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To my son, 
Never give up. There is a light at the end of the tunnel. 


































“Love is a piece of paper torn to bits.”– Charles Bukowski










Introduction

This is a memoir. What is contained in these pages is a collection of writing that spans the course of ten years. Recalling the wild and crazy life that produced some of the greatest stories about events that led me to where I am today. 
The purpose of this memoir is to tell my story and nothing else. It is not an attempt at revenge. It is about life in Detroit, my life in Phoenix, my life in Napa, my life in Portland and my life in Düsseldorf. But it’s not just to tell my story, it’s also to give hope to those that feel that there is no way out. 
[bookmark: _Int_m947xI6i]This is a story of the wild life. The disasters, pitfalls, chaos, heartbreak and reckless abandon. It’s also about my journey to survive. It truly is a miracle that I am alive today to write it.
It’s about addiction, obsession, frustration, disappointment, and the loss of love. But it is also about recovery and redemption. Finding hope where there is no hope. 
It’s about love and hate, anger and forgiveness. 
This is a story about crawling out of the abyss and finding myself. 
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Chapter 1


The room was spinning like a Hitchcock film. I woke up with a headache that would have put Bukowski on the floor. I felt like there was a steel band around my head and another wrapped around my brain. My stomach felt as if someone had sucked all the moisture from it and replaced it with sand and glass. Every position I tried to lay in was excruci-ating pain. My head pounded like a two-ton heavy thing against another two-ton heavy thing. I got up and slowly moved to the bathroom, picking up a two-day old beer on the way. I held it up to the sunlight peering through the window, no cigarette butts. I turned on the shower with my head hanging low to avoid any sudden movements that would shake my brain, which was now replaced by a dry sponge that had solidified into a stone that knocked around inside the empty shell of my skull like tin can. I took a long drink from the bottle of warm, flat Czech Budweiser and immediately felt ill, more ill than I already was. 
I stepped into the shower and sat down onto the cold tiles, letting the warm water beat onto my neck. Water running over my face and slow moans coming from my mouth. My head pounded like an Apache war drum. It was intense and painful like nothing I'd felt before. I screamed as if God Himself was crushing my head with his own bare hands and then I puked up the warm, beer onto my feet. Bits of red peppers, or was it stomach lining? I really couldn’t tell. All I wanted at that point was for the pounding to stop. It made me physically ill. It was torture. I felt like I was being wrung out like a dish rag. I was dying. I was sure of it. 
I managed to dry myself off and get back into bed. It felt like I was pressed against a steel platform and falling through syrup. I had wrapped my towel around my head and layed myself down like I was laying a burn victim onto an emergency room operating table. The pounding. Like being punched head by a prize fighter. Repeatedly, over and over. Suddenly I stood up with a rush and just made it within inches from the toilet. More warm, flat Czech Budweiser onto my feet and now the toilet seat. I stood there wondering when I had eaten red peppers? 
The pounding! 
“God, I want some aspirin!”
I lay myself down again with the same care as before. It´s not the stomach that kills me the next day, it´s the headaches. The pounding just makes me want to jump from my fourth floor flat, slamming on the pavement to end the pain. I want to scratch my brain out with my own fingernails. Then, again, like I had just done a line of crystal meth, I jumped to my feet and lunged for my shoulder bag, “ASPIRIN!” I am saved and the Gods have had mercy on my very soul! I had bought the pain killers for my shoulder some days before. I have a lot of students at the moment, and I am carrying more books than usual.
I am too old for this shit. I have said it so many times before. The strange thing is that I really did not drink that much. I had about six half litre bottles of beer and a shot of Jägermeister in a six-hour period. I sometimes question myself if that´s normal. I guess not considering the way I feel at the moment. To top it off, I came home alone. I spent the entire night romancing some German heavy metal chick into my embrace to no avail. Not a very pretty woman, not more than twenty-three years old. When you live where I do, you have to take what you can get and leave ego out of it. Being a Heavy Metal fan doesn´t really open many doors in Düsseldorf. It’s there that I have a brief conversation with a Bavarian kid I met at the club which is called Club Carnage. I am forty years old, and I go to clubs called Club Carnage to look for chicks. How pathetic is that? 
The kid is a great artist, and I am sure he will be a success in life. He tells me as we walked to the club that I remind him of Helnwein. I also find out that one other guy I met is in a band. Not sure what kind of music. Metal of some sort. A few years later we became friends, and I supported him and his band when I was a live music promoter.
So, there I lie. Praying that the medication would work faster than I knew it would. I got up and went back to the shower. I sat on the floor of the tub, this time with my legs crossed. Maybe I was trying to meditate. Maybe just giving up and giving in. I leaned forward and propped my head against the wall and just thought about nothing. Focusing on my breathing and, when I felt safe and secure that I would not puke, sucked in some hot water as it ran down my face to relieve the dry stone in my mouth that I call a tongue. 
The water glazed over my teeth like polishing worn down rock roughened by centuries of beating against the ocean floor. The morning muck washed off like spaghetti sauce from a plate that had soaked in hot soapy water all night. It felt amazing. After what seemed like a day and an hour, I felt secure enough to try to lay in bed again. The pounding had slowed to a minor annoying massage and that was manageable. That medicated soothing feeling. I puked up the water almost immediately as I stood up and belched like a cave man after eating the torn flesh off my dead enemy and felt amazingly good about it. The aspirin was working. The return of the warrior. I was victorious once again. 
I slept for a few hours more after that, waking at about three in the afternoon. I still could not drink anything, so I sat and surfed Facebook. 
Before I go on, Facebook is about the only thing keeping me alive these days. A horrible evil. Ninety percent of everyone I know has dropped me like a bad habit. I suffer from an agonizing depression and social anxiety that is a result of years of trauma and disap-pointment while living here in Germany. Nobody can handle the truth, so in turn nobody can handle me. Public enemy number one. Those that do still contact me are just as insane as I am and also have very little contact, if any at all, with the outside world. Those that are out there in the wild live off it. Not counting the rants and ravings with the few students that I still have. My old circle of people is a collection of lunatics and charlatans. Self-made princesses and the delusional lost. They all have problems. Raped, molested, burned out, junkies, losers, old punks, failed rock stars, criminals, divas, fakes, posers, survivors, failures. A horrible Punk Rock “Island of Misfit Toys”. Two years ago, I had a nervous breakdown and tried desperately to handle it myself. I had reached the breaking point. Things had become surreal, and my only salvation was to change the surrealism around me. 
Change of habitat seemed imminent. My surroundings had started to make me sick. I had had enough. With these people gone, life could continue. I went to therapy and took medication. Stopped drinking after 30 plus years of black out alcoholism and walked away from the circle with no explanation. Nobody came looking for me and I realized at that point that my whole existence here was a sham. One big lie. But I also realized that some of it was my fault. 
I had lost my mind from a devastating heartbreak that drove me to three suicide attempts. There were a lot of people who tried to help me see the light, but the damage was bad and so deep that I couldn't hear anything anyone was saying. I had found a woman who I felt could see the true nature of sex and love. The emotions that stirred up. The eroticism of it all. The torture, the obsession, the lust, the yearning for more. The way the sheets smelled the day after sex. The residue of an orgasm still on your hands. The way it tastes when you suck each other's fingers. The way you can't forget the smell of each other for days. The pubic hair sweat. A rush and a push and the land is ours. And she was gone. And I lost my mind.
But on the other hand, I had seen and experienced so much in that circle that I simply didn't want it anymore. It was corrupt and caustic. Toxic like a barrel of waste in the Pacific. Slowly leaking out and infecting anything that came near it. I was no longer the fun-loving California “Nature Boy”. I had turned into a monster, seething with hatred for anything that wasn't “cool like us”. What I didn't see was that we were the evil in society, not the “normal people”. They were not the problem. Not because I was a punk rocker or led an alternative lifestyle and looked different, it was because of what we allowed each other to do and what we allowed each other to do to others and ourselves. A ring of vampires locked onto each other's necks and every time someone dropped off from disgust and exhaustion, there was never a lack of some desperate fool who would gladly offer up his or her or its neck to the circle. 
But that's a story for later. If I decide to get into it. 
Back to the story. 
My phone has not rung in more than a week now. Before going out last night, the last human contact I had outside of my classroom was with my friend Smitty, his girlfriend and daughter. They had invited me to a BBQ with some old friends of his girlfriend. I rode my bike to meet them before we went to meet the others by the river. Smitty yells across to me, “Hey, Nikki Sixx, can I get your autograph?” For some reason, here in Germany, when a guy wears a bandana, he is either a Hells Angel, Helnwein, or Nikki Sixx. I am none of those. Just a guy wearing a bandana. I wish I was as cool as Nikki and could pull the pussy he pulls, but I am not and cannot. 
[bookmark: _Int_wISIcMA0]The BBQ was as I imagined. You have to live here to understand fully what I mean when I say it was as I imagined. A group of people, a tin thing the size of a paperback book that they call a grill, beach, really bad German pop music and as interesting as licking postage stamps. This is not America, and a German BBQ is a stark reminder that I am very far away from home. Smitty and I spent the entire time talking shit about Germans, politics, writing, authors, music, what I´ve read and he hasn´t, what he´s read and I haven´t. Drink ourselves drunk like Thompson and Bukowski on a day trip. Being too loud and not caring. Basically, being anti-social arrogant Americans that converse with the host only when we must in order to be polite or to get a beer. After a while Smitty tells me that it’s the Russians birthday and we should go and say hi. Neither of us has a present for him. He then tells me that Jose, (asshole is the word we will use for this particular guy that I don't want to name anymore) whom I recently threw out of my apartment for doing drugs and basically being a piece of shit bum, is now staying with our Russian friend and just ignore him. It makes me furious to know that.
“I´m a big boy, I can do that.”, I say. 
[bookmark: _Int_9ux3Fj6j]We get to the party and as I pass the asshole I can hear him let out a disappointing, 
“Oh fuckin´ Hell!” 
I feel the same.
I do my best to ignore him like a good boy. I wander over to my Russian friend and say happy birthday and help myself to a beer and the greasiest chicken wings in Germany. And I am not under-stating that in any way. It was as if the chickens had been fed grease and grease alone.
[bookmark: _Int_HgCejT98]It is an oil slick like some kind of industrial disaster in the deep sea. The apartment is situated next to the train tracks and separated by a massive block brick wall. It feels like I'm suddenly in some German/Russian pulp fiction spy novel. The grass is all dead and trash lying everywhere. Broken chairs and a shaky table. I am surrounded by a cast of very questionable people of all sorts that you would only see in film noir or a Dostoyevsky novel. All of them shady criminals, writers and artists in some way or another. And all of them alcoholics like you've never seen. One guy in particular looks like the a-typical Russian mafia guy living in a cinder block bunker filled with heroin, prostitutes and weapons of every kind. Filthy shiny greyish silver slacks, a cheap tank top undershirt, a second-hand short sleeve button up shirt, no socks, and Gucci shoes. Hair greased back from filth and greasy chicken wings, a ten-day fuzz on his face and missing a front tooth. The thing that stands out the most is the gold lions head belt buckle. 
[bookmark: _Int_8CmanSmo]Everything in the movies is real. The paintings leaning against the wall are wonderful. My Russian friend is a painter who graduated from Düsseldorf Kunstakademie. He is stuck in Germany like me, divorced, seriously depressed, very lonely and had a severe accident that has left him with an aluminum plate in his head. He once stood up from a chair on a rooftop somewhere and his head made contact with an electrical cable and electrocuted him. Emotionally, not much separates us except that I don´t have a plate in my head and I'm not Russian. Now to top it off, this filthy, lying asshole has weaselled his way into my dear Russian friends living quarters. Sucking off him like a tick. Like a virus made in some diabolical laboratory by a megalomanic that wants to destroy humanity. I am furious beyond words. I envision his body being torn apart by German shepherds and SS guards laughing. 
I take a bite of chicken and a long drink from my beer. 
Soon the asshole starts to speak to me, 
“How´s it goin´ Jarod?”. 
“Same as it ever was. Same as it ever was!”. 
I walk away politely to avoid the inevitable. 
I go for a piss. 
Now, you really have to appreciate this toilet. It´s like nothing you have ever seen. The walls are ripped out and falling apart. Pipes are showing and rusted. WWII piping that has never been replaced or repaired by anyone with plumbing knowledge. The toilet does not have running water. There is a spicket next to the toilet and a bucket hanging from it. It's a scene from a war movie. After pissing or shitting, one must fill the bucket with water and dump it into the toilet to wash down the excrement. The funny thing is that I don’t even bat an eye when confronted with this. I am a product of the Detroit ghetto. I then rejoin the party. 
Here is where your hero loses that delicate grasp of control. 
The asshole that I have been so elegantly avoiding walks by and tells me, 
“You owe me one hundred euros.”
I laugh out loud hysterically and just walk away. I know this is heading in a bad direction, I will not go into the whole story, but it is actually he who owes me, so I just walk away and start taking photos of the art. Then I hear from behind me, 
“One hundred euros or it´s your life!”. 
I stand in shock for what seems a week. Now, you have to appreciate the magni-tude of the situation. I'm literally standing in a Dostoyevsky novel. An American moving through the pages day by day and becoming more and more jaded as time goes on. I'm already at the point in the book where the protagonist decides that killing the guard isn't that bad of an idea because he's already in Hell and they can't make it any worse. 
I continue my photo session and calmly put my camera in my bag, walk up to the asshole and call him out to the street to settle this, like men. 
At this point I have really had enough. He laughs at me with a lunatic laugh that you can only imagine in a beatnik poem or from Arkham Asylum and denies that he threatened me in front of everyone, making me even more furious because I am in the midst of people who don't take false accusations lightly. Before we got to the party, Smitty explained to me that when you just accept that the asshole is insane and just leave it at that, it´s no problem to ignore him. Well, I have failed miserably. I am an American father from the Detroit ghetto and an insane individual has threatened my life. 
Of course, as I knew it would happen, he sat there and there was no way in Hell I would get my satisfaction without pummelling him right there and then, ruining my friends party. Well, that was not an option. Much to the readers dismay, I calmly picked up my bag, kissed my Russian artist friend on the cheek and walked out. Unsatisfied and furiously pissed off. He was, many, many years later, confined to a wheelchair, broken, incapable and has since died, and I could not care less. 
Is that wrong? I don´t know and really don´t care. I do care, however, that I missed the opening night of the art show and my friend's birthday because that fucking asshole was there. That I do care about. 
So, where was I? 
I spent the day working off my hangover, shopping, cleaning the house and watching an alien documentary that shows undeniable evidence that we are the product of aliens and that our so-called Gods are nothing more than aliens from another planet (Who would have guessed then that we would be watching whistleblowers in front of congress). I woke up the next day dehydrated and feeling dizzy. I prepared some coffee and sat down to watch some more television. I´ll spend the day walking back and forth from my kitchen to my couch, waiting for phone calls with invitations to gardens or afternoon coffee with friends, but they will never come. I always feel like a poor sap when I call and ask people if I can come hang out with them. I like the words “poor sap”, it's very Holden Caulfield.
Sunday in Germany is like being dead but awake. Everything is closed and the only thing to do is go to breweries, get drunk and eat. If you are a family man, spend the day with the kids and wife, or nowadays, “partner”, maybe the extended family, do some laundry and get ready for the coming Monday. It´s Spring and it´s raining a lot and therefore not a whole lot to do outside. It will rain into July and then August and September will be humid, and the skies will be overcast. It will start to get cold again in October. People will start shopping for new winter jackets and the hibernation period will begin. The few clear blue-sky days have already gone and went.
We were blessed with a blue-sky Easter and that´s all we are going to get. 
I have often questioned just what the Hell the Nazis were doing by trying to keep this place? Sure, it´s pretty and has lots of castles and good pilsner and hot women that seem to have been created in a lab in a bunker in the mountains in Austria, but other than that? Audi? Mercedes? And believe me I have spent a million hours thinking about this question. People tell me that Düsseldorf is not Germany. There is a world outside of these city walls. I have a hard time believing. I want to, like the aliens I spoke about, but it seems like a Bigfoot myth. Atlantis. Surely sunken and gone from the face of the earth.
Chapter 2


[bookmark: _Int_EJc2ttOt]Facebook can be truly wonderful and an awesome thing, it can also be the worst. It can open new worlds and close the one you live in just by logging in. I am brutally honest when writing on Facebook and that has cost me friend-ships, created enemies, but also kept me sane and in the end, showed me who my friends really are. The following is a conversation I had recently about love and not having it or something like that. Clearly have toys in the attic. Or do I?
Me: “After long conversations with people of all ethnicities concerning my observations and experiences here in Düsseldorf, I have concluded that my current state of well-being has been directly caused by the social structure and isolation. Standing in a group of thousands and being completely ignored as if I were an invisible pillar holding up the ceiling. So many people have described the same feelings and experiences that I have and have had. Feelings of depression, isolation, exclusion and feelings of being ignored as a person. I have all the symptoms of Social Anxiety Disorder and the situation only started after I moved here. Since my divorce and being cut off from family and the previous circle of friends, the situation has only become worse.
I do not recommend anyone moving here, ever. Unless you are filthy rich. Since being here I totally understand what my ex-wife went through in America and fully appreciate the intensity of the panic attacks that she experienced. Uprooting and moving to another country without a family, secure monthly income and a circle of secure friendships is suicidal and (I don't feel this way now) I don´t recommend it to anyone. My only problem is what do I do now? “
Chris: „When I met your wife, she was quite lonely, but she made an effort to be friendly and meet new people every day. While she was lonely, she did not give up on finding new friendships and when she found you it was a very special time in her life. I never noticed she was half a person till you made her whole. Be patient, as long as you don't give up on love it will find you.” 
Me: „Well it must not have been too special because somewhere along the line she figured out she didn´t need me to be whole. Unfortunately, it was after giving up my life in America, moving halfway around the world and having a child. I have made more than an effort to be accepted here, spent thousands upon thousands of euros, changed personas to fit in and gone out of my way to create friends and to find love. It evades me. To this day. If I died in my sleep, I would not be discovered until my body started to stink. I have no visitors, few concrete friendships, no family except my son. The reality is that I have no physical worth to a German woman, I can't offer a lifetime security plan or an Audi. German women can be poor with poor German men. That's normal. But what sense does it make for one to get involved with a poor American? A bankrupt American. And if I am wrong, why have most of the people I have met over the years simply faded away? Friendships never grow. Sexual encounters go nowhere. Am I to assume it's all my fault and I am not trying hard enough, not spending enough, not being hospitable enough, not fun enough? But I am going to try once more. I am going to try to open a lounge one more time, see if I can attract someone or something. If it doesn't work this time, I am leaving my son here with my ex-wife and hopefully when he grows up, he won't hate me for leaving. Even in my darkest days in Napa, I never felt so alone and fucked up and I am ten times the man and more successful than I ever was. How can that possibly be?”
That was one of many, many Facebook "What´s on your mind?" rants. 
Here´s another. 
A reply to some American girls commenting on my Rock and Roll look and the fact that I have givin’ it up, followed by some freakish Metropolis comment...
“Thanks ladies and gents, but the decision has been made. Hair is cut, cardigan, black dress pants and a tie. I tried out the experiment yesterday and no freakish stares and I got 2 phone numbers from some nice-looking ladies on the train. When dressed the way I normally do, they walk the other way. Conformity works, that´s because everyone looks the same in Dusseldorf. But it´s still nice to know that my Cali peeps are representin´! Makes me feel good. I was at the house of an American colleague of mine, and we discussed the fact that individualism is not publicly accepted in Düsseldorf. It´s a social stigma. I´m not the only one who notices it. You must play the game by their rules.
I can list hundreds of examples of how people follow the magazine trends in unison. Herd mentality to the point of mirroring each other. Slight alterations in the combination of pieces, but mirrored, nonetheless. Black suit business world and pseudo streetwear at night. Knit skull cap, Carhartt jeans, some random Esprit or Jack Jones t-shirt and the latest sneakers. When everyone looks the same with only slight differences, people don´t have to think. Magazines and media do it for them. But maybe I am being unfair to Düsseldorf. It's the same everywhere. But Düsseldorf is supposed to be the fashion capital. We have Königsallee. 
Shouldn´t that say something? 
Düsseldorf is the machine, and I am among many wrenches that have been, objectionably, thrown in. There is a mechanic called Conformity desperately trying to maintain that machine. So instead of resisting the pull of Conformity´s hand, I am releasing myself and thus letting the machine function at full capacity.
My only fear is that to fully maintain my status as a well-oiled gear and a needed part in the machine, I will end up rejecting my fellow wrenches in the process. Tools in the hands of Conformity. Which, in a way, may be a good thing. The wrenches are old, beaten, rusty, dirty and lying in a pile in the garage of individuality. The women who were once so happy to have a good hand tool around the house have opted for automated service with six speeds that comes with a money back guarantee if the new upgraded fully automatic model fails to perform in any way. The new model looks all the same. Any will do. We are replaceable. 
[bookmark: _Int_cDoRZEvw]So, by allowing myself to be upgraded with a shiny new synthetic cover, I am guaranteed a spot on the open market. So, I would like to believe. To be looked over and compared with the other newly upgraded models with the hopes of being leased, taken home and being used for my intended function until my warranty expires. The open slave market. Then, in the great modern German tradition, my new owner will start looking for a new upgrade. Put out to Spermüll. Call the dump, the German court, and have me removed. The problem is that the "used model with upgrades" market in Düsseldorf is not doing too well. And so, I sit here, with a "Newly Upgraded" sticker, unfortu-nately, limited warranty and no store service guarantees, waiting in the corner with my new companions, other various throw away models. Damaged, dented, scratched. Waiting to be leased and taken home and cared for the next 36 months.”
I was obviously bitter. 
Then I commented on myself in my blog:
“Wow is all I have got to say. The funny thing about Facebook is that I think I am one of the only people who states what is really on his mind. Living in another country away from anything I could call home drives you crazy after a while. I walk down the street talking to myself because I have nobody else to talk with, I argue with my ex-wife in the middle of my living room, and she lives somewhere else. I have conversations with myself about the fact that I don´t have a girlfriend but never go out to find one. I talk to friends that are not in the room who tell me everything is fine. But when I do go out to look it always ends in defeat. 
I study German culture like it´s a required homework assignment and I can´t seem to find any answers. It's like a book written in an ancient forgotten language kept away in a deep cellar under a fortress in a world that doesn't exist.  I am slowly going totally insane. I fear that I will be found walking the streets telling people I am a banana and asking people, 
“Please peel me and set me free.”, eyes wild and blank.
How did I get here? Where am I going and when will I get there? It took all my strength today not to throw myself in front of a train. I am miserable and progressively getting worse. The only reason I am here to write this now is because I was a pussy and didn´t do it. I fear death. I fear the pain of slipping away. I fear the smash of the train. I wish I could be like Hunter Thompson and write myself off, pull back the hammer and let a bullet just rid the world of my pathetic self. I´ve become a joke that everyone has heard before. Breathe in, breathe out, wax on, wax off. They say if you sit on your hand for a while before you jerk off, it feels like someone else is doing it for you.”
Well once again, after rereading that entry, wow is all I can say. 
People must think I am insane. In defence of myself, if I did not write as I move through life, using Facebook as my outlet, I surely would be in a mental institution. I should also mention that Smitty gave me a book about rebuilding after divorce. I haven´t picked it up once. I keep a blog and have also created a rough draft of a magazine that will more than likely never see the light of day. Here is a Christmas season post from that blog. It´s a mystery how I manage to avoid throwing myself in front of that train:


