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To my inner child, 

I hear you, I love you 

 

To my son,  

May the patterns forever be broken 

 

To my mom, 

For never, ever giving up on me 

 

To my father, 

For saving me from himself 

 

To God, 

For the infinite amount of blessings, always, in all ways 

 

To the darkness, 

For teaching me there is light 

 

To Adam, 

For leading the way into recovery 

 

To mapee 

for never making those special brownies  
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Foreword 

 

“When you make it out of the darkness, you’re supposed to reach back and pull others 

out. . . That’s what life’s all about.” When Crystal said this to me on our first one-on-one 

coaching call, with the passion and conviction I only see in recovered addicts, ready to 

do whatever it took to help others, I knew I was working with someone special. 

I remember the first time we met. She walked into a small event I was speaking at in 

Colorado Springs, Colorado. She was forty-five minutes late and the only available seat 

was right up front in the middle. At the time, I was just excited to have people come see 

me speak after finding me on my small Facebook page trying to help addicts, so I just 

smiled and continued the final few minutes of my speech about Recovered On Purpose 

and what I believe all addicts and alcoholics are called to do in their recovery. God’s 

timing is always perfect, and sometimes we have to let that be the case, because whatever 

she heard that night started her on a journey of growth and recovery that has been an 

honor and a blessing to witness. 

Over the course of the next eighteen months, as I continued to get my message out and 

help addicts in recovery get theirs out, I saw her over and over popping up in challenges I 

did, different posts she would come into, and eventually becoming one of the first five 

people to join my course and mentorship program, Recovery Speaker: Share Your Story 

Powerfully, in April of 2022. I got to know her and her story more and more throughout 

our relationship. The more I heard, the more I knew there were women out there 

struggling with similar traumas and childhoods that needed her message to find hope of 

recovery and healing. 

While working through this course and doing coaching specifically around speaking, I 

began noticing something about Crystal that was different from the rest of the students. 

She didn’t want to just speak her stories, she wanted to WRITE them. When she would 

read me her writing as if she was speaking it, I was more and more amazed at her artistic 

and creative writing voice. 

“Look, Crystal,” I said in a coaching call in late August 2022, “I think we need to veer 

off course of this course. I believe you are supposed to write your book first and then we 

can start working on the speaking and podcast placement. It is just too obvious to me, 

and I am doing this to help your story be heard, not just get you on podcasts.” Her eyes 

lit up with excitement like they did every so often when a bomb was dropped for her. On 

that call, we decided she was capable of writing, finishing, and publishing her book for 



her birthday on October 2nd, just five weeks later. Ironically, this was the exact amount of 

time I had to write my book after I had made the decision to publish it for my two years 

clean and sober on November 6th, 2019. 

With all the faith in the world in her, yet still knowing it is not up to me to get it done, 

but up to her, I gave her the step-by-step process on how to put her story together in a 

book. She started messaging me daily, letting me know how she was working on it every 

waking minute she had outside of work, letting me know the word count and completed 

stories, and sharing her childlike excitement for helping people with her story to me 

every day. THAT. That is why I do what I do. 

Crystal’s story is raw, real, and one that shows the reality some children face that leads 

them into a life of addiction. Crystal is one of the blessed and lucky to heal from the 

stories in these pages and find recovery from addiction. If you are not an addict and have 

never experienced things like these stories, I hope this book helps your heart to feel for 

those struggling with addiction, knowing we don’t know what they have been through 

that has brought them to where they are. If you are an addict in recovery, I hope this book 

encourages you and empowers you to step out of whatever is holding you back from 

sharing your story and getting it out to the world so those suffering will know there is 

hope. And if you are an addict struggling in addiction, I pray this book is your first step 

to a new life. Know that if Crystal can do it, and this ol’ homeless gutter junkie Adam 

can do it, you can do it, too. 

Crystal, it’s people like you that continue to impassion me to keep going forward with 

the Recovered On Purpose movement. Your heart for others, willingness to share without 

shame, and desire to be the change you want to see in the world encourages me to keep 

fighting the good fight. This book will reach the hands of many who will follow in your 

steps, and together we can change the world. 

All My Love, 

Adam Vibe Gunton 

Founder: Recovered On Purpose 

Author: From Chains To Saved  



 

Before I Could Remember 

 

Life Is Like a 

Throughout my journey, I’ve come to a personal realization that life is kind of like a 

Choose Your Own Adventure book, per se. There are these distinct moments in our lives 

that change everything! Not even necessarily for ourselves. I can only imagine how I’ve 

effected and/or affected some of the most random people I’ve encountered throughout 

my life. 

I know how deeply impacted I’ve been throughout my journey by people I’ve never even 

exchanged a spoken word with. 

You never really know who’s who in the Kingdom of God! It was the pyromaniac 

everyone thought was the weirdo in Stephen King’s The Stand that was actually the 

chosen soldier of God. 

I’ve never forgotten that lesson. Did Stephen King know when he wrote that book that 

THAT would be the message that made such a huge impact on the way I saw everyone 

from that point on? 

Lol yeah, probably not! Not in the slightest. 

Hell, it took me at least another ten years before I even connected those dots within 

myself. It’s crazy to think of all the different lives I’ve lived within this one single 

lifetime! 

 

Before I Could Remember 

Mission Viejo, Orange County, California 

I was born six weeks early via emergency C-section from having my umbilical cord 

wrapped around my neck. I came home at 4 lb 6 oz after technically killing my mom for 

three whole minutes. 

They said I was so itty-bitty that my mom had to dress me in Cabbage Patch Kids 

clothes. Preemie clothes didn’t quite exist in those times. 



Although I was born in Orange County, California, I definitely was NOT born with a 

silver spoon in my mouth. More like a gold bullion that my mom found in a washing 

machine—a small token of promised payment from the dead pirate my mother and my 

aunt talked to while using a Ouija board. 

(They were supposed to find his head. That they never found!) 

 

Georgia 

They say you can tell who’s born predator and who’s born prey by how long they get to 

lie around sucking on tit after being born. 

The doctors all thought I had leukemia right after my second birthday check-up (until my 

mom mailed my grandma back that cursed coin. True story, so I am told . . .). At three-

and-a-half years old, I nonchalantly came to my mom and said, “Guess what I did 

today?” Not even a whole year of making red blood cells and I had given my first blow 

job to my babysitter. 

Prey for the predator? Maybe? But definitely not a victim! More like a successfully 

surviving soldier of the Most High. 

My mother is perfectly imperfect. I admire her strength and her survival skills. Neither 

one of my parents had it easy. My father grew up in Compton, randomly waking up with 

a 12 gauge in his mouth, playing Russian roulette with my grandpa. My grandpa played 

Russian roulette with all the kids until he lined them all up in the living room one night 

and shot himself in the head. 

My father didn’t even know how old he was until he turned eighteen. 

My mother grew up in Oakland, where she gave birth to one of her stepfather’s stillborn 

babies in her backyard. It’s not really my place to discuss their business, but it gives you 

a general understanding. My parents got married at the Little White Chapel to Devo’s 

“Whip It.” You know, “Whip it, into shape, shape it up, feels great.” Mostly so they 

could fornicate in my dad’s super-religious Mormon mother’s house. My little brother 

and I went to this Christian-type preschool/daycare place somewhere in Florida. We were 

the only blond-haired blue-eyed white kids in the whole spot, from what I remember. 

Most of my childhood I don’t really remember, and a lot of what I do remember, I wish I 

didn’t. Not all of it was terrible, though. 



I remember spending all day once plotting how I was going to get away with saying the 

word shit. My mom picked us up from school. My little brother and I were sitting in the 

back seat of the grocery getter-type station wagon we had at the time. 

“Hey mom, what does the word holy mean?” I said. 

She gave me the exact answer I needed to execute my grand plan. “You know, like the 

Holy Ghost, the Holy Spirit, the Holy . . .” Before she could finish the last holy, I quickly 

intercepted and injected, “You mean, like holy shit!” 

Man, I’m still proud of myself for that one! My mom laughed so hard she almost drove 

off the road! I think that was the same road my little brother chucked the bad guy from 

He-Man out the window of our grocery getter. My brother had just got it, like, just left 

the store type of just got it. My brother threw his toy out of the window because his toy 

was a bad guy (lol, insert heart emoji).  

I remember watching the Challenger blow up in Florida. I could hear my mom talking 

about how pretty it was, until she realized it actually had blown up. 

I was hell on wheels even then. I spray-painted my whole name, Crystal Jean 

Lavender!—middle name and all—with bright fluorescent orange spray paint. It was 

probably around four feet tall, across the side of our neighbor’s house. My brother and I 

would break into model homes, pour Dawn dish soap on the gigantic kitchen floors, then 

run and slide across them in our brand new socks. 

That was back when there were still woods around the houses. I’m sure none of that 

exists at all anymore. My mom used to tie ropes on us kids, and we’d swim out into the 

ocean. We would dig out clams with our bare feet and bring them back to my mom. I 

remember my cat brought home a baby alligator once. 

As early as preschool, little boys would pay me quarters to see my private parts inside the 

teepee on our playground. 

I was constantly in trouble for masturbating, back when you could still get hit with one of 

them big yellow or wooden yardsticks. 

It was inevitable that one day they put me in one of those rooms with the family of 

anatomically correct dolls. The next thing I knew, they hauled my dad away. They didn’t 

arrest him, but he couldn’t live with us while they were conducting their investigation. 

I remember I had been learning how to whistle, and I was too excited to take a nap that 

day. I had no idea that my mom was having a complete mental breakdown until she 

started stabbing everything in the house. 



Everything! The walls, the couch, the pictures. 

She always told me it was from the medication she had been taking. As an adult, I 

refused to take medications to avoid the possibility of that ever happening again. 

I was too little to understand what was going on. One minute I was playing with dolls, 

the next minute they took my father out of the house, and then I thought my mom was 

trying to stab me. 

She always reassured me that she was never trying to stab ME, but when I was little, it 

definitely felt like it. 

She spent the next couple of weeks in a mental institution. 

Maybe she was subconsciously angry with me. Maybe subconsciously she blamed me for 

them taking my father away. Maybe she subconsciously just couldn’t handle life at that 

time. Maybe she was angry that I said something. Maybe it really was just the 

medication. Maybe I had nothing to do with it. Maybe lots of things, but definitely 

subconscious building blocks for me to keep my mouth shut, though. 

I lost my virginity to my thirteen-year-old cousin and his friend Doug before I had even 

made it into kindergarten. We were playing house. I was the wife, and my cousin and his 

friend would take turns being the husband. 

I didn’t say a word. It wasn’t until my parents asked me why I tried to strangle my 

neighborhood friend. I told them that she looked like Doug, and then I had to explain 

why that made me so angry. 

We moved to Grand Junction, Colorado from Florida to find my two older sisters. 

My mom had three other children besides my little brother and myself. The first was my 

oldest brother who she had when she was fourteen whom she had to give up for adoption. 

My sisters were from a previous abusive marriage that she had escaped from in the 

middle of the night. 

When it came out about my cousin and his friend, it caused a lot of friction between our 

families. My aunt just tossed it aside, saying that’s just what cousins do. 

Years later, I learned that same cousin was arrested for raping a thirteen-year-old girl he 

met on Facebook. 

I often wonder what would have happened had we stopped him before then. If anyone 

would have taken what happened to me seriously, maybe that other girl wouldn’t have 

gotten hurt. 



Around the same time all the information came out about my male cousin, they 

discovered my diary. In it were details of another cousin, an older female with a history 

of long-standing issues of her own, who had also been doing inappropriate things with 

me. I was a very unhealthy, popular little girl. All the neighborhood boys loved playing 

with me. 

 

Sally Jessy Raphael 

Just before I graduated my fifth grade year, I was on the Sally Jessy Raphael show, a 

daytime talk show kind of like Jerry Springer. 

The headline was “Does your daughter look older than she is, and it’s driving you 

crazy?” My mom called them, and they immediately flew us first class from Grand 

Junction, Colorado. They picked us up in this gigantic limo and drove us to the 

Renaissance Hotel, right smack dab in the middle of Times Square in New York City. 

I was bubbling over with excitement! I just took my first flight, now I was being driven 

in my first limo in New York City! 

I remember coming up to a stoplight somewhere in Queens as the limo driver slowly 

rolled up my window. That’s where I saw my very first homeless person flying a sign.  

