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CHAPTER ONE
Looking back across the years, it never ceases to amaze me how different things
have turned out for me. I was once an idealist, a dreamer, someone who
believed that nothing could be held back from me. I thought that in spite of my
pathetic lot in life that I would break free from the contempt of a mother whose
daily beratings were reminiscent of a loathing that she had towards mankind, the
male gender specifically, a hatred that manifested itself in unspeakable acts of
emotional and physical violence that left me shy of close friendships from fear
that I would be seen for what my mother seen in me.
My escape came through the power of the written word, and my fears and
tribulations were visited upon the various people I would create and then confine
to the page so they could endure the same feeling of imprisonment in which I
resided. My secret was discovered by the woman whom I considered God, and I
was naked once more to feel the brunt of immasculation, the scars of which I
bear to this day. My value as a person was always in question and I sought
acceptance from all whom I encountered in school, a walking, talking mirror that
reflected what others wanted to see because I didn't know who I was.
--From Journals of a Young Man named Tim
Leaving Hastings-I thought it was all under control in Hastings. I had friends, I had a reputation
(most of it good), and I had a future. I was on my way to a possible career as a
doctor, and I was a great student grade-wise and study-wise. I had even taken
up writing and discovered that I was pretty good at it.
Starting ninth grade was too good to be true! We were all talking about how close
we were to graduation in '86!
But the joke was on me as I came home from school and my mother informed
me that we were moving. Just like that. Everything was packed, no time for
goodbyes, no time for getting addresses or to vent my frustration. Three weeks
into my freshman year and my life was thrown into upheaval. I doubt that I have
ever hated my mother more than I did at that particular point in my life. But since
I was still in incredible, irrational fear, I did the only thing I could--- I gave up on
everything that had ever mattered to me.
My mother's choice of relocation was to the one town I had hated the most, Ionia.
I'm not going to go into that subject right now because it's too deep a subject for
an email.

-2-

Welcome to MY World: A Brief Autobiography
School there sucked in a major way, but that didn't matter much because I
quickly discovered that I could just skip school since precious mother had to work.
Of course, rather than run the streets, I spent all my time at the downtown library
in the upper rooms, reading my day away or writing... what a loser, right?
So, anyhow, I hadn't finished my downward plunge yet.
My rebellion finally convinced my mother that she couldn't handle me anymore,
and that shipping me off to my father's was the best option at that point so that
she didn't lose her job.
But that isn't the whole story, so I need to elaborate a bit before I go on with my
boring old tale of woe.
See, my mother housed a lot of anger, and it always seemed to be released on
me and my brothers. I can't begin to relate to another person the feeling in a child
who lives in constant fear and unceasing hunger for unconditional acceptance.
But my mother seemed to know it. The years of abuse, both emotional and
physical were long and hard. And it all came to head in my 16th year. In an
incident that began with a pretend swo rdfight between a friend and myself with
wooden swords, my mother came charging out of the house, followed by her
friend. Mother grabbed the wooden sword away from me and proceeded to start
hitting me with it because we had been too loud. Into the house I ran, my mother
close behind, and through the house and upstairs to my room, but my mother
wasn't finished. Finally, cornered in my room, like an animal wild and crazy, I
turned on my own mother. It is all a blurred memory for the most part, because it
was so fast... but I grabbed the sword away from her and started yelling. She hit
me, and would have continued to if something in me hadn't snapped. I grabbed
her, this woman who had my God all my life, and threw her/wrestled her down on
my bed, pinned her down hard, a rage boiling out like none I had ever known,
and I got in her face and in a voice that to this day I swear wasn't mine, I said
"Don't ever touch me again!" Of course, her version of the incident is far different
from mine, even to this day, but at least she never laid a hand on me again after
that. But it also meant that she needed to ship me off, and so I moved into Dad's
house.
The stepmother syndrome was real bad there. I hated my stepmom even more
than I hated my mom, but it was kinda cool being at dad's without my brothers,
who would show up later as mom got her own life going full swing.
That was in Woodland, MI.
I hooked up with a guy named Bean, who had a great-looking sister named Patti.
At least she was cute then, and I was a teenager... I ran into her years later. Not
so cute now as she was then... Bean got me going real good into smoking weed
and drinking peppermint schnapps. He became a sort of big brother to me, since
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dad was always gone and I certainly didn't want to be home with the nasty
stepmom. I'm sure that they thought of me as a nerd, but they kept me around for
laughs. It was the beginning, for me, of a pretty heavy drug using stage in my life.
I tried it all... weed, acid, mescaline, opium, 'shrooms. No needles or anything
because I hated that stuff enough not to.
It was yet another change of schools for me, too. I went to Lakewood for the time
I was there, and met a few cool people, but I didn't dare establish any kind of
lasting friendships because I was afraid to.
Towards the end of that period in my life, an incident took place that in spite of its
seriousness, did little to set me straight.
I wanted a $20 bag of weed from Bean, and since I didn't have the money, Bean
told me that if I stole my dad's rifle, that he'd consider it an even trade. And since
I hated guns, no prob. Surprise of surprises, my dad found out and he was miffed.
He kicked me out into the street, and I went to stay at Bean's girlfriend's house,
and partied even harder for the next couple days. One night in particular, I
partied real hard. It was the first time that I tried opium, too. Hallucinated pretty
weird stuff, too. But all that aside, I remember waking up on the floor of the front
room with two State Police standing over me, and Cindy (the girlfriend) pointing
down at me. I was taken off to Hastings where I was placed in a detox cell for the
better part of the morning. Sure was cold in there, too!! Seems my dad had first
kicked me out, then reported me as a runaway...
I was then taken to Battle Creek to a place for runaways where I spent a couple
days. I was scared by everything that was happening, too! My mom finally came
and got me, and I went to live with her in her new place in Grand Ledge; a small
efficiency apartment on the outskirts of town, and I found myself going to Grand
Ledge schools at that point. I tried to give it a go, but mother didn't seem to mind
that the guys that lived upstairs invited me up to get drunk because it meant that
she could have some alonetime with her most recent boyfriend. So, on the
weekends, I'd get drunk, and during the week I hated school and finally found
how to get some weed to take the edge off.
Over the summer, I was able to go to a co-op program that was like a first job. It
was in Charlotte, MI, and I picked the nurse's aide program because it was the
closest to my once closely-held goal in life, to get into the medical field... but I
wasn't done ruining my life quite yet... and mother's patience was about to end...
[To be continued]
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CHAPTER TWO
The world was far bigger and uglier than I could have ever known, and certainly
not for the faint of heart. I was already succumbing to the cancer of hate and
rage, but not yet ready to part with my goal of self-annihilation. I would soon find
new ways of expressing all the pent-up emotions I bore, not realizing that I was
fast becoming the one person I hated most. The flowers in my garden of life
would wilt at my touch, and even sunshine could not find its healing way through
the gathering clouds of despair. Then, one day, the flowers were gone.
Yet still I remained as I was before, unchanged, uncaring, unfeeling... a
monstrosity undreamt of by even the darkest of nightmares...
--From Journals of a Young Man named Tim
Leaving Home-Shortly after I had been shipped off to my father's home in Woodland, my mom
decided that my two younger brothers were too much of a crimp on her lifestyle
and they joined me, and together we shared a tiny upstairs room in the small
house. It was more of a hovel, actually, since my stepmother didn't know the first
thing about housecleaning or cleanliness and dad was too tired from his long
shifts at GM to do much more than come home, fall asleep on the couch until
supper, and then go to bed early so he could do it again the next morning all over
again.
I resented my brothers' arrival, of course, because the room was small enough
already, but since we were only in there when we weren't running the streets or
during school or during supper, it didn't turn out to be too bad.
But once I moved in with mother again in Grand Ledge after the "runaway"
incident, it was remembered as a spacious palace. Mother's efficiency apartment
was nearly as big, but with a kitchen and bathroom crammed in there, too. I was
able to sleep on the floor in the kitchen while mother got the bed. And I guess
she was using tact because she had the decency to hang a blanket across the
kitchen doorway so she and her boyfriend had some privacy. It did little to block
night noises, ho wever, so I was always glad to be able to head up with the guys
upstairs and drink myself into oblivion on the weekends...
School would have been better if I actually cared at that point, but I didn't take up
the opportunity that was presented. At least until the summer, when I was
enrolled in some youth work program in Charlotte, MI, that was going to count for
credits in school AND earn me some money.
