over the road. So I got out at the first light he stopped 
long enough for me to do so and began to walk. Well 
my brother decided to get out also and as he did the 
driver drove over his ankle. This caused a fight to 
ensue.     My brother ran around to the driver side and 
started punching him through the window. Dude 
whipped the car around and hopped out. Now they 
were squared up behind the car in the middle of the 
road. They went blow for blow for a minute. I just kept 
walking and payed it no mind cuz if the police showed 
up I don’t know them, I didn’t see nothin, there’s no 
reason to question me. Afterward the driver hopped 
back in the car and turned the car around. Then 
mashed on the gas. He struck my brother who was 
walking up from behind me first. Sending him spinning 
in the air. As I looked back and saw this all I could 
think was he was dead. Then as I tried moving further 
off the road to avoid being struck myself. He swerved 
toward me and hit me also. Without even slowing down 
he continued to drive off and never looked back. I got 
to my feet and already thinking bro was dead I didn’t 
look back either. I walked about 7 miles to my house 
and grabbed the rod I just so happened to have been 



borrowing at the time. I tell you had he been at his 
house still when I got there we wouldn’t be having this 
talk now. I started having trouble with my hip after 
that. And began to take painkillers. What happened 
next could have been easily avoided, but wasn’t. See 
my wife had finished massage therapy and had a table 
and everything at home. But she refused to help me I 
even would offer to pay for a massage. But she just 
had excuses and refused.  
    So it was about this same time a new blessing was 
about to arrive and my life was to take again another 
unexpected turn in the mist of all this madness. My 
wife was barren from what we could tell. But had 
begged for years for a child. I wasn’t comfortable 
having another child after what I had been through with 
my sons mother. And because of my lifestyle and now 
disability. But I felt it was right to give my wife this gift. 
So I spoke with God and asked him to bless my wife 
with a child. And he told me he was sending a girl and 
just like my son I seen her in a vision. So I told my wife 
we would have a baby. And we began to pray. We had 
half the state praying for this miracle. And finally we 
were blessed with her. In January of 2011 I was the 

father of a beautiful baby girl. She would forever 
change the world I knew.  
   But before she did, things would only get worse as I 
started eating more pills and sleeping on the couch, 
spending too much time alone in my own head. The 
more pills I ate the less I did. I started taking morphine, 
dilaudid’s, Percocet, anything I could find. I wasn’t 
myself anymore. And I knew it. It was cocaine all over 
again, maybe worse because at least on coke I still 
hustled and paid for it. But now I was giving up on 
everything my depression was getting bad again also. 
And I didn’t care about anything. But this would have 
to end. The day of reckoning was at hand.  



Chapter eight  
Death before dishonor  

       

     I have looked at suicide different over the years. I 
struggled with the idea of it being an unforgivable sin. 
I’ve also embraced it as the best choice to choose. And 
still l don’t understand it anymore or any less than I did 
when I started my journey. I wish I had more answers 
but all I have is thoughts, ideas, and opinions.  
      Today suicide in the broad view is seen as a 
cowards way out. Someone giving up on life because 
they are too weak to withstand the pressure. Or they 
suffer from mental illness that drives them mad. But 
whatever the reason behind someone’s decision who 
decides whether it’s justified or not? You, me, or God 
even? What’s the code of conduct here? And why 
would someone care what someone else does with 



their own life? All these questions that can’t be 
answered for certain.  
  In ancient japan seppuku was first performed by the 
samurai Minamoto no Yorimasa. Seppuku was the 
ritual suicide performed by samurais to avoid being 
taken prisoner and tortured. And later used if the 
samurai had committed a dishonorable act in an 
attempt to save his honor. Later it became widely used 
by common folk also. Seppuku means the cutting of 
the stomach or disemboweled. A tanto blade is shoved 
in the abdomen and then sliced from left to right. 
Finally the blade is twisted up to ensure death.  
      I’ve known a lot of people that have chose when 
they wanted to die. But Tim’s probably always going to 
be the hardest loss for me. Left with so many what ifs 
and no closure. I really don’t know if I’ll ever have the 
closure I need. And I have no one to blame but myself. 
I’m the one who won’t let go. Maybe I should but maybe 
I need to remember. So that I continue to go on and 
not leave someone else to dwell in misery as I have. If 
you haven’t lost someone to suicide please do what 
you can to make sure you never do. Sometimes all it 
takes is to let someone know their not alone and you 

care for them. But when none of that exists just hope 
they see the signs when God shows his compassion 
for them. Pray they notice before it’s too late.  