It seemed like everything was covered in gold, and was super fancy in our hotel. It cost 

fifty dollars for regular eggs and bacon, and everyone walked super-fast on the streets 

there. My mom said it was so they didn’t get spray-painted. My mom made sure I stayed 

super-close to her while we were in the gift shops. She kept telling me how much they 

loved little blonde-haired, blue-eyed girls in the sex slave market and didn’t want me to 

get kidnapped. 

I couldn’t believe how many taxicabs there were. I was still so innocent-minded that my 

idea of fun was counting the taxis under my window. I counted two hundred taxis in two 

minutes with this stop watch I had gotten in a souvenir shop. 

The day of the show, my mom and I got dressed up in our brand new clothes. We had 

went shopping before we flew out of Grand Junction. 

The limo driver picked us up and drove us to the studio, where I met the other girls 

Misty, Francis, and Tamara. They seemed just as excited and nervous as I was. 

Once we got there, they separated us from our families and brought us backstage, where 

they proceeded to stuff my bra, do my makeup, and redress me. 



They redressed all of us girls like sluts and tossed us out on stage. I felt confused and sad 

that I didn’t get to wear the brand new clothes my mom and I had just bought. My mom 

was pissed when she saw me, and unstuffed my bra. 

I was no longer excited to be there, but it was too late. Up on stage we went, dressed like 

sluts. 

I remember two college-aged men in the audience saying, “What do you expect when 

you dress like that?” 

Everything in me wanted to scream how they dressed us like this, but instead I sat there 

in silence with the truth pounding in my chest. 

I only remember I was in the fifth grade because I got one of those end-of-the-year 

awards from my fifth-grade teacher, Miss Mahoney, congratulating me for being brave 

enough to share my feelings on the Sally Jessy Raphael show. 

My dad had already moved in with my mom’s best friend (whom he later married) by the 

time we came back from New York. It was then that my mom packed up us two kids and 

moved, sight unseen, into our brand-new cockroach-infested apartment in good ol’ sin 

city, Las Vegas, Nevada. 

Naturally, she wanted to be closer to her mother, my grandma, while dealing with the 

emotional trauma she was experiencing from my dad leaving her for her best friend, a 

friend my mom had made while attending a women’s survival group. We were now the 

Lavenders, living on Lulu in Las Vegas, driving a Lincoln. 

 

  



 

Sin City 

 

The Lavenders on Lulu 

I immediately found the worst group of kids I possibly could to hang out with. I started 

ditching school in the sixth grade to go and drink with older guys. 

I “willingly” lost my virginity to some 23-year-old Cuban named Giovanni. I had met 

him at the swing sets where my little brother went to school. I remember him being mad 

at me because I didn’t bleed. 

My neighborhood was one of those kind of neighborhoods that you could tell what kind 

of holiday it was by how many gunshots you’d hear. I remember twice the show Cops 

came through. 

I was still so naive and innocent-minded at that time that the neighborhood girls 

convinced me that this house was just abandoned, that the people didn’t live there 

anymore. 

Essentially, we robbed them. I knew it, I knew it in my heart something was off. It was 

confirmed when the cops showed up to retrieve the jewelry I had just given to my 

mother. That was just the tip to the hell on wheels I became as a full-fledged teenager. 

 

The Bullet 

In 1994, we moved into a trailer park off of Washington Avenue, our brand new start 

away from our cockroach-infested apartments. 

I remember being so excited to finally have my own room again. My thirteenth birthday 

came with a lot of new changes. My very own room, a phone that was now superglued to 

my head, and the cute older guy with his own place and own car who wanted me, of all 

people, to come over. So I devised a plan to sneak out of my house. 

In October, just after my thirteenth birthday, I snuck out of my house for the very first 

time. The very first time I snuck out of my house was the very first time I’d seen it. From 

the very first time I’d seen it, it came in a brick! 

“Peanut butter!” he said, as he loaded this device he called a bullet. I remember this crazy 

intense excruciating burn from my nostril all the way to the back of my ear. Tears leaked 



profusely out of just one eye. I felt empowered when he told me I took it like a champ, 

stating that I was a natural. I felt like I was finally one of them! 

A part of the older cool kid crew. 

 

Bloop Poop 

By the time I was fourteen, my mom had absolutely no control over me whatsoever. She 

had no idea what I was doing or where I was. She would tell me to come home at ten 

o’clock. I would come home at ten o’clock two weeks later, proclaiming she didn’t state 

what day at ten o’clock. I was a super smartass and completely out of control! 

The first time I ate acid I was in my drug counselor’s office. My mom had signed me up 

for outpatient drug counseling at fourteen years old. 

I was sitting in his office with my mom and my little brother, when my brother chained 

me to my chair with my wallet chain. I remember my drug counselor was talking about 

how acid kills your brain cells. I could literally hear them popping in my head all bloop, 

poop! 

I got lost in my own apartment complex later that night and watched mushrooms grow 

right out of the ground. 

All my best friends were banned from hanging out with me. Almost all of my friends had 

to get their stomachs pumped at one point by hanging out and drinking alcohol with me. 

I remember my best friend’s mom pulling up to the city bus stop at four o’clock in the 

morning all kinds of pissed off that her son was with me. We were heading to a party in 

Henderson. 

My mom would drop me off at school and I would walk right out the back door. They 

called us desert rats in my freshman year of high school. 

I was always the person that knew where to get whatever you wanted, whenever you 

wanted it. We would sell balloons of nitrous for five bucks a piece during lunch at my 

high school. 

The only time I was at school was to find my friends I’d ditch with or sell drugs. My 

homies and I made lots of money doing dumb ass shit. I continued to be a very popular, 

unhealthy little girl. 

 



Aztec 

I was somewhere around fourteen when my mom lost everything while trying to deal 

with all of the things I had already been doing. We lost our apartment, we lost our car, 

we even lost Keykey, the cat I had my entire life up to that point. 

Me, my little brother, and my mom ended up downtown, smack dab on Las Vegas 

Boulevard, right next door to the Stratosphere at the Aztec apartments. 

We lived in a studio bedroom apartment with hooker-red shag carpet. My mom and I 

shared a bed, and my little brother slept on the floor. I remember there was an alley light 

behind our kitchen window that never stopped blinking. The alley wasn’t even big 

enough for a person. 

The last time I visited Las Vegas, I noticed there was still a bloodstain on the concrete 

staircase from when the guy got stabbed in the neck with a beer bottle right outside our 

door on Christmas day. 

When you Google the worst places to live in Las Vegas, my old apartments are the first 

on the list. They are completely dark and condemned now, with all the windows boarded 

up, like something you’d see in a horror movie, but when I was living there, there was 

always something going down. 

One of my neighbors was a prostitute we all called Mama. She kept trying to give me 

sequin belly shirts and always introduced me to her male friends. It was with her that I 

smoked crack for the first time. I remember fighting with myself in my head, talking to 

myself saying, “You stupid bitch, did you really just smoke crack?” Like meth was any 

better. 

Turns out, crack wasn’t my thing. 

I was sitting on Las Vegas Boulevard at four o’clock in the morning, waiting for a city 

bus to bring me to school. 

Instead, I was picked up by a cab driver and brought to his house, where he did whatever 

he did with me. He then dropped me off at the gas station close to my school and handed 

me twenty bucks and a pack of cigarettes like I was just some cheap prostitute. With me 

not knowing how to say no, he had no idea that I wasn’t a prostitute. 

I never told anyone! I just went about my day like nothing had ever happened. 

 



 
 

 



 

The First Time I Ran Away 

The first time I ran away was with the new upstairs older gangsta boy my mom wouldn’t 

let me shower with. 

(How dare her, right?) 

See, I always had a thing for them boys with the freshly-pressed, artistically folded 

bandanas. The boys with them starched and ironed Dickies pants, matching laces, and 

bad intentions. 

There’s no way I can remember all the things I was experiencing back then. I’ve 

probably forgotten more than I’ll ever remember. 

I was awake all night, laying next to my mom, sharing the same bed. Running away 

seemed like a much better option than trying to pretend I wasn’t high on 

methamphetamines. 

Laying next to my mother, pretending to be asleep every single night sucked, so I ran 

away. 

It was my gloriously toxic, gangbanging boyfriend’s birthday when he broke up with me. 

I was sitting in our new studio bedroom apartment alone. He had just left me to clean it 

by myself after our roommate’s intestines decided to shut down on him from an over 

usage of methamphetamine. 

Our roommate had excreted bloody Hershey squirts all over the room we had rented off 

of Fremont street. Shortly after he booted me for his birthday, I found myself on Las 

Vegas Boulevard next to the Circus Circus hotel at the Slots a Fun casino as a runaway. 

The very same night, I saw him, hand-in-hand with another girl. He walked right by me, 

as though I never even existed. 

I’ve always been the kind of person that knows lots of people. No matter where I’m at or 

wherever I go, there usually seems to be somebody I know. 

That night was no exception. I was by the Circus Circus casino when I ran into an old 

high school friend. He invited me to come stay with him and this older gentleman that he 

claimed to lived next to. 

Being a stubborn runaway and not wanting to go home, I was relieved to have 

“randomly” found someone I knew out of a sea of faces. Even better, a face that was 

down to let me come take up space for the night. 



 

Positions Not to Be in 

I rapidly packed what little belongings I had back into my backpack and took off. The 

sun had just started coming up. I could already feel its penetrating heat as it emerged on 

the horizon of the city-filled desert that was now a concrete jungle. Not knowing where I 

was, not knowing if there was a bus, not knowing where I was going. The only thing I 

knew was I couldn’t stay there! 

I couldn’t believe what I had just done! I could still smell him on me, taste the cheese 

curd from his fat wrinkles, and overly hairy, unwashed balls in my mouth. 

I dry heaved and gagged, making my escape out the back door. Tears rolled down my 

face as I ran as fast as I could away from there. I couldn’t believe he made me give him a 

blow job on his wife’s birthday while my high school homie sat in a corner and jerked 

off. 

I was ashamed, grossed out, disgusted, and embarrassed. I couldn’t believe I had put 

myself in that position. I couldn’t believe I had put myself in a lot of positions! 

Not exactly a good idea to go out to the middle of the desert with four guys when you’re 

fourteen years old. Probably not a good idea to be hanging out with older guys that are 

buying you liquor to drink with them, especially when they drive really fancy purple cars 

and want to film what they are doing! 

I put myself in some seriously dangerous situations all because I didn’t want to stop 

doing methamphetamines and I didn’t know how to say no. 

I came back home for a little while after that experience without telling a single soul 

what had happened. It wasn’t long before I had some runners from California show up at 

my doorstep at like eight o’clock in the morning. 

They were looking to get rid of four ounces of dope for gas money to get back home. All 

they needed was sixty bucks for four ounces of dope. 

Boom! In one phone call I got the sixty bucks lined up, and the rest of the dope was mine. 

I was supposed to be grounded. I assured my mom I wasn’t going anywhere because I 

wasn’t even wearing shoes. I took off anyways, barefoot and all. I was off on another 

horrible six-week binge. 

It was all good until the dope ran out and everyone started fighting with each other. 

Again, being the stubborn runaway I was, I didn’t want to go home and didn’t know 

where else to go. So I went to my grandmother’s apartment. 



She was in the hospital at that time, and I had her keys. I went to my grandmother’s 

place, where I called my mom to arrange to come home the next day. Then I laid down 

for what I figured would be a nap. 

 

Pinky 

I took care of my grandmother as often as I could manage. I would poke her fingers to 

check her blood. I would tell her stories of kissing tall, dark, and handsome boys while I 

folded her freshly cleaned clothes. 

I could listen to her talk for hours while we played cribbage. I found her stories about 

growing up in the Depression and being a wild teenage flapper fascinating. My 

grandmother definitely had a thing for tall, dark, and handsome Navy boys, that’s for 

sure. 

It was there, in my grandmother’s apartment, that I woke up groggy, my lips glued 

together with dried-up drool. As my eyes adjusted to the venomous light that had made 

its way through the window, I had no idea what time it was—or what day, even. 

I remember being so terribly thirsty, the thirstiest I have ever remembered being. I was 

completely confused and disoriented as I was desperately searching for a glass of water, 

or anything that resembled liquid. After I gathered my bearings and found a glass of 

water, I mustered up enough strength and courage to call my mom. I definitely wasn’t 

expecting what I heard on the other end of the line. 