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I chose the nurse's aide program, and the money was pretty good for spending
part of the day in class studying and part of the classtime out in the field. Old
habits that I had recently acquired didn't die, however.
It was the first day of the class that I saw and fell in love her. Well, actually it was
lust, but I didn't know that at the time! Her name was Tonda, and she was
dressed quite... inappropriately for a class like the one she was going to be
in. She came with quite a reputation, too, from what I heard during class breaks,
but that didn't change my mind one bit. I made up my mind in an instant of time
that I wanted to get to know her better, and that she might even like me back... if
I tried hard enough.
I never was good at the relationship thing. Still don't think I am. Only now I'm
more realistic about it.
I suffered from a number of psychological complexes that would thrill
psychiatrists and psychologists alike. I was a walking textbook case! I had it all,
from the savior complex, which made me believe that I could rescue anyone from
their dillemas and be a hero, to the caregiver comple x, that derived from having
to cater to my mother's every moodswing, always seeking to console and salve
her wounds. And there's more than that, but that's for another day's conversation.
Suffice it to say that the savior complex would kick in soon enoug h, but for the
time being, I played the role of a lovesick puppy that was only too happy to follow
Tonda around everywhere, believing that she was beginning to like me. I suffered
that role once before, in fourth grade, but I hadn't learned the lesson then either. I
would follow this girl around, all ga-ga over them. Wouldn't recommend it to even
an enemy, because it leads to quite a lot of disappointment and heartache.
But at age 16 there was no rhyme nor reason, only hormones and a starvation
for unconditional love. If I had not been brought up in such a dysfunctional
household, I might have fared better, but some who have been there still manage
to come out of it okay enough to lead productive lives. I'm still trying to figure out
how they did it.
So, there I was following Tonda all over the place, feeling the jealousy when I
saw her conversing with other guys as I sat on the bus after class, waiting to go
home-- although she never suggested that we were ever anything more than
classmates. I just told myself that I had to try harder to convince her that I was
the guy for her.
She really took notice when I started bringing pot to school. I had learned quickly
that I could get all sorts of friends when I came up with drugs. I just ignored the
part about what happens when there are no more drugs-- or what would happen
if I got busted. I figured that it was worth the paranoia and risk. After all, I didn't
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have any REAL friends anymore because of my mother... Resentment is a
poison that kills slow...
So, now that I was a supplier of pot, Tonda, myself, and a couple other
classmates would head off-school grounds to get high, and then come back to
class high as a kite. I can't speak for anyone else, but when *I* got high, I
developed this horrible case of paranoia... that EVERYONE could tell that I was
high. Call it one of those strange paradoxes-- because even that didn't get me to
quit... Go figure.
When I wasn't able to get the pot from ol' Whitey down at the island in Grand
Ledge, I was always able to get mother to go buy me some McMasters and cola,
which I would drink down like it was sun tea. I can't count the number of times
that I got the kid downstairs drunk while I sat and watched him stagger all around,
but his mom didn't seem to mind it, or I never heard about it. That's because in
the apartment building where my mother now lived, on Bridge Street in Grand
Ledge, after finally moving out of the efficiency, there lived three women-- two of
them were single moms (my mother and the woman downstairs) and another
woman with no kids that lived downstairs across the hall from the single mom
whose kid I would get drunk with. And these three women had it REAL bad for
the bachelor upstairs, a young California-type that drive a sweet all-white
camaro... only Mr. Cool didn't want kids, so the single woman won the prize-although his philandering ways caused many an argument between them late at
night, which always seemed to end up with her spending the night in his room
and the two single moms gossiping about how much of a whore she was... when
they were just jealous, I guess.
That was the year that Footloose was at the theatres, and I took to learning
breakdancing to amuse everyone. Anyone that knows me and how much I look
like a geek/nerd/loser would have laughed themselves to death watching me on
the frontsteps of the porch moonwalking and stop-dancing to music blasting from
my new ghetto blaster...
But I digress...
The school/nurse's aide program was great. And I was doing something that was
showing off how smart I was. The teacher was most impressed with how fast a
learner I was, but I had my mind on Tonda.
Tonda and I started talking more after lots of work on my part to get her to notice
me. She'd talk about how she lived in a foster home because her dad had
molested her. But the foster home belonged to this hokey Christianity-obsessed
woman who insisted that the children in her home go to church with her (Heaven
forbid!!)... before I realized what was happening, the savior complex was kicking
in. "If only" became my daily mantra.
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Skipping past lots of days, I need to talk about what happened when classes
ended. Afraid that I'd never see Tonda again because we lived in two different
towns, I got her address and phone number at the foster home. We talked a lot, I
wrote her.
But at some point we were talking on the phone and my life was about to go
through yet another grand Age of Stupidity. She was telling me how her foster
mom was being really hard on her about something that seemed trivial to me at
that point. I had had it. I went to my mother and asked her what no other
teenager would have dared ask. I asked her if Tonda could come live with us,
because life was so bad at the foster home. Tonda was 17, so legally she didn't
have to stay at the home anymore, but she didn't have anywhere else to go.
Now here was a perfect opportunity for mother to be a parent, be the adult in a
situation that desperately needed an adult. My life might have turned out quite
differently if she had, but I think she was, in some perverted way, trying to make
up to me all the wrongs. Needless to say, she said yes. Maybe I was very
convincing-- I don't even remember anymore. But what I do know is that if MY
son ever asked that of me, I'd say "NO WAY!!" and he had better never ask
again...
So, I called her back and told her the news... She could come live with us in
Grand Ledge. We were on our way that night to pick her up, and that night she
had moved in...
Things seemed to be falling in to place when really they were about to fly
apart... But I was with the girl of my dreams and nothing else mattered except
her acceptance and her love...
It would not be enough...
[To be continued]
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CHAPTER THREE
Love is the elusive scent that lingers in the air long after its rose has gone.
--From Journals of a Young Man named Tim
Leaving Home, Part 2
So there I was, living with the girl of my dreams, and my mother letting us share
a room. It was the summer of Footloose and school was fast approaching. Tonda
and I made every moment work to our advantage. But somewhere between the
drugs and the drinking and the running the streets of Grand Ledge, my mother
had once again had enough.
Tonda and I were just getting back home from somewhere when we were
greeted by the Grand Ledge police. Apparently, my mother wanted us out of the
house and she didn't care where we went--as long as it wasn't there. So, we
went and crash for a few days with the guy across the street who used to drink
with us, but then his wife told us to get out (she was a friend of mom's of course)
and suddenly we were off to Lansing to stay with Tonda's mom on the southside.
Tonda's mom wasn't faring much better-- she had hooked up with a true alcoholic,
and he was only too happy to have new drinking buddies. Tonda and I had our
own room in the garage-converted-into-house and thought we had it made. That
is, apart from being introduced to the horror of true alcoholism. The guy was
trying to quit drinking, and vodka was his poison. I had never known how bad it
could be, but it was pretty sad to see a human being shaking uncontrollably,
dying and yet yearning for his whiskey. Years later, when I saw the Nicholas
Cage movie "Leaving Las Vegas" I could relate to every nuance, although Cage
understated things a bit. It wasn't enough to turn us off to drinking-- we reasoned
that we didn't drink vodka, so we were in the clear...
Somewhere after that, Tonda and I managed to get a place down on Eighth Ave
in Lansing by renting a small two -room apartment from the same landlord that my
mother had back in Grand Ledge. And then after that, we got an upstairs
apartment over on Barnes Ave in Lansing.
Tonda was now pregnant, and somewhere in my doped up mind I was convinced
that it was wrong to have a child outside of marriage. Call it conscience, call it
morality, but whatever you may think of it, I convinced both Tonda and my
mother that Tonda and I needed to get married--and since I was in love with
Tonda, all I needed was my mother's consent for marriage since I was only 17.
But my mother did it, and not before uttering her words of unceasing wisdom "It's
your life." Tonda and I were married at the Court Clerk's office in Lansing, and
my first daughter, Brandi Lee Kline was born soon after.