December 27,2010 
“Being a stay-at-home mom or father is a piece of cake when you got someone to share the haul with. Try living in a foreign country, divorced, no family and no German education to secure a career. When you have nothing in common with anyone except your records, life begins to become pretty senseless. The few friends I do have are the only reason I held it together. An American friend of mine told me as I was crying on his shoulder Christmas Day, 
"Just think of it like me, as a prison sentence that will end when your son gets old enough to choose where he wants to go." 
He told me to just give in and accept it. Like drowning. Let the water in. He mixed me a glass of Maker´s and Coke and we sat and laughed because it´s exactly what I posted on my FB status some days before. He´s ten years older than me, was in the Army, studied Archaeology, I think, and has been here thirteen years. What time he doesn´t spend teaching or his wife or hanging out with his daughter, he spends it wrapped around a whiskey bottle and holding a joint. This place takes healthy, creative, happy people and takes away their will to live and replaces it with suicidal tendencies. It strips away your hope for anything beyond the border.
He eventually separated with his girlfriend and kid and went to America with a young German woman. 
Those that see it otherwise are surrounded by a buzzing neutral zone and an ever-flowing faucet of cash that allows them the freedom to ignore the reality of the situation at hand. I will never forgive myself for bringing my family here from America. There is something evil and bad here. It´s the same reason California is so fucked, it´s Gods payback for killing the natives and fucking the Mexicans out of their land. Germany has the blood of the Holocaust deep in the roots, the ashes of the dead fertilized the earth, and this place will never be free of that. We walk on grass grown from bones in the dirt. The leaves on the trees are the eyes of the burned alive. But I would rather die home than away from home, and that´s exactly what I fear, dying here. So, I bide my time with the outcasts, radicals, wierdos, hopeless dreamers, delusionals, boozers, insane, broken and beaten, waiting for freedom, waiting to take my son away from this slow, long and boring death that people call shopping and beer gardens. 
Take away soccer and this place would turn into ash and salt. A British female friend described it best, 
“A village, behind the times, addicted to wealth and an unforgiving social structure. Some people say that when drowning, don´t fight, just take in the first gulp of water. But then again, how do they know that´s the way to go? You can´t drown and come back to tell everyone how to do it best.” 
Always a reference to drowning.
A German woman once told me, 
"What is the point of going out? To look at all the stuff you can´t have? To look at people you´ll never be friends with? To drink your life away like everyone else? To go places and nobody says hello?" 
Of course, nobody will ever believe me. I went to a party last weekend, the host is a German author, she asked me time and time again, 
"Why did you come HERE to Germany?" 
And literally everyone I meet asks me the same question. I told her,
“It was for love.”
She told me that people do stupid things when they are in love. To be fair, many people have told me that Düsseldorf is a very bad example of what Germany has to offer. Writing this, I feel I am being brutally unfair to this place, but what shall I write other than what I have seen, experienced, been told and what I feel? I was sitting on a train once and an old German woman in front of me started talking to me, the train was filled with football fans. Drunk and singing,
“I hate football (soccer) and football fans. It reminds me of when I was a little girl in the war. They scream and yell and hate the people on the other side while the government is raping their lives. Bread and games. They remind of the Nazi Youth all lined up and waiting for a chance to see the Fuhrer and be recognised.” I was later 86’d from the bar I was DJing at for life just for saying this.  
I was painting my apartment when I first moved here and listening to the radio. The old man from upstairs walked into my apartment and turned off the radio and looked right at me, 
“You are now in Germany, young American. We will teach you.”
I nearly pissed myself. I've never forgotten that, and it still haunts me. I can remember calling my wife and crying and having the worst fear. I felt helpless and lost and afraid. I wasn't prepared for this. And all these years later, I am still lost and confused and alone as I ever was. This place gives up no answers or relief. Everything that I post is like some kind of therapy for me. If I were to keep it inside, I would run amok with a knife in minutes. My son was walking around the couch today repeating the word CIRCLE, over and over again. There are no children for him to play with in the building, it´s below zero out and playing outside for more than thirty minutes at a time is insane. Seventy-five percent of public transportation has been shut down because the state has no way of clearing the tracks. That´s what spending four days inside and drinking coffee like cocktails will do. 
CIRCLE.
CIRCLE.
CIRCLE.
The funny thing is, if I had money, and I mean real money, like five grand a month, (years later I eventually started making that kind of money at university and it didn´t change my life) none of this would matter. Then I could ignore it like everyone else who has money. Get on a plane with my son and go to Ibiza for a week. That is absolutely normal here. Weeks in foreign places and exotic lands and it’s like going skateboarding on the sidewalk for them. It’s like I said a thousand times before, living here is just a long line of bad sprinkled with a few niceties to keep you going and hoping for the big win.”
When I reread those posts, I am overwhelmed with the feeling that the man I used to be in California is lost and gone forever. Just another story that will be forgotten as time goes on. Wild ranting that nobody will ever believe. I used to be this fun guy that was always ready for the next thing. Now I can´t muster the energy it takes to go have a coffee at a cafe. I hate going outside and typically have nothing positive to say. Nineteen years. What happened to me? I’ll tell you what it was, I used to believe that it was my divorce, but the reality is that it is Düsseldorf culture. It's the culture pure materialism. This place is somehow tainted, and I have not, to date, been able to recover from it. 
I thought that was the worst that it could get. Just a couple years later I was about to learn that love could be and get much worse. And that losing it again would be the literal near death of me. 











Chapter 3


I woke up feeling like a ten-ton turd from a 1975 Steven Tylers ass and somehow got out of bed, oozed down the hall to my bath, stood there in the shower and realised after a minute that I was now sitting down in the tub with the water raining down from above. I didn't even realize that my legs had given out. Water dripping from my head and pooling between my ass cheeks, head pounding like a hammer on a brick wall.
Again.
[bookmark: _Int_8cuSM0Lb]Equipment check in one hour!
Shorts, shirt, Van´s, drink the glass of wine that is sitting on the table from two days before, (seems like I told this story before), and make it down the stairs to the taxi. 
"Fuck, I said a combi taxi! And you´re fucking thirty minutes late!" 
Twenty minutes later and one hour till sound check, combi taxi arrives, pick up speakers and cables, arrive at location, unload. 
NO SPEAKER CABLE FOR MIXER! 
Ten minutes till DJ shop closes and no transportation! 
Right as I am about to cry, the host walks in and off we go. Near disaster averted! 
Sound check, playlist confirmed, payment received (before gig, imagine that!)
Back home for two hours of something like sleep, dress and get beautiful. Funny how I can clean up so well so hungover. You must understand, I have been drunk since the day my foot hit German soil.
Arrive at gig and proceed to the bar, red wine in hand, needle to the record! 
In the middle of the ten fucking hour night, someone has the nerve to request Raining Men and YMCA. It´s now, as my friend Joanna would say, “The air becomes thin.”
There is a gulf between me and the man standing before me. It's like a zoom out effect in a psycho-thriller. I want to smash the Grand Master Flash 7" that is currently rotating and slice his fucking throat with a black shard of vinyl regardless of the fact it´s a fifty-dollar 7". I hold myself back and he then asks for Barry White. He has no idea that he just saved his own life.
Almost two gallons of wine later, and that is no joke, I am not kidding around, my back about to snap, they decide to finally call it a night and I am released from my cage. I head into the drunken streets of a Saturday night Düsseldorf and make my way to the famous Salon des Amateurs for DJ Elephant Power. Fucking best gig that I have seen in a very fucking long time. Just when you think electronic music is fucking dead, BOOM, someone comes up with something that blows you away. Add Tolouse Low Trax into the mix and you have a really magical drunken early morning round off. It's 5 a.m.
Walked into my flat around 7 a.m. and fell into bed a very drunk and content man. Four hours later I woke up to the sun shining through the window and cursed the sun like a Hollywood vampire. Cancelled all my appointments for the day and probably lost a friend or two in the process. I spent the day on the couch recovering like Betty Ford on a mouthwash and perfume binge. I somehow manage to make some food and reconnect my TV for a night of classic reruns. The Remains of the Day and All Quiet on the Western Front. Lost love and lost lives! 
A few days later my nose was deep into the pages of some magazine when I realised it, 
“I´m turning into them.”
I´m burying myself in literature about fashion and not giving a shit about my surroundings. It all started this morning after waking up from a fourteen-hour sleep that started at my desk. I got up out of bed after tossing and turning from the recurring back pain that attacks me like clockwork after seven and a half hours sleep. I layed there in limbo for six and a half hours unwilling to try and get up for medication. I was determined to "rest". 7 a.m. and I was feeling pretty good despite the circumstances. But in the evening, I am afraid to sleep because tomorrow I have to wake up.
Thoughts invade my head mercilessly. They take over, never caring what damage they may do in the process. I had dinner with some friends, and it was fine, but all I could think about was how nice it would be to do this all the time. It feels destructive. I can't seem to break the cycle. I have come to the conclusion that I am beginning to hate everything but sleep. Sleep is the only thing I can handle without exploding. I wish with all my heart that I had some way to achieve my dreams, but I don't know how. I need purpose in my life. Something to get me going in the day. Something to excite me. I´ve been riddled with stress concerning my financial difficulties that plague me at the moment. My hair is falling out in clumps. I talk to myself regularly and can´t seem to stop repeating the same sentence over and over, 
"Fuck, I hate it here!" 
8 a.m. and I decide to take a shower and get ready for "out there, with them". 
Standing in the shower and letting the water run over my skull, letting the water create a din in my ears that creates a neutral zone, I wished I could stay there all day. My towel has turned in the middle of the night and has a slight smell of mildew. Back into the shower to rinse off, curse myself for being a bum. I guess cleaning the bathroom takes more than pressing the little seashell on the wall that releases a "fresh citrus mist". Confronted with the mortality that is better known as my hairbrush, I stand there dripping on the floor, wondering if Nick Cave goes through this every morning like I do? I’ve decided to shave off my beard tomorrow and go with the French slash Greek handlebar moustache. I like the look; the cover model of this issues Dapper Dan looks marvellous. I wanna look marvellous! The bare-knuckle fist fighter. 
Here´s the best part of the day, forcing myself out into the great wide open, out there, with them, the Germans and all the other people who force themselves out there, with them, the Germans! The walk to work is as always, long and brooding, very depressing, minimal landscape, four story rows of connected apartments that house the poor, the rich and the pointless. An old man watches me pass by and I wonder what the hell he is doing hanging his head out the window on THIS block, there is nothing, in both directions, and just another apartment face on the other side of the street. Hopelessness, despair and all those Beat words pop up in my head. You can´t make this stuff up.
Rows of apartments.
Five stories high.
North
South 
East
West
All leading to the same place.
All directions in between. 
I would pay a million dollars to see what goes on in there. Who do they talk to? 
What do they do? Do they watch the shadows move across the walls as the earth moves around the sun and the radio is silent and they slowly go insane? 
Do they watch me in the window and wonder what I am doing? 
Are they disgusted with me as I scratch my balls on the balcony and burp and fart and pick my nose? 
Mel Torme and Neil Young stare at me and wonder why I don't play with them anymore. 
Pictures of my son remind me that I am old and dying. Hair falling out in clumps in the shower under the gaze of Christ and Pamela Anderson. If I focus hard enough, I can make out the thin layer of dust that has covered me since I woke up this morning. 
I stand on the sidewalk, and it all goes to hell. Plastic on plastic people who fuck and create more plastic. Death squads from Trash Mountain. 
Oh, Heino, sing me a folk song. Tell me about your mother and the cobblestone villages filled with young frauleins and beer. I too wear my sunglasses at night. 
The fireworks on an unextraordinary Friday night of withering by the window. Thinking of a train ride and never leaving because I must eventually come back here. 
What a place.
Walking through Little Morocco makes me wonder, 
[bookmark: _Int_CjRKiDUT]"Is it so bad there that they came HERE?" 
[bookmark: _Int_uEjOdWr3]And, "Why here?"
"They hate you here!" 
Years later I finally got to Morocco, and I can honestly say that it´s the poverty that makes them believe that it´s greener on the other side. Morocco is a mystical place that changed my life forever. A story in itself. 
I´m coming to Golgotha, the Düsseldorf main station, Babylon and Hell personified. It takes all my strength to go inside without committing a crime. Robots, zombies, Nazis, vampires, thieves, whores, aliens, demons, things with no names. Düsseldorf's working world all crammed into one massive open space. Giving guns to the public would be a very bad idea! 
It´s 9:45 a.m. 
But then again, it would not be a VERY bad idea! It would be an explosive fifteen minutes. There are a total sixteen seats offered to the public to rest on at the platforms and most are filled with the fat and elderly or homeless and smacked out. Homeless people in Germany piss me off. They have all the possibilities to have a home but are too lazy to fill out the paperwork. That´s like giving a crackhead free crack and having them say, 
"No thanks, I´d rather suck cock for it!" 
I’m the poster kid for laziness, but that just pisses me off! 
I have pictures pop up in my head of me calmly pushing them off the platform as the train approaches. Is it just me? I don’t know? 
Now 10:00 a.m.
Once on the train it doesn´t get much better. Stone faces on zombie bodies clothed in this year's Press-O-Matic fashion from Jack Jones or Esprit! Jackets that say Winterland Fashion -since 1983! or ZX23 FHG85. Whatever that fuckin means!? Last summer, first prize winner, „Fabulous Great Barrier Reef Hawaii - since 1825“. 
Believe it! 
So, blah, blah, blah, work, work, work. Validating my status to students that just can´t seem to accept that I wear bondage pants with my shirt and tie AND I have the authority to drop them from my class. And yes, I am forty years old! Repeat train episode and now I am here, before you, my loving audience, MY COMPUTER! Easy to talk to, non-judgemental and such a great listener. Too bad you don´t give blow jobs! Yet!
I´ve woken up from another half assed attempt at sleep and feel miserable. Imagine Diane Ladd in Wild at Heart, lipstick smeared all over her face. That´s about where I am at. Now cover the rest of me in flour like the guy in the Miami Vice episode. I´m standing in the middle of the street making the same motions with my mouth as the guy staring at the lightbulb, kinda like a fish out of water and gasping for air or trying to pop your ears while going through a tunnel on a high speed I.C.E. train. (Screaming now with an intensity of rage and despair like a bear fighting a shark but with an

 Edgar Allan Poe poetic feeling) 
"FUCK YOU! YOU SATANIC DEMONIC VAMPIRES OF HELL AND SIN, BURN ZOMBIE FUCKS AND DIE LIKE DOGS IN WAR: BREEDING NEVERMORE!” 
I somehow pull myself together and move myself to the shower. I realise that this is not a normal way to start the day. It does however beat the Hell out of the nasty hangovers that I am so accustomed to these days. My desk is full of beer bottles and pieces of paper and bills and dust. I had a conversation with a guy the other day and it went something like this, 
“I like sleazy women who like to fuck and don´t play little girl games, I enjoy the occasional rowdy biker party with fist fights and bad beer. And I´ve never claimed to be better than everyone else. What I have claimed is my inability to understand anyone else, this city is killing me. I don´t understand what I am supposed to do to be part of German society, I don´t get the culture, my self-esteem has been destroyed by being ignored by every female that passes me on the street. I say hello to people, and they ignore me.”
This is a constant theme in the scene when it comes to my attitude and reputation. The man with the least self- esteem is known as the most arrogant. 
My life is getting up in the morning, convince myself not to kill myself and take a shower, walk to the main station, decide whether to eat McDonalds or a cheese bread roll, wish I could meet just one of the millions of beautiful women that pass me by, try to figure out what I have to do to get included into a circle of people so I can meet a female, get on a train full of either depressed people who I can´t stand looking at anymore or beautiful women that I have no chance of ever meeting. I have no friends to introduce me to them because women treat you like Quasimodo if you speak to them. Go to work at a job I have grown to hate, because I am poor and can´t afford to go out to the parties where the beautiful girls are and somehow get laid. Listen to people tell me about their fantastic vacations and sail boats and realise that if I was in California, I could be happy like them. Finish work and repeat the main station and train process and wonder what´s wrong with me and why don´t women find me attractive, why don´t they ever smile back or say hello. Come home to an empty house because my son is not here, and I can only see him four days a month. Sit at my computer and talk to people on Facebook because nobody comes over, invites me to party, introduces me to women or invites me over for dinner. Then I plan parties so I can meet new people and have fun with the people I do know and hardly anyone ever comes. Those who do come, go home and I masturbate to internet porn, then go to bed and have nightmares about my ex-wife fucking other men in front of me or getting Nazi skinheads to kill me.
Yeah. Issues. That was the way it was for years. I was trapped in a cycle that I simply could not get out of. It was like Groundhog Day. Over and over again. 
Many years ago, sorry, chaotic jump here, what’s new, when I got my son back when he was young, after my ex-wife kidnapped him, he tells me he´s German and not American and hates English, tells me he wants to go back to mommy´s. 
[bookmark: _Int_aL4IygJn]So, I spend all the money I have, to try to make him happy. Bikes, clothes, candy, movies, days out, parks. Panic about my finances because my gallery failed and panic some more about my English contracts and a business I built myself because I have no “real” job (I guess owning your own business is not a real job), or financial security and I am thirty thousand euros in debt. I then take my son back home to mommy after the weekend. Nobody calls or comes over to be with my son and me. The parents of his friends won´t bring their children over because my ex has told them bullshit about me. My punk rock look makes a pariah. My son cries because he has no friends and I have no friends with children for him to play with and I cry because my son is crying. The families and children are afraid of me because I am "a freak” and the kids can't come over. 
I cry because I have nobody to hold me and tell me it´s going to be alright and desperately try to stay positive. My friends never come over because of the German belief that they should not interfere with my family time. So, then it’s Monday again and I repeat the entire neurotic process all over again. Just like Groundhog Day. Single, poor, depressed and suicidal. 
(This does not change for years and years until one day walking in Duisburg and entering a cheap shoe store and seeing the woman of my dreams. The day that changed me forever. That story comes later.) 
But as I was saying, I cannot live like this any longer. I suffer from panic attacks every night. I sleep four hours or less and it has been this way since I got here six years ago. I have tried desperately to be part of Düsseldorf, make people happy, love my son and be a success and it doesn´t want me here. Everything I have done here has failed. I am depressed and suicidal and I am afraid that I am going to lose my mind and throw myself in front of a train. (I had no idea at that time that it would continue to be this way for 19 fucking years.) Yesterday I almost stepped out into traffic so I would be hit by a car and die. I am going crazy because I am in such financial and emotional desperation. 
[bookmark: _Int_ksP7xbI0]I hate it here. It´s a prison and my life has no meaning, I am a ghost that mostly everyone ignores. 
What time is it? 
What day is it?
[bookmark: _Int_aru19Mdw][bookmark: _Int_dwyB4Zzb]And so it goes on and on. And so it went on. I heard someone say once that life is just a long process of searching for something good. That the question is not why kill yourself, but why not? 