Chapter nine 
Grasping the wind 

      
       It’s true what they say nothing no matter how 
good, nothing lasts forever. So where exactly was I? 
Oh yes, the turning point in my life has arrived. After 
the accident and my daughters birth I was sleeping on 
the couch now. It was just better on my hip. But 
unfortunately not better. For my marriage. Sooner or 
later my wife started spending more and more time at 
her mothers after work. Till one day she just stopped 
coming home. A few days went by and I confronted 
her. We were officially separated. I had to do 
something. I had to change things up and get back to 
me again. So I quit the pills cold turkey. But still I had 
the pain and I couldn’t by no means live sober. So I 
went back to something I had set down more then ten 
years earlier. Meth, see I knew just like before I didn’t 
have a problem with putting it down and moving on. 



Plus I needed some focus in my life. So being 
separated I decided to leave the house for a bit. I left 
the house for a week, in which time I got loaded. And 
when I had enough I called and made my wife agree to 
come home and work on our marriage with me. At the 
same time I moved my associate in. We hustled 
together for years. Everything was ok in the beginning 
we got high and had normal lives. Till I made the 
proposal in which we started moving clear again. At 
first only to pay for our buzz but it didn’t take a whole 
month before we were making the block jump.  
     I was in and out of my mind at this point. Living on 
one hand the normal life of a husband, and  going to a 
little job during the day. But as the year went on things 
began to unwind. As my wife got more distant I got 
more high. I was drinking a pint of lean every two days. 
Doing a ball of clear every few days. Plus smoking 
weed and yes popping pills again. But as things got 
worse and they did, so did my consumption. I had 
learned years back that all them people weren’t my 
friends and shortened my circle. Then later learned 
that all my friends ain’t family and shortened my circle 
some more. Till it wasn’t many people I let get close to 
me. So when the ones that were still close to me 

started to abandon me it hurt the most. And it all 
happened like a domino effect. First my whole team 
turned on me. Then I fell out with  my actual blood 
family. God was separating me for a reason. I just 
couldn’t see it yet.  
    It was around this time I got the call my dad was  in 
the hospital and he wasn’t gonna leave alive. Worse 
thing I ever did was not forgiving him. I had the chance 
when momma called. She said  he wanted to see me, 
and I told her to tell him to rot his fucking ass in hell. 
Man....You don’t get a redo at this point. Death is final 
and you must live with your decisions . It still hurts not 
cuz I hurt him but because I hurt me. I can never take 
that shit back. So this is where my mind took over and 
I let control of myself go. All that was governing me 
was instinct. Now by this time I had begun to really 
build a relationship with God. You may wonder how 
with all the sin and things going on. Well that’s exactly 
how. It was this time in my life I needed him most. And 
this time I had to have the most faith I had ever had. 
Because I couldn’t survive on bread alone. He taught 
me more during this time than I had learned in my 
entire lifetime. We would speak out loud in public and I 
wasn’t concerned about what was thought of me. I 