-9-

Welcome to MY World: A Brief Autobiography
Since we had moved into the apartment on Barnes Ave, Tonda, always the one
to meet new people, discovered that the people on the corner across from us
were drug dealers, so we had found new friends. But the drugs were hardly the
downside in this case, if you can believe that. Worse yet was the fact that the
husband was a mean drunk, and the wife a weak drunk. It had been a long time
since I seen the violence that I began to see in that household, but what was
even more amazing was that nobody that went there ever said a word, ever told
the guy to lay off... not even me. But he was a big, mean, evil drunk, and that
may have had a lot to do with it. Everyone seemed in perverse awe of him. Even
his kids were targets... It was something that made a lasting impression on me.
Violence WAS a solution, I realized, because it yielded rather fast results and it
showed everyone who was the boss.
The catalyst for me came when I found out that Tonda had been sleeping with
two or three of the guys that lived right next door. S he had always spent lots of
time over there, but I never wanted to believe it was possible that she would do
that to me. But one day, I asked, or rather, demanded that she explain what it
was that she was doing over there, because I had called over there and the guy
that answered said that she was talking with another guy and couldn't come to
the phone. She admitted it, and POP! I became an abuser myself.
It became easy after I got started. I felt so horrible the first time, but it seemed to
set off something in Tonda, too, because she would then start to egg me on until
I pounded her. Not to justify what I was doing then, but I think she was wanting to
have an excuse now to go and sleep around, and complaining of an abusive
husband was a perfect tool.
It was an evil that should never have been let out of Pandora's box, because
combined with all my dysfunction I carried, it was uncontrollable by me. With the
promise of immediate results, it was my way of life. Don't like something, POP!
Cry and I'll POP! you some more. I definitely was not a very nice person then, but
Tonda stayed. She just started to flaunt her escapades after that, so that I KNEW
about them. And she'd brag and tease all the more as the marriage went on.
Did I mention my daughter? The beautiful blonde-haired, blue-eyed flower in my
young life? Well, I wouldn't have any of that crying, not at all. Not when I wanted
nothing more than to sleep when I wasn't high or drunk. Who cared if the little
brat was hungry, needed changing, or just wa nted to be let out of her crib?
Certainly not I. The world was supposed to revolve around me, not the other way
around. So, she became a target, too.
I should've been locked away from the world is what SHOULD have happened,
but the crime of abuse is not always the injury, it's the SILENCE. The SECRECY.
Nobody talks in an abusive home. I know because I was raised in an abusive
home by a mother who didn't have the help she needed to cope, and I did what I
was familiar with, having been passed the baton of violence. The "If only's" are
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there now, as I look back, but I can't change the past etched already into the
stone of my history. And I am sharing these things with you not because I am
proud of them, but because I want to impart to you what it takes for some people
to rise above the cesspool, and how far from one's initial direction in life a person
can go with just a few bad choices to start you off. Maybe as a warning to others,
I don't know. I hate what I have been, but my only recourse has been to affect my
future, and still it will never be enough.
Robbing a child of innocence is one of the greatest of evils within our power.
Depriving an innocent of the love and dedication that it is entitled to as a human
being can never be paid off with good deeds, however devoted you may be later
on. And if ever you are aware of the harming of a child, don't be guilty of silence,
don't turn away. My views have changed so much, but I stand accused before
God of what I have done, in fear of judgment and deserving of destruction for my
actions...
Stepping off the soap box, though, before I REALLY get off on a tangent, things
weren't going to great between Tonda and me. We fought all the time, she slept
around, I beat her and the baby, and I met a friend of Tonda's that I allowed me
to fall in love with all over again. It would also introduce me to adultery later on.
Her name was Pam, who would a few years later become my second wife. Pam
and I seemed to hit it off from the start. Not as in physically hitting, but rather in
personality and everything. It was far different from Tonda and me in every way
possible.
It ended up that Tonda and I had to go live with Pam and her boyfriend for a
while after we refused to pay our rent for some inane reason. Bad idea, because
Pam didn't know how to clean neither. At when the city of Lansing came in on a
complaint and saw animal feces everywhere, and small children, they told Tonda
and me that we had better get out or the kids would be gone. So, Tonda and I
moved in to a run-down shack on Detroit Street on the east side of Lansing run
by a slumlord, but the rent was affordable and it was a place to live. Our
problems hadn't gone away, but now Tonda had a new focus for blame: Pam. I
hadn't slept with Pam or anything even close, but Tonda wouldn't believe it. So,
one day a year or so later it happened, and then happened for a few months after
that before I finally broke it off because I felt guilty--which is weird because
Tonda had no qualms about sleeping with any guy but me... But I digress.
Just as an amusing sidenote here, Pam and I had just been together and were
heading off to pick my wife up when a knock on my door introduced me to
Jehovah's Witnesses. More on that later, but I told the man that we were leaving,
and he offered to stop back by. And that was the end of that episode.
Tonda and I were able to land another house by the same guy, with the hopes of
being able to buy it from him. It was a fairly decent place on May St. in central
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Lansing, a big house actually, a nd I loved it! But all the problems between Tonda
and me, and my choice of lifestyle was about to all come to a head-on collision
with the State of Michigan...
[To be continued]
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CHAPTER FOUR
The price was high, but judging by my actions afterwards, it wasn't high enough.
If God was trying to tell me something, I wasn't listening. Not to Him, not to
anyone. Even with everything stripped away from my life, I dared to stand firm in
my path of desolation... and walk proud...
From Journals of a Young Man named Tim
The State of Michigan Steps In
Life on May St seemed fairly run-of-the-mill, status quo, typical. We had three
girls by then, Brandi, Danielle, and Melinda Sue. All beautiful flowers that strove
with unfathomable determination against their elements. Neither Tonda nor I
really were much of parents, since we were both more interested in ourselves
than in children. With Tonda, it meant that she was tied to the house. With me, it
was interfering with my lifestyle of drugs and alcohol. I wasn't as violent as I used
to be but it didn't prevent me from becoming apathetic towards life itself and
drowning out the callousness of life by the booze and the drugs.
A knock on the door, however, was about to change all of that... or would it?
It was a worker from the Ingham County Protective Services, notified by our
doctor that Brandi was "failing to thrive." Her growth and weight rate were
inconsistent with national averages, and the doctor was concerned that we might
not be feeding her like we should have been.
Suddenly the floodgates were opening! Our house was seen in the usual disarray,
the kitchen a disaster zone, our cupboards nearly bare, cockroaches everywhere,
beds unmade, and the list went on. The worker told us we had two hours to get
the house in order, before she returned, or the children would be removed. And
she left.
Tonda and I busted our butts getting the house cleaned, afraid that she was not
bluffing. And when she returned two hours later, on the minute, the house was
cleaner than it had ever been. She sat down with us and told us that she was
filing a report of negligence and explained to us what it would mean... regular
visits from her, and the agency would now oversee our house. Unless we
complied, the children would be removed, and the house had to be clean on
clean.
So, we always made sure that we had the house clean... right before the
appointment. Tonda and I argued incessantly about who should clean the house.
She wanted to be gone, I wanted her to clean.
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We tried to fix the problem by relocating to a small trailer park on the north end of
Lansing, Rotunda Mobile Home Park. But it just exasperated the problems. And
finally, the children were removed by the State of Michigan, leaving Tonda and I
with only each other.
By that time, Tonda had become quite involved with a guy living in the trailer park
who was living with another guy. She was quite frank that she was looking for a
way out of the marriage, but I wasn't about to give up on the marriage. So, with
the children yanked and us having to visit them at the St Vincents Home for
Children on Willow Ave in Lansing, I tried to dig up what I could on this guy who
had stolen my wife. He was a streetwalking guy who hung out at the City Rescue
Mission in downtown Lansing, no place to live, nothing to offer except a way out
for Tonda. We were supposed to be working to get the kids back, I told her, but
she didn't seem to care, and I was convinced that the State would never give
three girls back to a single father like me. But I tried to do what I could to meet
the terms of the children's return, without Tonda's help.
Tonda jumped state, running off to Florida with the guy, and was gone for a
couple months before suddenly reappearing with the announcement that she
wanted the kids back, without me. The court severed our case, dealing with us
separately now, with two different attorneys. Visitations were separate, and
Tonda rarely showed for hers.
I realized only much later that it was the best thing that could have happened for
the court's case. With Tonda and I now living separate, and Tonda seeking
divorce, they could now show without a doubt that there was a dangerous
instability in the environment for the girls... and I also came to learn that they had
already arranged for the girls to be adopted out, and were simply going through
the formalities.