Chapter 4


Letters to my son.
March 20, 2004 (11 days before he was born)
I have no idea what I am going to do with you and this family, but I do know that I am going to do my best. I am painting these days because it´s what I really want to do. I am listening to my old records, mostly old Rock 'n Roll. At the moment I am listening to Relics by Pink Floyd. The old Syd Barret stuff. It´s cool and I am sure you are going to like it. I want you to know that I have never been this nervous before about anything in my whole life. I have been through Hell and back and this whole experience has got me quite freaked out. I am finding it hard to be truly excited about it all because at the moment I have no job, no money and your mother and I are being supported by your German grandparents. It´s all a bit too much. If you get to be in my situation (God forbid) you´ll under-stand. I need you to know that I want only the best for you and your mother. I never had the good life. As you get older, I will explain. Times are very hard for me right now. I am trying to become a painter; I paint every day. It´s what I really want, and I am finding it hard to stay motivated. Motivation and dedication are very hard for me, I don´t know why, but it is. I also hope that you will grow up appreciating the fact that I moved us all to Germany for a better life and not grow to hate me because I ended up a failure (God forbid that should happen). Hopefully we all end up in Gucci slippers like I plan. I hope I make you proud. I love your mother and I am going to love you with all my heart, even if you grow up to be a little dickhead! God knows I was one. Remember, speed kills. Raves never last. Layne Staley was the last great rock singer. I named you after Jimi Hendrix because music has kept me sane, without it, I just don´t know? Listen to Black Sabbath. Ozzy really was the God of Heavy Metal! Pay no attention to his show. Sharon is Satan, not Ozzy! Always cook dinner for your dates! It pays off in the long run. Steve Caballero was a better skater than Tony Hawk. Everything is guided by The Force. And may it be with you, my son! Matt Pike is the most aggressive guitar player I have ever seen live to the date of writing this letter. Always do what you feel is the right thing to do, even if you´re unsure of the consequences, “...because it´s better to regret something you have done than to regret something you haven´t done. And by the way, if you happen to see your mother this weekend, tell her I said, SATAN, SATAN, SATAN!” That´s from the Butthole Surfers…I have so much to teach you young Jedi! 
So much love, your father,
Jarod Michael Grefrath


April 13th, 2004 (13 days after he was born)
Pontious Pilot asked, “What is truth?”. In some form or another I ask myself that very same thing. I tell you honestly son, that I do not know and if it has been shown to me, I have not recognized it. Maybe I have chosen to look the other way? You will be presented with the question of truth your whole life. Consider each option very carefully. The decisions you make when you are young will surely follow you the rest of your life. Who do we believe? Who do I believe? WHAT do I believe? I believe that your mother loves me. I believe that I love you and your mother the same. THIS I believe to be the TRUTH! What of God? What truth is there? I have read that a man was born to die for the worlds sins so that we may enter the Kingdom of Heaven. I have also read other things as well! Is it the truth? This I cannot answer. You will have to search for that truth yourself. By the time you read this you will have already read my books on the shelves and given me your point of view and opinions, but for now I can only say that the truth is a secret that, to many men, will never be revealed. Search your heart. Study the world and its people. Listen to the words people speak. Take it all in. Take your time. There is no rush. If you never find God, He will find you. Whether you like it or not. Eternally seeking, with love, Your Father.
[bookmark: _Int_MbxTKtTr](I was probably reading a lot of Crowley to pass the time. I also was dealing with the fact that what I had believed to be the best decision I could make, which was moving to Germany, was now, four months after being here, the worst decision I had ever made in my life! )


November 29th, 2004

Well buddy, sorry that I haven´t written in this journal for so long. There really have been so many developments since my last entry. Your mother and I had our three-year anniversary of the blessing of our vows, I´m painting more than ever, developing my first digital presentation, your mother has found full time work, I have gained some really good friends, David in particular. By the time you read this I am sure you will have already learned all about goldsmithing and funky diets, teas, philosophy, etc. David really is a good guy. As for you, you have begun to crawl all over the house, you are even saying MAMA. Which has greatly pleased your MAMA! Also, to our amazement, you are already up on your knees with the help of taller objects. We give you rides on your new bobby car from Nina. You love bananas. You love dancing to Prince. I think you like Funkadelic, too? It´s hard to tell. You laugh at everything. You also put everything in your mouth. I just hope you don´t start putting everything up your nose! It´s much harder to retrieve! Unfortunately, we have not heard from your grandmother in Phoenix since you were born, I´ll have to explain later. I´m still not convinced about Germany. I have been really lazy and it´s starting to show to your German grandparents. I think they don´t like me but put on a happy face for your mother's sake. Time will tell. You are really progressing fast. It´s unbelievable! That´s about it for now.
Love, Dad
I think what´s amazing about the letters so far is the sense of hope that I still possessed at the time. Even with the feeling of insecurity, I believed everything was going o.k.! I was so full of love for my wife and my newborn son. But I wasn´t blind! I knew that everything was falling apart and falling apart fast. I wrote sporadically for the next couple years and in May of 2007 I was living in my own flat because my wife left me.  The experiences that led up to it were so traumatic for me that I admitted myself into a depression clinic (I´ll get deeper into that later) just months before we split. My wife accused me of doing it for attention and when she visited me, she said she was sorry that I was there in that position, but she felt nothing for me and when I am out, I should go into the city and get laid! I was under suicide watch at the time. I was losing my mind because my marriage was over, my life was over, my future shot to Hell and that´s what my wife, the love of my life had to say to me. Three months later it was officially over. She had her own place; I had my own place, and I was officially insane! I had thoroughly lost my mind!  
I was drinking mad amounts of alcohol. And I was treating the woman I loved like a piece of shit. I hated her for what she'd done to me. Calling her every name in the book and crying about it the same day. My nights were filled with insane nightmares. The days were like dreams and everything fell apart right before my eyes. I was as thin as a rail and looked like a speed freak! I changed my whole look to try and make her jealous. Alone in a country that I don´t understand and left to die. Between the years 2006 and 2008, I went from a total madman to the even more broken man I am now. I was consumed with my ex-wife and what she was doing away from me. I could think of nothing else and my home life with my son was horrible. I was insane with anger. When my son was not with me, I was drinking like a mad poet. I was spouting off every chance I could get. I was a derelict Rimbaud! Pissing in the streets and screaming at people. 
I drove my friends insane with my mad babble. I was lost in a deranged world I had created myself. It is amazing that I was able to keep any of my contracts at the time. I was talking about my life to all my students and divulging all my secrets and personal problems to people who I was supposed to be teaching, not forcing my sorry sad stories on. It was only when I met a student in one of my classes in 2009 that my life began to have some cohesion and meaning.
I had been for years promising my wife, when we were married, that I wanted to start a business. I found a reason to start that business after we separated through my need to succeed before she did. I was not going to be some lame loser father that was scraping by after being deserted and left for dead! I was pretty angry. Let me tell you, if there was any hope of salvaging my marriage, I certainly blew it during the two years after the separation. I spoke to my wife like garbage and hated myself for it. I was a lunatic! I still am in many ways. The gallery project was supposed to cure all that. I was going to, once and for all, prove to my wife, we were still married, we hadn't officially divorced yet, that I could make good on my promise to be someone. 
I think that now it´s probably a good idea to go into detail and describe the person I was before I met my wife and where this all started. 
Are you lost yet? When was what, what was when, who was who? It's a mess. I know. You should see inside my head. Hahahaha. 











Part 2
The Steven Tyler Days.























Chapter 5

They say it´s all fun and games until someone loses an eye. Well, it was fun and games and trust me, there were plenty of times when I almost lost an eye. I graduated engineering school in 1991 after basically being forced into deciding to study or not have a place to live. I was working at a lumber yard driving a forklift in the day and going to school at night. My mother made it clear that I was not allowed to stay at home anymore by locking me out and nearly dying of freezing to death in a Detroit winter storm. 
My homelife with my mother was very abusive and very traumatic. I suffered more physical and mental abuse than any child or young man should ever experience. If I were to write about my life with my mother, my grandparents, and my aunt and uncle who were, by the way, the only saving grace in my life, it would be another book altogether.
Maybe some things will come out in this book, we'll see.
To this day I have a fear of freezing to death. I went to school every night after work and studied and drew and studied and drew. I ended up finishing school with my right hand in a cast because I broke my hand in a basketball fight. It was the second time I had broken the bone. Both times from fights. The first time, my mother made me walk to the free clinic in Phoenix. The guy on the other team tried to manoeuvre around me and jammed his elbow under my chin on purpose. Street ball in Detroit. Well, I wasn´t havin it and I punched him in the back of the head. My hand broke immediately. Bone broke right in half. The dude saw I had broken my hand and had mercy and just walked off. Leaving me standing there with a broken hand in shame. Hobbling off to the car to be driven to the emergency room. I did however graduate in the top percentage of my class, even with a broken hand. My mother came to my graduation, stood in the back, and didn't even shake my hand. Said congrat-ulations and that was it. The most important and most empty moment all in one.
I lived in a room in a house that was owned by a German old man, Herbert, that had prostitutes coming and going and rented the other room to some working-class loser who also had prostitutes coming and going. It was not strange to come home and see pimps pulled up and beating on one or both of them for money that they owed. I woke up nearly every day to the sound of prostitutes cooking breakfast and laughing and chatting away like high school girls. They probably WERE high school girls. Who knows. Strangely, I never got a freebie out of mercy. I laugh now. Haha. The guy in the other room used to smoke crack and one time he invited me to go out with his prostitute “girlfriend” and hook me up with a lady. I was young. But still from the ghetto. We drove around in this beat up piece of shit, but as Ferris says, I didn't even have a piece of shit, so let's go, and we searched for hours in the Detroit nighttime ghetto for this chick's girlfriend, but we couldn't find her. 
This was Detroit life, nothing strange about it. Life in the ghetto, and if it were not for the time I had spent with my grandparents and my aunt and uncle, I wouldn't have known better. But I was white trash, and it was the life I knew. There are a lot of other stories to tell, but I'll only go into this one as it was one of the memories that I love the most. 
I was driving to work in my old Ford. The floor was rotted out and had a piece of plywood covering a hole on the driver side. If the plywood fell out, it was like Fred Flintstone. You could see the street. I bought it for a hundred and fifty dollars at six monthly twenty-five-dollar payments. The driver side window didn't roll down and the door didn't open. The passenger side didn't open either, but the window rolled down. The engine was the wrong size and was held down with brackets so that it wouldn't flop around under the hood. It had a blown oil seal and I had to carry a case of oil in the car every day to refill as I drove. Black smoke would bellow out from under the hood if I wasn't moving so, I rarely stopped at red lights. Not one tire had any tread on it. But it had a cassette player, and it ran. I delivered pizzas for a living. Olivers Pizza. 
To this day I am haunted with bad karma because I ran a scam and pocketed money each night that I was the closing manager. I got fired and pleaded for my job, but it was obvious that I was a Detroit crook. Bad Seed. Product of the ghetto and bad parenting. But my time working at Olivers was the best time I had while living in Detroit. Other than New York Carpet World. THAT was crazy.
Anyway, I was on the way to work one day, and the radio host said that Soundgarden would be playing a show that night at St. Andrews Hall. I flipped a U-turn in the very middle of oncoming traffic, stopped at a pay phone and called in sick, wherever I was working at the time, I can't remember. I drove downtown, smoke bellowing out and sliding all over the streets with bald tires. I waited in line with about a thousand people, and right as I was about to climb the stairs and buy my ticket, it fuckin sold out. 
I was devastated. Then all of a sudden, some guy comes up and says his girlfriend left him and he had an extra ticket. To this day I still have no idea where the good karma came from because I certainly didn't deserve that at all. As I was hangin’ out behind St. Andrews, out comes Ben Sheppard and Chris Cornell. 1991. Young, pissed off Seattle punks. We smoked cigarettes and drank and started a dumpster fire in the blizzard and when they tried to go back in, they were locked out. Ben proceeded to kick the door like it was an enemy. I mean furiously. They got let in and that was the last I saw of them. The concert was fucking amazing and when I went out after the show, all four of my tires had exploded in the cold. The rubber was so thin that they just exploded. 
I can't remember how I got home or who helped me fix my car, but that car sat in my mom's back yard on Groesbeck Hwy for the next year. When my mom finally got tired of looking at it, I had to get another car to push it out because the axels had rusted tight. I put a sign on it, 
$50 
RUNS 
It sold in a day. The guy filled it with the last cans of oil from the trunk and drove off in a cloud of good old Detroit black oil! A stream of oil behind him like a snail trail. Godspeed, you! 
So, not wanting to spend my life in front of a drawing table in some smoky back-room office at General Motors, I moved from Detroit to go live with my grandparents in Napa Valley, California. They'd recently moved there after losing their entire estate to credit debts. And I mean everything. There is very little that exists today, and I have only a few heirlooms from those days. A ring, some plates, whiskey glasses.
I was living in the basement of my friend's house, the guy who drove my dumb ass to the hospital with a broken hand, because my mother had once again thrown me out after moving back in because I couldn't continue living with pimps and prostitutes. I briefly lived with a student colleague from the college I went to, but it was a disaster. There is one interesting story though. I was dating this crazy Phillipino chick, and I mean fucking crazy, and one night we and her friends decided to make a Ouija board from a pizza box. We were in the back yard of my mom's place, and we had a bonfire. We started the Ouija session and I swear to God the triangle moved without our hands on it. I picked up the board and through it in the fire and it exploded. EXPLODED! Not burned, like satanic shit, movie shit!
True story. 
[bookmark: _Int_2tBDR7KT]Craig and I worked together at New York Carpet World, and we were best friends. He helped me a lot. That job was crazy. We loaded and unloaded trucks and cut carpet for installs. My mother was in the flooring business and somehow, I got the job there. Anyway, there was a guy named D... who robbed the manager at the bank deposit. So, they say? LOL! The manager actually pissed his pants. Nobody ever saw him again after that. All the guys I worked with had guns, grew up in hard ghettos, and I can honestly say it was one of the coolest jobs I ever had. We'd lay around on carpet piles and listen to Hip Hop, bullshit about chicks we wanted to fuck, they taught me how to Jit (a ghetto form of dancing to Hip Hop and Soul), and when we had to work, it was hard work, but I loved it. I was well liked, and I wanted life to be like that forever. 
But I had at the time, believed that my future lies to the west like all young adventurers. After all, I am a California Native Son. It seemed only right to return to the land of my birth. A prodigal Jim Morrison. Jesus returning to Nazareth after a long stay with the ghetto monks of the east. Something romantic like that. After all, I had done my time in the ghetto with the street preachers and manic maniacs, and I was ready to go. I had received my high school equivalency from Denby High. One seven Caucasians in the entire school. If you know Denby, you’re giving me a virtual high five and a pat on the back. I had received my engineering degree. Detroit had nothing more for me. I should have stayed. 
That was the day it all went to Hell fast. I was still young and inexperienced and naive. With only a minor ghetto college diploma to hold me up. The road to Hell is paved with good intentions. And the dead. As I was soon to find out.
I was the product of a one-night stand. My mother still doesn´t really know for sure who my father is, but it´s narrowed down to a guy named Jerry Peckarennin or something like that. The name on my birth certificate was just the guy who drove my mom to the hospital. So, the story goes. I was supposedly a miracle baby. The doctors claimed that everything under the sun was wrong with me, and they were fairly confidant I would be disabled for life. After many long nights of prayer groups with old ladies from my grandfather's church, he was the local minister in Downey, California, my mother was told that, without any clear explanation, I was healed, and all was fine. I was, in the eyes of medicine, a miracle baby! It should be mentioned that my grandfather wanted nothing to do with a bastard hippie love child. I found this out years later when my grandfather became old and dying in a convalescent home and I was put in charge of holding all the family papers. After all, what would everyone say? Right? The preacher's daughter. The hippie whore and bastard child. After many weeks of pleading and begging by my grandmother and the local church women, my grandfather conceded, and my mother was able to bring Satan's miracle spawn into the Grefrath manor! 
Now that was by no means a good thing, my grandfather was a coward and a backslider. I learned nothing from these people. Except how to hate. He went into the seminary to avoid having to be a farmer like the rest of the Grefrath men. I did not know it as child, but my mother was adopted, and I am not even a real Grefrath. Funny that I met a German woman and married her and now reside only kilometers away from the city of Grefrath in Germany. 
I can´t really tell you many things about my family as I was never told anything as I grew up. And due to the physical and mental abuse as a child, the trauma caused me to forget ninety percent of my youth. The whole thing was like some horrible secret that nobody wanted to talk about. We moved around like we were a circus. I grew up without roots and I have no childhood friends. I have people that I know, but nobody in my childhood that I can say that they were real friends. Except two. Robert and Jason. 
As far as I remember, my life as a child was really hard. My mother never stayed married and switched boyfriends like tampons. In for a week and out the next! I grew up around spousal abuse and was regularly a victim of child abuse. I saw things and experienced things that I never should have had to as a young child. Men beating up my mom, men fucking my mom, men raping my mom, my mom beating on me, my mom beating on and trying to kill my sister Eve, but never Andrea, me defending my mom, defending my sister, defending myself. Filthy. Rarely showering or bathing. Roaches, snakes, scorpions, rats. It was chaos and the whole time it was going on, my grandparents did nothing about it. I believe that my mother meant well, but we three kids got in the way of her sex life and her biker dreams. That was definitely not o.k. I know now that she is mentally ill, and it was not her fault. But my grandparents are guilty of turning a blind eye. My grandmother, guilty of much worse. 
I can remember beating on guys that were trying to strangle my mom on the couch. I once pulled my mother off my sister. She was trying to strangle her to death upstairs in the attic. My sister who many years later was killed by her own boyfriend. My sister was murdered with a baseball bat and strangled, then rolled up in plastic and buried under the dirty laundry. I was already in Napa at the time. My youngest sister found her days after she´d been missing. Crazier even was that the dude had people coming into the apartment to buy furniture with strict orders that nobody go upstairs. The body was upstairs just meters away from them and they didn't know it. He was making his getaway but was caught weeks later after turning himself in to his mother and confessing to the killing. 
Years ago, after my divorce, I got a phone call from my younger sister informing me that the dude hung himself in prison. I felt nothing. I was emotionless and have been since the day she was killed. I went slightly insane the day my sister was murdered and blamed myself for it. I haven´t felt peace since. Only emptiness. To this day I have not come to terms with the whole thing. It´s like she just didn´t exist and I just go on with my life. I had caught up with the guy while they were living in California before it happened. He had robbed my house and my sister confessed that it was him because they had gotten into a fight, and she wanted to get back at him for revenge. She didn’t care about me or my house, it was just revenge. She knew the young Detroit hoodlum would come out of me and I would go berserk. I was renting a room in a big house with some other guys and working for a shoe store at the outlet mall. I was riding my mountain bike every day and slowly trying to make a better life. That never happened. I searched for him for days and finally caught up with him at her apartment. 
But before I go on there is a bit more to the story. My sister told me that he was in debt to the Aryan Brotherhood because he took some drugs from them, and he told them I had money. That I could take care of the debt. Well, it came to my attention that they were coming to collect, and I called a friend and got a sniper rifle from him. The dirty white underbelly of Napa Valley. He came over with the gun and I took some speed, and we sat up all night with the sniper rifle posted on the windowsill pointed out to the only entry way which was the driveway. They never came. I also saw that week that my storage unit had been robbed and my grandfather's apartment had been robbed. Her boyfriend stole family items which were sold off for drugs. Even now thinking about it, I wish I had been the one to kill him. 
I was carrying a baseball bat around for weeks in the water bottle rack on my mountain bike and on that particular day I was cruising around town with a friend in his truck and had the bat with me. This bat was very special. I found it one night with a pair of Nunchaku resting by a tree in the middle of a park while I was tripping on LSD. The bat was bloody, and the Nunchaku had teeth marks in them. No kidding, teeth marks. And blood. To this day I believe I had found some discarded murder weapons used by some Norteño or Sureño gang member. It was meant to be, and I was fully intent on killing that motherfucker with that very bat! I found him kneeling by the front window and before he knew it, I was on him like a seal in Alaska! 
I went in on him like a movie. Like a fucking nightmare. I broke his arm in three places, and he was screaming like a little girl! I was going for his head and was fully intending to split it like a watermelon. My friend just stood there in shock! I was Detroit violence in full color! I was the crossed hammers of Judge, and I was bringing it down with force! Lucky for me, he got away. Even though months later he killed my sister, if I would have kept going with that bat, it would be me hanging from a handmade noose in solitary confine-ment in Pelican Bay. I would have killed that motherfucker. And that is real. I had planned to throw the body in Lake Berryessa weighted down with an old car. 
My sister had met him back in Detroit when she was still in high school. My mother actually moved him into my room and moved me to the attic. My sister accused my mother of trying to sleep with him. I have no idea if that's true, but who knows really. He was a Detroit hoodlum and the relationship that ensued was nothing short of movie material. He had got her to ride along in a gun running thing to the southern states. Apparently. At least that is what my younger sister told me. In reality, my sister was more thug than I ever was. She ended up moving to California to get help and she hustled my grandparents, and me, and the rest is history. 
Her son grew up depressed and insane and ended up committing suicide. Her daughter presumably ended up a prostitute. I really don´t know the truth. Just random stories here and there during short broken conversations over the years. 
So back to my immediate family. I´m trailing off. My grandparents were a different story. My mom turned me over to them when I was ten years old. After a long childhood of routine beatings and emotional neglect, she sends me off to live with her backsliding father and her alcoholic and absolutely insane child molesting mother. That child was me. I was now really on my own since the life I had with my grandparents was really no life. My grandfather bought me things when he wanted to show love. I took what I could to survive and support my partying. Even when I was still preteen. My grandmother was just a wreck all the time and nobody ever did or said anything about it. She drank at night when everyone was sleeping. They had separate beds, so my grandfather never knew when she was getting up or not. I once found a well-greased ten-inch end of a shovel handle in the medicine drawer. I didn´t know what it was at the time, but as I grew up, I figured it out. That shit has stuck with me ever since. The image of my grand-mother masturbating with a shovel handle that my grandfather gave her because he couldn´t fuck her. He detested her. And I truly believe he detested his life. Nothing mattered after his son was killed in a plane crash. It's probably what destroyed my mother as well. I really don't know.
My grandmother also used to give me back rubs at night because I was plagued with nightmares from being abused and sent away. I didn´t know it at the time, but giving a back rub does not mean an ass rub down the back of my pyjama pants. Nor around the waist down the front to my penis. She was my grandmother. What was I to know? I finally figured out years later that my grandmother was a full-on pervert, and my grandfather just ignored it. I was about twenty-five and sleeping on the couch after coming home from the bar one night and she tried reaching under the blanket. I almost kicked her in the face. She´s lucky because that would have been hard to explain at church. 
[bookmark: _Int_e1nVmOEX]I went back and forth between my mom and my grandparents for many years between the time when I was ten to fifteen and again when I graduated from college. At fifteen, I was kicked out of high school for selling weed at the laundry mat during class break. My grandparents had no way of controlling me. I was running around with a Mexican gang called Hollywood, a loose nut skate punk doing drugs, thieving, drinking like a fish and generally getting into trouble left and right. I was taking acid in school every other day. Just out of control. My mother had moved us into a cinderblock three room “house” on an open lot that was basically just a dirt driveway. I had to deal with the worst poverty that I had gone through in my life during those days. My mother routinely disappeared with biker boyfriends and left us with nothing. All of which she denies, even to this day. We had roaches the size of birds. Scorpions in our bathroom. Spiders the size of small dogs. Two bikers lived in the empty building next to the house and it had no toilet. Kid and Buzzard. Real road dogs. Just a hole in the ground that they plugged with an old pair of jeans to keep the smell from filling the room. My mother once admitted that she was raped in that building by Buzzard. My mother beat the shit out of me and my sister routinely. I got it nearly every day. My sisters actually used it as a weapon to make me do things for them. My little sister was the queen. Her baby. She never went through any of the shit. She was just witness. I was told by my neighbour who walked in one day to find me clenched in anger and holding a broken broom handle that I had taken from my mother's fists,
“Get out before she kills you.” 
So, I went to my grandparents. 
Again. 
That is when I started running around with the Mexican gang in downtown Phoenix that I mentioned. 39th Avenue and Holly Street. Deep in Phoenix ghetto. After a long night out on the street and a brutal fist fight that had left me with a very broken face, that was the last straw for my grandparents. I remember my grandfather raising his fist to me and me grabbing it in mid swing, 
“You hit me, and it will be the last thing you do with that hand.” 
I was a product of the ghetto and years of mental and physical abuse. My grandfather saw the Devil that day and knew he wanted none of it. 






