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Addiction or not, life comes at us fast, hard, and from all different angles, and we all will have our own emotional and personal roller coasters in life. I think my only addiction in the past twenty- seven years, if we even want to call it that, is coffee. I hate to say it, but I have become a coffee junkie over the last twenty - seven years. I am not sure how you got this book, but let me say I am really thankful you are reading it. I want to make it an easy read for you and make it fun and to the point that you can reflect and begin to process your thoughts in your own life when youre done reading my book. I am no stranger to hardship or pain at a tender age of six I started my childhood off with a great deal of abuse. For most people, letting go of our past life is the biggest challenge, and for most like myself may be compelled to seek the past pain out as a defensive measure as one enters these strange dark concrete walls. Most importantly, over time that pain will become a very dangerous habitat as all your defensive walls go up blocking out the goon. Why? Why, because deep down you are scared and have lost your way in life. As a result, you think negatively about everything in life. While, you dont even understand your own world. More importantly, deep inside you don't even understand the true battle going on inside your broken soul and fragile mind. Being a full blown drunk, my mind was drowning with pain and guilt. Next, it was hard to be focused on anything above all, being positive was not in the picture. I kept reminded myself, over and over, you have been sentenced to natural life twice over you have no clue on what to expect, why should I be positive? My mind was clouded with negative thoughts. I told every one after my first ten years I most likely would commit suicide. Deep down I was crying out for help but unfortunately did not understand how to ask. Even more important for the longest time I did not understand my own pain let alone problems. l lied to myself and said don't worry, I am going to one of the biggest "colleges" and it's free. Things will work out, but inside I must say I was scared and very much alone. As I got to my new home, I found out quickly it was nothing what I was expecting to see. Some moments it was very crazy, very loud and some moments not too bad. But deep down I broke Trying more, and more to think positive as well be positive. Soon, after many fights because of my attitude my way of thinking became harder to change as the anger was burning a hole in my heart. Then I got a A.A pen-pal that would write me often and soon I found myself picking up a bible. Whats more, I could understand my pain more and more as I wrote letter after letter. Yet, twenty-seven years latter I sit writing this book. Most significantly, while taking the birds I have seen on the yard using them as the inspiration for everything. you will see throughout this book of prose. My ups downs, and how I have become strong as well positive. I ask you to be inspired, and enjoy.

A short biography of how I got to this concrete jungle. It seemed the weekend was more like the devils playground for me. I drank every day of the week, and even when I got sick in the morning, I would throw up, pop Advil, and drink a Beer with a big shot of hard liquor and I was ready for my work day. But the weekend? O- boy, when the bitter sweet weekend came the gloves came off and I drank until I was broke. My life felt like I invited more of my demons to play with me on my playground of anger and hate. It was as if we locked hands and enjoyed each other’s company. Before long, It became a dance with the devil and I was hooked. I enjoyed him whispering in my ear "take one more drink" he would say, as I felt the hot air coming from his lips, next to my ear making nothing but broken promises? No, I know I didn't drink anymore to dance with my friend in my head. I drank not to feel anymore it became a new dance with death. It also seemed I didnt do drugs to get high anymore. But to kill my spirit, to kill my hurt of being nothing, my pain of no purpose. To kill what I had become. If not to kill myself! I have lived within the shadows of my past long enough and now I must break all the walls that I put up. For me life was full of scary and dark thoughts all because I didn't understand my Aspergers, bipolar or more importantly, my problems. While, I feel like people around me don't see me, they look through me like a window. Being in a world without structure, routine, and freshly out of group homes with no clue of life skills needed for survival. Not understanding my problems mentally was challenging as well, I felt very much alone, my role in this new strange world became more or less of a hardship on my mind, as well as spirit and body. After life growing up in group homes it was time to get to the outside world and boy I did not understand it. every kind of emotion you could think of was running through my mind each day including suicide soon that thought would became my friend. Everyday my routine would change creating complete anxiety and confusion. So,for reasons of pure survival, I would suppress the grey shadows of the horrible abusive past that haunts my mind, After about fifteen years in prison I began associating with the birds. It became one coping tool and it also began to help express myself and it started slowly to give me the freedom of not feeling like I am judged let alone I did not feel ice-elated anymore. All too often one thing still gets unquestioningly associated with my Aspergers. Its aggression and anger, as I am an outcast in my own skin as well my circle within this concrete jungle. Repressive silence become one of many defense as depression, anxiety would kick into overdrive, becoming a part of my own survival inside these confines known as the "Concrete jungle". And, all I can think on the streets, while tears run down the side of my face and boogers bubbling out of my nose is, Life would be better without me. Boy I can't count how many times that thought raced across my weak mind as tears ran down my face and I sat alone with a bottle of liquor in some dark corner. I would say it this way, I cant hurt anyone any more. You really dont want to die but deep down you really just want the loneliness, the voices, and the pain from all the anxiety to end forever. Little me, I will deal with discouragement and spiritual heaviness to the point of it keeping me up at night. Sleepless nights will happen, and your days will be tiring. While,little me will have a hard time looking at myself in the mirror because I am disgusted with the person I have become. I ask myself over and over what I deserve? I ask what have I allowed myself to become, and in the mirror all I see is a broken drunk. When I was still out in the free world a new depression took hold of my life a much darker depression and it came extremely close to winning as I tried to take my own life four times over. All this took place In one months time frame. Before long I began to drink much more heavily to make my problems go away, not understanding I was adding fuel to the fire inside. That created all my pain, the deep loneliness, depression, and Aspergers. The pain and the loneliness began to win. Before long my weak mind and spirit broke and I tried once more to commit suicide. I found a shoe box that had over twenty - five pill bottles full of different drugs. All in pill form.... I had no clue to what some of the medication was but some of the medications were a psych drug for what ever reason. The dangerous mixture of drugs and liquor became my friend and I didn't care what they were for or the danger. I opened the box and with a half gallon jug of cheap rum took every pill and drank as much as I could. I found myself two and half miles away at my workplace in a pile of my own vomit not understanding how I even got there. I was alone, depressed, and down to my last few pennies. For me, prison life did not sound that bad of a idea, at least I would have food, clothing, and a roof over my head. Next thing, I could get much needed help for my problems. Right? This moment came with a cost I never saw coming. All I saw in the outside world was negativity, hurt, and loneliness. I was promised and expecting fifteen years, but got two natural life sentences. To this moment I have not a clue as to why I got so much time. My mind was playing like a movie made up of my life, but something went wrong and the movie in my head was different from anything I could imagine in the real world. I asked for my soul to be rescued, but how? And, can my soul and body get through this?

Communication is very difficult because of Aspergers, being able to trust other people is an even harder process. Everything was tough as I began learning a new way of life and thinking inside this strange dark concrete jungle. After a good ten years into my prison term, prison life began
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