“What the fuck, Crystal!” said an angry mother’s voice. “It’s been four days since I 

talked to you last!” 

Four days? What do you mean it’s been four days? I thought to myself, still questioning 

the validity of my mom’s statement. That means I slept for four days straight? 

Did I really sleep for four days without getting up to pee, without eating, or anything? 

No way! I thought, but it was true. 

I was sitting outside of the Vons grocery store trying to hustle a 40 oz of old English beer 

before I made the long walk of shame back home to my mom’s house when I noticed 

how skinny I was. 

I randomly wrapped my hand around my wrist and discovered I could touch all the way 

to the middle knuckle of my pinky. I can’t even touch the tip of my pinky around my 

wrist these days. 



 

Coven 

My mom didn’t mind me having a 23-year-old boyfriend then, because at least he would 

bring me home on time. My new boyfriend worked in the deli of the little casino attached 

to the Aztec apartments where we lived. I spent a lot more time at home when I was 

hanging out with him. 

We had become friends with some of the people that lived in our neighborhood, 

including two of the security guards that lived in the same apartments. 

It was like this little community of people that all lived there and watched out for each 

other. My mom started dating one of the two security guards, and I was dating the 

restaurant cook. 

Whole other families lived in those crazy studio apartments, not just mine. 

We all joined forces and got our own place right down the street from Siegfried and 

Roy’s home. We moved into the biggest house I’d ever lived in. 

There were thirteen of us in total when we started a coven. My fiancé and I lived 

downstairs in the basement room. The Lord Commander and the High Priest lived 

upstairs. The Pages (my little brother and the son of our High Priestess) would follow me 

around at school like they were my guards. Everything seemed almost like a legit coven. 

We spent hours reading The Witches’ Bible and creating our own Book of Shadows. We 

learned about herbs and candle magic. We performed full-on rituals in celebration of the 

sabbats. We even had ritual robes. 

Then High Priest and High Priestess started making me do my homework in the same 

room they were having sex in. They proposed to me once, but I’m pretty sure they 

wanted me to be their concubine. 

Our High Priest was a big Samoan man. His wife was a little blonde lady with a son of 

her own. Meanwhile, I was already engaged to be married to the 23-year-old. 

My fiancé worked as groundsman at the cemetery between our new house and Western, 

the high school I actually tried to attend. 

The schools were pretty much a joke. We would watch Jerry Springer in my high school 

science class. My English teacher never said a word to us; he only wrote things on the 

chalkboard. 

We would turn our assignments in to a basket and wait for a grade. 



The show Cops came to our school once with a helicopter. One of the kids from our 

school stole a car from one of the car lots during lunch. There were actual police 

substations in the high schools I went to. Walking through metal detectors was a normal 

daily thing. 

There seemed to be a riot of some sort almost every year, at almost every school I went 

to. The only thing the teachers could do was take pictures and prosecute or suspend 

anyone they could identify in those pictures. 

I ended up lettering in orchestra. If I wasn’t ditching school to do drugs, fuck, or fuck 

shit up, I was in my orchestra class. 

I imagine my teacher figured if I was going to ditch, at least I was there. I was first chair 

viola for a long time, running the orchestra in fishnets and a nurse’s outfit. I still pick up 

the viola every once in a while. It’s almost like riding a bike, just a little rusty. I played 

for several different orchestras, like the Las Vegas Honor Orchestra and the Las Vegas 

Civic Symphony. 

At fifteen years old, I had escaped the coven and was engaged to be married, living in 

our own apartment. I broke the engagement off because my fiancé insisted on sleeping 

with my high school friend that I’d bring home. 

After that, I moved in with this older couple as a roommate. I got kicked out shortly after 

her man snuck into my room one night to try and cheat on his girlfriend. I turned him 

down. I don’t know what he told her, but I had to leave. 

I then moved in with this guy I met at a kiosk in the mall. I was working at Spencer’s, 

my first real job. The guy I hooked up with had just gotten out of prison and lived with 

his parents. 

 

Sweet Sixteen 

It was a beautiful start to a day I’ll never forget. The sun was abnormally bright for 

October, or maybe my vampire self just wasn’t accustomed to such daylight. I’m not 

sure, but either way, I was stoked to have run into my acid dealer. 

It had been at least a year or so since I’d seen him. In teenage years, that feels like an 

eternity. There he was, on the same city bus. 

Within fifteen minutes after seeing him, the breath mint liquid hit my tongue. I went 

inside my friend’s house as soon as I felt it coming on. Immediately, I got trapped in the 

mirror. 



The walls were breathing deep melodic breaths, in and out, in and out. The whole room 

seemed to be alive. I knew I was in for a wild ride. 

Gotta go outside! I need to be outside! I thought to myself, as my mind raced at a million 

thoughts per second. I gathered my crew of hooligans and we walked to the closest, most 

incognito nearby spot and sat. 

Vegas Valley Park was the park we ended up at. We giggled and sat, and giggled and 

laughed, writing our names in the sky. We tripped at this park for hours and hours, 

talking about the universe, about how beautiful everything is, and just laughing. 

Laughing so much my jaw hurt. I had perma-grin. If you know, then you know, you 

know? 

We got this brilliant idea that we needed some orange juice. Out on a new mission, we 

marched along, one by one, to the nearby 7-Eleven, the store that was the closest to the 

park where we were at. With all of us being underage, and tripping, we were being extra 

cautious with our movements. In reality, we were probably extra-obvious. 

I was on a payphone talking to my very pissed-off boyfriend, the one that just got out of 

prison. 

While midconversation outside of the 7-Eleven, this stranger walked up. I could hear a 

faint voice get louder and louder as the stranger got closer and closer, until finally I could 

make out the words. “Help! Call 911!” exclaimed the dirty, long grey-haired character as 

he emerged into the light. 

He moved his hand away from his stomach, revealing what I swear looked like his guts 

spilling rather gracefully out of his body onto the pale grey concrete. 

The contrast between the bright wet crimson blood and the dirty grey stain-spotted 

concrete poetically trapped like a Polaroid picture to the leaves of my mind tree. 

He was missing his shoes.  

I yelled, “Fuck! I gotta go!” into the phone and called 911. 

That guy had just been stabbed in the same park where we had been sitting all night. It’s 

crazy all the different realities that were in that one park that night. 

I soon found myself surrounded by cops. My mind was racing a thousand miles a minute, 

but all I could remember thinking was, Where did his shoes go? Why did they take his 

shoes? 

Of course, my crew and I were like, okay, we need to get the fuck outta here! We all 

loaded up inside the little Eagle hatchback my friend drove and headed to Lake Mead. 



We were all having super-intense individual conversations with ourselves as we merged 

onto the highway at a whole whopping twenty-five miles an hour. 

Sitting on a cliff, staring out into the abyss, I reached over and grabbed the freshly 

cracked balloon of nitrous oxide, laughing gas, as my friend was describing a bolt of 

lightning that he just seen come down and separate the lake. 

I took a couple of big breaths of the balloon I had and felt like I could feel the electricity 

vividly vibrating between my fingers, the ground, and the air. I slowly came back from 

the land of the wha wa’s as. The acid made the nitrous last almost long enough to start 

worrying. 

When I came back to consciousness, I realized my pager was blowing up in my pocket. 

Feeling a little mad and embarrassed at myself for thinking I could actually feel the 

vibration of the air, I tossed my brand-new pager in the lake, calling it nothing but a 

long-distance leash. 

“Let’s go cliff jumping!” my friend suggested.  

“Okay, great idea!” my dumb ass agrees. 

He jumped and landed perfectly. Everything was all good. 

I, however, was apparently staring at the water as I jumped off the cliff. As my head 

popped back up and out of the water, all I could hear was my friend nervously shouting, 

“Duuuude! Duuuude! Are you okay? Oh my God! Oh my God!” 

My face was on fire as my body bobbed up and down in the cold water. I felt like I had 

just hit a concrete wall going seventy-five miles per hour. I must have jet packed a bunch 

of water into my ear because my head was ringing and throbbing and ringing and 

throbbing. 

I couldn’t get the water out of my ears. My homie offered me some codeine to relieve the 

pain. I climbed onto the top of his car and tried to disassociate myself from the pain in 

my face. 

As I was laying there all by myself, I looked up to see a coyote just out of the corner of 

my eye. I blinked a couple of times. I mean, I actually was trippin’, but, nope! That 

coyote was there, all right, and where there’s one, there’s more! 

Just as the sun came up, I realized I had been surrounded by coyotes. There must have 

been at least six of them watching me, studying me. 

As the sun rose on a new day, the realization that I had just been kicked out of my 

newfound home started sinking in. 



My newest ex-boyfriend had planted drugs in my dresser drawer to show his mom while 

I was gone. 

I actually wasn’t doing meth at that time, so I knew it wasn’t mine. He had set me up to 

get me kicked out. 

I slowly came down from tripping as my reality was getting faster and the throbbing in 

my face was ever more present. I watched the coyotes run off, one by one, into the 

horizon of the sunrise, welcoming the first day of my sweet sixteen. 

 

Bum Utopia 

It wasn’t that I didn’t have a home. On the contrary, my mom had never kicked me out of 

the house, not even once. I was just an overly dramatic, drug-addicted teenager that 

didn’t want to go home. 

It took a lot of deep personal realization and reflecting in my adulthood before I came to 

understand that it wasn’t at all that my parents didn’t love me. 

I imagine they did the very best they could with what they knew. Who knows the depths 

of emotional triggers they experienced as parents along the way. I believe with all my 

heart that my parents loved me perfectly imperfect, just like me. 

I believe we are all just children pretending to be adults the best we can—some of us are 

just better at it than others. Some went to better schools, had better experiences, better 

role models, an adult who could explain things in a way a child could understand. 

If only the whole world knew how much easier it is to raise a healthy child than it is to 

repair a broken adult. 

I had already ditched my entire freshman year of high school, half of my sophomore 

year, and got kicked out my junior year, so I enrolled in Job Corps. 

I remember my dad but I don’t remember my dad, and as far as what I can remember 

about my dad, I don’t recall him doing anything actually inappropriate with me, but there 

were a couple of times that seemed a little more than shady. 

I had just gotten off the bus from Vegas after being kicked out of high school. I went to 

tour the Job Corps in Colorado. My dad lived in Fruita, a little town right outside of 

Grand Junction, Colorado. 

I thought it would be cool to spend some time with my dad. 



I hadn’t seen him in almost four years, by that point. As soon as I got off the bus, he 

hugged me. As he hugged me, he stuck his hands under my shirt to caress the skin of my 

back. 

I thought it was really creepy, at the time. I was sixteen, and it was the first time I had 

seen him in four years. 

During that same visit, he drove me out to the middle of nowhere with his hand on my 

thigh, progressively creeping closer and closer to my private parts. Then he wanted me to 

sit on his lap, “like the old times,” he said. 

I got a bus ticket, got the fuck up out of there, and went back home to Vegas. 

The night I got back, I went and stole the top of one of the chairs from Dairy Queen—

you know, one of the little red ones outside that swiveled. 

I literally parked me, myself, and I right there between the two white lines of a parking 

spot in the parking lot of Café Copia, the coffee shop I almost virtually lived at, at times. 

With a brand-new half gallon-sized bottle of Jack Daniel’s (I don’t even remember how I 

got it, being only sixteen), I was on a mission to get fucked up on anything I could 

possibly find. 

I asked anyone and everyone who walked by who looked the part if they knew where to 

find anything, drug-wise. Sure enough, I heard a hero’s voice say, “Yeah, what you 

want?” 

Out from the shadows stumbled this curly-haired, mischievously mysterious bright-eyed 

boy. 

I immediately moved in with him into a beautiful empty lot. Nestled inside a big 

grouping of desert bushes was our tent. We shared living space with a hive of ground 

bees. We kept warm at night with the Duraflame logs we would steal from the grocery 

store across the street that we conveniently named our fridge. 

Already pre-obligated to go to Job Corps in San Diego, I fell in love anyways. Hard! 