was truly devoted and concerned with nothing else 
other than redemption and my ticket in to heaven.  
      So it wasn’t long till the night my wife left to go out 
and never returned. No explanation no chance to talk. 
Took my daughter and used everything she could to 
push my sanity further off the deep end. I was so 
confused when she finally came around she wouldn’t 
walk within 40 feet of me. She wouldn’t go in the 
house. She made me feel like a monster and I had never 
done anything to her. This was hard to swallow. I had 
never imagined a life without her. I was ready for us to 
grow old together. And now the idea of  never  being a 
family again was overwhelming. I had been married 
since I was 18. Ive never been alone in the world as an 
adult. Confused and slipping into madness ever 
quicker with every breath.  This couldn’t be happening, 
God no! Not this? I consumed as many drugs as 
possible with hopes this was just a bad trip. I lost my 
whole sense of identity. And didn’t see how much more 
I was about to lose with it.  
      I still remember her last words to me as I explained 
to her that I was only months away from opening a 
snow cone stand and changing my life. Had she only 

been listening. She said she didn’t see it happening 
and that I would never be anything other than a 
muthafukin drug dealer. Bam! Shot to the heart. I had 
for so long took pride in what I did. I was good at it. 
And in the grand scheme I was very successful and 
respected in my field. That’s the moment I let it all go. I 
just stopped having a passion for what I once loved. It 
wasn’t nothing in comparison to my love for being a 
husband and a father. Nothing could ever compare to 
those feelings. This feeling of failure that I felt as she 
left was so painful.  
    I spent the last weeks that I had in my home in my 
room with nothing but a recliner. Just getting high. I 
prolly went through a ball a day or every two days. I 
only slept every few days when I would blackout for a 
few minutes here and there. I felt as if nothing was real 
if I didn’t sleep. Like when I awoke everything would 
reset and I’d have to face reality. I couldn’t do that, I 
wasn’t ready. Plus I wanted to make my last days 
there last as long as possible. So I began to argue with 
God. I begged him at times. And I cursed him at other 
times. I didn’t understand why I hurt so much and why 
he wouldn’t make it stop. I didn’t want to go on. So 
finally one night I locked myself in the small bathroom 



in my trailer. I sat on the toilet and loaded a bowl.  I 
told God that if he wouldn’t let me overdose and die 
this time I was prepared. I set my gun down beside me 
with every intent to shoot myself if he intervened again. 
See for so long it wasn’t a option to pull the trigger 
because just thinking about it would cause so many 
thoughts of my children that I couldn’t. But for days 
leading up to this moment when the thought would 
cross my mind it wouldn’t lead to anything but 
envisioning me following through. So I began to get 
high. I finished the first ball and began to smoke the 
second. All in a matter of 30 minutes or so. My heart 
had beat so fast for so long like a sprint.  It began to 
tire out. It still wanted to race but was losing the 
strength to continue. And as I felt it slow till it finally 
beat for the last time. As it quit beating I slowly 
blacked out and began to fall forward. I was headed 
for a face plant on the floor and I was perfectly a 
peace with everything. In that last instant I felt a hand 
grab my shoulder. It caught me before I fell. But the 
very thought of someone grabbing me from behind 
was unbelievable. I was locked in alone and there was 
nowhere for someone to be behind me anyway. All at 

once the shock and fear scared me so bad my heart 
jump started and began to beat again.  
    See God knew if he wanted me to stop the 
foolishness he’d have to make me understand 
something. There was a reason he hasn’t let me die all 
these times over all these years. And a miracle is as 
big as it gets. That’s what I call it. I mean for the lord to 
take time to physically contact me when he could have 
simply just made my heart beat. That’s special. Even 
though I didn’t think about it so hard at that very 
moment. Mad, I grabbed my stuff and went to the 
living room. In there I began chopping up another seven 
grams. I said you may have saved me from that 
attempt, but when I snort all this you wont be able to 
reverse the effects. Now I never realized that with 
everything going on I completely forgot about my gun 
and my promise. That was miracle two. Now the whole 
time I chopped this shit up, I could see the devil 
standing over in the corner of the room. He had the 
biggest smirk on his face the entire time. And with that 
he sealed his fate with me. See I’m not one to be weak 
in the face of a hater. And with that I bagged it all up 
without doin any. I looked over and smiled. I said not 
tonight, not ever again. And I went to bed. I made a 



promise to God that night that I would never again try 
to take my life. I’d be here till I accomplish my purpose 
and he calls for me. If I only knew what that purpose 
was. 