Chapter 6

So, they shipped me off to my aunt and uncle in San Ramon, California. I´ll get into all that later. Back to Napa. 
[bookmark: _Int_Vrvhdnfp][bookmark: _Int_gwHTKEc5]Napa was never the same after people heard about me and the bat incident. People looked at me different after that story got around. I was no longer the mystery guy with the punk rock hair and crazy clothes. Funny thing was that I was not really a violent guy. I was actually quite a pacifist then. Like today, I wasn’t afraid of anyone, I was afraid of losing control. I hated violence because I knew what was in me. I had been challenged many times after that because in Napa there is always some-one who wants to prove they are a badass. There was, some years later, one occasion where the Devil came out again. Big bar fight with Mexicans from out of town. Twenty-five guys, broken bottles, bloody face, it was a mess. Absolute chaos! I hit a guy in the head with a cue ball from twenty feet. I could have pitched for the Yankees! Some years later after I got married, I was bartending and there was a huge Mexican sitting at the bar telling me this story about a bar fight at Lamplighter and how some asshole hit him with a cue ball and almost killed him. I stood there in silence, praying he would not figure it all out. I guess the cats out of the bag now, huh? Well, he never put two and two together and finished his drink and walked out. I survived another day. 
Fun and games it was and far too many times I almost lost an eye! You´re probably thinking by now, 
“How did we get from talking about family and get to bar fights and bat beat downs?”. 
I was a young punk. Young, dumb and full of cum! After I arrived in Napa, I half-heartedly looked for a job in the drafting field. I found nothing, but I didn’t really look either. I never wanted to be a draftsman. I finally landed a job at Embassy Suites Hotel based solely on my computer knowledge. What drafting and auditing had in common, I still don’t know. The difference between Germany and America is that you can do whatever you want in America if you have done ANYTHING that remotely associates with the job you’re applying for. 
I was now the auditor for Embassy Suites and getting paid a whopping seven dollars and fifty cents an hour. It was more than I had ever made in my life. 1992, I was twenty-one, out of the ghetto, making three hundred bucks a week and I was stoked! I had an apartment. A roommate. In Napa Valley. And within a few months, the hottest girlfriend in town! And I mean the hottest girl in the city. I also had acquired a raging alcohol addiction and a growing regained love for LSD and California Indica within six months! I quickly fell into the wrong crowd (which strangely enough are all still the closest friends I have) and became one of the worst alcoholics you´ve ever seen. Really bad. Acid and booze quickly became more prominent in my life than lunch and dinner! I was a madman on the loose in California. I did not give a fuck about anything! That hot girlfriend soon walked out on me because, as she said, 
“I can´t take care of you and take care of me.” 
Or something like that while I was sitting half drunk on the edge of my bed from the night before. I knew right at that moment that I was a hardcore party animal and there was no turning back. I was a full-on alcoholic and LSD maniac.
What led to that you ask? Well, you see the funny thing about that apartment where I was living at the time was that I moved into the place wanting to start a responsible life. No crazy roommates, no drugs. Detroit was in the past and I was working for a massive 4-star hotel in Napa Valley. 
What a laugh. That place was insane. So was the hotel. The guy I shared it with was a drug addict of epic proportions. Made Jesse Pinkman look like an Amish kid. At least that is what I thought at the time. I soon learned that the world of meth is a far deeper rabbit hole than I could ever imagine. A surreal nightmare of epic proportions. I met the real Pinkman years later. 
Let me give you a rundown of the short-lived responsible times of Night Auditor Jarod, the hot girlfriend and my first apartment in Napa. 
I moved in with this guy that worked at the front desk. Decent enough of a guy, hard times in his past, trouble with the law and trying to make a new start. Nothing I hadn't seen much worse in Detroit. We get this apartment and make a good go at it in the beginning. He´s got a smokin’ hot Mexican girlfriend and I was dating the most beautiful girl I had ever seen in my life. A Jewish American Princess that had walked in one day looking for a job. I looked over at my coworker and told him, 
“She is going to be my girlfriend.”  
And six months later, she was. I was in heaven. Good job, a cool pad, hot California babe girlfriend, life was good. Well, soon enough the dude starting using meth again and it went to Hell quick. He freaked out on me and like I said before, I was green, I had no experience with meth. Well, as time went by, I had to eventually barricade the doors to keep him out. Literally build a wall out of the couch and chairs like a zombie movie. I was genuinely scared. After many confrontations and tears, he finally collapsed and told me how sorry he was for ruining what we had and pledged to make it up to me. We tried, but it slowly grew out of control. He relapsed again and accused me of trying to steal his hot Mexican girlfriend. That was not the case. He even believed that he was under surveillance. Well, years later when I also got into meth, I almost also believed that we are all under surveillance and nobody can see them except us!
Well, I kicked his ass out, he was in and out of jail, and I moved another guy in who worked in the restaurant in the hotel. 
Bad fucking idea. That place produced more bad seeds than Monsanto.
The most extreme alcoholic I have ever seen this side of Leaving Las Vegas. I don´t know what led up to it, well, drugs, but we lost that apartment because of some drama that has long been forgotten. We moved into a new apartment and vowed that the new place would be drug free. I had not yet touched meth.
Well, that didn´t last. We moved a guy in to help with the bills who had answered the advert I posted advertising a room for rent in a drug free apartment. With-in six months it was soon a full-on party apartment. I was throwing wild parties for anyone and everyone. Copious amounts of meth and LSD. Long nights of talking to frozen shrimp strewn out across the kitchen floor and the fish on my shower curtains in LSD rampages that lasted for days. I was robbed of my music collection. Money. You name it. The people robbing me were the same guys I ended up hanging out with for years to come and I never knew it. Long forgiven, in the past. 
I was nothing more than an ever-flowing bank account and it was a never-ending drug and keg party. And I'm sure many of those guys who are still friends today don't remember and if they do, they regret it. I'm sure of it. We were animals. No denying it.
I somehow tried to go to college during this time as well. Some fantasy of getting my life together and becoming a philosophy teacher. I was still dating the hot girl I was so madly in love with, but slowly my focus and control was fading. Alcoholism was now in control. I found one of my CD´s years later in a friend's collection and he just blew it off as a party fail. I blew it off too. Even the small obvious things didn't register. Let alone the elephant in the room which was my staggering alcohol and LSD abuse. I was in too deep by then. The party was all that mattered. I was so completely out of control and didn´t care. I was drunk or tripping on LSD every day of the week. I ruined my life within six months' time. 
My college education became something of the past. I had been partying so much that I soon started telling my stories in psychology class. Ranting on about LSD trips and all the other crazy shit. My professor was tenured so we basically could do whatever the fuck we wanted to, and he could do whatever the fuck he wanted, and nobody could stop it. But I had a good reputation as a smart young philosopher and thinker with a possible future and they let me run around the place untethered. Even my philosophy teacher turned a blind eye. Maybe they all wanted to see if I was just a budding Ginsberg or an up-and-coming Hunter Thompson. Well, soon it became too much for my little Jewish American Princess hot girlfriend and she walked. I remember to this day the way she walked out and the feeling of total hopelessness. 
[bookmark: _Int_GlSONus0]My fish tank was solid green water and the fish floated on the surface, dead as nails. That was soon to become the poster picture of the movie ahead. Fuck “The Hangover”. You can´t have a hang-over if you stay fucked up. But once again, there was so much that happened up to that time. It's a movie waiting to happen. Or maybe a movie we´ve seen too many times. Tattoos, rope swing accidents, car accidents, broken bones, tweaked out chicks, running though hospitals naked after five nights awake on bathtub crank, acid days and nights. Total chaos. Needless to say, we lost that place too.
From then on, I was nothing more than a local joke to all the women in Napa. Sixty-five-thousand people and nowhere to run. I was faced with my rampant alcoholism at every corner. And I simply didn't care. 
I found the joys of crystal meth. 
Hallucinogenics, speed, marijuana, booze. I was on fire. I was what Queens of the Stone Age termed, “The feel-good hit of the summer!”, as I yelled out the car window on one occasion with Paul, 
“Stoned, drunk and frying on acid! Here we come!”
I had become a sorry version of Hunter Thompson without literary fame. I was a loser of epic proportions, and I believed I was king of the world. 
For example, before I found speed, there was this time that I went out with the local guys on an acid binge. We all worked at the hotel together or in various other jobs. We all ate a huge amount of LSD and went out hiking in the hills. All the guys that I was with were local nut cases who were notorious party psychos. We started to trip and set up camp. I just followed lead and went along with whatever was happening. The acid was really kicking in and I was among professionals and felt absolutely fine since acid was always my drug of choice. That was about to change as time went on as you will see. We went right at it, running into the hills like shaman on a crash course with a semi-truck! Ripping through the trees and bushes like King Kongs and Bigfoots and Godzillas. Shredding on LSD 25. It was awesome. 
The guys were great at taking the experience to the top. Hard to explain, but if you have ever taken ten hits of LSD in the pitch-black darkness running around a forest, it´s the sounds, not the sights! One of the guys, in particular, became my best friend and worst enemy all in one. We were two minds in the same insane skull. A very bad combination. Incredibly dangerous, but isn't that what it's all about? Isn't that what makes friends best friends? 
Sidebar: He recently died, and I hadn't spoken to him in 20 years. I cried for three days.  
So, we all came together at one point just to focus for a minute after trailing through some of the thickest brush I could have ever imagined. And I mean thick bushes. Branches and blood and open cuts. We felt bushes all around us. Fingers on our skin. LOL. Well, we were in Napa and when you are surrounded by bushes it can mean two things, bushes or poison oak. We all lit lighters and matches to see what it was and yep, poison oak. We were all in shorts and t-shirts. 
One guy was missing. 
Probably setting up some acid mind trap for us somewhere. No time for worries. We got out of there quick. It was total chaos, and we were in a panic. Minutes later we forgot all about it as the shenanigans continued at full speed. LSD. No time to waste. Sounds and sights and cracks and creaks. Running around like madmen. Trailing through spider webs that went across entire trails that had trapped all sorts of birds, mice, and other small living things, and crossing creeks into water with no regard for personal safety. Just going forward. My closest friend at the helm. We soon got back to the camp site, and we found our lost companion sitting cross legged on a brick fire pit, fire blazing up from between his legs like a sadhu at a funeral pyre on the Ganges. Now, once again I won’t even try to attempt to describe what I really saw, but it was truly a spectacle. It was as if he was part of the fire, and the fire was part of him. The fire had no effect on him what-soever. It was like out of some crazy Kung Fu movie.  
I can´t remember what happened after that, but I am sure it was much of the same. The next day as we awoke from the acid haze, we realized that none of us had contracted poison oak. None of us. We went back to the area to check if it really was poison oak and sure as shit it was thick bushes of it. Days later, none of us showed signs of it or even showed the slightest scratch. We all firmly agreed that it was the power of the acid that directed our minds away from the reality of it all and since we didn´t acknowledge the poison oak it simply didn´t exist. Same thing with the fire, it just didn´t exist and therefore our acid shaman compadre was immune. We are all still friends. Some have died since then, but we are all still the brothers from other mothers.
I had a similar experience some years later on purple micro dots with the same ringleader I mentioned before. I was cooking beans a fire in the can and when the beans started to boil, I simply reached into the coals and lifted the can out and started eating the beans with a spoon. I just did not acknowledge the fire or the fact that the beans were boiling in a very hot can that came directly from the fire. I never got burned. I also made some prophetic connection between beans and rice and life which to this very day I can´t remember, but it made an impression on all that were there. 
One of my old friends still uses it as a life metaphor, beans and rice, but I´m sure he has forgotten the meaning of that night as well. I also, for the first time on a hallucinogenic trip, had my first real crazy ass motherfucking scary hallucination. Eyes on the leaves of the trees. Blinking at me. Terrance McKenna shit. Now to be clear, I have seen dead shrimp crawl on my plate, carpets grow. Oceans of colors and waves of light. Shit like that. This was something altogether different. EYES, man! Fucking eyes in the trees. I was now officially in the next dimension. The doors were open, and I walked through. There is a blank period for me around this time. I can´t remember where I went to after that. We all eventually woke up in the tents and in the back of a pick-up truck and cooked breakfast. 
That kind of shit went on for about seven solid years. We were rock stars and nothing at all, and we just didn´t care about anything. Sad truth is we were country bums suffering from alcoholism and drug addiction and I was more than willing to follow. 
Losers! But we did it with style.
And many, many of them still are. And I was one of the kings! During that time, I lost my job at the hotel and to this day can´t remember where I worked after that. I think this is when I landed a job at Downtown Joes Brewery, which as the story goes on, was an integral part of who I am today. I worked for the company on and off for the next eight years until I got married. If I was an alcoholic before, I was soon about to get my Doctorate in Alcohol Abuse! It was not long after that that I was drinking four pitchers each time I sat down. I was a blackout master. I cleaned my uniform by letting it hang out the window while I drove for fresh air. Combined with my marijuana smoking, acid ingestion and speed consumption, I was Lemmy on a bad day! Because I wasn't Lemmy. I was a dishwasher that got fired from the hotel. This was the beginning of what I refer to as The Steven Tyler Days! The media once asked Steve about a tour in Japan and he said, 
“We were in Japan?”
Mind you, we are not really paying attention to years, dates and times. We’re just going with it as it goes. A lot of this writing is all out of order as is obvious. And I always worked two to four different jobs at a time. There's no way to put this all-in order. Who cares. It's the story, not the order in which it happened. 







Chapter 7 


The party life that followed was nothing short of suicidal and epic! Here is where it gets hazy again. I believe that this was when I lived with two guys in a one-bedroom apartment that was too small for even one person. Yeah, that sounds about right, because that was when the guy who I lived with before in the apartment with the green water fish tank was strung out on crank and ended up sleeping by the river laying on a cardboard bed and wrapping garbage bags around himself to stay warm and dry. What a nightmare that was. He believed someone was injecting him with crank in his sleep and it was he himself doing it the whole time. He was so strung out that the line between sleep and awake had totally vanished. He also told me that he believed his new roommates were vampires because they only came out at night and people would disappear. News flash buddy, they´re tweakers! And so are you!
[bookmark: _Int_bdaav8eY]So, I moved in with my buddy and his girlfriend after a catastrophe that I now remember all too clear. It´s not worth retelling here. In short, I was sur-rounded by crystal meth, and I needed to get out of the place I lived in. So, I was staying on the couch and their relation-ship was falling apart due to his loyalty to me. I was not a good addition to the problem as the guys we ran with loved to party just as much as he and I did. We smoked a Snoop Dog sized amount of weed back then. She was the only solid thing in his equation, and it was falling apart fast. It wasn´t too long that the relationship ended, and the real party began. If I was partying before, I was REALLY partying now!
As the saying goes, „Bro´s before Ho's! “ 
(To be honest, looking back, as loyal of a friend he was, as close as we all were back then, letting me move in, and later, letting Jim move in, it was the worst thing that he could have ever done. We were animals and we didn't care if we made it to the next day.)
Well, she moved out and we began to party like never before. Soon one of our friends moved in and it was the three of us. The Three Wisemen from the Old Testament on a search for the baby Jesus with mushrooms in one hand and a bong in the other. I was sleeping in the closet, big enough for a single mattress that fit flush between the four walls, my clothes hung above me on the pole, our buddy who moved in was sleeping in the bed in the bedroom (how that happened, I still don´t know. It was our friend´s bed in the first place!). So, I slept on the floor in a closet on a mattress with my clothes hanging over me in the dark with the door closed! Our good friend was sleeping on the couch in the living room with his new girlfriend or female friend, whatever you want to say. Thick girl with a big ass. Hot. And I should add that to this day, I don´t know anyone who can pass out and still be holding the full glass of wine the next morning in the same seat he was sitting in the night before! But that was him. Magic! He was truly one of God's men! 
In the course of a few months, we were legends. Or so we thought. I mean, we had already laid a foundation of being the most notorious party animals in the city, but what lie ahead was something else. The police were called nightly. We had women over in droves. But I was never getting laid! What was it about being a slobbering black out drunk acid head that was not super sexy? You tell me! I quickly became known as the guy that had every girls phone number in his pocket, and my number in theirs, and the thing that I didn't know at the time was they all were best friends and compared all the numbers that they got and the one thing that they all had in common was that I told every single one of them that they were the one. They would empty their pockets and they all had my number. I was also known for walking into every party, drunk, stoned and tripping balls and yelling,
“Detroit is in the house!” 
I can hear you Jim saying it out loud as you are reading this book. Haha. 
A great story that I tell all the time, but really isn´t interesting unless you were there, and now looking back, I feel horrible about it, is this one party we had. Now as parties go, we had many that were far more outrageous and have survived the test of time and still get talked about to this day, but this one was special because it was truly the beginning of the worst and best times in my life. 
I was eating mushrooms like gummi bears and taking acid all the time. Every day. Even at work. We had a bong made from a five-gallon water bottle that smoked a quarter ounce in one pull. It had four hoses and fucked you up. It was a masterpiece. It shook and rumbled on the coffee table with four iron lunged dudes in their early twenties inhaling like the first breath of life. It would actually make beer cans fall off the table. Well anyway, the guy I was living with at the time had that girlfriend, right, so he splits with her, and she moves out. We have this big bash with all the girls we know and all our friends. Cheap beer, bags of marijuana, acid, mushrooms, Dr. Dre and RKL, and chicks! California living! 
[bookmark: _Int_P4Wn1xA2]All of a sudden here comes the ex-girlfriend right through the open door. I have a picture to prove it. Previously to this, I had been sitting on the floor, stoned and tripping balls, and I've got this girl convinced that I could make her orgasm by sucking her toes, the hottest chick ever. Well, she plops her ass down right in the biggest chair in the house. Dead fucking center stage. Takes over the place. Everyone wants her to leave and all of a sudden, she lunges forward across the coffee table and slaps one of the other chicks in the face because she is flirting with my buddy, her ex. And calmly sits back down. I should mention that it's the same girl that I had convinced about the orgasm thing. She had since wandered over to the couch with my buddy. All in the family. Cali, baby! Well, his ex had no claim on him anymore, so what's the problem? Another girl, name withheld, best friend of said hottie, jumps over the coffee table ninja style like a fucking kung fu film and decks her in the face. Full on fist punch. Bruce fucking Lee. Fucking beautiful! I jump up, physically pick my friends ex up out of the chair, wrap her into a pretzel and throw her out to the dirt. I literally throw her! Six feet at least. Like a keg toss in a strong man competition. 
[bookmark: _Int_ZiOp8m4R]Those that were there are reading this and rolling off the couch laughing because it was classic! Not funny, but funny. I regret it as we are friends today. The parties that ensued after that were somewhat legendary simply for the fact that none of us went to jail. Well, almost never. I ended up in jail twice in the eight years I lived in Napa. The amount of drugs smoked and dealt out of that flat was unbelievable. People came and went, and it was just crazy. I can never say that I didn´t live. Pretty soon my name was coming up more and more because I was giving my number to girls who were all best friends everywhere, not just there. What the fuck did I care? I came from Detroit. I was going to sleep with them all. 
Detroit´s in the house!
Wrong! 
I was in an alcohol delusion and a drug haze. My Detroit player attitude was not working at all. I was out of control, and it was horrific and very unattractive to these young white Napa girls, despite the constant rotation of Dre and Snoop. And I didn´t care. I was having the time of my life. At least that is what I believed. But the only girlfriend I ever had was drugs and alcohol. 
It wasn´t soon after all that that my buddy got tired of it all and moved out. Who wouldn't. Things had digressed so badly that we just didn´t see what was happening anymore. I remember that a friend was once cleaning his glass meth pipe on the stove and I didn´t even blink twice. People would just walk in through the front door, which was always open and just say, 
“I'm gonna just go ahead and clean this thing up on the stove.” 
Okay. 
It just didn't seem abnormal to any of us. It was just what people did. I´d been so used to meth being around that I didn´t even think about it as negative. We were guys that believed having mountains of marijuana piled on hotel room tables in rooms that I blocked for us to use when I was working at the hotel, stealing bottles of hundred- dollar wine from the hotel restaurant, and jumping out second story windows from the security, was normal. We just didn't give a fuck. At this time, during the stay in said apartment, I was also working part time as a bill collector. Now if there is any job in the world where I surely deserve to burn in Hell, it’s that one! And selling Kirby vacuum cleaners. Everyone was on speed and smoked weed! And everyone was a fucking criminal in some way. We regularly went to work drunk, stoned, on acid, on meth and nobody cared. More drugs passed hands in that place than any other job I had ever had before. It was like letting the lunatics freely run the asylum with the sole job of taking money from the obviously poor and destitute by ANY means necessary. Threaten, lie, coerce, blackmail. Bags and bags and bags of marijuana, mushrooms and meth. One guy used to tell the Mexican debtors that he was coming to their house to take their children back to Mexico if they did not pay their bills! 
We were blasted out of our minds and threatening to confiscate people's lives and everything in it if they didn´t pay us. And we laughed about it every second. I worked with him again at two other companies. It was the most unethical and evil environment I had ever seen. We partied in limousines, went to clubs, blew money like it was smoke. Fucking evil.
Selling Kirby vacuums sealed my fate in Hell for sure. (I keep saying that and the truth is, I hadn't even started to dig the hole to Hell yet). Twelve-hundred-dollar machines that cost five dollars to make and we sold them to people that we knew for a fact could never pay for them and would have their credit history ruined forever! We just didn´t care! We were evil times ten to the hundredth degree! Just bad people. And we laughed about it like devils. Drunk, stoned, wired and tripping the whole time! Blasting White Zombie and Marilyn Manson. 
The whole time I never had a solid girlfriend. I dated one chick for a few months here and there. Mostly all crazy and most with drug histories. I think that was my downfall. I dated women that everyone knew were bad except me! I was blacklisted for doing some-thing I never knew was wrong. My partying became more and more out of hand. It was absolutely normal to see me passed out in my own vomit, lying in the grass on some hill, wacked out on acid or mushrooms and generally being unruly whenever possible. An image burned into everyone´s minds forever. Something I am not proud of, but this book would not have happened had it all not happened in the first place. 
While I was working at the collection agency, I moved in with a guy next door to the infamous party pad. That´s when I really started to do acid and meth like a fucking champion. I keep saying that and you might be asking how can it get any worse? I was doing “ten-strips" of acid at the drop of a hat. That is ten doses at once. I started doing more crank then, too. Before it was just to rock out when I was incoherent from booze. Now it was taking a place in my weekends, and slowly into my days as routine. 
That apartment was just another version of the one I left. Parties, booze, weed, acid and meth. But here it was welcomed. Championed! We came up with the bright idea that since we had no money to pay our bills from spending it all on partying, we would take the money we had left and buy a bunch of meth and sell it. Bad fucking idea! BAD FUCKING IDEA! You do not want to be known as a meth dealer in Napa. Not surprisingly, we were best friends within months due to the fact that I was in fact, underneath it all, ghetto white trash! Both of us. The deal was this, we drive to the city of Paradise, California, (the city that burned down), or somewhere around there, I can´t remember exactly, and score an ounce of meth. I had no experience with meth and was blown away by the whole trip. 
We get to the place we had to go and as we are driving, we pass a girl in the trailer park not unlike Juliette Lewis in Kalifornia and Natural Born Killers. He says to me, 
“That´s what we´re fuckin´ tonight!” 
He said it just like that. It was surreal. She was wearing a striped tube top, cut-off jeans and sparkle gel slip on slippers! Right out of a Rob Zombie film. No shit! Right out of a fucking 80’s horror film. I had reached the promised land! Trailer bitches and meth! Jesus holy Christ. Fact is, it was a fucking
living nightmare! I think back to it now and want to cry.
We get to the dude's house who has the meth and proceed to make the deal. Now you have to appreciate the value of this situation. Many people have tried to recreate the meth dealer environment in films and have failed miserably. I mean miserably. The film Spun got very close to recreating it, but, honestly, there is no way to verbally describe the lair of a real meth dealer who is his own best customer! Let me just say this, it´s unreal! 
The first thing is that you don´t touch anything! You don´t look at the guy for too long because you will be accused of being a narc or an alien or a lizard! Drink whatever he gives you and do whatever he says. If he sees' something and you don´t, say you saw it anyway! There is no way in Hell, you will convince him to the contrary. Take it even a step further and offer to help him kill whatever YOU AND HIM just saw! With a gun! And bullets! If he says it´s too bright in the room, find tape and newspaper and cover anything creating light! Don´t question, just do it! I saw absolutely no change in the environ-ment, but he swore to God that he felt much better after hanging just one more piece of newspaper on the window. 
After all that, we get the meth and get the fuck out of there. The dude's name was some kind of insect or something, I think? Guess it´s because he´s jumpy! Actually, I think his name was Frog. 
I didn´t ask! Guess what´s next? You guessed it! Tube top, baby! Baby Firefly! We get to some guy's house where we are supposed to stay the night and she shows up. We all lay in the same bed and my friend starts right in. He fucks this chick like Nina Hartley. Just bam, bam, bam. Afterwards, she rolls over to me and I try to get mine. To this day this story still makes me feel dirty and ill. I simply couldn´t do it as she was just too destroyed for anything more. After that pounding, who could blame me? 
We get up the next day and start back to Napa. We also start doing the meth we just bought! Big tip: Don´t ever fool yourself into thinking that when you are a party animal, you will make some great deal and get rich! It will never happen! This isn´t Blow and you´re not Johnny Depp. It´s common knowledge, don´t get high on your own supply!
We get back to Napa and we start in on a party that lasts for the next three years, I was now getting to know the side of partying that everyone says will eventually kill you. I was an LSD master at this point. We smoked weed like Snoop and to this day I have no idea who was paying for it. 
It surely wasn't me. 
But it was everywhere, every day and every night. The apartment was an actual wall of speakers, the whole wall, and Slayer and Pantera blasted out all day, non-stop. It was a real-life movie. Drug T.V. The doors were never closed, the blinds were never pulled. We had everyone from trailer trash, pro skaters, gangbangers, local losers, and all our friends coming in and out like 7-11. We did everything in clear sight of the neighbour's view, and nobody ever did anything about it. I´m sure that the neighbours were terrified. Or all illegal immigrants that could never do anything about it even if they tried. They ran from Mexico and the Cartels and ended up living next to ghetto white boy trailer trash Hell bent on self-destruction. 
'Murica! Get er done!
We soon lost the apartment and had to move out and share a house with my friend's mom and stepdad. Cool people. “Straight up”, as we would say in California. Very poor and would be considered white trash by anyone else. I soon got tired of living with them because even though they were cool, they were lazy and didn´t do a goddamn thing except lay around on the couch and smoke weed. I soon made it very clear that they had to go and my friend and I myself were now taking over this ship of fools! At this time, I was half-heartedly making an attempt to take control of my life and get my shit together. 
Another of a string of lies and self-talk I repeated to myself because my life was absolutely out of control. The party that ensued afterward was ridiculous. It just never stopped. And to be honest, I loved it. The carpet was constantly soaked with beer and spilled bong water. The place reeked. Stunk like garbage. The kitchen was molded over since nobody ever did the dishes. Whatever was dirty just got thrown away and new stuff was bought. I was the only person actually working and bringing in an income, which caused a great deal of strain on my life and my mental health. As if it wasn't already pushed to the edge. I was always getting money from my grandparents to fuel the party and to pay the bills. Barely hanging on to jobs because I was either high, drunk or hungover. A mess of universal proportions. 
We had this guy living with us that looked like someone from Marilyn Mansons’ band. Super tweaker! Before stealing a car from an acquaintance of ours and disappearing, I remember a night he stayed up all night working on a “project”. Oh, that lovely meth. He had screwed a long screw into the ceiling and tied a long string to it. Measured out to the precise circumference of the living room when swung. In true tweaker style, this took all night. He then attached a pipe to the end of it and woke us all up. You could swing the pipe around to anyone sitting in the living room and never have to stand up to pass the pipe. Every chair available in the house was neatly situated in a circle. It stayed that way for months. 
We thought it was the coolest, most ingenious thing ever created. Fuck. This simple stupid thing and we thought he was a genius.
Then one day I decided to grow some weed to help make some money. I planted a few seeds and soon had a big, beautiful marijuana plant growing in plain view of all Gods witnesses. We acted like we were untouchable. Absolutely insane! It was right in the middle of my back yard, and it was huge! After a long year of bands in the living room, vacuums through coffee tables, guitars stuck into the ceiling, attempted killings of roommates and general mayhem, and even one guy being pushed to insanity on LSD, he believed he was Kurt Cobain for months, we lost that place too. It came to one point where I was standing outside the house, locked out by people I didn´t even know, some dude actually standing my house staring at me through the window, me smashing through the door window with my fist and the neighbour firing off gunshots because he had been driven over the line. 
I was miserable and realizing that my life was now fully out of control, as if it was ever under control, and I had no idea what I was going to do. My alcoholism was at its peak. I was driving drunk everywhere. Working drunk or stoned. I can´t really remember where I lived after that. I think I went to sleep on my grandparent's couch again at the retirement center. You wonder why I never had a girlfriend? Those were rough times. I lived in a few different places after that and can´t remember the order in which it happened. 
Each place had its quality though. That´s for sure.