I carried his picture in my back pocket kinda hard. We eventually ended up moving into 

what I called bum utopia, a camp of hundreds of homeless people hidden behind the 

junkyard at the end of Vegas Valley Boulevard. We made a little two-bedroom hut out of 

things we found in the junkyard. 

We set up a huge bonfire pit outside our front door, where we had some tables made out 

of those big spools that hold industrial-use wires. We had a California king-size bed with 

a giant captain’s bench seat from a boat that separated the two sections of our hut house. 



We had a fireplace-type of wood-burning stove we made out of a 55-gallon drum that 

was turned sideways, and built a flue that went out the backside of our hut house. 

There was a whole community of people that lived out there. Who knows how far the 

entire encampment spanned out. 

It was my going-away party for Job Corps, and we had just went and stole a bunch of 

alcohol from the refrigerator. I remember inviting people to my party as I was stuffing 

my backpack full of alcohol. 

We had put a tranquilizer that my boyfriend’s mom had given us into our hut neighbor’s 

beer. Our hut neighbor was an older boxer that had a tendency to get violent when he 

drank, and we didn’t want any problems. 

Well . . . he went back to his hut and started screaming at the top of his lungs about how 

he couldn’t move his arms or legs. Before we knew it, we were surrounded by a 

S.W.A.T. team with guns pointed in our faces. All I could hear from inside of our hut 

was my boyfriend saying, “It’s OK, it’s OK, it’s Officer Mr. Blah blah blah! Just calm 

down and cooperate!” 

Apparently, the people that owned the junkyard heard the guy screaming and thought 

somebody was being murdered. I mean, it was Vegas! So I didn’t really blame them! 

They made us dump out all of our freshly stolen liquor into our beautiful bonfire and 

smashed our bong (mind you, getting caught with just a weed seed back then was a 

felony). They let four people with warrants slide, and didn’t say anything about the fact I 

was underage and drinking. It was a good thing my boyfriend knew Officer Blah blah 

blah! 

The very next day, I was stepping out of a limo my mom had rented to take me to the 

airport. I was packed and headed to Job Corps in San Diego, California. 

We might have lived in a studio bedroom apartment in one of the worst places you could 

possibly live in LasVegas, but we always ate good. My mom got comped all kinds of 

stuff, shows, rooms, buffets, limo rides, etc . . . 

 



 

 

The Reason I Went to San Diego 

“You’re probably just some stupid fat bitch!” said the voice on the other end of the 

phone.  

Oh, hell no. Little did he know, I was in the same apartment complex. I got dressed in 

my finest of fines and went over and knocked on the door to express my mind. That very 

same night, he drove me to California. When we finally made it to the ocean, I got out of 

the car and immediately got shit on by a seagull! 

I wasn’t used to fancy things, like being at a driving range or really nice restaurants. I 

never really know what to do with my hands. 

My new friend and I always had a great ol’ time. We ended up being really, really good 

friends. We’re still really good friends. 

We worked together, partied together—hell, even shared a bed—but we never slept with 

each other, sexually. 

He always played hard-to-get with his beautiful long-haired, handsome, guitar-playing, 

California boy self. 

Unbeknownst to everybody else, Mr. Hard-to-Get was actually the reason why I signed 

up to go to Job Corps in San Diego. 

I didn’t mean to fall in love with the homeless boy between time, but life works the way 

life works. 



It was the very first weekend I was allowed out of Job Corps that I cheated on my 

boyfriend. 

I was so in love with that homeless boy that I slept with his picture in my pocket, but I 

cheated on him anyways. 

The very first weekend out, and I had ditched my friends, cheated on my boyfriend, and 

lied to my friend. 

I got kicked out of Job Corps for not passing my drug test the very same day my 

homeless boyfriend showed up. He had followed me to Job Corps. I never even had the 

chance to tell him what I had done. What a bad person I was. How guilty I felt. I couldn’t 

believe I had done that. I spent a lot of years pining over the woulda, coulda, shoulda. 

I genuinely loved him and I never forgot what it felt like to cheat on somebody I loved so 

much. I never cheated on anybody ever again after that.  



 

Hit the Road Jack 

 

Gravel Shoe 

It was my choice if wanted to get in that U-Haul or not with my mom. My mom had 

rented this huge U-Haul, one of the twenty-six-foot-long ones. I remember her laughing 

when she went to pick it up. 

I had just flown back to Las Vegas after being kicked out of Job Corps. Completely 

heartbroken, I didn’t know what I was going to do with myself in Las Vegas anymore, so 

I decided to go with my mom and little brother. 

My mom had all of our stuff packed up, all ready to rock and roll to Colorado. She had a 

job lined up in a little casino town called Cripple Creek. We stopped by my friend’s 

house so I could pick up an ounce of weed for the trip and to say goodbye to my friend. 

We were on our way to start our new life in Colorado. 

Being an addicted, adolescent teenager from Vegas, I absolutely hated Pueblo when I 

first moved there. 

Hated it. Small town, dips in all the roads. There were no trees. I was like, Okay, cool. At 

least it’s beautiful! Thinking to myself the whole time we were driving. There were 

mountains, beautiful mountains, beautiful trees—just beautiful. 

Then you got to Pueblo and it was a desert. I moved from one desert to another. 

We didn’t even make it to Cripple Creek. My mom didn’t think the U-Haul would make 

it up the mountain. 

Funny, when my mom went to turn in the U-Haul, there was a giant gash all the way 

from one end of the U-Haul to the other. It was a good thing she had bought the 

insurance. 

We didn’t even know it happened. We had no idea. 

A whole eighty dollars to our name by the time we made it to Pueblo, and my mom still 

managed to find us a place. 

A part of me was really excited about the new change. A part of me was really pissed off 

about the scenery. A part of me was heartbroken about what happened at Job Corps. 



I became restless and found one of the first prison boys I could find to date. It wasn’t too 

difficult, he lived in the same apartment complex. 

 

 

This is a horrible idea, I thought to myself as I got into the car anyways. 

My new boytoy decided to steal his roommate’s car keys so we could go shoot his 

shotgun, all drunk at four o’clock in the morning. 

It’s my perfect example of how men are stupid and women are evil when it comes to 

each other. 

My boytoy was like, “Hey, are you scared? Are you scared?”  

My homegirl sitting in the passenger seat said, “No, drive faster!” 

So he drove faster. 

“Are you scared? Are you scared?” he said again.  

She repeated, “No, I’m not scared. Drive faster.”  

He drove faster down this dirt road in the middle of nowhere. Everything seemed to slow 

way down as we hit an S-curve on a gravel road going around 80 mph. We bounced off 

one side of the road, right into the other. Like playing pinball, but with a car. Boom! All 

four tires came off their rims. How we didn’t roll, I have no idea. 

“One, two, three, four of us. Is everybody okay?”  

We all got out of the car and gathered our bearings when, Boom! Boom! Boom! Boom! 

Boom! The sound of the shotgun exploded abruptly in the quiet early morning air. My 

boytoy starts screaming at the sky, seemingly angered for what just happened. There was 

about ten miles of dirt road to walk back to town, the sound of gravel hitting my shoes 

like a metronome to the constant repetitive thought: You knew better, Crystal. You knew 

it was a bad idea. Gravel, shoe. You knew it. Gravel, shoe, gravel, shoe, always do. 

Gravel, shoe. 

 

Woodstock ’99 

By the time we made it to New York, the whole bus was full of people all headed to 

Woodstock ’99. It took around four days total on a Greyhound. I had a job at Arby’s in 



Pueblo at that time, and had just gotten home from a trip I had made earlier to go see my 

friends in Vegas. I asked for the time off to go to Woodstock ’99. They gave me an 

ultimatum: my job or the adventure. I chose the adventure. 

Arriving a little bit early, we camped out in the parking lot. They hadn’t opened the gates 

to let people in yet. Thirty rack after thirty rack of PBR, Pabst Blue Ribbon beer, right 

there in plain sight in the middle of the parking lot. We had successfully made it to 

Syracuse, New York. 

Two hundred fifty-thousand people. I was beyond thrilled for the experience. 

There were so many people! I couldn’t get over the sheer amount of people congregated 

in this one spot, in attendance for this one event. 

It was so hot, and everything was so expensive. Four dollars for a bottle of water, twenty 

bucks for a bag of ice. People were miserably free, walking around butt-ass naked, 

puffing fat blunts, with absolutely no fucks given. The kind of moment dreams were 

made of, the kind you’d only expect to see on TV, not in real life. 

I was high on life, so excited and full of energy and amazement. I’d never seen such a 

thing ever before. I wanted to suck up as much as I could. 

Hours and hours, miles and miles, walking through seas of people from all over the 

world. Girls with their boobs a-blazing, all painted with pot leaves. Guys with their 

dangalangs just dangling. There were smiles for miles. 

It wasn’t long before I saw my first signs of destruction. Where the mud people were first 

at, there were also the porta potties. There was this weird poop pit mud that nobody 

wanted to walk in, so they made a bridge out of pallets all lined up along the fence line to 

the beer gardens. 

What happens when you get a gigantic group of frat boys together? One guy looked to 

another guy and started pushing over the fence. There’s two hundred and fifty-thousand 

people here, what are you gonna do about it? They seemed to say as they gathered 

numbers and continued to push over the fence. 

All the security guard could do was get on the radio. “We’ve got a breach in the beer 

gardens. They just pushed over the fence !”  

I was thinking to myself, Oh crap. Here we go! I’m taking pictures. Click! 

That was my first cue of destruction. They didn’t have security planned out very well at 

all. The bathrooms were a mess. The water system was a mess. There was no control 

over the people whatsoever. 



I remember my camping neighbor had this blister on the top of his head from the sun. 

The blister was so bad it started turning all gross and green. The poor guy was bald, the 

blister was huge. Woodstock ’99 was crazy! 

There were tents for miles, all packed together, and there was this intersection that was 

like a rose compass. Everywhere you looked, there was a trail that went off. They had it 

all sectioned out in color sections: white section, purple, green, yellow, etc . . . that was 

how you were supposed to be able to find your tent. 

As I approached the rose compass intersection part of the trail, I saw this kid—not a 

literal kid, but a guy just laughing hysterically—spinning in circles in the middle of the 

trail. 

I thought to myself, Man, this kid is probably trippin’ and doesn’t know where he’s 

going or where he wants to be, so I invited him to come adventure with me. 

We ended up in the food court section. The food court was situated between the two 

main stages. We were there, kicking over trash, seeing what we could find. 

We sat down for a little while to rest, and in front of us was a pizza box. We opened the 

pizza box, and inside there was a good solid ounce of mushrooms just chillin’, waiting 

for us to find it. 

“Fuck yeah, fuck yeah!” I thought out loud.  

We ate those beautiful trash panda mushrooms that we had found and headed to the main 

stage. 

There were two main stages, an airplane hangar, and various vendors and street 

entrepreneurs. On our way to the main stage, we decided fuck it! We were going to play 

in the mud ourselves, as part of the whole experience. 

We played in the mud for a while—and not in the shit pit, let’s get that straight! We had 

made a new mud pit further away from where the porta potties were. 

It was right about dusk. We were covered in mud, trippin’ and cold. We decided to start a 

small fire inside a metal trash can at the very back of the main stage. It was the very last 

day of music, the third day of the festival. 

Someone saw our fire and started their own fire. Then somebody saw that fire and started 

their own fire. 

They started pulling pieces off of the indestructible wall the promoters had been boasting 

about. They uncinched the click straps and just pushed these gigantic panels right over. 

There was no resistance in obtaining these huge pieces of plywood that fueled these frat 



boy bonfires. These guys were just frat boying it up, completely trying to out-stupid one 

another! 

It turned into full-on chaos really fast. It went from some mud people being cold to all-

out riot status. The kid and I decided to go see what else was going on. We came across 

this huge drum circle of people playing trash cans. 

I walked up, grooving and dancing. I thought it was choreographed, something the 

promoters had put together as entertainment. I’d never seen a drum circle before. 

I was dancing, tripping balls and covered in mud, when I saw somebody get up and walk 

away. Simply get up and walk away. 

Wait, what? I thought to myself. 

It completely blew my mind! I played trash cans the entire rest of the night into the early 

hours of the morning. I had a blood blister the whole size of my palm. I had no idea all 

the chaos that was going on in the background. I had no idea that they had started setting 

everything on fire all around me. I was just playing trash cans, having the time of my 

life, tripping balls. 