After a year of wrangling with Tonda, fighting things out in court, getting a divorce
that I didn't want, and not really being as committed to getting the girls back as I
thought I had been, the caseworker approached me with an ultimatum that left
me without any hope of ever seeing my girls again...
[To be continued]
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CHAPTER FIVE
There is a saying that a bird in the hand is worth two in the bush. It's an adage
that plays over and over in my mind with each passing day, the impact of its truth
firm and cold, relentless in its haunting voice...
From Journals of a Young Man named Tim

Choices
I used to think that I was smarter than the average bear. But when I look back at
all the things that I've done through the years after I left home, I'm not so sure.
Oh, hindsight surely is twenty-twenty, and experience may be the best teacher,
but it doesn't make me feel any better.
As I lived with the fact that Tonda wanted nothi ng to do with me after finding her
hunk-of-a-guy from the streets, with the reality that the way I lived my life meant
that my battle to get my three beautiful girls back was all uphill, and that I had
nothing going for me contrary to what I had believed all these years, it was just
my luck that I ran into the woman whom I had fallen in love with a few years
before, and subsequently had an affair with. We had remained fast friends after
the affair ended, until Pam left for Kentucky to get away from an abusive
boyfriend while he was in jail. And although Tonda never believed it, nothing
between Pam and I had ever happened after I called it off-- except the friendship.
Now, I heard that Pam was back from Kentucky, staying at her dad's with her son.
This was 1990. In a rush, I drove over to see her, and she was just as excited to
see me. She had heard that Tonda had left me, and suddenly we were right back
into a relationship. She was staying with me at my trailer now, to avoid being at
her dad's (who was an a lcoholic and a mean one at that!)-- my "savior" complex
was back into play now.
Part of me was unsure that I even wanted to get into another relationship at that
point. My divorce was yet to be finalized, and so there was always a chance that
Tonda would come to her senses and we would get back together, get the girls
back, and live happily ever after. But I had it bad for Pam, too. She was
everything that Tonda wasn't. I just hated divorces, and totally believed in
marriage.
Well, to make a long story short, now I was living in an apartment on N Penn in
Lansing, and Pam was still in her apartment up on Cleveland St, a short fiveminute walk away. The apartment was going to be my way of breaking things off
with Pam, because I still wasn't sure of the relationship. But then Pam informed
me that she was pregnant and the responsible part of me decided that she and I
would have to be together, for the new baby. As soon as the divorce was
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finalized between Tonda and me, Pam and I could get married. Pam was
probably far happier about it than I was, but I really did care for in spite of any
misgivings I had.
We applied for a marriage license the same day the divorce was finalized. It was
a walk across the street... And we were married shortly after that (three days, to
be exact!)
I need to backstep a bit here, though. Once I was in my own place away from
Pam, I put all my efforts into complying with the court's requirements to get the
girls back home with me. But once Pam moved into the apartment, things took a
downward turn once more.
The worst part was that the caseworker found out that Pam was pregnant. It
wasn't enough that I was involved with Pam. I had to add fuel to the fire.
The caseworker met with me and told me that Tonda was already in the process
of signing away her parental rights, and that it would be in the girls' best interest
that I do the same. I wasn't about to do that, not in a million years.
So the caseworker upped the ante.
She informed me that unless I signed away my rights, that the child that Pam
was about to have would have to be removed from the home because it was
legally in the same endangerment as the girls had been, since I was in the
household. She cited a case in law, and I later confirmed what she said, although
there were a few factors that she hadn't mentioned to me that didn't necessarily
make the case as applicable as she implied. She then told me that if I wanted to
keep the soon-to-arrive baby, that I would do the right thing, and then the agency
would be out of my life and the girls were already set to be adopted.
She told me I could think about it.
Well, I did think about it. I thought about it more than I had ever thought about
anything in my life up until that point. Making a parent choose between children is
the most cruel of evils, because I loved my girls and yet I didn't want to see my
newborn ripped away, too. I mulled my options over, again and again, and it
finally was becoming clear that the Agency had never intended for the girls to
come back, and they now had enough dirt on myself, and Pam, too, that any
chance I had was slim to none. They were just letting me sign off rather than take
my rights away as a parent.
And so I did it. I cried. I raged. But I signed the papers... one for each child.
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And on January 8, 1991, I saw my first son come into the world. My love and
appreciation for him was only deepened by the high price I had paid. One child
for the price of three. The world really was as ugly as I had known...
The upside, of course, was that when I found out Pam was pregnant with Jeremy,
I quit drugs altogether. And although I was a long ways off from no longer being a
drunk, it was a choice that would make room for plenty of improvements in my
life.
Things were finally on the upswing in my life, although the penalties had been
costly.
Life, however, wasn't quite finished teaching me a lesson in futility... And I wasn't
quite done making stupid choices in my life... Or having my world shattered
again...
[To be continued]
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CHAPTER SIX
The flowers in the garden were all gone now, and the sky fell dark, the wind silent.
And still, amidst the facade of serenity there began to bloom a fresh flower.
Ebony clouds stood their ground in the skies above, threatening, always
threatening, to rain down. The distant whispers of thunder sounded an early
warning that I did not heed. It was the proverbial calm before the storm.
From Journals of a Young Man named Tim
Full Circle
My marriage with Pam proved far different from that with Tonda. They were two
completely different people in so many respects that to compare one with the
other would be unfair. Where Tonda loved the freedom of running the streets,
Pam was content to remain at home. She and I were two of a kind in several
ways, actually.
But the worst aspect of the relationship, a feature that I did not recognize for a
long time, was that Pam became my "enabler."
Now, when you talk with a counselor or a psychologist, they'll explain that an
enabler is just that-- a person that enables another person to continue in a
destructive behavior. My newfound crutch after I quit the drugs was alcohol. It
made things so much easier, in fact-- because now I didn't have to deal with the
paranoia and fear of getting busted with the drugs-- it was a perfectly legal
remedy for life's problems-- at least in my book. I found that my uncertainty about
my new marriage with Pam could easily be tuned out by a night soaked in
McDaniels and Cola. And so it went for most of the marriage. Pam seemed to
find my newfound habit to her liking, because it literally put her in charge of
everything... the money, the house, the kids, everything. All I had to do was work
enough to bring money in.
So that's what I did. I worked my shift, and then on the way home I'd swing by the
local party store and buy me a fifth of McDaniels or Black Velvet and a 2-liter,
and my night's agenda was well underway. I suppose the only decency was that I
would wait until the kids were in bed before I began my escapade into the haze
of drunkeness. I got pretty good at drinking, too. Learned how to keep an even
buzz all night, until about 2:30 or so in the morning, when I finally decided to call
it a night because I had to work the next day.
But Pam never said a word about it.
Of course, along the way I picked up several bad habits-- the worst of which was
not paying bills to those who deserved to get paid, and buying into stuff with
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money that was meant for bills. It was a game that eventually led Pam, me, and
our now three children back to my hometown... Ionia, Michigan.
For me, the move back to Ionia was a sobering experience. I didn't know how
sobering... not yet anyways. Life had come full circle for me, because now I was
back in the same town where everything had fallen apart in the very beginning,
when I left my beloved Hastings.
I must have been growing up at least a little bit, because it was a move that really
made me take stock of my life. I tried to make it a fresh start, although I wasn't
quite ready to quit drinking. I just didn't do it as much as I did before-- that is, not
every night. But I was obviously unhappy in my marriage with Pam, and I blamed
myself for it, but couldn't walk away, either. It had been because of my horrible
job as a husband that we had lost the house we were buying into while in
Lansing, among other losses during the marriage.
Of course, I've skipped over a great deal of time and happenings, because most
of it was pretty run-of-the-mill stuff that nobody wants to read about. I ran several
bulletin board systems because I was real heavy into computers. Pam and I
would have some pretty heated fights, but I can say with a great amount of pride
that I never hit Pam, unlike when I was married to Tonda. My children, on the
other hand, would sometimes get spanked far harder than they should have. I
hadn't yet come to terms with that.
I landed a job during a walk-in interview, at Jorgensen's of Ionia. I was applying
as stock, and they asked me if I wanted to be a night manager. Of course, I said
yes! And there I was, in the most responsible position I had ever held, running a
small Spartan store.
Things might have turned out differently if it hadn't been for my knack in what one
counselor described as "emotional displacement."