Chapter ten 
The vexation of spirit  

       It’s a new day but the sun still isn’t  shining on the 
south side. I may have overcome a few obstacles but I 
was far from ok. I was covered with scars on my heart 
and my mind that may never heal. And I was still not 
completely trusting of God at this point. I would learn 
lessons in the months to come that most people have 
dealt with early on in life. But for me I’d be tested hard 
and fast. I lost everything that I had obtained through 
my entire life. I walked away from my marriage with 
nothing. I had only my wardrobe and jewelry. And I 
had this very iPad that I’m using to tell you my story 
from. I had started life with nothing and it seems it 
would end just the same. When I was able to get 
whatever I wanted, I did so in abundance. And now I 
was being reminded of the humble roots I came from. 
But it wasn’t  over, no not just yet. I’m no quitter 
regardless how bad I want to  sometimes. I went to a 
friends house in town to be close to my daughter still. 
While there I learned to be an average person again. 



No special treatment. Conversations that weren’t 
about hustling. Normal people shit.    
    But I was still dealing with shit. Every person that 
was still close to me was turning on me. I guess when 
your no longer taking care of people and feeding them 
drugs they feel the need to talk down on you. And act 
as if you never did nothing for them. Since I left the 
block they think they can do things better than I did. 
But I tried for years to prep a successor it’s just no 
one could measure up. I didn’t want to leave my life’s 
work and let anyone just step in and take over. I 
wanted someone that had the passion. Someone who 
lived by codes and standards. Not a fucking savage. 
My daughter still has to live there.  
      Someone I thought was a friend was just getting  
out of jail at this same time. Me being me I reached 
out. I should have let sleeping dogs lye. But I didn’t. I 
gave him everything I could to get him started in the 
world again, even though I had nothing much left. And 
we burnt out from the spot where I was staying. It 
wasn’t long before New Years 2017. And on the eve 
we went to a bonfire. There I met someone that 
interested me. I should have never acted on my 

feelings. Because this person would eventually make 
me feel something I had never felt from my wife. But 
would inevitably show me how betrayal feels also. It 
was that first night there that I noticed her shooting up 
dope. So I took this opportunity to make a request. See 
I always wanted to shoot heroine. Because regardless 
what I promised God I knew that was the key to death. 
So I made her promise to teach me to use a needle. 
That way when the time came and I found the H I 
wouldn’t need anyone around I could do it myself. And 
reluctantly she did.  
      We had a relationship that was less than perfect. 
And needing money and drugs I made a call and began 
to hustle again. It didn’t take long to have the whole 
town spunt out of control. They all hated me and had 
plots upon plots on me. But they ain’t had the heart to 
follow through. At the same time my life came to 
another cross road. The world I knew was to forever 
be changed once again. My life was in danger and my 
mental state was crumbling. On Easter Sunday 2017. 
I was sitting outside watching my daughter playing with 
other children. And a car with three guys kept 
speeding back and forth up the road. Finally the lady 
whose house it was hollered at them to slow down. 



They slowed down and looked at her and then mashed 
the gas. Squealing tires and leaving a smoke cloud 
behind. I said I got this as I walked to my camper and 
grabbed my .40 cal. pistol. I began walking up the 
road watching to see where they would stop so I could 
talk to them. And my friend followed me begging me to 
cover the gun up. As I got up the road they had turned 
around a were coming back in my direction. So I made 
my way to the middle of the street where I caused 
traffic to stop going both ways. I can remember 
everything like it just happened. I was wearing my 
white Sox hat, yea I was on my Dre day shit. There was 
a man in his yard watering flowers to my right. A 
maroon dully with two old folks behind me. The sun 
was extremely bright. As the car approached from the 
front there was a few cars stopped behind it. I always 
say don’t let me cross that line. Ain’t no half stepping. 
I don’t go in reverse, it’s forward march. People just 
ain’t built that way so they never think it’s really going 
down. But as I approached the car they tried to turn 
and drive around me. Fuck that! I raised the pistol and 
told them to park the car. They immediately stopped 
and threw their hands up. All they kept sayin was they 
was sorry, they was sorry. I tried to get them out the 