By the time I had looked up, the kid was gone. Who knows how long he had been gone. 

Who knows how long I’d been playing those trash cans with the makeshift drumsticks. 

As the mushrooms slowly wore off, it came to my awareness that people were chipping 

away at burnt semi trucks. The sun had started to illuminate all of the crazy events from 

the night before. The smell of smoldering Woodstock ’99 frisbees filled my nose. 

The image of a person running down Shakedown Street with an entire ATM will forever 

be burned into my memory. I was still in a mushroom-induced daze, and I was clueless 

as to what was really going on. 

I wasn’t really scared until I had a hard time finding my tent. There were now people 

driving where their indestructible wall once stood. I have pieces of that wall that I took 

for keepsakes. 

After I finally found my tent and washed off the mud, I discovered my bus ticket home 

was nowhere to be found. I was seventeen and stuck in New York after Woodstock ’99. 

My eighteenth birthday cake had a picture of me on it, from that event. One of the only 

reasons I remembered how old I was. 

 



 
 



 

 

No! 

I had went out with a friend and two boys we’d just met. They were selling pipes at the 

local flea market. My friend and one of the boys were in another room. The other boy 

had me all to himself. 

By the time I had mustered up the courage to say no, he was already on top of me, 

kissing me and telling me, “You know you want it.” 



My nos were quiet at first, as I laid there motionless. Then progressively they got louder 

and louder. Tears started rolling down my face. “No, please don’t,” I said again, as he 

pulled up my skirt and positioned himself in between my legs. 

My body was frozen, but my mouth kept saying, “No!” He entered me anyways. I don’t 

know why I didn’t fight him off. I guess I was groomed to just let it happen. I knew I 

wouldn’t get hurt if I just let it happen. I lay there, frozen. 

The word no! slipped past my lips one more time, and he got off of me. I remember he 

started getting angry, talking about how I was going to tell all of my friends. I assured 

him I would keep my mouth shut, and I went to find the other girl so we could leave. I 

honestly had no intentions of telling anyone anything. I was already a professional at 

keeping my mouth shut. 

I tried to sneak back into my apartment unnoticed, but my mom could immediately tell 

there was something wrong with me. I went straight from the front door to the bathroom. 

I started uncontrollably sobbing until I puked. My mom was waiting for me at the 

bathroom door as I got out of the shower. She persuaded me to spill the beans, then 

called the police. After the police took their report, they advised me to go to the hospital 

to get a rape kit. 

I don’t know if I had washed away all the evidence or if I acted too nonchalantly at the 

hospital. Dissociation was my favorite go-to survival mechanism. Nothing ever happened 

to that boy. 

They sent me a letter in the mail stating that the evidence was inconclusive and they 

weren’t pursuing a criminal case. I felt like I went through all that embarrassment for 

nothing. I should have just kept my mouth shut. It’s so much easier to just not say 

anything and just let it happen, I thought to myself. But under all that noisy mind chatter, 

there was this little voice inside of me that was super-proud. That was the very first time 

I’d ever even muttered the word no. 

 

Orphanage 

La Junta was a quiet little town. You could see the whole Milky Way in the night sky. I 

could smell the cows from our front porch. It was an only one actual stoplight in the 

whole town type of place, a place where all the stop signs with white borders were 

optional. Lol, just kidding. 

We ended up moving right next door to the only people that I needed to know. We 

named it the Orphanage. 



Although I had been on drugs for almost as long as I could remember, I’d go through 

little short jaunts of being pretty much sober from methamphetamines. I didn’t really go 

searching for it after we moved out of Nevada. 

It wasn’t until we moved to La Junta that it found me again, and when it did, boy, was it 

disgusting. It was the most disgusting tasting meth I’d ever done in my life. Did that stop 

me? Fuck no. 

These guys might have been tweakers, but they were really just a bunch of bored country 

kids with nothing better to do. We would do a bunch of bathtub dope and play hacky 

sack all night while singing Sublime and laughing hysterically. They weren’t the typical 

vacuum-the-front-yard, pimple-popping, picked-at face, schizo tweakers. These guys 

were actually really cool. Most of them, anyways. 

I don’t know if my mom was actually oblivious or she just chose to be oblivious. 

One time my dad and I were sitting at her kitchen table during one of his visits. My dad 

was smoking meth with me, foil in hand, as my mom walked right in the front door. She 

had come home early from work that day. 

I couldn’t tell if she was just so mad that she didn’t say anything or if she honestly had 

no idea what was going on. Either way, I never brought it up to find out. The Orphanage 

made jokes about how my dad was the only adult allowed in the basement. I’m not sure 

how he managed to it make down those sketchy stairs with two metal hips, but he did. 

Being in such a hellhole of a place, doing such hellhole-type activities, the Orphanage 

definitely produced some amazing people. 

 



 

 

Rainbowland 

By the time I was nineteen, my wanderlust grew into a full-fledged way of life. I went to 

my first rainbow gathering in Montana in July of the year 2000. It was then that I started 

traveling like a real-life gypsy. 

At first, I was taking Greyhound buses from one gathering to the next, but after a while I 

started hitchhiking and hopping illegal freight trains. 

Rainbowland is like the world largest non-member, non-organization organization that 

there is! You are involved as much as you want to be involved. Although someone gets 

arrested almost every year for being accused as a leader, there is no leader of the 

Rainbow Family, just focalizers with a heavy influence. 

There’s a barter system within the gathering for things you want. Everything else is free. 

Free food, no tickets to purchase. All you really have to do is show up. There is an 

interestingly intense infastructure for such a seemingly simple setup. Nothing is really 

simple about living in the woods, though, I can tell you that much. We were digging 



shitters, hauling water, and building kitchens. Some kitchens were so elaborate they 

made clay stoves and entire stages out of the woods. 

A place of all colors, all creeds, all nationalities, all formed together to join as one 

rainbow. They are known as the Rainbow Warriors, Warriors of the Living Light, the 

Church of the Living Light, or whatever it is legally called these days. It’s registered as a 

religion in the big book of religions, though. 

Hundreds and thousands of people come from all over the world to attend national 

Rainbow gatherings. These gatherings include every walk of life, from homeless drug 

addicts to doctors and lawyers. Every religion camps right next to each other in perfect 

harmony. Jesus camp is set up right next to the Krishna camp, who are all happily and 

freely feeding the atheists and Satanists, or anyone else that comes to eat at their kitchen. 

We were the biggest city in Montana while we were there, just to put it into perspective 

of how many people gather at these events. It happens in a national forest all year round. 

Smaller gatherings are called regionals, but the biggest one is called a national. It’s 

always free, including food, and it’s open to anyone with a belly button. 

It was during my dad’s visit to the basement of the Orphanage that my family reluctantly 

dropped me off at the bus station. I was on my way to Florida to go be with a guy I had 

met on a previous Greyhound adventure. I had spent that whole morning high as a kite, 

digging through my mom’s driveway for what I thought were meteors. I had blisters on 

my fingers for what turned out to be just petrified pieces of poop. 

 

 
 



 

 

Things with that guy in Florida didn’t end up going so well, but he had introduced me to 

the local Rainbow focalizer. I ended up working on his crew of Rainbow kids. The 

focalizer guy was pretty amazing. He ran a 182-bed homeless shelter, a pirate radio 

station, and had a constitutional clown coalition. The constitutional clown coalition were 

pretty much political antagonists. I didn’t know protesters got paid until I got paid to 

protests Bush’s inauguration in Tampa, Florida. 

There was an entire union bus full of people that were all getting paid to be a number at 

this protest. It even came with a paid dinner at a Sizzler’s restaurant. I wore a sticker over 

my mouth that read, “Vote yes on, and no on yes!” as I marched to the beat of my own 

drum. 

We all lived on a school bus in this rec center that used to be a city dump. There were 

about seven of us that were getting paid to turn trash we would find on-site into art. We 

also did jobs like painting the bathroom and general maintenance stuff. Essentially, we 

were groundskeepers. 

We had a real-life circus tent that was set up as our kitchen. It was right next to the 

school bus. Our camp was neatly tucked away behind the baseball field so no one could 

see us. 

I woke up hot, drenched with Florida humidity, to a rustling sound above my head. I 

didn’t want to move. I didn’t know what it was. I didn’t know if it was a person, an 

animal, or what. 



I slowly undid my mummy bag from my face and took a little peek. Crumble, crumble, 

crumble, crumble. Something was digging through a grocery bag right above my head. 

Two tiny little black hands had found their way through the open bus window. Raccoons! 

I smiled to myself. I love raccoons!  

We used to get in fights with the raccoons all the time. It’s amazing how smart they 

really are, with their little thumbs. 

They would try to distract us while the ones behind us would steal our avocados. We had 

to hide our avocados on top of the circus tent to keep the raccoons from getting to them. 

I found their nest one time while cleaning out trash. You could tell that they had been 

watching us. They had a can opener that they had stolen, along with some cans. You 

could tell they had tried to use the can opener on the cans themselves. Raccoons look 

friendly enough, until you come up on one in a trash can and he was there first. They get 

real big real fast. 

We ended up throwing a bluegrass festival at the campground recreation center we were 

staying at, when all these Rainbow kids happened to show up. They all slept on the stage 

after the gig was over. Beer, Barbecue, and Bluegrass, it was called. 

The very next day the bus I was living on was on the move. 

One of the girls I had just met was like “Hey, you wanna hop off the ride and go make 

some money with me? We could hitchhike up to the gathering?” 

I hadn’t hitchhiked any long distances yet, only small trips around town to get from one 

place to another. Excited about the opportunity to be with someone who knew the ropes, 

I jumped on it. 

Hell yeah, I wanna hop off this perfectly good bus and hitchhike. Lmao, who says that? 

Perfectly good bus meaning, that bus was amazing! 

From the outside it looked like a church bus, all white, with white windows and white 

curtains. After you opened the door and got past the first layer of curtains, it was all 

fuzzy ceilings with velvet everything, turntables, and stripper poles. 

The very first ride we caught was with a pocket protector, button-up white shirt-wearing, 

classic comb over-type guy driving some sort of Geo Metro. 

I remember he didn’t say a word the entire time after he picked us up. He drove in 

complete silence the whole time. Just silence. He dropped us off on the side of the road, 

and as we were gathering our stuff, that guy came driving back up the on-ramp. He 



pulled over, rolled down his window, and said, “I was thinking . . . Maybe next time, 

maybe you could have, I don’t know, given me a blow job or something!” He rolled up 

his window and drove away. 

So many questions went racing through my head, one of them being, “Wow. How fast 

did he have to drive to make it back to us on the freeway before we could even gather our 

things?” 

I don’t remember all the details, but I remember we ended up with some trucker at some 

truck stop in Florida. That’s the first time I had heard the term lot lizard. A lot lizard is a 

truck stop prostitute. 

My girl got on the CB radio and started talking all kinds of mad shit. I didn’t quite 

understand what she was doing then, but I know now that she was keeping us safe. 

You could hear all the whispers from the men at the truck stop that night, talking back-

and-forth between each other about the two young, blonde-haired, dreadlocked, big-

boobied mamas that were inside this truck. The buzz around the lot was thick with 

assumption and intrigue. 

Walking across the parking lot to go inside the store to use the restroom, I could hear my 

girl’s voice over the CB radio. “Boys, you’re going to have to fight the flies to get to us!” 

The sound of her laughter faded as I stepped inside the store. 

 

 

“Get off my bike!” yelled this big-tittied, blonde-haired, dreadlocked mama that I had the 

pleasure of hitchhiking with. She was more like an idol of mine, fiercely beautiful in 

every way still to this day! Love that woman—boss bitch to the core! I learned a lot from 

her. 

We were just outside of Frog’s Bar in Daytona Beach, Florida. It happened to be Bike 

Week. My homegirl, being her super self, started yelling at these bikers. 

“Hey! Get off my bike!” she shouted. This girl knew exactly what she was doing, and I 

was definitely taking mental notes. 

She was yelling at these gentlemen across the street. One of the guys took the bait and 

responded, “I would crawl across the highway on my hands and knees to lick the sand 

between your toes, girl!” 

“Oh yeah?” she said. She took off her sandals and started wiggling her sexy little crusty 

mama toes, presenting them like fine wine on the shelf of a stranger’s motorcycle. This 



big burly biker guy came crawling across the highway, all extra-dramatic, on his hands 

and knees and started licking the sand between my homegirl’s toes! 