Chapter 8


Up to this point I still have not lost an eye, but damn near close. When I first started all this craziness, there were some events that took place that I talk about to this day. I had so much crazy shit happen to me that, it´s crazy! Like back in Detroit, I was working for Olivers Pizza. I was a sort of manager as I said before, but not really, as is always the case in those places. One of the guys I worked with at the time quickly became one of my best friends. We partied together all the time. Frisbee in the park, Vodka and lemonade and Van Halen. I had a cute girlfriend with typical 80´s rock chick hair and I was driving that old Ford that I talked about before. While I was going to college for my drafting degree, I had moved in with that a guy that I was going to school with.  His brother had a band something not unlike INXS. They were called PUSH. The guy owned a house in Warren, and we moved in with the intent of setting up the greatest bachelor pad ever. I was young, still unaffected by drugs and alcohol, very responsible with my studies but somewhat rowdy. I was always getting into fist fights. Detroit. Forgive me if I am repeating some details.
I had some really fantastic experiences and some really detrimental ones as well. The best experience I ever had was my first blow job. It was magic! She sucked my cock in front of my mom's house after a night at either Leland City Club or Shelter in Detroit, I can't remember, but I fucking remember her, and I came all over my shirt. I ditched the shirt in the laundry and the next day, instead of ignoring it, my mom screamed at me like it was a bad thing. 
I never got over that.
Later on, when she became my girlfriend and came over, we had to sneak inside my attic for sex. I would play Siouxie and The Banshees loud and we would roll around, eating pussy, sucking cock. It was fantastic! She opened a whole new world for me, and I was becoming a master at eating pussy. I owe it all to her. Seriously, because of her, eating pussy is probably the one thing I do best. To this day, chicks all say I’m a fucking prodigy!
Anyway, the bachelor pad we planned while going to school for drafting never came to be and I was kicked out because of my girlfriend at the time and her friends. That girlfriend and her friends basically just moved themselves in and after a big fight she accused me of getting her pregnant even though we never had sex.  It was then that I decided that after graduation I would go stay with my grandparents in California and get a job and get rich! 
When I moved out of that house, I was living in a friend's basement in East Detroit and slowly becoming a burden. Said ex-girlfriend was stalking me and prank calling his parents and it had to stop. At first, everything seemed to be going as planned once I reached California. First, I apologize because I am starting to see just how completely confusing this whole timeline has become in the story. Anyway, like I said before, I took that job at Embassy to keep money in my pocket as I looked for a real job as a technical drafter, I had a nice apartment, I was making more money that I´d ever made in the ghetto and I was dating the most beautiful girl I´d ever seen. What could go wrong? Going back and rereading what I have written so far, I was a dreamer then. As I said before, none of this is in order, just stories coming out, I was going to the local community college at the time in Napa and me that hot Jewish American Princess I talked about had a class together. Philosophy. I was not an educated guy at all. But I knew how to talk and think. I was intelligent on another level. I had dropped out of high school and lied my way into college. How I did it, I still don´t know. 
One of the things that I did do when I was living with my mom in Detroit was get my high school diploma in night school. Denby was one of the toughest high schools in the city.  But I made it through and got my diploma. It was during the days when I worked at New York Carpet World near 8 Mile. 
That philosophy class opened a world to me that I never knew existed. I was blown away by the things we were talking about. I was so thankful for it.  I bought my professor the book Lestat by Anne Rice. She had a fascination with vampires. She even went so far as to tell us that David Copperfield is a vampire. I loved that class. I had this incredible looking California Jewish Princess sitting next to me the whole time. I was in a dream. How I got from living with a dirty old man and hookers to sitting in a college classroom with this beautiful girl was beyond me. I was happier than any person alive.
And I blew it. Just like Peter Fonda said in Easy Rider. I fuckin blew it. 
Looking back, I was so naive. That was the beginning of the end. My beautiful college girl stayed with me for a long time. We dated almost a year and that was a long time for me. Unfortunately, in that year I went from one of America’s greatest young hopefuls to come out of the ghetto. I went to Napa Valley with a business college degree, to sitting in a city college studying Huma-nities with my dream woman, to becoming the town nut case. 














Chapter 9


In Napa, when you threw a party, it had to be big and there had to be lots of girls and lots of beer! Good beer! There were a few groups of guys that were throwing parties at the time. Most of the guys were in bands and everyone did drugs of some sort. I tell people today that ninety percent of the people I know do drugs of some sort and nobody believes me. It´s true. The world is just one big drug hole.
We had a party one time on the old Vallergas property. Over two hundred and fifty people roamed through that night. We charged five dollars for a beer cup and when you lost your cup, you had to buy another one. Other than that, if you had a cup, it was open tap! This is just one example, but we spent at least a thousand dollars on beer that night and made about a thousand profit and we were able to pay the bands! This was a party that went down in history and people still talk about it to this day. We were kings. 
We had hired the local band Grass Child Gipsy to play. We collected a bunch of junk from the barn to give away as door prizes. We wrote numbers on every-one's hand as they came in, then called out numbers through the night. Old stuffed animals and broken couches. People loved it. I have a picture of my best friend at the time and I standing in the shadow of a tree up on the hill with the sunset behind us and I can still hear the people and the roar of the band. We were happier then than we had ever been. I was totally out of control, but off meth and that was in my mind a sort of control that I had not had before. 
This was during one of my brief periods of clarity. A reunion with the guy who lived with me and my friend in that one room party apartment. He now had a new girlfriend and I moved in because I needed help getting away from meth. The house I had been living in was to this day the most destructive environment I had lived in in the whole history of the days in Napa. It wasn't wild, but it was FILLED with meth. And I'm not even going to write about it. 
It was really going well, and I was on my way to getting my shit together. But then I fucked up everything. I fell madly in love with his new girlfriend. 
It happened slowly because I was dating this firecracker sex machine at the time of my transition out of that meth life. I met firecracker in a retail shop and was blown away by her. I have a problem with falling in love with terrible whores who treat me like garbage, or incredible beauty queens who ignore me like a bum on the street. And this particular firecracker was a whore. She treated me like shit and fucked everyone around me. But I thought I was in love, and she let me touch her boobies and fuck her once in a while. That was enough for me. It was a joke. I won´t tell the story because it´s so fucking pathetic that I wish it never happened. And she doesn't deserve the notoriety. I was a fool.
After my buddy and his girlfriend, she was now quickly becoming my closest friend, moved out of the farmhouse, it was being torn down by the owner, Joe Vallerga, I moved in with this other guy who was a friend of a friend. He had the lower part of the house where my buddy and his girlfriend and his father were now living. Everything was fine and dandy. I was working at the bowling alley, Downtown Joes when I needed to, and things were ok. I was even getting laid by the firecracker once in a while. I´d pretty much quit doing meth and acid and was just your run of the mill boozer/stoner. The only problem was that I fell in love with my best friend's girlfriend. Who lived upstairs. 
I was in Hell. Madly fucking in love. I followed her like a dog. Did whatever she wanted. I wrote her a letter confessing my love and she left it in her purse on the couch. My best friend knew something was up, we were spending a massive amount of time together and we were spending it together in HIS truck! Driving all over town. Well, he looked through her purse one day and found the letter and I was fucked. She knew he'd look for it, too. 
We didn´t speak to each other for a long time after. I remember the minute he confronted me about it. His dad looked at me with disappointment, but he knew it all along. He was kinda like the dad I never had, and he was really disappointed in me. But he was an old dog and wasn't surprised. 
It was the worst thing that had happened to me. My friend who went out of his way to help me was now my enemy because of a chick. I would have married that girl despite of it. And we hung out together as friends for years after that. Even to this day I look at her pictures on Facebook and wonder what would have been. But I fell in love with every one of the girls who paid even a minute's attention to me. But she was different. But I needed to feel like I meant something. I latched on to any woman that gave me attention. 
My mother never cared and therefore I searched for any sign of a woman's affection. I could list the women I dated and the bad relationships and even worse sexual experiences that ensued and it would read like the saddest of sad stories. I also had some of the best sex in my life and dated some of the most beautiful women I have ever seen and still keep in contact with almost all of them. I wrote them poetry and loved every one of them in a unique way. I really mean that. And I have told many of them those same words. 
My memories of that time are jumbled like a bingo ball cage. But the one thing that I do remember are the many girls who came into my life throughout. Every one of them played a special role that led up to my marriage day. And every one of those relationships, including my marriage, was a fucking disaster. I can honestly say that I can´t even remember thirty percent of the days that I was married. I was either drunk, fighting or depressed. But I did love my wife. That´s true. I loved her truly and with all my heart. She made me feel like a man. I felt awesome when we were together. The first time since my Jewish Princess in college. I didn´t fall in love right away. She was studying in Napa…wait, I am jumping ahead of myself. Way ahead of myself. Lots of other stories to tell before that one.
While I was dating the firecracker, I was also working at Downtown Joes and doing special events for the brewery. I was also waiting tables in various restaurants. To be honest with you, I can´t remember where I worked and what order it was in. I worked for so many places and so many people. I worked at shoe stores, bookstores, pizzerias, restaurants, hotels, banquet services, kitchens, bars, fuck, you name it! I won´t bother trying to put any sort of timeline to it so I´ll just tell it as it pops up. 
Pizzerias were always a sure bet for me. I knew no matter what happened to me, I could always get a pizza job. I was good at it. I could toss and catch the dough between my legs and behind my back. I knew how to make every kind of pizza there is. You could have called me Luigi! I learned how to do it in Detroit, and I still believe that every man should be able to do three things:
Make a decent pizza
Mix a great cocktail
Serve tables in a restaurant
[bookmark: _Int_GrbmWY2K]If you have these three skills, you will never be homeless or without a job. I´ve learned from some of the best and lived to talk about it. I have worked for one of the worlds famous chefs, drank with millionaires, managed events for the city of Napa, all while being a wild animal. I can still make a fat pizza, mix a drink that will make you blind drunk and serve tables in any environment. One of the things you learn real fast in the service industry in America is how to lie with grace and elegance. I can sell ice to an eskimo. I made silver K at Kirby in one month. That means twelve contracts for a thousand-dollar vacuum cleaner. I saw guys eat soap to sell a machine. I saw a guy lie and act like he was retarded to sell a machine and he sold two to the same lady! 
People love to be lied to and to be entertained. It´s amazing! Those were good times, and the party was non-stop. I had a journal that documented that whole time, but it was lost when I moved out of the house I was at when I was doing so much meth. I had packed everything into a box, drawings, pictures, journals, all gone! It´s a shame because that journal would clear a lot of things up for me. I wrote about my sister's murder, my drug experiences, fantasies that I had while in meth delusions, all kinds of crazy shit while I was on drugs. But it´s gone or someone has it and won´t give it up. I´ve sent out messages that I am looking for it and nobody seems to know where the box is. Funny thing is that it could only be in two places and neither person has any clue. I think the journal was destroyed because of the names inside. Very damaging material. Not only for me. 
So, it´s to my journals I turn to now for material because I am starting to get a little foggy on the history. I sure wish I had that old journal though. That was the blackout time and therefore the most important stuff. The earliest journal I have is from December of 1998. I have photos that date back farther, but as for written word, 1998 is as far back as it goes. It starts out when I got my DUI. I was at a Christmas party at a female friend's family get together. That ex-girlfriend of my buddy that I´d fallen in love with. 
We were pretty tight friends back then and honestly, it´s a shame that my foolish crush later destroyed our friendship. I drank a lot of Jack Daniels that night and left the party with the bottle in my hand. I tossed it into the front seat, and it rolled onto the floor. Good place for it. It was foggy that night and my left headlight was out, so I had to drive with my high beams on. Sure, as shit, I got pulled over and without cause other than the headlight, I was asked to get out of the truck. 
Where is your lawyer when you need one? I was fucked. DUI. I spent Christ-mas Eve in jail. When I got out the next morning my mom was waiting at my grandparents and didn´t even bat an eye when I told her the story. This is a woman who rode a Harley Davidson chopper through a 7-11 window! What the fuck is a DUI to her? 
That night I took my mom out to see Napa and meet some of my friends. I had a crush on several girls at the time, and I made a point of kissing the bartender right when I got to my seat. I was quite the ladies' man after I stopped all the hard drugs. The Steven Tyler Days took place between 1991 and 1997. I wrote in my journal that I believed that the bartender and I liked each other and that I liked kissing her. This is the first time I have thought about her since I wrote that. 1998 was also the time when I started going to raves and started doing ecstasy. I never did it a lot, just the random rave party. It was a heavy drug, I much preferred LSD. Anyway, ´98 was a time when I really started to think about my future and what was happening to me. I started realising what had destroyed my life and it was time to rebuild what I could. 
I started dating again and after such a long period of hard drinking and drug use, I really didn´t know what I was doing. I wanted to find a woman that felt the way I felt about sex and emotions. I was alive again and I had no idea what to do with all my emotions. So much had happened in the past. 
I wrote passionately about sex and feelings in those days. I haven´t done that in a very long time. Years later, after marrying and moving to Germany and having a kid, my ex-wife said she had found peace after our divorce, and I can honestly say that I never treated her bad and all I ever wanted was to love her and make love to her. For some reason she fell out of love with me. Maybe the years of waiting for me to get my shit together were too many and the promises were too many. I don´t know. But one thing is true, I believed that after all my searching, after all those years of bad shit, I had finally found the woman I was looking for. Many other people believed it too. 
I used to question myself if it was wrong to be so attracted to so many different women at the same time. During this time, I was still very close to one female friend in particular. The ex-girlfriend of that best friend I wrote about. We spent a lot of time together and I knew deep inside I was in love with her. I loved her kid. I loved her. 
I hated having to deal with all this emotion. I just wanted to sleep all the time. I still do. I needed a purpose to keep me going and I had none, and I was bouncing back and forth with the firecracker for my daily dose of emotional abuse. My mother wasn´t there to give it to me so I had to get it from someone! Once in a while I would see some of the guys from The Steven Tyler Days and we would talk about all the shit we´d done and how surprising it was that we survived. Those were good times without having to be smashed on meth to enjoy them. 
This was also the time when I started repeating the words, 
“I´ve got to figure something out!”
I repeated that sentence over and over again like a mantra. I was insane and emotionally unstable. I was trying so hard to get my shit together and it was not working. Every time I thought I was making progress; something would happen, and I would fuck it all up. As I read those entries, I realise that my life was not really bad. I just made wrong decisions for the wrong reasons, and it was always loving the wrong woman and not loving myself. I had it going on at some points and somehow managed to always blow it. I was never satisfied with what was right in front of my face. 
What seems to have been a major problem for me back then was work. I couldn´t find anything that I liked to do other than special events with the brewery. When the brewery job got to be too much responsibility, I moved on to something else. Joe was cool though, he always let me come back when shit was bad, when I needed a job. Back in those days you could make it ok with eight bucks an hour and a couple roommates. I had good friends then too. People who really liked being around me. I was always fucking that up too. I seemed to never get it that the people from the Steven Tyler Days were just bad news. It wasn’t them in particular, it was combination of us. Every time they reappeared; my life went to shit. I could have been really successful and respected had it not been for my stupidity. But what I realize now at fifty-two years old is that we were not bad people, we were just drug addicts and alcoholics. Almost everyone from those days remains the best friends I have. We all did bad shit. We’re all grown and for the better. Some of us. The one’s that lived.
My writing was, it seemed, the only place that was not a disaster. I would write things like, 
“Raise your glass to the imagination and all its many doors!”
I would say things to my dates like, 
“You have grey eyes that lead me to adventures like the granite walkways of ancient Rome!”  
What I was saying, I had no idea, it just sounded great! God, I was such a romantic.
I was once accused by a girlfriend of plagiarism because my poetry was so good that she couldn´t believe that I wrote it myself:
“I secretly admire you from a distance 
On rainy nights by candlelight 
In the midst of the howling winds. 
Who will I frantically write about in my secret pages when you are gone?” 
Haha. What a shmuck! I wrote like that every day. For dozens of women. All now married to bald, fat, boring, rich guys.
Chapter 10


“You can´t always get what you want but if you try sometimes, you just might find, you get what you need!” – Mick Jagger
I wrote that in my journal February 12, 1999. It was the last year of the 90´s and would soon be the start of a new millennium. The end of the rave! I was starting a new relationship with a nineteen-year-old little goddess. I was twenty-eight. Needless to say, I was feeling pretty fuckin good about life. I wrote what I thought at twenty-eight years old to be one of the most romantic and emotional things I ever wrote during that time. Very sexual and erotic. Here is that poem. She was amazing.  