While working at Jorgensen's, I became fascinated with this cashier, and we
started talking on break... usually about life, marriage... and spouses. Well,
during one conversation between she and I, we got on the subject of drinking,
and she was telling me how she would never stand for someone who drank all
the time. For the first time, it hit home. And believe me or not, I swore off drinking
that day. The friendship between us had become that important to me that I
couldn't let her know that I was a drunk, so the only choice I had was to quit. Or
lose the friendship.
Suddenly, my view on my life took a drastic change, now that I was sober and
clean. I realized that my life wasn't amounting to much at all. I realized how many
bridges I had burned, how many people I had done wrong, used, or just plain
discarded. And how much I had really didn't amount to anything at all. I began to
see how different Pam and I were. She was a live-for-the-day while I began
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wanting to talk about the future, about where the family was going... and where it
should go. And, much to Pam's dislike, I was beginning to take charge again. I
was wanting to make the decisions that for so long I had abandoned to her.
It didn't help much, either, that I began wanting to spend more time talking with
my newfound female friend. It wasn't about sex. It wasn't even about love. It
seemed to be about how I liked who I was when we were talking with each other,
whether on the phone, or on break, or just hanging. She was married, with kids,
and I was, too. We could talk for hours on just that! And then I'd go home and
Pam and I so rarely had anything to say to one another because it was clear that
we were growing apart. I was no longer the guy that I was when she and I got
together, and she didn't like the new me at all. She liked me better when I was
drinking, or hurting the kids, or whatever, because that was what she was familiar
with, that's what she knew.
Oh, but in spite of my end with alcohol, I wasn't quite done yet with stupidity. I
hadn't quite wringed that sponge all out yet.
There was an incident that took place that will forever stand as the epitome of my
idiocy, an everlasting monument in honor of the evil me.
Even with my at least trying to live honestly, it always seemed that we couldn't
make ends meet financially. And since Pam refused to get work outside the
home to help, it was all on me to bring the money in. At least back in the days of
selling drugs, I always had extra cash. A lot of paranoia to go with it, but the cash
was decent. But working a job, now that wasn't as great as it should have been.
Even as a night manager, which actually turned out to be a glorified cashier role.
And Pam and I were always living beyond our means, renting entertainment
centers, tvs, vcrs, anything...
Add it all up and it amounts to a recipe for trouble.
Because I had access to the office at the store, it also meant that I had access to
other things. But I wasn't smart enough a guy to take cash. No, I made out a
hefty money order to ease the burdens.
Oh, it gets better, so bear with me.
Of course, I played it off when the reports were printed out, saying I didn't know
what might have explained the discrepancy.
As always, I had to do even this in the greatest of stupidities. I took advantage of
the moment when my newfound best friend left the office, the one whom I had in
many ways, fell for in my heart. Only she would soon find out.
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I sat on the thing for about three weeks, too. And then sold it to another once
good-friend from Lansing. I say once good-friend because it was the end of that
friendship (like I should have expected a different result?)
I did this knowing full well that they could trace the order, see a signature, etc
etc... and trace it back to me. Go figure.
But I didn't know how afraid I could be until the phone rang one afternoon. It was
my female friend, and she said nothing more than "I hate you!" It was all I needed
to hear to know that she knew. I gushed that I wanted to explain myself, if only I
could come and explain my case to her. She reluctantly agreed, and that night I
went to her house and stated my case. She was peeved regardless. About the
lying, about the betrayal, about the fact that I did it for ANY reason.
And then I knew that there was only one choice I could make.
I had to turn myself in and be accountable for what I had done.
The police officer called my house the next morning, and I asked him what I
needed to do to follow through on owning up to the deed.
And I turned myself in to the police department that morning. I was taken into an
interrogation room where I was asked how I did it, why I did it. And then I was
placed under arrest and put in a cell to wait.
Describing the helplessness of surrendering one's freedom in exchange for a
cold cell to anyone who has never been there just isn't possible, and I won't even
try. But I learned that morning that my life had finally hit bottom, that everything
that had happened to me up to that point had merely been stumbles down the
stairs into the abyss.
I sat in that cell, trying to pretend that this wasn't happening to me, that I'd wake
up from this nightmare and everything would be all right. But everything was NOT
all right. Not with me, not with my life, and certainly not with anything that I
seemed to touch or do.
I had absolutely no idea what was to become of me.
And so, with nothing but me and a concrete cell, I did what I should have done
long before that moment of clarity.
I prayed.
I prayed to the God whom I had on too many occasions slighted and ignored and
outright denied. I had the actual gall to beg God for the mercy of which I didn't
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deserve. I deserved to be locked away, discarded. The key needed to be lost
forever that would let me out.
But if, just if, He had a miniscule fraction of mercy, and He saw me through this
humbling, eye-opening moment in my life, I swore my life to Him. I would NEVER
do stupid things again, never do the things that hurt others or that wasn't the best
of my abilities as a miserable human being. I oathed this and so much more. I
never pretended to not deserve whatever it was that was about to come upon me
for my treacheries. I only felt that my life couldn't end, not like this...
[To be continued]
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CHAPTER SEVEN
It was with a feeling of rage and a sense of irony that I found myself looking out
through the plate glass of my solitary world, gazing out upon that other world that
had just dealt me a blow unmatched by any I had ever been able to
weather... And here I sat, huddled against the concrete wall. My life had come
full circle. I had started my life within a prison not of my making, and now sat in a
prison that I had created. I had, I realized with finality, come home.
All the running, all the scams that had fueled my life were not going to help
me now.
I had tried to escape what I was.
And I had failed.
From Journals of a Young Man named Tim

The Moment of Clarity
Coming to terms with the realization that in less than 15 years I had gone from
the kid who was known in school as the "writer" and the "nerd" to a guy sitting in
a jail cell awaiting my moment before a judge... a moment that would ultimately
decide my future since it had become quite clear that I was incapable of picking
the right course for myself... was enough to make me want to believe that God
would want to hear anything I had to say.
And yet it seemed rather silly to wait until something happened that was of my
own making before I actually had the gall to ask that God get me out of it.
In a way, I was bitter, because I had already been making changes in my life that
would hopefully make me a better person. The conviction that I was undeserving
of this happening to me now makes it all the more clear that I needed something
like this to happen before I was man enough to fall on my knees and cry out to
some unseen God that of all the world filled with far more deserving souls than I
that I was worth a second chance.
I cannot begin to number the count of bridges that I have burned through my
lifetime, and it's true that many people have done the same, but I did it in most
cases willingly and with full knowledge of what I was doing. I had scammed my
way through life, lying and cheating every step of the way. To record every
instance would be moot, of course. I found the easy path e very chance I could
get.
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And the person that I saw in the mirror, when I even bothered to look, wasn't my
face. It was my mother's. And what semblance of my mother I didn't see became
the illusion of my father that my mother had spent all my youth impla nting in my
brain. Worthless. Lazy. Never amount to anything. I had fulfilled every prophecy
the woman had ever uttered.
But it wasn't until that morning that I realized that the reflection in the glass wasn't
my mother. And it wasn't my father. It was me. And even at this most dire point in
my life I was still trying to make excuses. I was still trying to weasel my way
through it, because that's how it always worked for me. Blame my mother, blame
the system, blame the world. I had no sense of accountability.
And that was the most important lesson I needed to learn if ever I was going to
move ahead with my life.
But my mother, I thought to myself, took me away from all my friends, ruined my
dreams, stole from me even my dignity as a human being. If I was this way,
surely it was because of her visitation of evil upon my innocence of youth.
Everything led me back to that fateful autumn of 1983, when I left Hastings.
Everything had been set into motion then. My dreams, my sense of belonging,
my sense of having friends were all taken away.
And yet, up until then I had endured. I had endured years of silence amidst the
horrors of abuse. School became my refuge, and my classmates had become my
family, and I wanted nothing to take that from me.
Putting i nto words the fundamental need we have for unconditional acceptance,
of an encouraging word that reminds us that in the twisted, mad world that swirls
about us that we are okay just for being who we are, that sometimes things are
NOT our fault, and that we don't HAVE to be perfect... well, it's when we
encounter such an empowering force that we are suddenly convinced that we're
human after all. Sometimes it's the teacher that nudges us toward success.
Sometimes it's a close friend that seems to always suddenly be there just when
we need them, willing to listen. Whatever the manifestation, its impact is
profound on our life, and we're better off for it.