The guys ended up being prison guards from New York. They were on vacation with 

brand-new bikes. 

They drove us around all night, polite as could be the entire time. They got us a motel 

room, liquor, and dinner, and were complete gentlemen the whole time. Who knows 

what adventure we would have went on had she not hollered, “Hey! Get off my bike!” 

The whole time hitchhiking up to the Ocala Rainbow gathering, she kept telling me about 

how much her friend was gonna love me. How I was “the perfect little punk rock, 

fairytale princess,” as she put it. With the amount of enthusiasm she had, I couldn’t wait 

get to the gathering to meet this friend of hers! 

There was always some grown-ass man coming out of A camp crying, talking about how 

A camp wasn’t family. Most people didn’t even know that there was anything past A 

camp. Some never made it past the parking lot. 

A camp (alcohol camp) wasn’t all there was to a Rainbow gathering, that was just where 

alcohol was allowed. There weren’t many rules at a Rainbow gathering that weren’t 

common sense, like don’t shit in the water source. You would think that would be 

common sense, but it turns out common sense isn’t really all that common. 

One of the agreed-upon “rules” of the Rainbow gathering was you weren’t supposed to 

consume alcohol “IN” Rainbowland. Rainbowland was kind of a self-policed system, of 

sorts. I definitely don’t recommend getting handed over to wrecking crew, though. If 

you’re going to fuck up, then don’t get caught . . . 

The gathering was definitely not all rainbows and unicorn farts. 

Ocala gatherings really weren’t for the weekend warriors. That was a real hardcore road 

dog kind of gathering. 

One time, A camp sold a car that didn’t even belong to them to a local. The local went to 

get someone to help him drive his new car back, and by the time he made it back to pick 

up his new car, A camp had pushed it into a gully and set it on fire. The local guy was so 

mad that he went back and got his shotgun. When he came back, he unloaded rounds, all 

random, into the woods, screaming. Luckily no one got hit. 

People have even known to disappear. Who knows what happens to them—duct taped to 

a tree, left in a shitter, or ingested too much acid and just wandered off somewhere. Who 

knows? 



 

 

“We are forty-seven dollars short for our sixty-seventh keg. Got any Vicodin?” yelled a 

dirty A camp kid as we arrived safely past the barricade of L.E.O.s, local police, FBI, and 

Forest service. All of them. 

AHHH, finally! Home sweet home! We had found our way back into Rainbowland! 

What an adventure! It never failed—just finding your way into the Rainbow gathering 

was always an adventure in itself. 

These were the days before Google Maps were conveniently in everybody’s pockets. We 

had to read the trail of stacked rocks and random shiny ribbons that were tied to trees. 

This was usually at 2 a.m. on some random dirt road somewhere in some national forest. 

Mmmmmm, it was amazing how delicious greasy, cheesy, pepperoni pizza was when 

you were in the woods, five miles deep. I saw people trade some crazy stuff for crazy 

stuff. 

No telling what a man might do when he’s in the woods without cigarettes or Mountain 

Dew. I saw a guy, one time, trade an entire RV, title and all, to the first person who had a 

Leatherman and a backpack. The price for things was very different when you were that 

far in the woods with a broken pair of flip-flops, getting eaten alive by mosquitoes, and 

all you had was cash. No fresh socks, no chocolate? No factory-made cigarettes? 

I started with chocolate and traded up to a hand drum at the very first gathering. 

I experienced, gained, and saw some of the most magical, out-of-this-world happenings 

while at Rainbow. I was equally amazed and saddened to discover that, just like 

everything else, as above, so below. Equal and opposite, I saw some of the most heart-

wrenching, make-you-question-all-of-humanity, wtf, terrible stuff, as well. 

I had just gotten back from taking a naked canoe ride with my friend Wolf. No one in 

Rainbow used their real name. We all had street names. My street name was Criddle, like 

riddle with a C. I didn’t acquire that name from the streets, though. I got it from my little 

brother. He couldn’t pronounce Crystal when he was little, so he called me Criddle. Most 

of the people I know, know me by that name. 

There was a big rope swing that everyone was jumping off of at the swimming hole, 

having a great ol’ time. I was basking in the sunlight of a nice, warm, February 14th day 

in Ocala, Florida, completely naked. 

Out of the brush, the dirtiest, blackest, crusty boys came stomping out of the woods. 



In Florida, half of the Everglades had already been on fire. There was this thing out there 

called root fires. You’d just be sitting there at your campsite, and out of nowhere a fire 

would just pop up from underneath you. I could never quite figure out how the fire 

survived underneath the sand like that, but it was real. Root fires happen. 

Anyways, these two boys came stomping out of the woods—face black, hands black, 

clothes black, shoes black—just completely black! 

They came and stood all boastfully in the middle of this extremely clear creek as this 

black cloud just washed off of them, turning the whole creek black. The two boys stood 

there, laughing between themselves as everyone left the swimming hole. With every 

twist of fabric, an enormous black cloud filled the crystal-clear creek water. 

Proud and smitten with their accomplishment, they now had the swimming hole all to 

themselves. The black soot had washed off to reveal two squirrely and handsome, 

Missouri boys. 

I was immediately drawn to everything about him. 

Turns out, my homegirl didn’t even have to introduce us. 

We were destined to meet. 

We spent all night laughing and playing. He had just chopped out a trail through the 

burnt forest into the wonderful kitchen of Oz. I had finally found my crew of hooligans. 

“It’s okay, officer. I’ve got them,” (All Jedi mind trick-like) said the cutest little old man 

as he quickly opened his trunk. 

See, I learned about God from an original ’70s Freedom Fighter in Somewhereland, 

North Carolina. 

Ironically (lol, no such thing), come to think of it, I happened to have slept in a 

churchyard the night before. We didn’t make it off the beach back to civilization with 

enough daytime to find a safe spot to squat for the night. Not knowing anything about 

our surroundings, we slept on the church grounds. 

We had caught a ride with a four-wheel drive guy four or five miles out into Bumfuck, 

Nowhere without thinking about how we were getting back. We ended up sleeping in 

what sleeping in a giant potato chip bag in a torrential downpour would have sounded 

like. 

Our brilliant young adult selves got caught in an east Atlantic Ocean fury, of sorts. We 

set up our tents and covered them with the two tarps we had. We tied the ends together 



and buried the edges as deep as we could in the sand, weathering the storm inside a giant 

potato chip bag. 

When I say we, besides me, myself, and I, there were the two soot-covered gentleman 

with me. I was truly blessed to have had their company and wisdom with me as traveling 

companions. Almost like traveling with Huckleberry and Mark Twain, and Huckleberry 

was my boyfriend. 

 

 

“Spirit said!” The ’70s Freedom Fighter started to explain as we were safely driving 

away from the police. “Spirit said, ‘Get on the interstate!’” 

“Why, Spirit? I have this rose I’m supposed to go give to my girlfriend!” he asked. 

“Spirit says again, ‘Get on the interstate!’” 

“But Spirit, I have this rose!” he exclaims. “I’m supposed to go have lunch with my 

girlfriend!” 

“Get on the interstate!” The voice got louder.  

“Okay, okay!” 

The ’70s Freedom Fighter obeyed the commands of Spirit. As soon as he turned onto the 

on-ramp, he saw us and understood. 

Not even two minutes after he stopped for us, the police pulled up behind him. 

Who knows what would have happened had he not listened to Spirit. Huckleberry 

probably would have went to jail for the marijuana in his pocket, and I would have been 

alone on the side of some road in North Carolina. 

I’ve hitchhiked all over the country. I called it backpacking America, a more polite way 

of saying I was a hobo. I ate out of dumpsters and at various soup kitchens. I slept 

underneath random bridges, wooded highway medians, and strange abandoned 

warehouses. I’ve been to every state except for Alaska, Maine, and Hawaii—all but the 

outer tips, I guess. Sometimes it would take me months just to get through one state. 

Sometimes I could go across the whole country in less than a month. There was 

something about having absolutely nothing that was completely freeing. I’m still not sure 

if our stuff owns us, or if we own our stuff. I know one thing for sure: you can take the 

girl off the road, but you’ll never take the road out of the girl. 

 



Yummy 

“Yummy!” I whispered seductively as I wiped my mouth. We had been doing so much 

cocaine that Huckleberry’s semen had made my mouth go numb. We were somewhere in 

Albuquerque, staying with a guy that used to be a medic in the Army. He was a very 

well-functioning addict, considering he should have had a permanent IV port attached to 

him, for the crazy amount of cocaine he was injecting. He lived in a tiny fifth wheel 

trailer in an RV park. He went to work every day doing some kind of construction. From 

the outside, you’d probably never really know what was going on beneath it all. 

Huckleberry and I used to make talk about how we wanted to do heroin and fuck in a 

cardboard dumpster, but I never thought in a million years that I would really be sitting 

there with a needle in my arm. There I was, wasting cocaine trying to hit myself. Turns 

out that what they say about the first time was true. I found myself constantly chasing 

that first high, using more and more cocaine each time, thinking it would do the trick. I 

never reached my desired reward. Instead, I’d never been more paranoid in my entire 

life. I’ve been plenty paranoid at times, but nothing quite like that. I swore there were 

dogs on the roof and S.W.A.T. just waiting around every corner. I thought my heart was 

going to pound its way out of my chest. 

I remember waking up one morning by the man we were staying with. He thought he had 

hid some coke somewhere and was on a rampage trying to find it. Everything was torn 

apart and piled into the middle of the living room floor area, including the tea bags. 

What started as a curious adventure turned into full desperation. Within just a couple of 

short weeks, I was doing cold shots in the parking lot right after picking up. I was already 

pulling used needles out of the Russian roulette can when we didn’t have fresh ones. I 

don’t remember leaving, but somehow we escaped that adventure with our lives still 

intact.  



 

Saved Me 

 

Where the Two Ends Meet 

I could probably write an entire book from all the adventures I went on during my 

backpacking days, like the one time we hitchhiked into Vegas to visit my friends. We 

were camped at one of my all-time favorite spots, a spot where the quiet emptiness of the 

desert met the hustle and bustle of the city, right on the edge where the two collided. In 

one direction there was absolutely nothing but desert for as far as you could see, and in 

the other direction, nothing but city. You could actually see the entire Las Vegas strip 

from up there. Out of nowhere, this dark figure emerged from the desert side, bleeding 

from his ears, missing his shoes, and mumbling about how his friends had dropped him 

off there. Sounded like he needed new friends, no doubt. 

Or about how the first time I rode a freight train was with a serial killer. The amount of 

stories I have from the places I’ve seen and the people I’ve met within that time is 

endless. 

At some point, I broke up with Huckleberry and went back to La Junta, where my mom 

was. I started working on getting my G.E.D. I was in the 99th percentile for my literature 

scores and was offered a full-ride scholarship to attend Ottero Junior College, when a 

boy I’d met at the Michigan Rainbow gathering showed up at my doorstep. 

Hmm? I thought to myself. Should I go to college like I had planned? Or take off with the 

train-hopping hobo? 

Like a dumbass, I took off with the train-hopping hobo. 

We made it to Willow Creek, California, the emerald triangle of Humboldt County. 

Bigfoot country. 

I found a job at a local gas station, where we made hamburgers that were in the shape of 

a foot. Bigfoot foot burgers, they called them. I told my boss they were the most 

disgusting things I’d ever smelled before I quit my job and hitchhiked to Eugene, 

Oregon, where I discovered I was pregnant. 

Once that train-hopping hobo found out I was pregnant, he tried to leave me on the side 

of the road in Oregon. I made him promise me that he would at least get me back home 

to Colorado, where my mom was. 



I was pregnant on the last train I ever hopped. We caught a hot shot, or money train, one 

of those big ones that are stacked with the backs of semi trucks, out of Pendleton, 

Oregon. I could smell the train coming from miles away. I had morning sickness so bad 

that I lost almost twenty pounds in my first couple months of pregnancy. I was pregnant 

for my twenty-first birthday. 

Instead of letting all of my free drinks go to waste, I had my friend come along with me 

as my designated drinker. 

I had been on meth, cocaine, pills, and alcohol—almost any drug I could find besides 

heroin—from the time I was young until the very day I found out I was pregnant. 