“My lovely friend-
I am overwhelmed with emotions and desire. 
The mere thought of your warm breasts against my skin brings waves of lust and heat. 
It´s been hours but my cock is still stiff and yearning for the sanctuary of your sex. 
Truly, the days and nights ahead will be filled with dread
I will miss the smell of my bed
The scent of your skin 
The smell of your hair
The wetness of your sex. 
The way you look in the candlelight dripping with sweat and still panting from a long hard ride. 
Oh, my heart is burning and only you have the power to extinguish this fire. 
It is only you that dreams are made of and only you that makes reality of fantasy. 
You are my love, my breath, my blood, my fire.” 
What a cheese ball!
I have to laugh. It's pretty horrible. Those were the days! 1999 was a wild year, I had this great apartment with a great roommate who I adored. Everything was just great. The only thing that held me back was financial stress. I just could not get out of the hole. I had blown every cent and every dollar on partying for eight solid fucking years. I even considered moving to Hawaii with an old friend. Looking back, I should have just done it. I would have avoided the disaster that I am in now. The one thing that stands out the most is that I was having the time of my life. I was dating and having a blast. Other than money stress, I was living! I loved being in California and loved my friends. I was happier then than I ever was in life. 1999 was my year.
I stopped writing in that journal for a few months and picked up writing in another journal. I thumbed through it and saw that I spent the first two and a half years with my ex-wife, we were married in 2001, and never wrote a single word about it. Not one. I don´t know what to think about that. I guess I was just busy being in love and living.
In January of 2000 a very special woman came back into my life. I was very interested in a woman I worked with at the brewery and had a wonderful evening with her on New Years at the brewery party. To this day I still consider her one of the most beautiful women I have ever known. It didn´t go anywhere and days later this woman from my past reappears, claiming she´s gonna stay clean, be responsible and she wants me there to help her rebuild. That didn´t work either. Funny thing is that about a year later when I had first started dating my ex-wife, she reappeared again, and I actually stopped dating her to date her again. So, as you can see, this chick was pretty powerful. I kept in touch with her for years. To be honest, I'm glad I didn't pursue it.  
I was thirty years old at the time and women still baffled me. I was beginning to think that I was going to be single forever even though I was handling my partying pretty well. It got out of hand a couple times, but that was ok. I was still a big fan of LSD, but only on occasion, and smoked a lot of grass. I was definitely changing though.   
Unfortunately, I was still in contact with many of the Steven Tyler Days dudes and it would come back to bite me in the ass. We were just dangerous together. Simple fact. No hate. Just sayin. I love you guys.
I never had a father to teach me how to reel in a chick and I still don´t know what to do when it comes to romancing a woman. Well, I do, but years of trauma and self-abuse have had its toll. I guess my problem is I say too much too soon. I still believe in love at first sight. Unfortunately, not many women still buy that shit. I wrote in my journal that the whole party thing sucks and I want to create something true and just. I just wanted to be normal. I still do and still write about it. But the more I wanted to be normal, the more I was disappointed and let down. I also made a lot of reference to ME, that I wasn´t focusing on me and that I was trying so hard to find someone to fill the empty spot in my life that I forgot to focus on fixing me. 
Current theme even today.
That´s when I decided that I wanted to be a bartender. It was the first time I knew exactly what I wanted to be and what I wanted for the rest of my life. I was still an emotional mess, no doubt about it, but I was focused, and I knew that I wanted this more than anything. I was going to be truly happy, and I was sure of it. Working at the bar gave me the freedom to be myself for the very first time in my life and nobody could give me shit about it, ever. I was able to drink when I wanted to, listen to whatever music I liked on the jukebox, play pool after we closed, smoke, talk with friends and best of all, meet lots of women! People came in to see me that I had not seen for years and when they acted like assholes, I threw them out and they just had to deal with it. I was in heaven. One of the first things I did was write a to do list and a list of things I wanted to buy:

I want a desk	
I want leather pants
I want a pair of creepers
I want a cowboy hat

Things I had to do: 

Drunk driving program
Driver's license
Bank account
Bills
DUI fines

I read that now and it's fucking hilar-ious. I had it all mapped out and planned to have everything taken care of in six months' time. I really thought I was aiming high. I was making three thousand dollars a month, and nothing could stop me. 
My budget plan was as so: 
I planned to pay my bills with my check that I got from my hourly wage and party with my tips. I was making $1080 per month as a wage. My bills, including my pager (very important in those days!) were in total $700. That left me $380 as security. My average take home in tips was $2460 a month. I couldn´t have been a happier person. I had everything I wanted and more. I was now REALLY a rock star! 
My grandfather died during this time as well. My mother refused to come to the funeral because my aunt was there, and I literally flipped out. I smashed chairs and went berserk. I was furious that she left me to deal with the death alone and I had nobody left to turn to for help. I was truly alone. The only thing that kept me going was that I was working and making more money than I dreamed I could ever make. I actually started dreaming about the bar. I loved my life. I had new clothes, and my bills were paid for the first time in fifteen years. My job as a barman is the only reason that I am alive today. I give credit to my ex-wife for making me finally feel like a man, but it was my job as a barman that gave me the confidence to be the man that I needed to be to get her in the first place. I was cocky and confident for the first time in my life and unfortunately since then, I've only felt that way a couple times. 
Everything was going fine and then BAM! Out of the blue, I got fired! I was devastated! I had bought a new hat, new clothes, I was armed for battle. Then that was it. Over. I can't remember the details, but my journal says I questioned something concerning one of the employees and payroll. That´s it. I guess I had plans at the time to have this girl move in with me and I was now penniless. California girls don´t like guys with no money! Don't know any girl that does, really. I went a month without a job. I got hired in at Home Depot the next month. I was making twelve dollars an hour. Not bad, but not what I would have made at the bar. But life was ok again, but it was about to get weird! 
[bookmark: _Int_tmmSoBQU]There´s a story I forgot to tell, and it just popped up because for some reason I wrote a poem about it in my journal years after it actually happened. I was partying with some friends and decided that I was gonna go back to Detroit. I had packed and was ready to go. I took all my money and wanted to party one last time. We headed into the city. Funny thing is that this story would fit in with The Steven Tyler Days, but it was post Steven Tyler Days. Anyway, we go to the city and party. I decide that I want to go hang out at Cliff House one last time. I lose my way and I guess I was speeding and, you guessed it, red and blue lights. They pull me over and in a little bit of a drunken slur I ask the cops for directions trying to blow it off like nothing´s actually happening. I'm obviously drunk and hanging out the window, 
“You guys know where the Cliff House ruins are?”
[bookmark: _Int_s7AYZZof]They ask me to step out, yada yada bla bla and holy shit, I have a warrant for my arrest. 
“WHAT? Whaddaya mean I have a warrant for my arrest?”
Great!                                                                                                                
One guy is trippin’ on mushrooms and I’m pretty sure the other is fucked up on something as well. They get sat down on the curb and are asked what drugs they are on, and they both deny being intoxicated in any way. We were professionals when we needed to be. At least some of us were. For some reason it was not my night. They ask one of my buddies if he has any needles and he says no. The cop reaches into the guy's pocket and sure enough, a needle. That pisses the cop off, and I get tossed into the cop car. 
Amazingly, they let my other friend drive my car back to Napa. How they did not guess he was tripping on shrooms is beyond me. The needle is ignored, they both are allowed to go, but the warrant for my arrest is still good. I spend the next 3 days in San Francisco city jail. My warrant was for an illegal campfire! I never went to court and or paid my fine! 
BULLSHIT! 
[bookmark: _Int_Vmo3VLHn]The cool thing was we were able to see the Tyson-Holyfield fight when Tyson bit off his ear. That was great! Tyson on TV in jail. But first you have to appreciate the whole picture. I was in my Swingers phase. Remember that movie? Gold hip chain, white Stacy Adams with gold buckles, pleated slacks and a lime green short sleeved summer boat shirt! I was looking dope! I was the only white guy in the cell block, and I was dressed more pimp than the pimps! 
I did push-ups to pass the time when I wasn't sleeping because I was on heavy anti-allergy pills at the time, and we got to watch The Road Warrior. An inmate bet me that The Road Warrior was the first Mad Max movie. 
“Dude, you're crazy!” 
So, I challenged him.
You gotta remember, I am from Detroit and when thrown into my element, I just fit right in! I had the guy beat and I had spent enough time around criminals and gangsters to put my money where my mouth is. 
“Everyone knows that Mad Max was the first one. That´s why HE’S The Road Warrior! They killed his family in the first one and NOW HE`S THE ROAD WARRIOR!”
I’m laughing as I write this. 
Had an officer back it up and humiliated him in front of all his gangster buddies. I had a free pass from that moment on.  
Well, needless to say, he never paid up and I never looked him up when I got out. That is my San Francisco city jail story! So, as I was saying about Home Depot, life was back on track, and I was beginning to feel pretty good. 
I had plans. 
I wanted to find a cool place to live and just forget about the whole mess. There was one thing that just would not let up, my brain. I felt I was under stress every minute. I put myself in situations that I just could not handle. I tried to plan cool places to live with cool people around me and the reality was that the Steven Tyler Days were standing in front of me like a wall and I just couldn´t get rid of it. I was not only planning my life, but the lives of those directly associated with me. I was doing all the work, and nobody was helping. I was paying everyone´s bills just to be able to say, 
“I am in control, and I am making the choices!” 
I was a fool, and I was being taken complete advantage of by every flatmate I ever had. Exactly one month later, my best female friend in all the world was killed in a car accident. I was destroyed. We all were. I was the only person to speak at her funeral. I quoted a surf movie and said that she was one of the only people that every time I thought about her, she made me smile. I loved her with all my heart and now she was dead. I loved her like I loved all the loves of my life, truly and dearly. Real love and real emotion. She meant something to me and now she was gone. We had also dated in the past and I always knew in my heart that if the universe had different plans, I would have married her.
That night, we all got really drunk and tried to have the best time we could considering the best friend I ever had was now dead. I got pretty drunk and so did everyone else, but something really strange happened that night. 
My neighbour's wife came on to me and we ended up making out at the side of my duplex. This chick was really cool, and she would have been a great girlfriend, but she was married and had a son! 
What was I doing? 
We met a few times after that on the sly. Down at the park, in her car for a short drive to the store. Fucking insane. I had bad luck with married women. 
The first married woman I ever had an affair with was at Embassy suites. She worked at the front desk with me, and her husband was a well-known public figure with the power to smash my balls any time he wanted to if he were to find out. I actually dated one of her friends one night with her planning the whole thing. We all went to the Embassy Suites Christmas party together and sat at the same table. It was a good plan to make everything seem like there was nothing going on and cover our tracks if there had been any suspicions. Terrible! I know.
My ex-wife always suspected there was something that happened with the neighbour chick, but that was way before we got together, so it was really none of her business. After all, she was dating everyone in the city because she thought she´d be going back to Germany in eighteen months. Don't throw rocks in glass houses.
In the same week that the neighbour thing happened, my neighbour from across the street, whom everyone wanted a piece of, came on to me. This where it all got weird, like I said. All of a sudden, I was now the guy that all the neighbour chicks wanted a piece of. My best friend dies and suddenly all the girls want to fuck me. Well, it didn´t go anywhere because right after we get done kissing in her car, she admits she is seeing the guy living next to her. 
The father of the son of my best friend who just died!! Fuck.
Later that week, I have this other bimbo move in that promises to be my new girlfriend. She´s gonna make everything alright. The only thing she did was piss me off all the time and do heroin! Yeah, heroin! I kicked her ass out within three weeks. She didn´t even understand that what she did was wrong. I said no drugs! She´s supposed to be my girl and she goes and does heroin with her ex-boyfriend. She´s screaming at me the whole time I am throwing her out, 
“What´s the big fucking deal?” 
I´m like, 
“Heroin! You dumb bitch!” 
The only thing that kept me from going postal and taking out the entire city with a machete was that I got a raise at my brewery job and also got my bartending job back all in one day. On my birthday! I was twenty-nine years old. 
[bookmark: _Int_f2Ws1Tbx]Let´s put this all-in perspective real quick. 
In Germany, thirty percent of all men aged thirty still live with their parents! The vast majority of people in Germany don´t start working in a real job until they are about twenty-five! I was now twenty-nine and officially at the end of my rope! In Germany there is a guy right now whose mother is spreading his butter for him on his toast in the morning and he is thirty fucking years old! A man whose probably never even seen a joint, a shaved pussy, worked a day or drank a beer without his dad paying for it. 
I had seen more, done more and survived to see more and do more at just a mere twenty-nine years old! The year 2000 was starting off with a bang! In four short months I would be dating the woman that would give birth to my child, divorce me in her native land and leave me without even batting an eye. If I had any idea that in the next four months, I would be getting myself into that situation, I would have thrown myself from the Golden Gate bridge. That is no joke. But now looking at my nineteen-year-old son, I wouldn´t change it for the world.
During that four-month period I was having a lot of sex. I was bartending, making great money and having a ball. I had also started seeing this married woman while I was working at Home Depot. I would like to tell that story, but one word about it and it would be too obvious who it was. 
There is one place though that meant the world to me in those days. The ranch cabin at Berryessa was one of the best places in the world. Right off the road and falling apart. It was painted all these great colors and one of the best friends I had lived there and him and his housemate were vegetarians and real super hardcore hippies. Michael was a really great friend to me, and I will always love the guy. I still have a picture of him on my wall posing with one of his art pieces. He performed a foot bath with rose water and blessed my ex-wife and I at our wedding. He also sang a Hindu mantra. He was a very good friend. I have no contact with nearly anyone that was at my wedding and at the time they all seemed like the circle that was going to last forever. I went to the house for the weekend once to get away from the city and we cooked, smoked a lot of weed and I just listened to records and chilled. I listened to Moody Blues, and it was just perfect. 
There were not many moments like that in my life, moments when everything was chill, and I could just relax. It was cool. I miss that stuff. Organic pizza, home grown weed, foxy hippie chicks, cool vinyl. What more do you need? 
I remember laying on the couch and I could hear a motorcycle pull up. The door swung open and there standing before my glazed over stoned out eyes was the most insanely beautiful hippie in dreads and a full leather racing suit. Her motorcycle looked like something from the Road Warrior. I almost fell off the couch. 
I made half assed plans to move up there onto the property but never made it. I did however some years later nearly succeed in planning the first ten band camping event at Berryessa at their property. The plans all fell through when Michael and his house mate got into it over some bullshit and all my hard work was blown. I still have the flyer somewhere. I was doing a lot of party planning that year, like I said before, 1999 was my year. 
I was somewhat involved with some San Francisco stuff, but not really too deep. I did however make appearances at almost every party there was. I had successfully broken away from almost all the guys from The Steven Tyler Days. Which hurt a lot of them because deep down, we were the closest friends that we had ever known. I was really exploring my artistic side and finding out that I was really a much cooler dude that I had ever thought. 









Chapter 11

Before I get into how I met my ex-wife, I have a few stories on my checklist.
The hospital incident. 
I was deep in my meth days and there was one time that a guy from some job I was working at came over to the house I was living at the time. We decided to do some meth and drink coffee and get wired out of our minds. Well, the meth was bad. Some really dirty Nor Cal bathtub shit. The guy that I lived with had this dog and it had fleas. Fleas and meth are a bad combination. For three days, awake, I watched this dog scratch at fleas and eventually believed that I had worms under my skin. 
Meth psychosis is nothing you ever want to experience. The guy I was living with was also going through some depression breakdown and threatening to commit suicide with a sword. A fucking sword. I'm on meth, the dog is franticly scratching at fleas, I believe I have worms under my skin and my friend is committing suicide with a sword. 
I finally snap. I start to dig out the worms that don't exist with a knife and call my grandparents to take me to the hospital in the worst meth psychosis I have experienced. They show up and I am naked, bleeding from open wounds, wrapped in a sheet and screaming,
“Take me to the hospital. I have worms in my skin!”
My grandparents, totally freaked, took me to the hospital. Before the car could even come to a halt, I leaped from the car and stormed the hospital. Sheet flailing in the wind! Naked, I sat there with the doctor staring at me, and my eyes were like solid steel shining marbles. I was wired out of my mind and telling the doctor, 
“Can't you see them?”
He said, 
“Ok, you're not on ANY drugs?”
“No! Can't you see them?”
He went away and came back with some ointment and rubbed it all over my legs and put bandages on the cuts from trying to dig the worms out and like it was a miracle, they were gone!
My grandparents took me back to their place and I slept for two days. 
Another incident was when we my friends' girlfriends truck stuck on the hill. My best friend at the time and I were the most dangerous combination there was. And he was dating this chick with a badass four-wheel drive truck. Well, we all decided to go out four wheeling in the Napa hills on this old fire road. It had been raining and we didn't know the road had washed out because of a landslide. My buddy had convinced her that he was some sort of a driving master, and he could handle it. The first truck in front of us was his younger brother in his Jeep. You had to gun it and hit a berm and shoot up the hill to be able to drop down on the road on the other side of the washed-out area. Kind of like a rainbow up the hill. When he went, the berm gave out and dropped down the hill about six feet. But we didn't know that. So, when we went there wasn't enough support to shoot us up the hill and we slid with the bed of the truck heading down the hill. This was bad. The only way out if we flipped was with a helicopter. Very bad. Private county emergency fire road and EVERYONE was on drugs! Everyone. My buddy put it in park and put on the emergency brake and we just all sat there in the mud and rain and had no clue as what to do. 
His brother went into town and brought back one of our friends with a winch and we got to work. I was in back of the truck with a log trying to lift the back end and if the winch would have snapped, I'd have been crushed to death. Wheels spinning out and truck sliding side to side and that fucker was just stuck! I could see that the truck was sliding to the left and I threw myself between the truck and the tree and put my back against the side panel of the bed and you guessed it, my back pushed that side panel in like tin foil. 
[bookmark: _Int_7AH27a9S]“Stop! Everyone stop!” 
My buddy's girlfriend, staring at her truck being murdered, and the other girls are sitting in the mud and the rain in pouring down. The look on her face is a look of homicidal murder. Completely silent. 
Danger, Will Robinson. Danger!
Needless to say, we eventually got out of the situation and when we pulled up into the driveway, as I was getting out, she punched my buddy in the face with every bit of strength she had and walked off and didn't say a word. She knew it was pointless. 
Another incident was the Napa County jail incident and car accident. I woke up in jail and when they let me out, the guy in my cell was let out as well and needed a ride home to Vallejo. On my way back, it started to rain, and I was still hung over. I looked down for just one second to tune the station on the radio and my car started to slide all over the highway. I slid down into the center trench divide and in a panic, I tried to brake, tried to put in it park, my car was spinning around and around and up the other side of the trench and into oncoming traffic. I finally was able to stop, and my car was wrapped up like a burrito in fencing from the center of the trench. Highway 29 in Napa. 