And for me, my time at Hastings was an entire experience that seems almost
legendary now. Perhaps because my departure had been so sudden, now it's
frozen in my memory. But whatever the case, it lives on in my thoughts. Fondly.
But memories aren't enough when you've built a lifetime on lies and deception,
slowly haggling away your life for a piece of the pie that is somehow supposed to
convince you that you're better off than you really are... that you don't have a
problem--everyone else does.
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The blame game wasn't going to work when I finally stood before that judge.
And in spite of the few changes tha t I had made in my life to better myself, I
needed to get the facts straight: I had a long way to go before things would be
set straight in my life's ledger. My actions had consequences, a chain of events
that had been set into motion from day one, and any amount of running away
and avoiding them would result in failure.
I once before had tried to convince myself that I was doing everything I could to
meet the state's requirements to regain custody of my girls. But I wasn't being
honest with myself, or with anyone else. I had still been doing drugs, I had still
made it a habit of vanquishing my problems in the haze of whiskey, and I jumped
into another relationship before I had resolved the issues of the one that I was in.
I wasn't trying to get my girls back-- I was trying to get the girls back by duping
the State of Michigan, thinking that I could scam them and they'd be none the
wiser. But it didn't work then.
And it wouldn't work now.
The loss of my daughters should have been enough to shake me from my
dreamlife, but it hadn't. I blamed the state and went right back to what I had been
doing all along, at least back to what I hadn't been doing already.
God had knocked, but I wasn't listening.
I have always blamed everyone else, I tell you. It is so much easier than owning
up to the responsibility I had to make my life my own. The only thing that I had
succeeded in doing was making a mess of the life that I had been given.
If you have any thought of consoling me with the "We all make mistakes" don't try
it. I was as deserving as they come, or I wouldn't have wound up sitting in a jail
cell awaiting a judgment. I wouldn't have had three beautiful flowers ripped from
my garden of life. I wouldn't have continued to go on in my path of destruction
after that. I wouldn't have spent years as a drunk after that, or gone on to
continue abusing the sons that came after I got with Pam. I would have been a
better father and husband.
Being arrested was actually the BEST thing that had happened to me up until
that moment in my life, because it forced me to come to terms with myself and
the life that I was making for myself. And all the more so because my choices,
poor as they were, were affecting others and I needed not only to realize that, but
to face its consequences head-on.
I wasn't going to do any of that until I had the hammer brought down, and brought
down HARD.
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So now that I've done my soapbox bit, let me return to the situation...
According to the officer, I would be brought before the judge tha t same morning
and would likely be sentenced at the same hearing, because I was pleading
guilty. He had told me, too, that it was to my benefit that I had turned myself in
and admitted to what I had done. Small consolation when you see your life of "If
Only's" flashing through your mind.
After something like three or four hours had passed, an officer came to my cell
and put the handcuffs back on me and I was led outside and up the street to the
courthouse. There, I was taken to some room to await my turn.
When I was brought before the judge, I had already made up my mind to be as
honest and straightforward with him as was humanly possible. I was going to
take what was coming to me like someone who was mature enough to know that
I had done something very wrong and unacceptable and intolerable. There would
be no blame-game, no excuses for why I did it. Just own up to it and await his
decision. It's kind of silly, but I was placing the matter in his hands. Totally. I had
already made my pact with God, and now it was time to pay up. Whatever
happened, I was going to swear off the old life and try to mend what was left of
my waste of a life. Even if I had to do it from prison.
And for what I had done, I could get up to three years in the prison, I was told.
Scared straight is certainly one way to put it.
If irony was anything, it was a key player in my life it seems, because this judge
would be someone I would be standing before again... soon afterwards, for more
trouble... But I'll elaborate more on that later.
Back to the moment, though, I stood at the podium as the charges were read to
me, and I was then asked if I understood the charges, and then how I wanted to
plead.
The charges were clear. Concise. And true.
And I plead guilty.
[To be continued]
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CHAPTER EIGHT
As I sat there gazing out through eyes of hopelessness, a single ray of sunlight
found its way through the dense storm clouds. It was beyond all reason that I
should hope, and yet it was all that I could do...
From Journals of a Young Man named Tim

The Gift of a Second Chance... and Its Cost...
For the first time in my life, I had with absolutely no reservations, no hidden
agendas, no scamming, owned up to what must have been one of the most
despicable acts of my career as a human being.
The terms that had apparently been worked out between my court-appointed
attorney and the prosecutor was that I was to pay the money back to the store,
pay the cour costs, and be on probation for the next year. If I failed to live up to
the probation, I'd be looking at three years behind locked doors. And because of
my turning myself in and admitting to the wrong, they saw no reason why it
shouldn't work. I was apparently perceived as a "nice guy" and the store really
didn't want to prosecute me beyond getting their money back because I had been
such a hard-working and valuable employee, and that only lessened the hunger
on the state's part for any kind of setting me up as an example for anyone that
might tread the same path.
And where I was expecting to be returned to jail, I was released on my own
recognizance.
It was a dream that I could not have imagined! God had heard my pleas, and I
really had done the right thing for once. I was being given a second chance.
It felt like a new lease on life as within an hour afterwards I was sent on my way
home, and the walk back home was too much to consider. Apart from the
difficulty I now faced in paying the hefty sum of a grand plus to the court for my
idiocy, I was breathing gratitude with eve ry breath. The felony had been reduced
to a misdemeanor, just like that. But, I knew too, I'd not work again in the town.
Ionia was a small town, and if I was asked if I had ever been arrested, worse yet,
for a felony, I had to answer truthfully. My options were nonexistent.
And, of course with no job, the rent went unpaid, among other expenses. Within
a short time, I was back in the same courtroom, before the same judge. Only this
time, it was for an eviction. And just like that, Pam, the boys, and I were out in the
street.
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We were able to stay for several months at my aunt and uncle's out in Lyons, but
Ionia is such a small town that there was just no place that was going to take me
on as an employee.
The difficulties between Pam and I only got worse under the stress of the
situation. The tiny sum of money that we were getting from DSS had to then be
paid to the court to keep me out of jail. And Pam simply refused to find work for
the time being. So, there we were... stuck.
Finally, an opportunity opened up for me that would mean that we needed to
relocate to Lansing. I had found a place that I could stay while I hunted down
work and got the money ahead to get us into a place. Pam went along with the
plan on the condition that she go to Lansing, too. She set things up so she would
be living at her dad's and that way we wouldn't be all that far apart.
So back to Lansing we went. I stayed with the son of a friend I had made through
computer work. Pam and the boys went to her dad's over on Cleveland Ave.
God must have continued to have smiled at my efforts at trying to turn my life
around for myself and my family, because I landed a job on the first interview/job
application I put in. It would be as a computer salesperson for OfficeMax on
Edgewood Blvd in Lansing.
The job was right up my alley, as they say.
After about three months, I had accumulated enough income to move into a
motel. The tough thing about getting a house or apartment, as I'm sure anyone
knows, is getting the deposit with the rent, and that was a bit beyond me yet
because I was still paying the court expenses and buying food for Pam and the
boys and making car payments and paying rent for the room I had been staying
in.
But I finally managed to get into a seedy little motel on Lansing's southside. It
was called Pennway Motel, and it reminded me more of a no-tell motel than a
place to live, but I had learned by now not to look a gift horse in the mouth. It was
a place to start, and it meant that we were even closer to finally getting back
together as a family, Pam and I. It was all I could think of. And it was all I could
talk about when Pam would come and stay with the boys in the cramped
efficiency room.
But what I should have been thinking about was how many problems arise when
Pam's family came into the picture. They had always had a way of meddling, and
Pam always seemed to bend to their will--not that I blamed her too much
because her dad WAS letting her and the boys stay in his house. But I should
have listened to the hunc hes, too.
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The more it began looking like I was getting a place for all of us, the more Pam
seemed to draw away. That FEELING was coming up now in my mind and heart,
that feeling that is ugly and sticks to your thoughts until it becomes an obsession.
It was the same FEELING that I used to get before Tonda would finally tell me
why she had been gone so long.
And one day I was finally fed up with the evasiveness, and I confronted Pam. I
just KNEW that she was seeing someone. Call it experience, call it a husband's
intuition. But here I was busting my butt trying to scavenge enough money
LEGALLY and through HARD WORK that I couldn't understand why she was so
stand-offish with me. I mean, I was excited. Another few weeks and I'd have
enough to get us into an apartment, and after that, a house.
