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Preface

This is my journey of a poetic thug. Everything that I wrote in this book from the poetry, the self-help, my autobiography, a short story of my life and my testimony is all for my people to understand that if we put our mind to it, we can do anything. See I also happen to be against the senseless violence that’s going on in the world especially in my city. The section I’m from in Houston is wild. It was given the name Jurassic Park from the hood called South Park. In this book, I’m giving people some knowledge and understanding of who I am, Levoda Jackson, Buctyme, Bucc, Bucpacalypse, and the Ghetto Child.

I have done a lot of things in my life good and bad, but the man that I have become, I can honestly say that the good overpowers the bad. This is my story, my life, how I came from a hardcore gangsta to a poetic thug, take this journey with me.
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Dedication
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First-off I would like to give thanks and praise to God who gave me the ability to write and change my life for the better. I would like to thank my family for never turning their baccs on me and supporting me to keep pushing, I love y’all.

All thanks to my wife Elizabeth, and my two sons, Elijah Rashad and Joshua who was named after my late brother Joshua Anthony Jackson, They are truly my baccbone. If it wasn’t for them, I wouldn’t walk straight. 

For all my fans, its much love from me. We need to support each other more.

REST IN PEACE 

GARY JACKSON MY FATHER, JOSHUA JACKSON MY LITTLE BROTHER, CAFFERY ELI MY GRANDFATHER, BILLY JACKSON MY PAWPAW, GLORIA ELI MY GRANDMOTHER  OLLIE JACKSON MY GRANNY, WILLIE WALLACE MY LITTLE COUSIN AND GINA ELI MY AUNT.
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Chapter 1
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From Boy to Man

1 Timothy 4:12 (KJV) says, “Let no man despise thy youth; but be thou an example of the believers, in word, in conversation, in charity, in spirit, in faith, in purity.” In these words, we can see the great apostle encouraging his young “spiritual squire” to step up into spiritual manhood.

The first thing that comes to a boy’s mind is size, age and features. That makes that boy turn into a man, wrong. Your actions, your mind and your thought process is what makes you a man. The ability to think for self, a strong will. Take me for example, I was a boy for 30 years. I came to prison at the age of thirty-two. I still had the mind frame of a boy. My whole life all I did was care about what he or she thinks about me. Do any of this sound familiar? Now I have boys the same age I used to be, so I know how life is. You live and you learn. I want my sons to learn from my mistakes. I did not learn from my father’s mistakes. I just put his shoes on and walked until I ended up in his same position. They call it the Big House made for men filled with boys.

To the boys in the world, I don’t want y’all to have to become a caged animal just to become a man, a slave to the system, another statistic. I can only tell you what’s right because I did wrong. I did this time so y’all don’t have to. I’m finally a man.

I’m Happy

Life is much better when you happy, smiles and laughter. 

Celebration with family and friends is after. 

This is a new chapter in my life, where everything is right,

And I don’t think twice about nothing, all I see is the light.

Thank you Lord, you shining on me. 

I’ve been thinking so hard this time, I been lonely behind these gates. 

Now I see straight, I couldn’t see at all until I seen these 

Bricc walls that’s how I know it ain’t to late, 

For nobody to get they life together, a family that prays together stays together. I’ma true believer, I use to deceive her but now I need her, she my baccbone, 

She my queen. I can’t wait to squeeze her when I get bacc home. 

Love, I been filled with hate my whole life I don’t know how to be happy.

I’m good now, separation from my family being trapped in a place where I’m praying to be free. This time alone made me strong as ever. 

Thoughts running through my mind in a zone, I’m clever, when I want to be.

I’ma kindhearted god but the devil is what they want to see. 

I’m happy, that blacc hole in my soul has been filled with love. 

The stars above and the doves soaring thru the sky I feel more alive than I ever did. 

I found faith again, I feel safe again, covered by the Blood of Jesus, I’m happy.

The Man In the Mirror

The man in the mirror look just like me. 

He talk like me, he walk like me.

Same size, same age.

Same cold blank eyes when we in a rage. 

He coldhearted though, but I kind of like dude. 

See I’m the nice guy, at least that’s what some people tell me. 

See I got a heart unlike he do. 

See he anti-social, allergic to people, 

But we are one, like good and evil.

But I got a soul that only he can see through. 

I’m the day, and he the night, 

I’m the water, and he the fire. 

He new to the game but I’m finna retire,

I’ma hold him within, locc him in a cage.

In the Belly of the Beast until he seize the rage.

He am I, and I am he,

And we are soon to free so we blessed my G.

John 8:36

You shall be free indeed.

The Future

I see far away in the future. 

I’m trying to delete my past.

They locced me up for a couple of years

Now my mind is clear again,

I know people wonder how long will that last.

I came a long way so if you want to know I worked hard to get to this point,

I found God, I found myself, and I found peace.

That’s the three things that will sober you bacc up right,

Cuz that’s the three things that kept me sleeping

Through a rough night,

I’m tough right,

I never dropped a tear for the time I was givin,

I’m just thankful I’m still living,

I got my faith bacc cuz, I was lost for a while.

So I pray for God to keep his hands on my children,

Cuz I was lost as a child.

Mama can’t raise no man.