Some fisherman pulled over and helped me unravel my car, took one look at me and said, 
“Get outta here. Fast!” 
I woke up hours later on Heathers couch and when I went outside my back tires were leaning at a forty-five-degree angle and my back bumper was up like a goalpost. My steering wheel was a taco bend forward and the gear shifter was on the floor. I have no idea how I drove home. I was in a shock blackout. It's a miracle that I was not arrested or killed.   
Another car accident years later was when we left Justice League after a DJ show. My friend's girlfriend was drunk, and we didn't question it. We're on the highway going up the overpass and heading straight at the curve. I make a motion for her to turn, and she hits the wall. We are about forty to sixty feet above the ground on an overpass curve and the front right wheel tears off the axel. By some act of God, the wheel goes under the car and somehow nudges the car up at a forty-five-degree angle and over to the left safely back onto the highway. The wheel goes speeding down the other side of the overpass and the car comes to screeching halt. Grinding metal. They get out, and I get out and go for help. I come back and they are gone. Nowhere to be found. They left me in San Francisco. They were both so drunk they forgot I was with them. I had to pay a hundred dollars for a taxi and when I walked into the house, he was in his room fucking her in the ass. I reached down on the floor and threw a forty-ounce bottle at his head. All he could say was, 
“Dude, what the fuck. She finally let me fuck her in the ass.”
I just gave up.
There are a dozen more horrible heinous acts that I could retell but the point is that all this had happened in my life and my now girlfriend, soon to be fiancé, soon to be wife, didn't care. She loved me and I loved her. 
As I remember it, I was working at the brewery in Napa when we first met. A friend of mine told me that a German girl was there in town and working at the big hotel in the hills up-valley. She was looking for a bike and as I was one of the local bike enthusiasts, he had told her about me and said she should get in touch. We soon got together, and I took her over to the bike shop to introduce her to some friends in the business and asked if they could help her out. 
She was living in a house owned by a woman that I knew from the past because a friend of mine rented the same room she was now in. We started dating and went on a few dates here and there and after sleeping together one night we decided to have a relationship. In her broken German accented English, she asked, 
“This is ok for you?”
Yes, it was ok for me. 
During this time a woman that I had dated and was madly in love with, for some God-awful reason, showed up in town AGAIN and when I saw her at a party, I decided that it was her I really wanted to be with. It wasn´t love at first sight with my ex-wife, or at least I thought it wasn´t. I was very confused. I started seeing this other woman, but she started to get back into drugs and soon disappeared without a trace and I was left standing with my dick in my hand and no girlfriend. 
I ran into the German girl again and we started dating again almost imme-diately. I was surprised as anyone that she took me back. But we had so much in common and we really liked each other. It soon became obvious that we were deeply in love and anyone and everyone that I had been with before was quickly forgotten and I did whatever I could to help her get out of the house she was living in. 
It was slowly turning into a disaster for her, and I loved her, and it was real this time. I admit now that in hindsight it was love at first sight, but she was living there temporarily and eventually would have to go back to Germany. What was I supposed to do? I just ignored what I had felt and didn't put any thought into it. I felt going back to the other chick was easier. I wasn’t used to a woman actually loving me in return.
[bookmark: _Int_eZUZctwU]So, what do I do? I moved her into my duplex. I threw caution to the wind and went with my feelings. I was living with two guys at the time. I had one bed-room; one guy had the other and the other guy slept in the garage. The place was amazing. I had some of the best times in my life in that duplex. The best friends that I had ever had up to then and it was great. I was working as a bartender at a local dive bar and special events organiser for the brewery and special events manager for the city. I was making money and I was in love. The road that got me there was littered with bodies and bad memories and all I wanted was to be able to start over. I had stopped all hardcore drugs and this woman loved me and didn´t care about my past and I wanted it to last forever. 
People were shocked that we were together. Absolutely shocked. Ex- girlfriends tried to warn her that she was making the worst mistake of her life, but she loved me, and we were living together, and it was the most natural thing that had ever happened to either of us. I´m just going to let the words fall as they may, because so much happened that I could write a book solely about us. 
The first memories that I have of us that I would say are story worthy starts with this one. I remember waking up one morning to my ex-wife running into the bedroom while I was still in bed and screaming at me in hysterics, 
“There is someone sleeping on our couch!” 
[bookmark: _Int_R2xUT1mN]I just looked at her and told her to ask who he is. I wasn't about to be bothered to get up and look myself as this was pretty routine at my place. Turns out one of my friends was running from the cops in the middle of the night and climbed through the window to get away. The friend was the real life Jesse Pinkman. I'm just going to leave it at that because that should say it all. So, now my wife, I will use wife while telling these stories, has now had her first experience with the dark side of my life. 
This happened once again but a different circumstance. Some nights after my friend died in the car accident, a very close friend of mine came in through the window screaming drunk and yelling out her name. She was in hysterics and once again my wife was in chaotic shock. She never saw people like this. She was from a small German village with flowers and houses and churches. Not this insanity. 
Not long after that, September 11th happened. We had been legally married in the city office in July and were now planning the Blessing of the Vows with friends and family in Bodega. We´d found a romantic cove and all was planned. We were woken by a phone call on the 11th from a friend in Germany telling us that their plane was sent back to Germany because America was under attack. We thought it was a joke but when we turned on the TV, there it was. The Twin Towers were burning, and we were speechless. Looking back now I can't believe that I was so fooled by what I had seen on TV. I won´t bore you with conspiracy theories. 
I´ll just move on. 
We decided to not let the incident ruin our plans and we went on with the event. It was one of the most beautiful days in my life. At that time, I had never been so in love. I was blind to anything around me. The only thing I saw or did was my wife. I lived and breathed through our love and friendship. I had thought at that time that I was with the best friend that I had ever had. The soul mate of my existence. 
I made secret plans with a friend of mine to have him sing Hallelujah at the event because it was her favourite song and the song that she played for me the first time we ever slept together. So, I guess I should probably describe the event. It was very beautiful, but also a bit tragic and chaotic. Like the years to come and eventually the story of our divorce. We searched for days to find the right place to gather our friends and the few acquaintances who showed an interest in being there. I should mention that in the chaos of it all I made one of the worst mistakes I could ever make. 
My boss at the time had agreed to be my sponsor so I could get married to a German according to American marriage laws and I completely forgot to invite his family to the wedding. Maybe I thought my wife would take care of it, but I simply forgot. I was humiliated and to this day I feel terrible. But anyway, we found a place in Bodega, and we planned to include all our friends in the ceremony. All religions. We had a Jewish bread ceremony, Hindu prayers, Christian blessings, Wiccan priestess, it was amazing and gorgeous. My mother was there and called it Satanic. I laughed and she simply stood to the side and wouldn’t take part. Anyway, back to the ceremony. 
My soon to be wife was dressed in a white gown and Ox Blood Doc Martins. I was dressed in black leather pants and a black shirt with black leather boots. She was on the cliff and walked down like a punk rock angel. We met on the beach and my friend Michael washed our feet in rose water and said a Hindu prayer to bless our way into the future. We walk down an aisle made of bay leaves which was a Wiccan way of cleansing. We entered a circle of friends and made our promises to love each other forever. Words we had written on paper and were now to be sealed with a handful of sand from each of us into a box never to be opened again. 
A sacred monument to our love. 
Bread and wine were passed to honour my Christian upbringing and also to the occult symbolism that the few who were there who knew would understand. A rope was passed around and each person was to bless us and tie a knot into the rope, representing the ability to undo any bad that would ever happen in our lives. Any time a fight would occur, we were supposed to take the rope, and each untie a knot. Therefore, releasing the anger and remember what we are. One person. In love. After the ceremony, my friend sang Hallelujah to us, and we cried and played frisbee and had a BBQ and got wildly drunk. And then it all went to shit. 
The ranger came to the beach because someone complained about something and kicked us off the beach and wrote us a massive fine for having an event without a permit. The same ranger who told us to go to that particular place. 
Well, in the chaos and drunkenness of it all, our friends loaded the van with all the stuff from the beach and the truck was overloaded. A hose had come loose and we didn´t know it. The truck had no power and we couldn´t get it up the hill. In my drunken stupidity, I thought that by throwing all the wine out of the back of the van, that it would lighten up the load. Yes, really. Everyone had left and we were stuck standing there. Drunk. And no way to get to our honeymoon.
Well, needless to say, it didn´t work. We had no choice but to go to the house on the cliff and beg for a ride to the hotel. There we were, drunk, barefoot and in our wedding outfits, carrying what bags we could and begging for help from the people who were more than likely the ones who got us kicked off the beach. They helped and gave us a ride to the hotel. 
This was pretty much how the rest of our marriage would go. But, back to the story. 
[bookmark: _Int_1H6Jtqab]We woke up the next day and called a friend to come and help repair the van and when we looked at the motor it was right in front of our face the whole time, but we were too drunk to see it. A hose had come loose and all we had to do was reattach it and bingo, it started right up and with full power. And now for the stupid part, I didn´t go and load up any of the wine I had discarded. Like an idiot, we just left it all. I threw out six cases of Napa Valley BV red wine into the bushes on the beach and I believe that they are probably still there today. Worth a small fortune, buried in the sand. 
We went back to the hotel and drank and had sex for three days. We got back to Napa and my mother was long gone and the only memory I have of her being there is one photo of her with my soon to be wife the morning we went to the beach and the memory of her telling me I am Satanic and leaving my wedding. 
And so, we lived like that for two years in Napa and we couldn´t have been happier. Until one night when it all went to Hell. One of the guys who lived in my house brought some guys home from the bar one night and while he was drunk and passing out, I was coming in from the night at work and some guy was coming out of my house. He didn´t say anything to me as he walked out and I thought it was pretty strange, but didn´t think about it. My house was always strange. But in the morning, we realized something very bad had happened. He stole my wife's purse with everything she owned in it. Including the keys to our new car that we just bought two days before. To cut a long story short, he was a Norteño Mexican gang member and through the stress of it all, the police, me having to identify him at San Quentin prison, my wife broke down and suffered from PTSD. 
The event was so traumatic for her that we had to make a decision, and this led to probably the stupidest thing I have ever done, we moved from Napa to Portland. The reason I say that is because it was the first step on the road to Germany.
First, I want to say what happened is in the past. I have no hard feelings and the people involved are very dear to me still to this day. We all have fucked up pasts. 
A friend of mine told me to come up and move into the house with them and we said yes. We packed everything and went. Upon arriving it was clear that something was massively wrong. He expected us to sleep in a tent in the garden on a piece of plywood. My wife started to freak out and we ended up sleeping in the attic space with him and his girlfriend. We realized at that moment that we had made the worst mistake and there was no way back. We didn't stay long, but it's worth telling you about it. The house was right out of a Brothers Grimm horror story. I expected witches to be living in the basement and cooking children in ovens. Beds made out of straw and wood burning stove in the living room. We were not allowed to eat any food from restaurants in the house. Only food bought at farms or local markets. The room was filled with all sorts of alchemy equipment. It was dirty everywhere. Spider webs covered everything. It was more than obvious that serious occult activities were taking place. I had some experience, but this world was not what my wife was willing to live in. A serious fight and argument ensued. They ended up getting a house for themselves and we went with them. But there was no room for us. 
We slept on the floor, and I spent all my time looking for work and a place to live. I got a job in a parking lot and my wife got a job working at a hotel. After we had found jobs and an apartment, we started our life in Portland as best as we could. I started painting again and had high hopes of becoming an artist. I thought I was very good. But I needed more experience. To be honest, I really had no idea what I was doing. Times were tough and we had very little money. And I had no idea at the time, but my wife's PTSD was very extreme. Without me knowing this, we decided to get pregnant and have a kid. Her doctor told us that it would take a while to happen because of her medication. Well, she was pregnant within a month, and I was blown off my feet. She wasn’t doing well, and neither was I. Both mentally and physically. Her mental state was deteriorating. American life in the big city was getting to her. It was showing. Finding out she is pregnant was not easy. 
We met on her lunch break, and she handed me a box. I opened the box and there were baby shoes inside. I couldn´t say anything. I stared at the shoes in total shock. I just stood up and walked around the block. I didn't say anything, I just stood up and walked off. She was still sitting there when I got back, much to my surprise. I was terrified. 












Part 3


The Beginning of The End.


















Chapter 12


This is a very difficult place to be right now. Having to look back at the actions that got me where I am today. Moving to Germany, moving to Dusseldorf, was not what I was thinking about when my wife got pregnant. I was thinking about the fact that we had recently given up our car because we could no longer make the payments, my art was not selling, and I was taking tickets in a parking garage. And now I have a baby coming. 
Not much more than a year before I had been laying naked on the floor, covered in purple hairspray, and tripping balls on approximately thirty doses of liquid LSD. I was now married and living in a flat in Portland with my pregnant German wife who was suffering from severe mental breakdowns due to American city life, and I was working in a fucking parking garage. I was terrified and had no idea what I was going to do, but I had no choice, I had to keep going. 
So, I continued to make art and work at the garage. My wife continued to go to work at the hotel and we just lived. But she was not happy, and neither was I. We tried to make a life in Portland, but it was very difficult to make friends. We didn't have a lot of money like we did in Napa. The job market was shit and there were very few opportunities then. You had to live with what you had and be happy. Unfortunately, her stability became worse and so did mine. We decided we would use the plane tickets we got from her parents when we got married and go visit Germany and just get away from the “Portland weird” for a while. I told my supervisors that I was going on a vacation for a week, and they told me that if I left, I would not have a job when I returned. 
We went anyway. 
It had to be done or my wife would have snapped and gone into a mental institution. She was seven months pregnant, and we had to lie to get her onboard the flight. At this point I was just going with whatever came and made no decisions of my own. I just wanted my wife to be happy, somehow. 
We got to Germany and arrived at her parents' place, and I thought that I had landed in Heaven. I'd never been anywhere in my life that didn't need a Greyhound bus to get there. This was the biggest thing that had happened in my life. This ghetto kid now in Germany on a VACATION! It was like dying and going to Heaven. They took me to see things I never thought I'd ever see in my life. I really believed I was in some kind of paradise. I was very naive and foolish. I wish I could laugh, but after everything that has happened to me in the last nineteen years here in Germany wasn't worth what I gave up. 
My wife took me to meet some of her friends from when she was in school to be a hotel manager in Munster. One guy took me to a punk rock record store, and I bought some CDs, and we all had a great time. It was then that I made the decision that would change my life forever and for the worse. The decision to move to Germany. 
Why did I do that? 
On that trip, my wife laughed and smiled for real for the first time since I had ever known her. I knew what I had to do. If I was going to save my mar-riage, raise my son, and most of all, save her, I had to get her back home for good. When we got back to the house in Dusseldorf, we sat down with the parents and told them what we decided. They were ecstatic that their daughter was coming home. They made grandi-ose promises to me. A car, a job, a home to live in, money in the bank. And a real family that would help raise my son. 
What a load of shit that was. 
And the nightmare that ensued was the worst experience of my entire life. I had no idea of the Hell I was getting into.
We flew back to America and made all the plans. Her father paid for every-thing. Even my college debt. All to get his daughter home. It was easy to do because I didn't have a job anyway. And I was stuck. What else could I do? When we got to Germany, I was full of hope, full of excitement. I was in Europe. In a socialized country with every oppor-tunity in front of me. So, I thought. I waited patiently for this car, this apartment, this job, this money in the bank. We ate and went on tours. 
After a few weeks, I started to wonder what was going on. Nobody was talking to me about making these big plans or where the house was or the car or the job. When I finally brought it up, there was nothing. 
No car, no house, no job, no money. 
They expected us to live in their house in the office which would be converted to a bedroom. It was all a lie to get their daughter home. I had given away everything I owned, my art, my furniture, office equipment.
Everything.
I left all my friends in California to give my wife a new life in Portland. I left Portland because she was falling deep into madness because of the robbery. I loved her more than anything. I had to make a decision. And there was nothing here when we got here. I was trapped in Germany, in my pregnant wife's parents house, in the German countryside.
Penniless. 
Jobless. 
With no transportation of my own and completely at the mercy of my parents-in-law. Every man's nightmare to the hundredth degree. 
The beginning of the end. And we'd just got started. 
After a very long battle with her parents and family, we finally were able to move into the flat in downtown Dusseldorf. It's a beautiful flat and very big and I start to feel a bit better. Immediately I see that I am not free. This was now a prison cell. My son is born on March 31, 2004. Everything I ever wanted, and I believed at that time that he would save our lives. Like every dad, I take hundreds of pictures, and because I'm into punk rock, I buy him all the cool punk rock body suits and he is the light of my life. But I had no idea what I was doing. My mother and my family taught me nothing about being a father. The first nine months were to be the test of tests for me.
We still have no car and no way to get around other than public transpor-tation, which is not bad if you don't have a baby to carry around every-where you go. We finally get a car from her mother and it's a solid piece of shit. But as Ferris says, I don't even have a piece of shit, so I try my best to be thankful. Which is not easy because her family forgets to tell me that I have only six months to turn in my American driver license to get a German one. Six months has long gone and so many things have happened that even if I had wanted to drive, I'd probably driven off a bridge and killed myself. 
Just in the first year here in Germany, all the above happens and so much more that it would be pages of stories. 
We fight every day, her parents call at least ten times a day, we no longer have intimacy, she gets a job, quits a job, gets a job, has her gall bladder removed, and has a fucking nervous breakdown. 
Again. 
She decides to go into a clinic. Every-thing I did to make her happy, keep it all together, and she has a nervous breakdown. Her family and the situation broke her. I am losing my mind, having breakdowns, we’re drinking like fish, I’m once again a full-blown alcoholic, both of us. I don’t know who I am, where I am, what to do, or where to go to get help. 
Every job interview I go to, I am rejected. No money. No hope. I'm left at home with my baby son alone for the next three months. No fucking help from her family whatsoever. None. Life is now worse than it ever was before. My son is not even nine months old. 
BUT I have a painting studio and had at that point created one hundred and fifty pieces of art. I did over four hundred pieces in that studio by the time we divorced. 
She gets out of the clinic, and we promise to live a new life, built on love and what we truly are, independent and free. She had written letters to me proclaiming our love and what we would accomplish and all our dreams. I paint every day, make plans to open a gallery, my wife is even getting creative again, my son is growing, it seemed ok. That was April of 2005. Now in our second year of life in Germany. I start to look for work but everyone I talk to asks if I am married to a German and if so, they won't hire me because all Americans and Germans get divorced. My wife doesn't believe me, and we start fighting again. I find a job in a sweat shop shit hole factory somewhere and break my back the first day. I still can't type or sit in an upright chair for more than a couple hours without pain medication. And of course, the day it happens, I am lying to be lazy. I finally decide after all the madness that it's time to take my family back home to Germany, and her fucking family is going to pay for it. Well, that too was a disaster because when I get to Seattle, my friend is a full time alcoholic and massive pothead of gigantic propor-tions. No jobs. No possibilities. All bullshit empty promises. 
Again. 
Five months later and one hundred and seventy-five resumes out, nothing happens. I sell the Jeep that I had bought and go back to Germany. Tail between my legs. Defeated. You have no idea what that was like. I had no way out. When I get home, my wife had lost at least twenty kilos. Looked fantastic. We were all over each other. Then I got home and saw what was really going on. The furniture in the apartment had all been covered in sheets and she had created a safe space out of a mattress surrounded by stuffed animals and was sleeping on the floor with our son. And none of her friends intervened. 
I stood there in shock, and I couldn't believe it. She had completely dived into a world of, I don't even know what to call it. I just stood there and knew that whatever my marriage was and what-ever existed before, was gone. The problems start again within months. 
What I went through mentally in that time nearly killed me.
I was already drinking with the Americans I had met and all the Germans I met and drinking too much all the time, but what ensued after this was just ridiculous. Every day all day. And I drink with her. And she drinks with me. And we fight. And fight. And fight. We were both serious problems.
That was always the one constant in our marriage. Bottles of booze, one after the other after the other. And I'm home alone with the baby every fucking evening alone. When I took care of the kid, I didn't drink. And vice versa with her. But it was normal in Germany. Drinking is normal. Just a part of the culture. You must live here to understand. 
Over the course of just a short period of time, I had turned into an insane monster.
What was the greatest marriage in the world and the California life I had always dreamed of was now a German Hell that was slowly turning into my own personal prison. 
„ARBEIT MACHT FREI!” 
I tried so hard with everything I did. I tried to be friends with her friends, paint as much as I could, take care of our son, realize my ideas, and I was losing my mind. While she partied at the bar as a bartender. I was out drinking whenever I could. WE were out drinking. I didn’t know how to be a father and I was failing at everything I tried. It was a mess. We used to have so much fun and love each other so much. And now we didn't even touch each other. We had a lot of great times, and we did live as normal as we could, but we were not normal, our friends were not normal, and our life was not normal. The way I write it makes it sound like that we were horrible, but that's not the case. We lived like every person in the arts and culture scene in the city. We were not part of the domestic middle class. I was becoming an artist. She was working in the bar downtown. Concerts, museums, arts and culture. And every-one is crazy, but it’s normal here. The Dusseldorf art and music world. It’s a world not unlike Arkham Asylum in DC comics.
[bookmark: _Int_zfliuRGY]I was slowly convinced by an American friend of mine to start teaching English at the school across the street. I went to classes with him every day and learned how to be a teacher. I memorized the first fourteen chapters of a grammar book and started. Long story short, I made some cool friends, had some good times, but it was a nightmare at home. All the fighting and stress far out-weighed all the beautiful love that we had. And I want to make that clear. I loved her more than life, but I couldn't compete with German life and her way of life at the time. She was home in her element and I’m not a German. It just fell apart. And, as a matter of fact, that school is a book in itself. 
But the more my wife and I tried, the worse it would get. Fights as we woke and fights as we fell asleep. It was so bad that our son turned his own hearing off and went deaf for six months. She had to be in complete control and nothing I ever did was right. I was so frustrated that I started fights over nothing. 
And I loved her more than life itself. 
I loved my wife more than I loved anything that I had ever loved in my life. I married my best friend and was living in Europe in a massive apartment in one of the most beautiful cities in Germany, I was painting and had a beautiful son, and my wife was the most beautiful thing in my eyes. 
And German life was destroying it day by day. WE were destroying it day by day.
I wasn't innocent. I made a thousand mistakes and I own it. I was deep in the expat counterculture and had let myself become the alcoholic I was. My past trauma from my family, my own mental health issues, the poverty. And I couldn't take it anymore. My wife's family was driving her insane and me with her. The more my wife tried, the more it failed. The more I tried, the more it failed. For every beautiful day, there were ten horrific ones. The situation, and her, was more than I could handle, and I was quickly becoming ten times worse than I’d ever been in my life. And in turn, I was more than she could handle. All I wanted was to be the two people who fell in love in California. 








Chapter 13


This is when I fell apart. My first suicidal nervous breakdown. 
Everything I believed that was good came crashing down in one fall. I don't remember what happened, but my wife took my son and left. I was broken in pieces. I was having a nervous breakdown of catastrophic proportions and decided I was going to kill myself, but I didn't know how. I was standing in our apartment and the world just stopped spinning. I had a moment of clarity and for some reason I called the police and told them to come and pick me up and take me to the mental hospital because I wanted to kill myself. 
They took me to the hospital and checked me in and I was on suicide watch for a couple weeks. My wife visited me once and all she said was,
“I'm sorry you’re in the situation, but our marriage is over, and you should go get fucked in the city when you get out.” 
I was on suicide watch!
She let me come home after that and we tried but she was now one of the cool people in the Dusseldorf Altstadt and working with Rock bands at the bar. I had been sleeping on the couch the whole time and she came to me one day and said,
“I'm moving out this week. I have finished renovating my apartment.”
I had no clue she was even doing it. She didn't even tell me. She just sprung it on me that minute. When she moved out, I had nothing. She took it all. What she didn’t want went to the street. I was now absolutely alone in a foreign country. A rag tag circle of psycho arts and culture wack-jobs and no family. When I saw our bed on the sidewalk, out for the trash man, I cried for days. I moved my things to an apartment down the street in my son's toy wagon that we used for picnics. I literally walked all my stuff down the street in a toy wagon! 
The divorce was the most brutal war you can imagine filled with verbal assault on my end and court manipulation on her end. It came to a point where I wasn’t allowed to see my son for 6 months. She picked him up from school one day and that was it. We went to court, and she had to return my son back to me and allow me to have visitation, but she wasn't done. The court battles and war only in-creased. I lost my mind and fell into a very dark and deep alcoholic rage. For six years. All I wanted was to commit suicide. From 2007 to 2013. I got to see my son every second weekend and I tried my best to be the best father that I possibly could. I didn't exist, and my rage was a volcano. I lost everything and was trapped in Germany and couldn't see my son. I lost my country, my culture, my friends and my future. So, I decided that when I did get to see my son, I would spoil him rotten with whatever I could. To somehow cover up the war and just be Super Dad. I took him to movies, the park, entertainment centers, walks, concerts, museums, everything I could think of, and my ex-wife just went to war. It was relentless. 
What I went through with social services was nothing short of a nightmare. In 2009 I lost my child custody and the right to choose his residency. She now had the right to be able to take my son to any country she wanted to and held it over my head like a glass ceiling that allowed me no space. And there was nothing I could do about it. I couldn't take my son fifty kilometers from his home address. 
The court battles went on for over a decade. I ceased to exist in their private life and my name ceased to be mentioned. I saw my son four days a month and three weeks during summer, one week in spring, and one week in winter. 
Somehow, I went from being married to the best friend I ever had and happier than I've ever been to being nothing. Less than nothing and in a war that I never imagined could be possible. And everyone believed her. She knew exactly how to push the right button at the right time to get the right words out of my mouth and the deal was sealed each time we went to court or in front of social services. In the eyes of the court, I was unfit for custody. I hardly remember anything from that period because I spent it in a drunken depression. And I don’t want to remember.
I partied a lot to try to forget. I worked twelve to fourteen hours a day all over Nord Rhein Westfalen running my own business as a teacher. All I did was work, drink at night and party and stay sober for the weekends with my son. I spoiled him every second I had. And through it all, that's all I ever wanted, was to see my son. To be his father. I just wanted to love my son. All the agreements we made were lies and she backslid on every one of them. 
The plan when I started this book was to write about my life in Dusseldorf, but now sitting here and writing, I don't want to remember any of it.  
I love my son more than air. All I ever wanted was for him to have a better chance at life than I did, and life was a nightmare. However, I cannot under-state what the effects of that war and divorce has had on my mental health and still has today. I don't exist in their life. My name has no letters or sound. My life, my art, my accomplishments as a private teacher and event manager have no meaning. I don't exist. I'm dead. The only life I have now is what remains of the relationship that I have with my son. At least I have that. I’d die if I didn’t have that. I can never repair the effects it had on him, but I am determined to make him proud of me.
I am guilty of the most savage verbal abuse against my ex-wife after our separation, but I never deserved the torture I was put through for over a decade and still going on today. I did everything I could to stay here in Germany and be a part of my son’s life and be a father. ALL my friends told me to leave, and my son would look for me when he grew up. I stayed against all odds. 
[bookmark: _Int_TKJoAoFf]And so it went. Life was filled with work, punk rock shows and parties. What else was there to do? I had no custody of my son, I had no choice in his life, no choice at his school, no involvement in his medical issues, nothing. It was all taken away from me. But when that boy was with me, he got whatever he wanted. He had twenty euros in his pocket for candy when he was four years old. Vans on his feet, a thousand euros worth of toys under the Christmas tree, and he slept in my arms every night and woke up in my arms every morning. I cooked at home every day that he was with me. 
She would say,
“You're nothing special. That's what all fathers do.” 
Right, that’s what all father’s do!
In 2010, I opened the art gallery with a student of mine. I was finally realizing my dream. Without her.  I never missed one month of child support. Not one.  Now let me be clear, in the war, I tried hard to fix everything. I really did. It was only met with opposition. Rules and regulations and terror. So, I went all in and opened my gallery. Well, I got fucked. Not by her, but my partner. 
I invested all my money and after planning the entire grand opening myself, the city office shut us down because the contract was illegal and the renovation ordinances that we had no idea existed would have cost us an additional seventy-five thousand. I was on the verge of becoming one of the most well-known and notorious gallery owners in the city and my partner fucked everything up. I oversaw the gallery, and he oversaw the finances and book-keeping and legal stuff. 
Guess what? Yep! It was meth. He was spun out and didn't know what the fuck he was doing. At least, that’s what I thought! And I was completely blind because I had been away from it for so long that I couldn't see it. 
I told him to lock the place up and after the court case against the owner of the building for offering us an illegal contract, we would sell everything and divide the money and go our separate ways. 
I came back a week later after the court case and the entire gallery was empty. The only thing that was left was the bar sink, my paintings and my turntables and mixer. 
I searched for him for weeks and was penniless because I gave up teaching to open the gallery. Two days before Christmas, he writes me an email and notifies me that he is in New York and sold everything and the gallery is in his name and so is the bank account and the money we got from the court case when we sued the owner of the location for getting us into an illegal contract. He was blackmailing me. I had to agree to his terms because the papers were all in his name. He did it all behind my back while I was working as the event planner and taking care of the grand opening. I was fucked. Two days before Christmas, an ex-wife with every lawyer on her side, and my son coming in two days for two weeks for Christmas vacation and I was penniless. So, I accepted. 
Some years later I found him walking with a beautiful blonde and I was bankrupt and in twenty-five thousand euros debt and he was living like a king, I turned around and went over and punched him right in the fuckin mouth. Knocked him right to the ground. He was such a pussy about it that he called the cops on me, but I had text messages he wrote before the cops came in which he threatened me. Fuck you, Toni. The cops ignored it. A little sugar on the shit sandwich of my life. 
I went back to teaching and quit painting and nothing special, that I can remember, happened during that time until somewhere early 2013 when I decided to be a real DJ. Three years is a long time and it's obvious that I wasn't a little schoolboy during that time, but honestly, I can't remember anything that stands out as extraordinary. There was a brief time that I was playing CDs at a local Rock bar from about 2009-2012, but the situation and the people involved burned me so badly after investing so much time in the friendships and the bar that, fuck them, they don't deserve the space in the story. But it did have a long-lasting effect on my reputation as a lot of lies were told and a lot of people burned me in the process. I hope the place burns down someday. 
                  