And she told me that she didn't want to get back together. No, she wasn't seeing
anyone, but she had gotten tired of everything and wanted no more of it. It was
only through the kids' talk later on, and much grilling by me about where mommie
was always gone to that I found out the truth, or at least the REST of the truth.
Pam's dad and stepmom had introduced Pam to a guy who lived out in
Dimondale. His name was Bob, and he supposedly made all this money. Pam
had found another escape plan, just as I had been for her back when I helped
her out of her father's house. Only this time, the joke was on me.
I was livid, to say the least, and we started arguing real bad right there in the
motel room. I mean she was yelling at the top of her lungs so the whole world
would know just how much of a loser I was and how I had done her so wrong,
and I was trying to convince her to stay, that we could work it out. Next thing I
know, the police are showing up and she's telling them that I hurt her or
something when all she wanted to do was leave. Angry, I told the officer that was
talking with me, that she could go if she wanted to, that she couldn't take the car
was all, since it was in my name and I was making the payments. If she wanted
to walk, she had to walk with all that she had, the clothes on her back, or call her
dad to come and get her.
In yet another bout of bad luck, I was told by the officer that I would let Pam take
the car, leave with the boys, or he would haul me in for assaulting her (allegedly).
I was done being stupid.
I let her take the car.
And the police were content, Pam was content, and once more I was alone.
Just like that, everything I loved was ripped from me. Only this time, it was after
doing everyt hing right. Was I EVER going to win at this game of life?!
It could have been a matter of too little too late.
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Maybe it was.
But I'm a die-hard believer in marriage. Pam and I had our problems, and
certainly I had been no angel, but neither had she. But at least I was trying now,
for the first time in years. I had been getting my life together for everyone for the
past seven months, going down the straight and narrow like a madman, hungry
to right all the wrongs and to play by the rules.
Even that didn't seem to be enough to make things work in my life. All that
seemed clear was that I was cut out for a life of misery and failure.
In spite of things, I held as firm as I could to the road I had oathed back in that jail
cell. The old Tim would have sought consolation in alcohol, or maybe even drugs.
And the thought crossed my mind, too. Every night that I went home from work to
that small room void of anything but me and my life.
But I didn't. I WOULDN'T!
Instead, I poured myself into my job, and in a few more weeks, just as I had
planned, I was able to move into a real apartment on Jolly Rd.
In my obsession with getting back together with Pam, I made sure that it was a
two-bedroom so that I could show her that coming back wouldn't be all that bad
as she might have thought. The boys would have a room, and it was a decent
enough place to live.
But Pam was still working her way through her escape plan, unbeknownst to me
at the time.
I had just finished a computer system sale when a short guy in sunglasses came
up to me at work and served me the divorce papers. Need I say that the rest of
my workday was shot?
It was finally hitting me that Pam really wanted nothing more to do with me. And
she was asking for it all, too. The kids, the car, the possessions. Claiming that I
had assaulted her meant that I couldn't even go near her, and thus I wouldn't be
seeing my kids before the court date, nor afterward if what I read in the papers
was given to her. I was portrayed as a real danger, and she was i n so much fear
for her life that her whereabouts was kept off the court documents, known only to
Pam, her attorney, and the court. She was once more in total control of the
situation, and my life was revolving around her every whim.
If I was angry before, I was even more enraged now. If I could have afforded an
attorney, I would have, but I was already giving up half my paycheck to child
support, and the other half to rent. The one good aside was that I was losing a lot
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of weight! No money, no food. Except a box of mac and cheese every other day
and two cans of pop at work, and maybe a bag of chips. Hmm... Maybe I could
do that again now...
Anyways, it seemed to never end. I dreaded the divorce and yet I was powerless
to do anything except to be carried along by the current.
Having my children taken away TWICE now was more than anyone should have
had to endure, but I'll pat myself on the back in the fact that I held firm in my
resolution to the Almighty Himself. I stayed clean, and I stayed straight.
But would it be enough? I was about to once again be in court.
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CHAPTER NINE
The pathway of life is rarely without curves...
From Journals of a Young Man named Tim
Pieces of My Life
Going to court to be interviewed about my appropriateness with my own sons,
and just how much time I'd be able to spend with them, seemed futile. After
becoming disenchanted with how the system treats the men in visitation and
divorce, I had no illusions about what would happen when I went. And with Pam
crying foul and claiming abuse so that she could get representation from legal aid
and govern how much contact I had with her and the boys, it was already looking
rough, too!
The papers served me only strengthened her case. She had herself a decent
attorney and my recent past was already coming up as an issue. I had signed
away my parental rights willingly after having been found a lousy parent-- what
better grounds were needed to determine my unfitness as a parent, and with
unsupervised visits even?
So, when the day finally came to go in to court, I dressed up formal and collected
my thoughts and spent every moment on the way to Charlotte keeping my mind
free of clutter. I had dwelt on the matter enough already and needed to be rid of it.
I just wanted it all over with.
The meeting with the friend of court guy was with both of us present, and he
asked us various questions about different situations that had happened. While I
was quiet and polite and non-confrontational, Pam was pointing out my every
flaw she could dredge up from our marriage.
And after it was all over, I walked away with a lot to be thankful for. The referee
could find no reason why I shouldn't have every other weekend and every other
holiday with them, and the catch was that Pam got half my payc heck for child
support.
Still, I thanked God for seeing me through yet another milestone in my life. And
part of me was twisted and demented enough to think that it also left open the
opportunity for me to convince Pam to change her mind about me.
Unable to afford rent any longer, I found myself living out of a person's basement
for a good while, which wasn't all that bad aside from the discomfort I had when
the boys came to visit, because I was so worried that the boys'
rambunctiousness would bother the older gentleman. But it was all in my head.
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He didn't mind the boys at all, and visits went very well, although it became
painfully clear that I had my role as father ripped away and converted to
"weekend dad," which amounted to all of three complete days per month in all-hardly enough time to build any sort of relationship.
It was soon after the visitations began that I found out that this wasn't just some
guy my wife had hooked up (the divorce would not be final for seven more
months). It was her cousin, an older guy who was nasty and a heavy
drinker... but word had it that her mom was quite taken by the guy and was
telling Pam that the guy (Bob) was the best thing that had ever happened to Pam.
Their living surroundings were the nastiest I had e ver seen, and I'd seen pretty
bad stuff in my sordid life. But this was beyond that. In the months to follow, my
calls to protective services would fall on deaf ears-- and I was finally told by a
friend that the agency probably thought of me as the disgruntled soon-to-be-exhusband who was trying to cause trouble. It would be still long after that before I
found out what was really going on...
The majority of the time from when I got visitation "rights" to the time that the
divorce would be final was among the hardest seven or so months of life. That all
took place over the Summer of '97 up until the Winter of '97. Every weekend visit
with the boys served only to remind me still more of how much I had lost, and it
all seemed so unfair, because at the end of my visit I had to take them back to
Pam, who was living with her cousin in a shack-up situation, collecting child
support from me and then using it to buy cigarettes and beer for her newfound
lover so that she had a place to stay with the boys.
The emotional drain of loneliness and futility in my own empty life drove me back
to writing. Writing had always been the escape for me, from early on when I
found it could take me places I couldn't go back in my troubled childhood, and
now, when it was just me a nd my little room in a cold basement. And, I think, it
was when I did my best writing, that period. I had matured in my thinking, and
certainly become far more cynical in my outlook on life and the world. The flow of
emotions, of rage, of indignance, and the subtle helplessness that threaded its
way through much of my writing in that time provided for some solid material and
character studies. For the first time in my life I was beginning to understand
myself, and starting to realize that I wanted more from life than I had before, but
this time I wanted lasting things, among them some sort of stamp on history,
even if it was a two -cent stamp. I figured writing might be the way to do that,
because I had been told that my writings were now crisp, intriguing, a nd true -tolife. Far different from the critiques that I had received all those years before
while in school, when things were more fantastical and whimsical and carefree
and sometimes just plain strange.
While I won't bore you with certain details, it was also a time of heartbreak for
myself.
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I've never been one to deal with issues of abandonment very well. Nor rejection.