After I found out I was pregnant, I decided to dedicate my life to being a mom. I swore to 

myself that I’d never do meth again, but I hadn’t addressed my alcoholism or my 

codependency to toxic relationships. I had no idea that I was even addicted to 

codependency. I went from one relationship straight into another. 

 

How Dare You 

I was crying in my son’s principal’s office, my head folded sloppily into my hands. I had 

brought him to school late again! All I wanted to do was die. The guy proclaiming that 

he loved me had just stolen my rent money the night before. I drank almost an entire half 

gallon of Jack Daniels trying to drown the pain I felt. I felt like I was never good enough 

for anyone. I felt like all I was good at was failing. I felt like everyone would be better 

off without me, and everyone I tried to love just used me and left. 

I left my son’s school and went straight to the hospital to get some help. Once I told the 

receptionist I was drunk and suicidal, they brought me to a drunk tank and put an officer 

at my door. 

I spent that whole day puking and crying, locked inside that room. When I sobered up, 

they brought me to Crossroads, a rehab center, for a five-day mandatory detox vacation. 

Then they sent Social Services to my house. All I wanted was help. Instead, I had just 

made everything a million times worse. Not only did my family now know I had a 

problem, but I’d also invited the system into my life. I felt like a complete failure. I 

couldn’t even get help right. 

They released me from detox without even trying to get me help for being suicidal. I was 

treated like I was just an alcoholic or a drug addict, that my suicidal feelings were a 

byproduct of addiction. 



I went back home, wearing my new armor of shame, not sure if I was ready to face my 

new reality. I was laying in my bed in the upstairs loft nest that I had built, checking my 

voicemails. 

An angry voice pierced my ears. “How fucking dare you , Crystal!” said the angry voice 

on the other end of the phone. “Don’t you know how loved you are? Everyone fucking 

loves you! How dare you!” Click, the message ended. 

It was the voice of Mark Twain, Huckleberry’s best friend—one of the soot-covered boys 

I traveled all over the country with. I never got the chance to talk to him about any of it. 

On February 20, 2009, he hung himself while I was still in detox. 

His angry voice has played on repeat in my heart for the rest of my life. “How dare you, 

Crystal! Don’t you know how loved you are? Everyone fucking loves you!” Over and 

over, again and again. 

I was on my way to Mark Twain’s funeral when the caseworker that was assigned to me 

from Social Services called. I explained the situation of what had happened when I got 

out of detox and assured her I no longer wanted to kill myself. It wasn’t that the feelings 

had went away, I just felt like I wasn’t allowed to feel that way. Even if I couldn’t help 

how I felt, I was definitely never reaching out for help or telling anyone ever again. 

I definitely wasn’t the greatest mom. I was still a child trying to raise a child of my own, 

but I did the best I could with what I knew, what I had, and what I understood. 

I enrolled in college to pursue a degree in machining, mostly so I could use my financial 

aid money to buy my apprenticeship to become a tattoo artist. My son spent a lot of time 

with my mom and her now-wife. I was either at school or work, or trying to sow some of 

the wild oats I had left in me. 

I would have been a much better mom had I had him later in life. If it wasn’t for my son, 

I probably would have continued to be a strung-out hobo with absolutely no intentions or 

interest in changing. 

 

Relate 

It might sound strange to someone who’s never lived that way of life, but there’s this 

weird sense of pride that comes with being a street kid. We wind up identifying ourselves 

as this road dog, proud of our hustle. It becomes who we are. It’s hard to explain, but just 

about guaranteed that anyone who’s lived that way can relate. 



Words are such funny creatures. They are just tiny bits of feeling that we are trying to 

transfer to someone else in hopes that they can understand, when, in reality, we will 

never understand, all we can do is relate. We relate how we feel by what someone else 

says, or vice versa. 

Take the word taco, for instance. My favorite taco is chicken on white corn tortillas, with 

cilantro and Mexican sour cream. Within a millisecond, that one simple word, taco, 

brings a hundred different memories mixed with the senses that accompany those 

memories. Memories of my mom cooking, the way they smelled fresh off the stove, how 

they tasted, my mom’s laughter, with the undertones of surrounding conversations. 

It doesn’t matter how vividly I describe my memories or the one simple word attached to 

them. No one but me will actually truly understand. Not even the greatest empath in the 

entire world can truly understand. All we can do is relate—relate how we feel by what 

someone else says. 

Have you ever witnessed two drunk people arguing heavily, about to beat each other up, 

all while they are both saying the exact same thing, just using different words? If you 

change the words, you change the frequency. 

Think of all the grief that has been caused this way. That’s how I feel about the word 

God. 

Humans have killed each other for centuries saying the exact same thing but using 

different words. How many people have died in the name of He Who Shall Not Be 

Named. 

I personally feel we are all living, breathing representations of God, experiencing every 

possible possibility through each of us individually. Have you ever tried to explain 

Jacuzzi bubbles to someone who’s never experienced a Jacuzzi? 

I’ll never understand what it’s like to be a tree, to stand in one spot for possibly hundreds 

of years, but that tree does. 

I’ll never understand what it’s like to be the bird weathering the storm inside that tree, 

but that bird will. 

We will never truly understand anything outside ourselves. We can only relate. 

It’s humbling and truly mind-blowing to think of how beautiful every individual’s 

experience really is, when you see God experiencing Itself in everything and everyone. 

If someone genuinely feels something, then it’s automatically valid, no matter if we 

agree with them or not. 



 

But He Said He Loved me 

I named my son Irie, the Santamarian or Rastafarian word for the encompassment of all 

spiritual blessings. 

After I had him, they told me I would die if I ever gave natural childbirth again. At 

twenty-two years old, with only one child, I got my tubes tied. 

I used to feel sad that I’d never get to experience having a child with someone I loved, 

you know, like they show you in the movies, where the father talks to the pregnant 

mother’s belly. But it was probably a good thing I didn’t end up pregnant from most of 

the men I dated. 

My family used to make jokes about how they had to keep the homeless, guitar-playing 

boy with the dog away from me. I gave any guy a chance that showed interest in me. 

Who cares if he doesn’t have a job, or a home, or teeth! He said he loved me. I would 

think to think to myself. I was a self-imprisoned victim of fairytale fantasies, a complete 

hopeless romantic without an actual clue how fucked up my boundaries were and how 

much I really didn’t love myself. 

I was under the erroneous impression that the more I sacrificed myself, the more they 

should love me. Not would love me, but should love me. 

How could they not love me after everything I sacrificed for them? I’d say to myself. 

That type of thinking was part of the stepping-stones to the seriously detrimental ways I 

was programmed to believe that was normal in how I treated myself. 

 



 
 

 

 

Besides being in one toxic relationship after another, I thought I did all right for myself 

from coming off the streets to being a mom. 

I graduated college with an associate’s degree in applied science for machining and 

opened my own tattoo shop before I was the age of thirty. 



You would have thought I was a military kid by the amount of states I lived in when I 

was a child, not to mention all the different houses in-between the different states. So I 

thought it was important for my son to have one solid spot. We traveled a bit when he 

was little, before he had to legally start school. 

When my son was two, I sold off all of my property and we took off to the Rainbow 

gathering in West Virginia. I was living in my car, traveling the countryside with my son, 

until he got sick one night in Eugene, Oregon. It was horrible! He was puking, and I 

didn’t have any clean blankets. I didn’t have a clean bed. I didn’t have a shower. I didn’t 

have anything. So I decided to stop being selfish. I knew I needed to get us a real place to 

live. 

I moved in with my friend Wolf and his family in Olympia, Washington. I acquired a job 

at the Toys “R” Us in town just long enough to make enough money to come back home. 

Home to me has always been where my mother was. 

Irie and I traveled everywhere together until the day he started kindergarten. We had just 

made it back from Sturgis the night before he started school. I was tattooing at the 

Broken Spoke Campgrounds with this tattoo shop I worked for. Taking a five-year-old to 

Sturgis with you while working was definitely a difficult experience. 

We had a couple of different houses with several different roommates throughout the 

years. It wasn’t until after the housing market crashed and my landlords weren’t paying 

the mortgage on the house I was living in that I finally settled down. 

We moved into a 1973 trailer by the time Irie started second grade. I hated it when I first 

moved there. The house I had been forced to leave had four bedrooms, with a full 

basement. It had a two-car garage with a mechanic’s pit. There was a beautiful spiral 

staircase that went to my loft bedroom. The kitchen was huge, with a walk-in pantry, 

countertop gas burners, and a double oven in the wall. 

I always had people over. Sometimes too many! 

I was kind of running a homeless shelter for punk rock kids. 

There was one summer I had twenty-three people staying there. There were people on 

my porch, under my pool table, and in my basement . . . even people living in my food 

pantry. 

We drank way, way too much. We would go through three thirty racks of P.B.R. and two 

whole half gallons of whiskey a night. 

I was one of those girlfriends that would hide a beer for my man for the morning then 

bitch about the fact he had a drinking problem. I was an enabler. 



I still wasn’t smoking meth, so I didn’t see what the problem was. I used that line a lot to 

justify my drinking. I became one of “those” people. 

I had lost my empathy for the fact people were just people. I snubbed my nose at anyone 

I knew who was on hard drugs. I didn’t want anything to do with them. I thought I had 

conquered my addiction without even acknowledging that alcohol was meth’s new 

replacement. 

 

What Did Your Mom Do? 

I never really knew how messed up my childhood really was, or how the events that 

happened led me to some of the shitty choices I made while growing up. I thought I was 

indestructible, that none of that had any effect on me. It wasn’t until my son got a little 

older that I saw just how wrong I was. Through raising him, I saw just how young I 

should have been when I was doing the things that I was doing, or having them done to 

me. 

I broke down crying after watching Black Snake Moan. I couldn’t believe how much I 

related to that movie. No one should ever relate to that movie. So I started seeing a 

counselor. 

My boyfriend at the time lived with me, along with his two-year-old daughter, when he 

had her. It wasn’t long before I started noticing things that were far too familiar in the 

way he acted with her. I started questioning him about things, and we got into big fights 

about it. When I brought it up to my counselor, he said maybe I was just triggered by the 

fact he had a daughter. When I mentioned that to my boyfriend, I could literally see the 

light bulb go off in his head. Little did I know, I was about to embark on the darkest, 

most painful experience I’ve ever encountered. 

I owned my own tattoo shop at that time, but lost it. I refused to go anywhere at all if he 

had her. I stayed awake all night, terrified. Too terrified to sleep. I couldn’t tell if I was 

just crazy or if there was something really going on. He used that phrase my therapist 

said all the time as a tool against me. My suspicions started after he made a comment 

about how he showered with her with his boxers on so no one could say he was doing 

anything. 

I later started finding cum in the same boxers that he wore when he would shower with 

her. When I asked him if he could leave the door open because I wasn’t comfortable with 

all that, he became enraged. My counselor told me that it was more important for him to 

shower with the door shut then it was for me to feel safe in my own home. 



Things progressively got worse and worse. At first, I thought he was just a really 

overprotective dad and I was just completely nuts for thinking such horrible things. The 

more I tried to ignore it, the more I couldn’t ignore it. 

He insisted on sleeping next to her whenever she was here. It didn’t matter how small the 

space was, he would lay out this elaborate bed with silk sheets and all. I became more 

and more terrified after she walked up to me and touched my private area, asking me if it 

hurt. We fought all the time about it. It was actually the only thing we fought about. 

He always insisted on having a blanket over them, even if it was a hundred degrees 

outside. I remember my mom telling me to keep my hands above the blanket when I was 

younger. 

One night while I was making dinner, I was watching them from the corner of my eye. I 

noticed every time she got up to go play, he would cover just his private part area with 

the blanket. She would get up, he would get irritated and put her right back on his lap. 

She would get up again, and he would get frustrated and put her right back on his lap. 

The last time she got up, he went into my bedroom really quick, then came right back 

out. 

I cocked checked him, and, sure enough, he had a full-on erection. I immediately went to 

the bathroom to puke. He started yelling and screaming at me, telling me I was crazy, 

who the fuck checks for that. He swore that he just had to pee. 

I don’t have a penis, so I wasn’t sure if that could be true or not. I started nonchalantly 

asking my male friends. All of them said no, the only time they ever had an erection 

while needing to pee was when they first woke up in the morning. 