It take a man to raise a man.

And I’ll be damn if I let another man raise mine,

It’s time to break the curse.

I don’t want to be another statistic,

That’s what the world used to, 

I just want to delete my past

And look forward to the future.

Found Myself

Let’s manifest the situation, think about how I can get to greatness with hard work and dedication, a little patience, 

I’m getting close, I can taste it, meditation. 

I got a dream and I’m determined to chase it. 

I’m bacc to the basics after four long years, in a cage full of briccs and steel, where everybody want to claim they real. 

They either sale dope, rob or kill. 

I’m in my own lane, mail call came and I ain’t get a Jpay, but I was on the phone every day. My mama got me if don’t nobody else picc up, Lizz got me. My kids the only thing that stopped me from actin up.

Start reading and found myself. 

I’m arrogant like Trump was, you can’t tell me nothing. 

All that huffing and puffin will get you slumped over. 

Night, night kid, naw, I ain’t bluffing, 

Everybody want to be the tough guy until shots rang out. 

Bodies start dropping, now your name on the doccet, 

You got to talk to the judge. 

D.A. say twenty and you still don’t budge. 

You try to take it to trial, now they throwing you a ‘L’. 

You was a gangster for a minute, now your ass finna tell, stay stiff, don’t fold now, you put that gun in your hand and pulled the trigger.

You was the one that killed that nigga.

Hard Life

I guess they think my life easy, I been through the storm and bacc. 

My head up high and my chest out. I slipped through the craccs I can show you what the best bout, when I react. 

My mind on riches now, I use to think about the streets showing love to the money, guns, and cracc.

The streets took my brother soul. Phencyclidine stole my brother mind. These crooked ass streets don’t love you bacc. 

Wake up J, shakebacc ,you been sleep to long you stronger than this G. 

We been putting it down for a long time, we been raising hell since three. 

Young cats, running down the Dale raisin hell with the best of ‘um. 

Did our own thang, we ain’t never ran with the rest of ‘um. 

I stand alone. I’ma leader, hard body, can’t nobody stop me when I’m on a mission. We like the same two people, but the only difference is, the streets caught you slipping. 

Stop tripping cuz, we grown now, we got kids to look after.

Show them how to grow, I don’t know about you, but I don’t want my kids to be bastards.

My Ghetto

Welcome to my Ghetto.

I call this the dungeon, where the blocc be pumping, we pop gloccs. 

Let off shots we dumping, killing our own kind for nothing. 

Mama struggling, single, daddy locced in the pen. 

Upstate doing a bid trynna take care of his kids, statistic, same shit over and over. Let’s break the cycle.

I don’t want to be like you. I am gone be somebody. 

The streets raised me, the streets paid me. 

The same streets played me. When I seen Isaiah laid out bloody on this concrete pavement,

My ghetto.

Hooride, yea that’s right this gangbangin at its finest, but I’m trynna stop the violence, So I don’t have to see my kids do the same shit that I did. 

Congratulations, that young blacc king in the ghetto made it.

That young blacc queen in the ghetto made it. They escalated to the greatest with the hard work and dedication. 

It paid off. 

Baby girl degraded, she got a bad reputation, 

but don’t none of y’all haters talk about her college education, these ghetto children made it.

Welcome to my ghetto.

Days of My Life

The days of my life,

I’ve been trying my best

But I still ain’t right,

The guns and drugs

The rats and thugs

Incarceration, but I still won’t budge.

The days of my life,

The streets that I ran been took my soul,

My innocence, my mind, and took my goals,

What a cold world we live in,

A death grip on my people

A young blacc man got shot again,

Stop the violence I’m tired.

All I keep hearing is I can’t, stop the violence, I tried.

The pandemic is real,

The world dying daily from a virus but still,

I’m hearing about another young blacc man getting killed,

By the police, we don’t get justice so fucc your peace,

Bucc don’t preach,

But when I speak they listen.

I got the ambitions of a rider,

I’m disguised as a higher power,

With the words of a boss so the streets think I’m tripping.

These, are the days of my life.

I’m Me

Fire in my eyes, I got the desire to do anything I wanna do. 

Just close my eyes and look deep down inside myself to find the truth.

I’m me, I can’t be anyone other than myself, the choices that I make is gone decide on my wealth and provide for the health of my kids.

Insurance on myself cuz I see death how I live, 

I forbid to leave my kids with nothing.

Change is good, we gotta live for something.

It’s much more to life than gangbangin and violence.

I’m tired of Mama’s crying and daddy’s lying.

See I gotta grind for mine this time,

My little brother need me, I been so knee deep in the streets that I wasn’t there for him.

And it ain’t fair that he ain’t have no big brother there to care for him.

I blame myself, I’ve been put in this position so he won’t never come to prison like me.

So I made that decision to change my way of thinking I might be, a square in your eyes, but to yo surprise, I still got that killer instinct.

I changed for my family and myself, I don’t care what nobody else think, I’m me.

New Me

The new me, I was violent, young cat running the streets, a rug rat

Niccel plated, baby 380 and 9 milli, killing me slow

Handlebars and dro, selling dope at the liquor store,

That’s all I know, straight drop, turn a 28 soft to a 24, hard,

Ship
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