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This book may contain copyrighted material, the use of which has not always been specifically authorized by the copyright owner. I am making such material available as part of my efforts to provide commentary, criticism, or educational insights in connection with the events described in this memoir.

I believe this constitutes a “fair use” of any such copyrighted material as provided for in Section 107 of the U.S. Copyright Act. If you are the copyright owner and believe your work has been used in a way that does not fall within fair use, please contact me to discuss a resolution.
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This memoir is a reflection of my personal experiences, memories, and perspectives. The events and accounts shared are based on my recollections and may differ from others’ memories or interpretations. While I have strived to portray these moments truthfully, I acknowledge that memory is subjective and can evolve over time.

The individuals mentioned in this book—friends, musicians, business partners, and others—are included as part of my life story. It is not my intention to harm, discredit, or misrepresent anyone. Any perceived inaccuracies or negative connotations are entirely unintentional.

Names, characteristics, and certain details may have been changed or omitted to respect the privacy of individuals. This memoir is written with appreciation and respect for all who have been part of my journey.

The purpose of this work is to share my personal growth, lessons, and experiences from back when I was trying to break into the rap  industry, and it should not be interpreted as a definitive account of anyone else’s life or actions.
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Dedication
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To my daughters, Emmarie McDonald and Nevaeh McDonald—this is for you. You are my legacy, my reason, and my heart. Every page of this journey is a reminder that the impossible is always within reach when you believe in yourself. Dream boldly, live courageously, and never forget your worth.

To my grandmother, Sarah Bernice Woodall—the matriarch, the anchor, and the soul of our family. Your strength, wisdom, and unconditional love have been my guiding light. This story is as much yours as it is mine, a tribute to your enduring impact on my life.

This book is dedicated to the love, resilience, and inspiration that you three bring into my life every single day.
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Writing this memoir has been one of the most challenging and rewarding experiences of my life. It’s not just a story about where I’ve been but a reflection of who I’ve become and the people, places, and moments that shaped me. As I revisited my past, I was reminded of the struggles that tested my resilience, the victories that fueled my ambition, and the relationships that gave me purpose.

This book is more than my journey; it’s a testament to the power of dreams, grit, and community. From the streets of Memphis, Tennessee, to the shores of the Panhandle of Florida, I’ve come to understand that success isn’t just about the destination but about the lessons learned along the way.

I wrote this memoir for anyone who has ever felt underestimated, for those who’ve had to create their own opportunities, and for the dreamers who are willing to bet on themselves, even when the odds seem stacked against them. My story is proof that no matter where you start, with determination and a relentless belief in your own potential, you can rewrite your destiny.

To my readers, I offer this glimpse into my life not as a blueprint but as an  inspiration to chart your own course. The road won’t always be easy, but every challenge, every setback, and every moment of doubt can become a stepping stone to something greater.

This is my story, told in my voice and written from the heart. Thank you for taking the time to walk this journey with me. I hope you find pieces of your own story within mine, and I hope it reminds you that the best chapters of your life are still waiting to be written.

— Jonathan Michaels McDonald
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​Prelude
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June 2010, 10:51 AM – Torrey Village Apartments, Pensacola, Florida

It was a hot June morning, and I was more than happy to have the day off. I was kicked back into my little apartment at Torrey Village, starting my day with a solid wake-and-bake. I had my blunt going, filling the room with that thick, calming smoke. This was my moment—just me, my music, and some good-ass weed. I was vibing, going through rough drafts of tracks for my upcoming album, Pork Rindz and White Girls. Every beat, every line, it all felt right. This project was a piece of me, my story, something real. I’d put so much of myself into this album, and for once, it felt like things were falling into place.

Then, in the middle of my zone, I heard a hard knock at the front door. At first, I ignored it, figuring Dawgface, my roommate, would handle it. But then came another knock—this one closer, right on my bedroom door, breaking my whole vibe. “What’s up?” I called out, a little annoyed, expecting Dawgface to just tell me something random.

He stepped in, but this time, his usual laid-back vibe was gone. There was an edge to his voice. “Aye, bro,” he said, “looks like some sheriffs or cops are here looking for Bama.”

Bama. The name hit me like a punch to the gut. She was my ex, the mother of my six-month-old daughter. I hadn’t seen either of them in months. Our relationship had gone south fast, and we hadn’t talked since she left. I put out the blunt and got up, heading toward the front door. My mind was racing, but I tried to keep it cool.

When I opened the door, I wasn’t just met by some local cops. Nah, these were U.S. Marshals, standing in full gear under that blazing Florida sun, looking dead serious. They didn’t waste any time with small talk, either. They wanted to know where Bama was and laid it out plain—she was on the run, facing some serious charges, and had my daughter with her. Just like that, my entire world shifted. I went from vibing in my own space to realizing that everything I’d been working toward was about to get flipped upside down.

I had been grinding in the music scene, making connections, booking shows, and finally seeing some real money. I’d been on the edge of a major record deal. After all the years of hustling, the late nights, and the countless hours in the studio, it finally felt like I was about to make it. The dream I’d been chasing since middle school was right there, almost close enough to grab. But in that one moment, standing there with U.S. Marshals grilling me, I could feel that dream slipping away.

The reality hit me hard. If Bama was really in trouble, and she had my daughter with her, everything was about to change. I knew I couldn’t keep living the same way. I was about to step into a whole new role—a full-time single father. All those ambitions, the music, the tours, the life I’d been building, they’d have to be put on hold.