car but the guy with me kept stopping me. So I 
proceeded to ask them what the fuck is I’m sorry 
gonna do if they had hurt a child or killed my 
daughter?   
      I decided to let them go but explained that they 
weren’t gonna come down this road again. Because 
they didn’t know how to drive or how to listen. So they 
was to turn around and find another route. I turned 
and proceeded to  walk back to the house. As I did I 
smiled and waved to all the people and apologized for 
the inconvenience. My boy grabbed the gun and ran 
off. I wasn’t running, I don’t run. When I got back to 
the house I fed my daughter and went on with my day 
while everyone else ran and hid and got scared. To run 
and hide would suggest I was ashamed of what I did. 
Which I wasn’t and I’d do it again. Not an hour later the 
police arrived. I was told that the guys filed a report 
saying I had a gun and that I said I was going to kill 
them. So I was questioned and as they put me in the 
car to go to the station for more questions I could see 
my daughter on the trampoline. They didn’t even let me 
say goodbye. Now I was truly losing everything. And 
without God I don’t think I could have kept my cool.  



     At the station as I sat in the holding  room waiting to 
be interviewed the air cut off. And everything got quiet. 
I could hear through the ducts my dude in the next room 
crying, literally snotting on himself. And telling the 
cops I had a gun. A gun that has never been brought to 
evidence. Same gun he took and hid. But just the same 
giving up unnecessary information. Fucking snitching 
on me. That night he was returned home and I was 
processed into the parish jail. Probation violation. I 
was three months from completion. And facing new 
charges of aggravated assault with a firearm, and 
possession of a firearm by a felon. Really yo?  He 
was released immediately and first thing he did was 
steal everything I had left to my name. And I didn’t 
know at the time but he was planning to take my life 
and all my stuff that night had I not gone to jail 
anyway. Once again God saved me. Or him however 
you choose to look at the situation. It took a long time 
to except that I was incarcerated. I noticed after my 
wife left me that I seemed to be facing the same trails 
that Job faced in the Bible. And what I feared most 
was losing my children. But now that had become 
reality. I couldn’t let go of the need to be in control. It 
took months for me to learn to put away my pride. And 

longer to fully put everything in the hands of God 
100%. But I finally did.  
        I had my whole life planned out again. When I came 
home it was supposed to go so good. Nothing to stop 
me.  If only life worked that way.  I spent one year in 
jail. It felt like I missed a lifetime. I missed my sons 18th 
birthday. That was painful. And the time I spunt sent 
me further into my own mind. As the madness grew it 
all was coming to a boil again and when back in the 
world there were no limitations to what was possible 
once I lost my sanity. I prayed I could hold it all 
together once I was free. And the fact that I had been 
on and off my meds so many times while locked up 
didn’t help. The day I was released everything fell 
apart, everything. And once again I was to find myself 
in a struggle with God over the control of my life. 
Why? Because I’m stubborn as a mule I guess. But I’m 
praying for a miracle.  And looking for love if it’s 
possible to still love. My heart gets scorn worse with 
every relationship. I just hope it ain’t damaged 
permanently from the torment of love lost. All I really 
know for sure is ain’t nothing new under the sun and 
it’s really all just the vexation of spirit.  



Not the end just the 
beginning  



Opening wounds heal/
Broken hearts die slow 

     
     Just a bit of the emotions that 
were experienced and recorded 
through my trails and tribulations. 
Hopefully they helped you with a 
better understanding of what was 
going on in my head through all this. 
And the search for love that taught 
me to keep my heart covered in 
Teflon. Love, lust, passion, lies, 
obsession, hate, heartbreak. Life’s 
got plenty of ways to torment you. 
The question is, will. You let it? 
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Don’t spend a lifetime trying to get rid of 
bad habits, just spend a day trying to 

make one worth having. -Crucifix  
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