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Introduction:

The purpose of this book is to express an author and artist's ideas to readers. Besides expressing myself to readers, I would like to talk about my emotions during the process of creating them. I also want to talk about dealing with anxiety after publishing creative work. 

I like to address the challenges obtaining a literary agent and or a Traditional publishing deal. I want to talk about how personal life can sometimes get in the way. I like to share my life story of growing up on the south side of Chicago, Illinois.
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900 w Marquette st
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The society that we live in says that a child becomes aware of their existence at the age of five. In my case society was on point with the conclusion because I have started being aware of my existence at the age of five. It had all started in my mother's living room. I started seeing clear lights all around me. The clear light caught my attention in every quiet moment I had and when all things were turned off in our home. It caught my attention outside and in the house making low static noises. The noise of the clear light was like a television static noise. The vision was so clear that it made me wonder how I became human while trying to touch the clear light. I had later asked my mother how we became human while noticing her, cracking a smile on her face. My mother had told me that we had come from Jesus Christ. My mother than had blown air into a balloon and wrote the name Jesus Christ on it with a heart shape. We had both walked over to the window and allowed the balloon to flow up to the sky while we watched it disappear. After that I had asked my mother what about the clear light 

She had no idea what I was talking about. Meanwhile, my mother will always teach me how to read and write while helping me with my homework. My mother had drawn a picture of a tweedy bird that caught my attention from drawing. I then later started copying my mother's artwork by drawing tweedy birds whenever I had free time at home or school. I grew up attached to my only big brother Jason Thompson who was always gone with relatives at the time. Me and my brother had different fathers, but I didn't realize it until we had gotten older and hearing people gossip. Are friends and people will tease my brother because of his white skin color. They would call him white boy or Jewish, but his dad was Mexican. I don't know if the teasing ever bothered my big brother, but it bothered me a lot. One day our Puerto Rican Teto had told a group of friends that my brother was a white boy. Their group had started teasing me talking about my brother. I walked over the yard and found a metal lock on the ground. I had thrown the metal lock targeting the back of the guy talking about my brother. The lock was heavy and once it hit the guy, he shouted in pain. The group had started chasing after me by the numbers while I started running. The group had caught me trying to escape from the hallway. I remember shouting from the guy grabbing my leg. One of the guys were my friend Teto who was Puerto Rican had scared the guy. Teto had told the guy that my father was a gangster and coming down the hallway, and the group of guys had started running away. If it was not for my friend Teto, I would have been in serious injury from the damage I had caused to the guys back.

The next day I had gotten my hands greasy eating a bag of Cheetos watching a line parade Infront of the apartment building. My mother had rushed us over to shake the hands of a guy named Mayor Harold Washington. Harold Washington had embraced shaking my mother's hands as if he was flirting with her and resisted shaking my hand. I later realized that my hands were covered in sticky cheese. I had a great experience growing up with two parents in the household. My father worked as a bank teller, and my mother was a model, and they both had later become drug dealers. My parents had kept crystal art model decor in our home and at times argued about who owns it. My father will always take us out to visit family in his 1988 chevy impala. Most times my father will take me with him to talk to Mexican drug cartels. One time I asked my mother and dad about money, and they had little answers to the question. They had a coin bank in a crystal jar on their bar table that was loaded with silver coins. I grabbed one of the coins and tried to swallow the coin. The coin had stuck in the middle of my throat choking me almost to death. Luckily, my mother was in the house at the time. My mother had run over to me and stuck her fingers down my throat and grabbed the quarter from out of my throat. At the age of six I realized that precious metal was not an edible object. My mother had worn a gold and ruby crystal necklace around her neck at the time of the incident. I believe that the gold and ruby necklace had helped my mother rescue me from choking off the quarter. Later, in life my parents advanced in their drug dealing career. I remember sneaking in their lab room and seeing white cocaine powder and bags on the tables full of strangers. As the money had grown, I remember seeing my dad kissing another woman for the first time. I had shouted in the house that my dad has another woman, while my dad had come in the door. My dad had heard me blowing his cover and ran over to me and punched me in the stomach. The tables had turned on my dad when my mother had started cheating on him with a guy she had met from an airport. The two had later got into an argument, and my mother had taken me and my brother and left my dad and later filed for child support. Later, in life my dad will always pick me and my brother up on the weekends. My dad will always flash child support dept papers to me to remind me of the dangers of getting a woman pregnant. Later, in life my mother will take me and my brother to visit my auntie and cousin on the north side of Chicago. One day my mother and auntie had left us in the house, and my 
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cousin Tanieka wanted to do a magic spell with three candles and crystals. We had surrounded ourselves with the candles being lit and started praying with crystals. 

One of the candles had fallen on the rugged floor lighting the room on fire. The fire had grown unstoppable while my brother and cousin tried to stop the fire. I had run over to the front room and grabbed a large bible from a table. I had 
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Precious Metal
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rushed back to the fire and slammed the bible on top of the fire and the fire had vanished. My cousin had placed her crystals back inside of her box shouting that she would never try magic again.

Later in life I became aware of the influence of playing with magic with the help of church. I banned magic from my lifestyle and counted on Jesus Christ for my protection.

I Started going to church with my family from a younger age experiencing poverty after my mother and dad had separated. My older cousin had won a lawsuit after losing his legs from a train accident. After my cousin got his million-dollar settlements, almost every luxury item he had bought for my brother excluding me. The feeling was embarrassing and my rich cousin would even buy my female cousins and their husbands bran new vehicles and give them thousands of dollars. At the beginning I had thought that me and my rich cousin were close after I picked up a roll of hundred-dollar bills. He had dropped from walking out of a limo. He had dropped the stack of money and gave me a cold stare look on his face. I had held the money until after he had got out of an argument with his girlfriend asking about the money he had dropped. I was fifteen years old at the time and desperately needed the money but gave it back to my cousin. After hearing my cousin
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