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  Introduction

  
  




Life is about choices and decisions. You’re always one big mistake away from ruining your life or someone else’s. Live life right, be responsible in everything you say and do.




This book is dedicated to those who have made bad decisions in their lives and feel hopeless. It’s also dedicated to those who have lost family members to drunk driving accidents.
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That’s my number on the back of my prison uniform,

If that’s what you want to call it I guess, I don’t know.

It’s lockdown as I’m writing this right now,

I’m in this small cell with another inmate on the top bunk.

As I watch roaches crawling on my wall and smelling shit,

It’s starting to become the norm of being in prison.

The smell of shit is the worst as these toilets suck,

They don’t flush everything completely as it takes a few pushes of the button.

We don’t talk much as we have our own things that we do,

With no window to look outside to even watch the sunset.

Those are things I used to enjoy before heading out for nights on the town,

And there was one night that got me in this prison for a long time.

I’m paying a hefty price for the worst decision I’ve ever made in my life,

Now, I’m in this 8 X 11 prison cell to think about it every single day.

My name is Harry but no one in here knows me by that,

We’re only known by the numbers that are on our backs.

Those numbers are my birthday if you look carefully,

I’m constantly reminded of that and how young I truly am.

All of these prisoners know how old I am and look at me in shame,

Most of these guys have been here for years and will die in this hellhole.

Murderers, rapists, drug dealers and I’m the alcoholic who killed people,

Prisoners filled with tattoos, shaved heads and work out like feens on drugs.

Being out on the yard, I always stay to myself and I also eat alone too,

My cellmate has his own clique that he hangs out with, not trying to barge in on him.

There’s a give respect, receive respect ordeal in here and I totally get it,

No man is trying to give up his throne in this prison as everyone runs things.

I’ve seen my share of shit that I used to think was just for television,

But a lot of it is real deal things that go on in here on a regular basis.

These prison guards have to always be keen and alert at all times,

I’ve seen urine thrown in an officer’s face and spilled under the cell.

A lot of mentally ill men in this prison, I’ve seen my share that don’t look well,

And to get them to take their medication everyday is another battle within itself.

Food is fed to us like we’re animals in here, I’m used to eating at a table everyday,

The food here is disgusting and I know I’m bound to get sick from this.

Not even a dog would eat half of the shit that’s served to us,

And we have other prisoners making this food, who knows what they do to it.

I wonder if they wear gloves or even wash their hands before making this crap,

Anytime I get fruit or I get to have a peanut butter sandwich, I’m all for it.

No one really comes to visit me as my family has abandoned me for the most part,

I guess they got tired of telling me to go get help for my alcohol addiction.

I never felt I had a problem but the reality is that I did but I won’t discuss that right now,

Right now, I’m too engulfed in hearing the creepy sounds of the night in this prison.

A bunch of people screaming and hollering, I barely get any sleep in here,

I’d rather be in solitary confinement at night, those prison walls are thicker.

These orange jumpsuits is what I used to watch other people wear on television,

Now I’m the one with it on and for a long time as I have to wash it daily.

This was the last place I thought I’d end up, never envisioned my life going this way,

I’ll be spending my years living in regret and wondering how to keep my sanity.

I’ve lost all hope and my smile, being in here makes you change your ways,

There’s no way you can be happy here on a daily basis, that’s for sure.

The guards in here have to be tough as they’re dealing with a bunch of criminals,

Ones that are capable of anything at any time and that’s the damn truth.

I’ve seen my share of fights that have gone on and it’s scary,

In the cafeteria, the guards can get control of it faster than if it’s on the yard.

I don’t have much protection in here but staying to myself for now helps my cause,

Eventually, I’ll need to hang around people who will look out for me when need be.

My life was good for the most part before all of these tragic events happened,

If I could turn back the hands of time with my life, I’d be happy.

I was given signs and opportunities to get my life together,

Now people call me by my cellmate # instead of my first name.

Spot checks throughout the day and these numbers are my identification,

This is going to be a long night listening to these crazy inmates.

Now I finally understand what people in here mean when you sleep during the day,

What a life I used to have before I ended up here on lockdown.
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Life before the accident was full of ups and downs,

My childhood wasn’t really the greatest to be honest.

Alcoholism runs in my family which isn’t necessarily a good thing,

My family dodged a lot of bullets from having drunk driving accidents.

For me, I always thought I was untouchable and it wouldn’t happen to me,

Especially with me having family members on the police force.

My drinking started at a very young age at 14 years old,

That’s when my father gave me my first beer in my hand.

The drinking started then and my dad had his pantry in his man cave,

The basement was where all of the drinking went down most weekends.

My dad would invite his friends over along with my uncles coming over,

We’d sit, play cards, bullshit and have liquor everywhere you looked.

My dad was always loaded with liquor behind his custom-built bar,

The man cave was always the place to be but my alcohol drinking couldn’t be controlled.

My home was a very dysfunctional environment as my parents argued a lot,

Which caused me to drink more to forget my woes and what I was dealing with.

As I got older, I would venture out into the world with my drinking ways,

Spending most weekends at one of my friend’s houses where they had parties.

My parents were very well off financially and most of my friends were too,

So we were basically spoiled brats with drug and drinking tendencies that went overboard.

Police officers would turn their heads on our parties if the price was right,

There was always a parent(s) that were away on business or on vacation.

So someone had a house to themselves most of the time and that’s where the parties would be,

Getting liquor into our possession wasn’t hard as parents bought the liquor ahead of time.

The parties were wild and me driving home was always risky business as a teen,

Especially since I was one of the oldest and first to get a license and a brand new car.

Being an only child had plenty of perks and I was able to get out of trouble a lot,

When your parents have money, it’s easy to do stupid shit and get out of it.

My drinking got out of control when I went to college, that’s all I did,

All different days of the week, it didn’t matter and I always needed a drink.

There was problems with me all along in my life,

I had social anxiety and liquor loosened me up and made me comfortable.

Girls liked the me when I drank because I was more sociable,

I was never comfortable talking with people in a social setting and sober.

My house became the hangout spot and I would drive people home after,

Or there would be bottles of liquor around my friends as they slept on floors.

I’d get a slap on the wrist for my intoxicated driven nights,

As police officers would tail behind me to make sure I got home okay.

I wish I could tell you that my life was perfect but it really wasn’t,

Having money meant making stupid decisions and hating your parents for it.

Being a millionaire came at a hefty price but no one really knew it,

So many stories, not enough time to tell them while chronicling these thoughts.

I’ve always been a complete mess and lucky to have gotten through most of my life,

My life has been nothing but a rollercoaster ride of ups, downs, loops, swoops and pulls.

My life has always been in a tailspin and I just never resolved any of my issues,

I had issues and insecurities within me, within the core of my soul.

I had parents who had me and I always felt like I was just a mistake,

My babysitters and housekeepers did more of raising me than my parents.

They were career-driven and always were on vacations and didn’t take me,

I always felt left out of their lives and I felt neglected and that’s where liquor took over.

It comforted me in so many ways and made me feel better about myself,

It helps me to escape so many thoughts in my head and feel free.

After a while, my drinking got to where I was being belligerent,

And causing problems and friction amongst
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