They were the lifeblood for me, and without them I had no way to measure
myself. Unfortunately, my heart got the better of me at one point and I had to
come to terms with that, which I did fairly well-- after a lot of soul-searching. If
you ever want to know more, just go to my website, find the link to my stories and
read "Sunset" and "The Key"--in that order.
Two other events took place in this timeframe, too. I found the path back to God,
just as I had begun seeking out in that cell, and I found love again.
The funny thing about God, for those of you that believe that there is a God, is
that He's never really gone from our lives... we just lead ourselves to believe that
He's not there. But if there is ANYTHING that I've learned about the God I serve,
it's that He's patient, and He's extremely tolerant. He'd have to be in order to deal
with the likes of me.
And while I'm not going to spend a lot of time discussing my beliefs, and all that
go with it, it has continued to make me over into a much better person than I ever
thought I could have been. It's also honed my opinions in several areas, although
I think I can be pretty opinionated on certain issues. But I owed it to God to carry
out what I had promised--after all He had done His part...
Perhaps because of my change of heart and change of life, God saw fit to reward
me with the beautiful woman who would become my third and final wife.
My divorce from Pam was finalized in December of 1997. I walked away with the
clothes on my back, my dignity, three days of time with my sons in a month, and
the rest of my life ahead of me.
The courtship with Deb was briefer than many of our friends were comfortable
with, but I didn't think so. Still don't. There was something about her that
convinced me that it was right, that it would last. I'd been wrong before, but with
all the blessings in my life since I had hit bottom, I was sure that I wasn't wrong
this time.
We had an honorable courtship of three months, and were married in March of
1998, and are still happily married. Oh, we have our ups and downs, and who
doesn't. But for the first time, I feel at home.
Only this time, it really WAS home.
And then another turn of events would come my way... A turn of events that
made everything that had happened to me up until now all worth enduring,
mistakes aside...
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[To be concluded in next chapter]
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CHAPTER TEN
And in the end, when all is said and done, I stood before the door. Casting aside
fear and doubt, abandoning the shrine of my life and the comfort therein, I
stepped out into. . .
Life.
From Journals of a Young Man named Tim
Requiem of a Young Man named Tim
The sto ry you've read is true.
The places and events, while significantly simplified for sanity's sake, all exist.
The pain and suffering, while oftentimes self-inflicted, had consequences in the
shaping and molding of the character of a young man who came into this world
with all the innocence endowed in humankind, a blank slate of paper upon which
was then written the strengths and weaknesses of those around him.
The young man thus became a mere reflection of those around him, incapable of
defining himself when the reflection absented itself.
It was not an experience unlike anyone else's.
We live, for all intents and purposes, in an Age of Loneliness.
Surrounded by the ever-increasing power of technology, the expanses in
knowledge that are supposed to make our lives easier, more tolerable, we find
ourselves unable to reach out and embrace our brothers and sisters. We battle
over imaginary lines drawn in the sand between our homes when we should be
stepping out from ourselves and viewing our world from the Eyes of the Universe,
which sees only this wondrous blue gem hanging in the heavens, the center of all,
a model for the eternity that awaits us. From there we will see no lines, no
borders...
And silence.
We live in an age of wonderful achievements, and we pride ourselves in our
accomplishments... and yet our children slay each other during school. Behind
closed doors in the waning day a husband brutally slams his wife against the wall
because his dinner isn't ready, or the young parent violently shakes their
newborn into the arms of death. The nondescript, unkempt old man lies frozen to
death beneath the hastily gathered rags and garbage in solace from the cold, yet

- 36 -

Welcome to MY World: A Brief Autobiography
once was the uniformed soldier who mere decades before had fought through
lines of fire to ensure that his wartime friend was not left behind on the field.
Entire families are eradicated outside their homes in faraway lands as we watch
the evening news from the comfort of our couch-- through the power of
technology. They were the wrong color, or race, or religion.
We shake our heads with feigned sadness and then settle down to our dinner
while children waste away in another land because of hunger or lack of medical
care.
We complain because we had to put in a few extra hours at work when we'd
rather be out on the golf course, or hitting the beach-- while the man halfway
across the world looks warily about him and sees tanks and soldiers standing all
about him, and thinks to himself that today he might die and what will come of his
family then?
We cry out in disgust as we open our utility bill and see how much more we're
going to have to pay this month than last. We then try to figure out how we'll
budget in next Christmas so that we can have the latest gadgets to keep our
prominent position in the neighborhood.
We cheer for sports events where the players make more in a game than the
sum earnings of struggling single mothers in our city who want only to make the
rent this month and maybe have a little left over to give her children a little more
to eat.
The story of the young man is but one of many people today. There are many
others like him.
There really isn't any room for the young man to complain when you put it all into
perspective, and yet by sharing his story, there's something within each reader
that wants to assure the young man that things will turn out okay, that in this Age
of Loneliness his experience is not unique. That he is not alone. That many of us
have faced similar trials of life and came through with scars and abrasions that
only we see while we bear up and grin and try to maintain our sanity in an insane
world.
Through a mere word we empower the young man to stand firm. Through the
simple pat on the back we assure him that he matters. And through our patient
listening, we prove our sincerity.
After all, in spite of how much the world tries to convince us that as individuals
we don't matter and won't be missed, we know different. We have made an
unseen yet powerful shining point in the young man's life, a nd he has done the
same for us. The spark of memory that will stay with us all of our days.
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In an age of technological, scientific, and medical advancements that would
make earlier generations stand in utter awe of our world, we find ourselves
longing for the simpler times when we could stroll down our neighborhood street
and see the old man sitting on the his porch charming the young children with his
tales of wonder. We yearn for silence in a time of noise and chatter and chaos.
We want to care, but have been taught only apathy. We yearn for human touch
and have known only the absence of it.
Just when we need unity the most, we are slowly being divided over the tiniest of
issues.
We can, of course, be glad that our lives did not fare as badly as that of the
young man. That's a lot for anyone to go through, even if much of it was due to
poor choices. We could even dismiss it all in the end. It certainly is the easiest
route available to us.
And only we would have to know...
But what of the young man after all that's happened up until now?
In October of 1999, he gained custody of his sons from his ex-wife Pam.
Responding to a call from Pam, the Michigan State Police found something they
had not witnessed except perhaps in the news. What they found at the residence
was impossible to put into words... and so they videotaped the conditions of the
house and turned the matter over to Protective Services of Eaton County. While
all the phone calls from the young man had gone ignored, the video tape could
not.
The house was subsequently condemned for deplorable conditions.
In January of 2000, the young man was given legal custody of his sons, a clear
blessing from God after everything that had transpired in his life up until that point.
While Pam has visitation twice a month on weekends, she often fails to exercise
it, too caught up now in yet another relationship with the man who was her ticket
out of the relationship with her cousin. Only this time, the boyfriend would turn
out to be a cocaine addict working for GM. Good earnings went to waste on his
habit, but it seems not to matter to Pam.
The young man named Tim is still married to Deb, and they endeavor to provide
a nurturing environment for the two sons. The third child, Eric, was placed with
his grandmother since the young man named Tim had no legal parental rights to
Eric, having never adopted him.
On April 10, 2001, the court finally told Pam that she wouldn't be getting Eric
back, either. A year and a half had passed since they had worked to reunite Eric
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and Pam, and Pam acted as though she had other plans, and the children were
secondary. At least that was how it looked to them.
While the young man named Tim still cares deeply for Pam, he is also aware of
how changed his life has become since they went their separate ways, and he
daily thanks God for the opportunity to raise his sons after everything. He adores
and appreciates his new wife beyond words, and has finally come to understand
how elusive happiness can be in our mad, mad world, and no longer takes life for
granted.
Because of that conviction, in the Summer of 2000, and especially more so
recently, in 2001, he has tried to regain contact with the various people in his life
that have mattered to him, especially classmates from his time in Hastings,
Michigan. He knows that he's burned a lot of bridges, but even bridges can be
rebuilt with work and endurance. He's located quite a few of them, and continues
to remain in contact with them. Former classmates from Hastings, from
Lakewood, and even a dear friend from his life in Lansing who now lives to the
far north of him currently. He's rebuilding his friendship with his once-best friend
in Hastings, slowly but surely.
And he's coming to terms now with his life. By telling his story and casting it from
him once and for all eternity. Someone called it catharsis.
They are probably right.
But only the young man named Tim knows for sure.
As for me, I entrust this story with you now.
And thank you for listening.
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