Chapter 14

So, I am dealing with all of this, the divorce, a massive suicidal alcoholic depression, being excommunicated, and now trying to make a new beginning with a new direction without all of them. I had decided to just not give a fuck and march on. Fuck them all. Anyone willing to come along was welcome. And there were not many. Believe me. 
I convince a local Pop music bar to allow me to make a California style house party DJ night called Cherry Bombs. No genre limit party. First, I am going to omit a thousand things and a dozen people because it's just not worth retelling and honestly, they don't deserve page time because they were never my friends. It was all fake and bullshit. I bled enough for those people and gave more than any man ever would and I'm the fool for it because I'm not even a second thought to them. Not even a third thought. These are literally the most self-centred and self-absorbed people you can imagine. And the truth is that they are all derelicts from the dead 80s Punk and Neue-Deutsche Welle scene, broken failure artists, drug addicts, alcoholic has beens, old, fat and wrinkled tin foil idols. And they believe they are Gods. 
The truth is that you could not collect a more derelict motley crew of people if you went directly to Los Angeles skid row. Some people were ok and went on to do good things and became useful in society, but the majority are still found today wrapped around a beer bottle in the filth of the Altstadt and they are held up like icons and Gods. It's surreal and pathetic and downright frustrating. So, I make flyers and posters and I'm going to be a DJ in the Altstadt. 
I'm laughing out loud as I write this as it's so pathetic. A truly meaningless existence. And I was going full throttle. Pathetic. Really pathetic. But I was having a great time, then, and it was about to become even better. At least that’s I what I believed when I was that guy.









Chapter 15


I decided to start a new chapter in the book because this is the beginning of the end of the book. This is where the tone gets serious. It’s not just sporadic and random thoughts or recalling the divorce. And it is the beginning of the chapter in my life that started a downward spiral that pales everything before, and I am still recovering from the effects of that fateful day back in 2013 and ended in 2016. What would happen to me was the worst heartbreak that any man could ever imagine, and I wouldn’t wish it on anyone. 
I thought that my divorce was bad, but this was on an entirely different psychological level. No courts, no kids. Just the pure horror of suicidal depression. Four nervous breakdowns and three suicide attempts. 
I’ll start with falling in love. 
On one fateful day, everything that had ever happened to me in my life, parental abuse, sexual trauma, near death, drug addiction, self-abuse, low self-esteem, the war with my ex-wife, the courts, bad friendships, liars, thieves, and criminals; it all just went away as if it never existed. I no longer saw Düsseldorf as a prison. I didn't even acknowledge the buildings or the booze and dirty white underbelly of the scene and everyone and everything in it. It was as if time had stopped and God said,
„I know that you don't understand why I do the things I do, and I know that you hate me, but this is your reward for not killing yourself. This is your gift for fighting and staying alive. This is your gift for continuing to pray to me for help and a way out and believing even in the darkest of times that I do exist. This I give to you.”

I was madly in love. I thought I had loved before, but this was different. This was Rimbaud love. Bukowski love. Madness.
[bookmark: _Int_bW1fU2UU]I didn't know it at the time, but I was being given the test of Christ. Could I make it through the crucifixion and still believe in God? Could I be forsaken by my Father? The cross of Christ had been laid firmly across my back.
But at this moment, and I wish to God it never happened, it was true love at first sight. Nothing in my life had prepared me for the love that I felt in a split second. It was like a shot of lightning and thunder and heroin and peaking on pure LSD 25. Like a light had turned on in a dark room that existed in a void. Like an inspiration that would create a masterpiece work of art. A genius idea from nothing. The Big Bang. Your first kiss. First snowflake on your tongue. First drop of rain on your face. Your first tear. It was like every first sen-sation of every drug I had ever taken in my life all at once. The world had turned into high-definition television screen.
[bookmark: _Int_W5fsUHIk]I was walking in the neighbouring city, and I was hanging posters for my DJ gig. Old school. I had Vans on that were at least a decade old and had been resoled and were killing my feet. I stepped into a show store and asked the girl at the door if they had insoles, and suddenly, the manager comes walking up and I could feel the earth stop moving. It was as if life had turned into a film, and it was on slow motion and it was going by one frame at a time. Like when you smoke too much marijuana and it's like a stop motion film. Click, click, click, click. I think we exchanged two or three words, and I walked out. I was in shock. I looked back and she was looking out the window at me and I went back and asked her to lunch, and she said,
“I don't have any time.” 
So, I said,
“Ok, I'll come back tomorrow.” 
And I did. 
With a dozen roses, and I went back every day, with flowers, for three months. 
There were red flags all over the place in the coming months, I should have run for the hills, but I had never felt what I felt, and it was like I was floating in warm water. The feeling when you’re on ecstasy at a John Digweed gig. All day and all night, every day. We wrote to each other hundreds of times each week and spent every minute I had free together. I was a freelance teacher and could plan my own schedule, so I planned all my train schedules to match her lunch breaks so I could buy flowers and go have lunch with her. I met her at the train station when she went on trips just to see her and ride with her for ten minutes. I spent every night with her, and she spent every night with me. But she was an alcoholic with a dark secret, and a dark past. It was all coming out and I didn't care. Everywhere we went, there was an ex-boyfriend. Mail would come to her apartment, and it was gifts from some ex. I had to sit with them at parties, at gatherings, they were at the bars, family events. She let everyone touch her and kiss her and make out with her and I went along with it. Until one night after taking part in a make out session on the couch with her and her two friends who were a couple, I just decided that I didn't want that life. I got up and walked out. She came running after me and she promised that she would leave that life behind and our love mattered more than being a wild woman. She stood there crying. Make up running down her face and I believed it. We went home and we promised to love each other and never think about it again. 
But the ex-boyfriends and alcohol and other men were always there. She never pushed them away. But so, in love and so overwhelmed with my obsession with her, I carried on. And man, could we dance. It was like two souls having sex in the ocean. And making love to her was like drowning in saffron, wine and chocolate. It was like filling your mouth with sugar and syrup. I got erect just by looking at her and saying I love you. Saying I love you lifted me to hights that I can't explain. I would have lifted her above my head if we were both drowning in the ocean just to give her a few more seconds to look at the sky before we died. It was like Anthony and Cleopatra, Romeo and Juliette, Sid and Nancy. 
I spent every day thinking only about her. Everything I did was for her. I worked to have the ability to buy her flowers and jewellery and dresses. I saw myself as becoming a great DJ and parading through the world with her at my side. Like Jim Morrison and Pamela. I was the wild Rock God, and she was my wild hippie love child that completed me. The were no words that Frost, Emerson, Morrison, or Dylan could have written to describe the love I had for her. I was Poe, Rimbaud, and Bukowski in the throes of love with a wild child that would eventually throw me into a well that was so deep, that I felt as if I was falling forever, into madness, into depression, into hopelessness. 
And I was going to marry her. No matter what I did in this life, I would marry her someday. Like Perry Farrell wrote, 
“We've become a big business
Oh, a galaxy merger
Two of us a big bang, yeah!”
I was working twelve-hour days at a private university as a lecturer and in the evenings building my live music production company. Every event we ever went to there was some guy crawling up and down her, all over her. And she never stopped it. We'd fight, make up and it just went on like that. I would take thousands of pictures of her when we went out to eat. I would shower her with my love. And occasionally, I'd throw her and her clothes out the front door only to run after her. I was wearing her jewellery, her hot pants, her rings. I was like Gensis P-orridge. Obsessed. We were attached at the hip and when we weren't making love and running around partying and in love, we were fighting. But it was the greatest love I had ever known, and she was becoming more distant every day. Unsatisfied.
It went on like that for three years. And never once did I ever come home to a hot bath, a hot meal, or a naked woman lying in bed waiting for me. Not one pair of new socks, a shirt, a pair of gloves, or even a random foot rub that I can remember. If it did happen, it was so seldom that I can't remember it. And even as small as my son was at the time, he remembers that when we fought, I went out to buy flowers or a new dress or new jewellery for her. 
I remember sitting all day with a massive ball of tanged necklaces that took me eight hours to untangle them and put them in separate plastic bags in her jewellery box and all she said was,
“Oh, thanks.”
I'd spend days steaming her dresses and folding her clothes and organizing her shoes. She is a fashion designer and I spent hours organizing her fabrics and folding them. 
Every minute that I ever spent organizing my concerts, all I thought about was what it was going to feel like looking out to the crowd and seeing her smiling at me. I just wanted her to love me the way I loved her. She was the most beautiful woman I'd ever seen. She was my Penny Lane. The glue that kept me together.
During that time, I was a rock show promoter and managed shows every weekend. Even some Thursdays as well. It was my passion and the greatest thing that I ever did in my life. I never felt as much happiness doing “work”. I swear to you that it was like SpongeBob and Partick. I was in an alternate universe. But even though I was working so many hours at the university, fifty percent had to go into savings for the semester breaks when I wasn't working. We were never able to afford vacations or luxuries. I remember one day as clear as two minutes ago when she was lying on the couch and she looked at me and said, 
“All my dreams are dead.”
I had an engagement ring in my hand, and I threw it at her. For three years, nothing I had done had made her happy. Looking back I knew she wanted to go get drunk and run around with guys and women and make out in bars and on couches and go swim naked with strange men and women, steal bicycles and piss on the sidewalk and have no rules and responsibilities and there was never going to be a day that I was going to be loved the way I loved her. But I didn't see it then. I believed we were Batman and Robin. And I believed we would rule the world.
So, I wrote her best friend's boyfriend and spilled it all out and just told the truth about the fights. Her issues and delusions and her venomous rage when we'd fight and what it did to me. And MY venomous rage and my love and her love, because I believed that she did love me, in some strange way, but didn’t know how, because when her best friend read the message in his phone and sent it to her, she was heartbroken and cried and was so hurt and I was so angry that this chick would do such an evil thing as to show her a private message just to hurt me. But it was too late. 
We talked about it, and it seemed that she understood what needed to be done, we had to go to therapy, but the dice were already thrown, and the cards were already dealt. 
She wanted out and was just waiting for the right fight and the right moment and BLAMMO, it happened. I packed her shit for the fourth time and threw her out and didn't go after her this time. And I was vocal about it to everyone. It was like a megaphone, my rage and hate and every horrible thing a man can say. I held nothing back. I was furious beyond words and said some horrendous things in text messages. And what happened, after ignoring me for a week, after I (stupidly) chased her,
“You see, I was going to come back because I thought I made the wrong decision, but now I see who you are.”
What you have read so far is who I was. Not who I am today. Not any of it. From page one. It was all fuelled by hundreds of nights of alcoholism and rage. What had happened in those days, after the break-up, was the most humiliating and embarrassing five years in my life. The depths to which I fell. What people saw. Most of what I have written here in this book took me over ten years to write. These clearer last few chapters just recently. Sometimes sober, sometimes drunk and angry. What you’re reading now is me. The current me. 







Chapter 16

This heartbreak was an unbearable ripping pain. It came at me like the tsunami in Interstellar, leaving me gasping for air as it engulfed my entire being and identity. It was a shattering blow, like a hammer against glass that broke my universe into a million pieces.
Everything seemed perfect. We were inseparable, bound by a love that I thought could withstand the Black Plague. But then the cracks began to appear. As I said before, arguments became a daily occurrence. But I was so in love that it really didn’t matter. The once Justice League level partnership and love turned into venomous words and accusations and all I wanted was for her to love me the way I loved her. It ripped my heart to think about it. Every word that came at me and out of me was a dagger piercing deeper into my heart. 
So, I had thrown her bags at her and told her to go. And this time she went. 
It ended, and my entire world fell apart.
I had the sensation that the ground had been torn out from under me, the warm water I had been floating in swirled down the drain, sending me plummeting into a void within a thousand voids. I was weighed down by sadness so heavily that I was unable to think, breathe, or even move. But I was also consumed with a hatred that I have never experienced. And never want to live through again. The heartbreak had severe and immediate negative impacts.
Sleeping all day replaced evenings filled with friends, music, laughter and making love. I discovered myself revisiting each and every event, and words that were said, in an endless search for solutions that I knew I would never receive. Nothing could fill the gap in my chest, which served as a daily reminder of what I had lost. That man that was becoming.
However, it wasn't only the emotional toll the breakup had on me. I could feel my body deteriorating physically. I stopped eating. I didn't find food enjoyable. My limbs felt heavy, and it took me an incredible amount of effort to even get out of bed each day because I was so exhausted. The environment around me appeared desolate and lifeless, like an apocalypse reflecting scenes in my mind and in my broken heart. I had once felt like a version of Jim Morrison and Doctor Manhattan, and now I was nothing more than Jethro Tull’s Aqualung, a vile Quasimodo. Alone in my fourth-floor apartment. I was dying. 
My closest friends were isolation and alcohol. And since I was unwilling to confront the world that had deceived me, I withdrew from friends and family. My son experienced the worst side of it. Seeing me wither away every day. The rock star dad who was a concert promoter, DJ, skateboarder, entre-preneur, now nothing. Days turned into a never-ending loop of suffering and misery, and I felt imprisoned inside a cage that I had constructed for myself. There was no longer any allure or comfort in the outside world. I hated everything and everyone. I surrounded myself with people who looked at the world with the same misanthropic hatred that I did. My alcoholism reached new heights. 
It served as a continual reminder of what I had lost and was never going to get back. But I tried. And that is what nearly killed me. For two long years I begged, cried, bought at least a thousand euros in flowers, hundreds of euros in gifts, dates, dinners, walks in the park, I did more for this one woman than I had ever done for myself, and sadly, at times, not even for my son. What I had turned into was a shell of what I once was. 
I covered it all up with parties, booze, one-night stands, prancing around like a cross-up of Johnny Depp, Marilyn Manson and Ziggy Stardust. 
The creature I saw in the mirror was unrecognisable, a figure plagued by the ghosts of what once was. My future ambitions were destroyed, and a gloomy existence took their place.
I struggled with the effects of heartbreak for five exhausting years. I went into a suicidal depression that drove away my friends, destroyed my concert production business, I stopped DJing, I lost my teaching business, and at one point, lost a chance at marrying a woman that would have saved me, but I was too blind to see. 
A world of what seemed to be countless nervous breakdowns and a total of three suicide attempts. What happened in those years would take another book to tell it all, and honestly, writing this is hard enough. 
I remember the night I found out she was getting married. I was producing a concert and I was carrying some beer to the backstage. The owner of the bar came to me and told me the news. Time stopped and the bottles of beer fell from my hands, smashing on the floor. I went outside and cried like my son had died. He held me in his arms, sobbing and wailing like I had gone insane. I left the club and never went back. It was the last day that I produced concerts. I left every piece of my equipment, my reputation, my love for music, my passion, everything that meant anything, I just walked away. 
I went into a world of isolation. For three years. A world of dark depression.
But I haven’t let it define who I was. I have started to stitch back together the shards of my broken self, ever so slowly. I unearthed a strength I never thought I possessed in the face of tremendous grief. I am closer to repairing the scars that had almost wrecked me with each step I took. 
I feel I am almost cheating you by not writing everything that happened to me and what I had allowed to happen and the depths that I allowed myself to go to, what people saw, but it would take too long, and I have to let it go. The days that followed the breakup had felt like descent into a vast, dark pit. My once-joyous spirit had become enveloped in a void of smothering sadness. The man that struggled to breathe as the weight of despair slammed against his chest, and every waking minute that felt like a struggle against the utter emptiness that surrounded me is now in the past and has been replaced with man of hope. 
The days when my mind raced with unending thoughts and recollections of what had been lost, when comfort in sleep became elusive, when I tossed and turned all night, unable to find peace in the embrace of dreams, but only faced with nightmares, when the darkness of slumber merely echoed my own darkness, those days are gone.
There was a time when the prospect of leaving the agony became more appealing with each passing day. Suicidal thoughts became a frequent companion, whispering in my ear and promising release.  It felt as if there was no way out, as if I were stuck in a never-ending spiral of pain. That time is over.
Guilt and self-hatred followed, as I chastised myself for not being strong enough to face this darkness. Waves of self-loathing washed over me, burying any remaining glimmer of self-worth. I thought I was a burden to everybody around me. I felt I was dragging them down with the weight of my misery. I had turned to drink in a desperate attempt to find solace. It provided brief moments of peace that always ended in disaster, transient feelings of numbness that reduced the anguish, but crashed down on me with an all too real reality. But that’s done and gone.
[bookmark: _Int_9ke4Uh1g]Even though the battle against suicidal depression and drinking appeared hopeless, the dark memories of my youth, the wild life in California, the infinite sadness, a glimmer of hope remained within me. I wished for a way out, a path to healing and salvation. I had no idea that this need would eventually lead me on a road of self-discovery, perseverance, and, finally, recovery. 
Gaining perspective and discovering my purpose became critical components of my road to healing. I once again buried myself in activities that provided me joy and fulfilment. I resumed hobbies that I had abandoned during my worst days. I painted 150 abstract paintings and created a portfolio. I have started writing again. I have also embraced my spirituality and my connection to God and the universe.  
These things reminded me of the human spirit's tenacity and showed me that there was more to life than tragedy and addiction.
While the road to rehabilitation was not without obstacles and times of self-doubt, I persisted. There were times when I tripped and old habits tried to hold me back, but I always found the strength to keep going. I went closer to recovery step by step, closer to my spirituality, with dedication and the support of those around me. Seeking hope after five years of suffering suicidal depression and drinking was a life-changing experience. It required confronting my issues, obtaining assistance, establishing a support network, and regaining my love for life. To look at me as myself. 
Despite the scars, I emerged stronger and more self-assured than before. The journey to rehabilitation was long and difficult, but it led me to a point of self-acceptance. 
As I stood at the crossroads of overwhelming sadness, depression, and addiction, the horrible childhood, the trauma of losing love, the road to recovery appeared distant and hazy.
My world had disintegrated five years ago, leaving me broken, disoriented, and longing for any ray of hope. I had no idea that this journey that started in 2013 would be one of the most painful and life-changing experiences of my life. 
My recovery started with recognising the catastrophic impact that not only heartbreak, but what childhood trauma can have on a person's mental and emotional well-being. I saw that healing would involve confronting my demons head-on. Every day was a battleground, a never-ending quest to find meaning amid an overpowering sense of hopelessness. But, with the help of therapy and a solid support system, I was able to peel back the layers of darkness and reveal a glimmer of light. In the darkest of nights, in nightmares where the young bohemian goddess that worshipped and loved laughed at me while telling me she was marrying my friend, the nightmares of my abusive youth, the divorce from the mother of my son, the lost days sleeping eighteen hours, suicide attempts, mental breakdowns, seeking hope became my lifeline, my guiding light.
I began to rebuild my sense of self via self-reflection, meditation, therapy, medication, and the unflinching support of a few friends who never left my side. 
It was a gradual process that required me to forgive myself. 
I’m now able to rebuild a relationship with my son and the traumatised boy that is inside me.
And for those who had caused me harm, forgiveness, I’m not there yet. But when I can someday let go of the burden of not being able to forgive them, the weight that I've been carrying for so long, maybe someday I will start to feel a newfound lightness, a ray of hope seeping into the cracks.
We’ll see. Let me learn to boil water and cook an egg before I open a restaurant. 
Today, when I reflect on my trip, I am overwhelmed with thankfulness. I’m alive. I didn’t kill myself. My son still has a father. 
Thank you for reading and thank those who stayed by my side, for giving me the fortitude to overcome heartbreak, depression, and addiction. 
So, in the end, what I have to say to you, if I can make it, so can you. 
Don’t give up. 
Not The End. 


“We can still come back. We’re not too far gone. We get to come back.” - R.G. 