Looking back now, I can see that this was the turning point, the moment where everything I thought I wanted got redefined. I had to let go of a lot, but it was all worth it in the end. So before you understand the man I am now, you need to know where I came from, the journey that brought me here. This is my story.
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​​Chapter One:
 ​In The Beginning
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“In every child, there is the potential for a masterpiece.” 

From the start, it seems like I was destined to entertain. Even as a little kid, something about performing called to me, as though it was sewn into the fabric of who I was. My first real memory of feeling that pull happened around five years old, watching the Motown 25th Anniversary Special. Motown Records, founded by the legendary Berry Gordy back in 1959, was celebrating its history, its lineup of groundbreaking artists, and its place in music. But for me, the highlight was watching Michael Jackson reunite with his brothers as the Jacksons. When Michael broke out into his solo performance, I was transfixed. The way he moved across the stage, his confidence, his ability to command the crowd—it was like watching a superhero in real life. In that moment, I knew I wanted to be part of whatever magic he was creating.

From then on, I was obsessed. I’d slip my socks on, slide across the kitchen floor, and practice moonwalking like my life depended on it. The kitchen became my stage, a place where I could let loose and imagine myself under the spotlight. I’d study every move, every spin, every slide Michael did, rewinding the tape over and over until I thought I had it down. But it wasn’t just about the moves. Michael’s performance stirred something deeper in me—a feeling I wanted to share with the world, a way to express things I didn’t yet have words for.

And Michael wasn’t my only musical hero. I was also drawn to Prince, this bold, untouchable figure with an aura all his own. My parents had a VHS copy of Purple Rain, and I wore that tape out, watching it so many times I could practically recite it. Prince had this incredible mix of talent and mystery; he made you feel like he was letting you in on a secret. After watching him perform, I’d spin around our living room, losing myself in the music. By the time I was done, I’d be out of breath, but it didn’t matter. In those moments, I felt like I was part of something bigger.

Music was always in the background of my life, thanks to my parents. Both of them loved music deeply, though they each had their own tastes. My dad would play everything from Bob Marley to Parliament-Funkadelic, while my mom leaned more toward R&B, like Frankie Beverly & Maze. Michael Jackson, though, was something they both loved. Even though they lived in separate homes and had different lives, music was a thread that connected us.

Growing up as an only child with parents who were never married and lived apart was confusing at times. I’d go from my dad’s place to my mom’s, adjusting to the differences in each home. There were no siblings, no close family network I saw every day, just me in the middle of two worlds. It gave me a lot of quiet time, and a lot of space to figure out who I was. Sometimes, it felt lonely, but that loneliness also pushed me to be creative. Writing and drawing became my safe haven, a way to fill the silence and pour out all the feelings I couldn’t quite explain. In a way, that’s why I’m writing this book. Creativity was my lifeline back then, and it still is now. I realized early on that my words and my art were ways to take control of my story.

That need for connection drove me toward people. Even as a kid, I craved the energy of a crowd. I was always on the lookout for someone to connect with, someone who shared that spark, that love of music or stories. Maybe it was because I didn’t have siblings, or maybe I was just filling a void I didn’t yet understand. I remember forming my first rap group with a couple of friends in middle school, calling ourselves the B.C. Click—Born Criminals Click. Now, we were far from real criminals, but to us, that name sounded tough. It gave us a sense of identity, a way to feel like we belonged to something, even if we were just kids figuring it all out. Looking back, I realize how much that group meant to me. It was a chance to be part of a team, to share something with others, to feel like I was building a family of my own.

Before I was deep into rap, I had my musical idols. Michael and Prince were constants, of course, but I also admired artists like Fresh Prince and DJ Jazzy Jeff. They had this fun, lighthearted vibe, a cleverness that made me feel like they were in on some inside joke with the listener. But my favorite, hands down, was Bobby Brown. I remember being captivated by his swagger, his confidence, his unapologetic attitude. When I begged my dad for a Gumby haircut just like Bobby’s on the “Don’t be Cruel LP” cover, he finally caved. That haircut was more than just a style to me; it was like putting on armor, stepping into a version of myself that felt bold and unstoppable.

My dad was a South Memphis man, born and raised, with a natural athleticism and a competitive drive. He’d been a standout in football and track at Southside High, a real leader on the field. After high school, he went off to Tuskegee University in Alabama, aiming to play college ball. But after his first year, he returned to Memphis and settled back into the life he’d left behind. He was smart and had a way of analyzing everything, like he was always one step ahead, reading the play before it happened. My dad didn’t talk much about his own dreams, but I could tell he had them. That quiet ambition left an impression on me. I wanted to make him proud, to show him that I could go after something and make it real.

My mom, on the other hand, was from the Westwood area of Memphis. She was the eldest of five siblings, the one everyone turned to when things got tough. She’d been working at FedEx for as long as I could remember, starting at the hub and working her way up to more stable office roles. She wasn’t the kind of person who sought attention, but she was resilient and determined. Watching her manage her work and her family, and still find time for me was something I admired deeply. She taught me that strength wasn’t about being loud; it was about being steady, about showing up even when things got hard. Her quiet determination became a model for how I wanted to handle my own challenges.

Looking back, I think the fact that I was an only child in two separate households is what pushed me toward the music and entertainment world. I didn’t have the constant presence of siblings or a tight family structure to lean on, so I created my own worlds, my own stories, and my own way of filling the quiet. I’d imagine myself on stage, in front of an audience, performing something that moved people the way music moved me. It was this vision I held onto, a dream that made
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