I remember him screaming at me, telling me I wanted him to die, that I was going to get 

him killed in prison. I apologized to him for being so broken, but no matter how much I 

tried to make any sense of it, I always came to the same conclusion: something wasn’t 

right. 

It was right before my friend’s wedding that I found cum in his boxer shorts after he 

showered with her. Once again, we got into a huge fight. He told me there was nothing I 

could do because she wasn’t my daughter, and, once again, he used the phrase my 

therapist said as a weapon against me, that I was just triggered by the fact he had a 

daughter. 

Later that night, my friend had caught her son playing with a lighter. His response was, 

“Well, if you’ve caught him doing it once, then he’s probably done it before. Chances 

are, he’s getting too comfortable and it’s making him sloppy.” 



I couldn’t believe he just said that. People always have a way of telling on themselves if 

you listen closely to what they are saying, how they are saying it, or what they aren’t 

saying altogether. Projective speaking. 

It was Thanksgiving morning when I walked out to him watching porn with her on his 

lap. Still, he justified his actions by using my past history of abuse against me and 

blowing it off like it was no big deal because she was too young to even comprehend 

what he was watching. 

I genuinely loved him. I couldn’t believe the universe was putting me through this, on 

top of everything I had already went through. 

I couldn’t stop the feeling that something wasn’t right, though. No matter how many 

times I went over it in my head, A+B wasn’t equaling anything but C. 

I couldn’t ignore it, and I spoke out to his baby mama. I told her,  “Hey, I might be crazy. 

I might just be triggered by him having a daughter, but I think there is something fucked 

up going on here.” 

All hell broke loose. She took his daughter away for a while, and he moved out of my 

home. 

I felt like I had destroyed everything because of my past. Slowly, he started talking with 

me again. He would leave bags of dirt on my front porch for my garden. He would put 

popcorn in my mailbox because he knew it was my favorite. We started seeing each other 

again. We even talked about getting married. 

I tried to get over how I felt, but no matter what, it never went away. I tried convincing 

myself that I was just crazy. I would make myself leave the house while she was there. I 

left one time, and when I came back home, I stepped in cum. 

It was after I got back from the Utah Rainbow gathering that I backed him into a corner 

and told him I’d seen some things that I’d never seen. I had been watching a lot of 

interrogation shows at that time, and I decided I would try one of those techniques on 

him. 

He called me the next day and told me that there was something he needed to tell me, but 

it was going to change everything. I agreed to meet with him to talk. He tried to blame all 

of his actions on having a porn addiction. I really tried to believe him, but it didn’t make 

any sense. Why was it so important for his daughter to be there if it was just a porn 

addiction? 



I tossed and turned every night, thinking, What if you’re wrong, Crystal? What if you’re 

wrong? What if you’re wrong and he gets killed in prison, Crystal? It would be all your 

fault. 

Then I heard this other voice say, Well, what if you’re right, Crystal? What if you’re 

right? How are you going to live with yourself if you find out years later you were right 

this whole time? 

What are you going to do, Crystal? What are you going to do? What do you wish your 

mom would have done? What does your mom wish that her mom would have done? What 

are you going to do, Crystal? What are you going to do? 

I saw a couple of different therapists, some of them twice a week by then, with hopes that 

one of them could help me. It was me that had to make that phone call. Making that 

phone call was the hardest, most excruciating choice I have ever had to make. 

I called Social Services from my counselor’s office. I used to think I was a Billy Badass, 

back in the day. I would boast about how if I ever caught anyone doing anything like that 

I would just kill them on the spot. I had no idea it would be as difficult as it was to face 

that reality. The reality was that the man I loved was doing inappropriate things with his 

daughter. I tried everything I could not to see it, but it was always there, haunting every 

thought and consuming my entire existence. 

 

Fast Hands 

Fast hands, fast hands, 

what are you running from? The ultimate sin ? 

I’ve seen every act of sloppy tracks, laid out like the red brick path that you forgot to 

sweep. 

It’s more than dirty, it’s disgusting, 

the secrets you wish to keep. 

Burry it deep, pretend it’s not there, 

but the smell, it lingers. Its taste is far too familiar. 

Your signature left stains more permanent than you think. 

I cannot sleep! I cannot sleep! I cannot sleep! 

 



CPTSD 

After finding out that I had made that phone call to Social Services, he showed up at my 

door, apologizing for everything he had ever put me through. He even mentioned being 

thankful, because who knows how far it would have gone. 

That’s definitely not the story he told anyone else. I really don’t know what happened 

after that. I never got to speak to the police or any other official person. The only person I 

was in contact with was his baby mama. She told me that her daughter had started acting 

out, trying to touch her older stepsister and constantly rubbing herself on things. After 

that information, there was no doubt in my mind that he was doing terrible things. 

She took her daughter and left the state. Nothing ever happened to him, legally. It was 

now his word against mine. 

His family started threatening me, and I spent years terrified of anyone coming around 

the corner. I never had enemies before, and he was related to half the town. They all 

knew me, but for me they could have been anyone. 

I beat myself up for years thinking I should have done this, or I could have done that. If 

only I would have recorded his confession that night. I felt like nothing I did meant 

anything, while he paraded around town boasting about how I was just a crazy jealous 

ex-girlfriend. 

I spent years in counseling. I was completely traumatized. They diagnosed me with 

complex post-traumatic stress disorder (CPTSD) and obsessive-compulsive thought 

patterns. I made jokes about how my PTSD had an extra letter in it. Obsessive-

compulsive thoughts are like what people do with their actions, but mine was in my 

mind. I’d go over it and over it, all day and all night. I’d go over everything I had seen, 

all the things he said and all the things I could have done differently, over and over, again 

and again. 

It made me realize just how much easier it would have been, in some ways, to have kept 

my mouth shut and turn the other cheek. It also made me realize just how strong I had 

been not to. 

It also gave me a whole new perspective for my mom and my mom’s mom. I did what 

none of them were strong enough to do. I did what a lot of people aren’t strong enough to 

do, and now I understood why most of the time it goes on without anyone saying 

anything. It’s a horrible reality most people aren’t strong enough to face. 



I did a lot of research into pedophiles when I was trying to decide if I was dealing with 

one. Statistically speaking, one out of every four men in a room have either already done 

something inappropriate or would, if they thought they could get away with it. 

That statistic made me furious when I would sit in an auditorium for one of my son’s 

band performances at his school. I couldn’t be in places with large crowds without 

freaking out about it. 

We always think the boogeyman is going to be some stranger off the street, when in 

reality they are usually people that we are close to, people that we trust. It’s impossible to 

be deceived by someone you don’t trust. 

Turns out, there are different types of pedophiles. There are the ones that are only 

aroused by children, and then there are the opportunists. The opportunists usually justify 

their actions by believing they aren’t hurting their victims, that their victims actually 

enjoy it. Sadly enough, most of the time that would appear to be true because most of 

those victims are too young to know what’s going on in the first place. It might appear to 

have done no harm, but speaking from experience, it shattered a lot of my abilities to 

make appropriate decisions for the majority of my life. I learned a lot about the different 

types of grooming these predators perform. I also learned, through my research, that 

there is no cure. Only three percent of predators never do it again. That’s a horribly low 

number for something so highly present in our communities. 

I also learned that our older children make up a huge percentage of this statistical chart. I 

thought I was safe when I first got with him because he had bad things done to him as a 

child, as well. I figured there was no way he would do that, but, instead, he was doing the 

exact same things that had happened to him. Most of the time, the adults explain it away, 

“Oh, that’s just what cousins do.” Most of the time, we aren’t even worried about our 

kids playing hide-and-seek—they’re just being kids. We are usually cautious around 

adults, but during family functions we put our children in with the other kids, thinking 

they are safe. I know that wasn’t the case for me. 

Always listen to your children and pay close attention to how they act around different 

family members. One out of every four is too high of a number to not be paying 

attention. If you ever find yourself questioning someone’s actions, trust your intuition. If 

you feel like something is off and you can’t shake it, trust that there is definitely 

something off! Predators and politicians are the most convincing liars on the planet. 

 



Terror Fiend 

There’s the box of ashes, what’s left of my past, all the hurt and anguish, the tortuous 

remnants. Afraid to let go of all I’ve ever known, my fingers are bleeding and they’re 

worn to the bone. 

How could I let this happen? How could I let them win? Where are all my pieces that I 

need to try and mend? I think my twine is broken, my strings have come detached. Fuck! 

Fuck! Fuck! Am I ruined from my past? 

I never had my chance with innocence, I see through broken eyes. Been confronted with 

the light that was darkness in disguise. 

Darkness is all I’ve ever seen. But when I looked in my reflection, the demon I saw was 

me. 

How could I let this happen? How could I let them win? Where are all my pieces I need 

to try and mend? I think my twine is broken, my strings have come detached! 

Fuck! Fuck! Fuck! 

Am I ruined from my past? 

It’s easy to look for demons when that’s all you’ve ever known. My fingers are bleeding 

and they’re worn to the bone. 

I want to die, to be born, to live another life. Where my light has not been clouded. 

Where I can close my eyes. 

Because everyone I’ve ever loved has stolen a piece of my heart 

I got good at ripping it apart! 

Have you ever been so terrified you could not close your eyes? With every single breath, 

relieving torment from inside. 

You could oil all the doors! You can pay me like a whore! 

I’ll sit on daddy’s lap, there’s nothing wrong with that! 

I’ll take it all inside, my lips are sealed up tight. 

You’ll sleep good tonight, while I am terrified! 

 

CPTSD Continues 

It took years before I started even remotely being okay after all that. I had completely 

lost all sense of myself. I lost my tattoo shop. I quit the band I was singing for. I stopped 

talking to pretty much all humans. I was angry, so very angry! With everything, with 

everyone, with God, with friends. 

My startle reflex was so bad that my mom’s phone going off in her back pocket would 

send me into uncontrollable tears. It’s hard to be a badass when you cry over ringtones. I 

isolated myself completely. I couldn’t see happiness in anything. I felt like my soul was 



truly broken. The before me was a bright social butterfly that felt indestructible. The after 

me was a hollow shell of the once was, the once was me. 

I tried to get any one of my friends that were around that had witnessed how distressed I 

was, or anyone he confessed to about having a supposed porn addiction, to write a 

statement. All but one refused to have anything to do with it. 

All of my so-called friends that saw me cry day in and day out, that watched me go 

absolutely insane trying to figure out if I was crazy or not, had turned the other cheek. 

I was on my own. I did, however, get my therapists to write statements for my protection, 

just in case anyone that was threatening me came to my doorstep. These statements were 

that  I in no way acted out of vengeance or spite. I made that phone call believing with 

my whole heart that I was doing what was right. 

I stayed in my house terrified, for a daughter that wasn’t even mine. Nothing might have 

happened to him legally, but at least the baby mama took the baby out of state. I could 

finally sleep. 

It’s taken me almost ten years to be able to tell this part of my life without curling up into 

a ball and crying. 

 



  



 

I Never Thought 

 

Gemini 

You’re going to meet a Gemini, you should do anything in your power to keep him, were 

the words written for my monthly Libra horoscope. Do anything in my power to keep 

him? What peculiar wording for a horoscope, I thought to myself. And how did my 

horoscope know he was a Gemini? I was sure it had to be a sign from the universe. 

My friend had convinced me it was time to get out of my house. I had been isolated for 

long enough. She kept talking about making a profile on OK Cupid, a dating site that she 

was on. I gave in and gave it a shot. The only person I found of interest was a Gemini. 

We talked about sacred geometry and music for hours until we agreed to meet in person. 

The first time I met him, I made him come outside. I was nervous that I was being set up 

to get jumped. Once I felt comfortable he had nothing to do with my ex or his family, I 

went inside. 

He lived in the living room section that he had tarped off from the rest of the house as his 

bedroom. He was in the process of a nasty divorce with his ex-wife and had moved to 

Pueblo because he had no other place to go. I should have just backed away then, but I 

didn’t know about red flags. 

There were a trillion red flags with the Gemini that I was oblivious to: the constant 

yelling, screaming, and crying on the phone with his ex-wife; the fact that he had spent 

most of his life in prison; or the fact he’d be making cardboard clothes hangers at two 

o’clock in the morning. He was constantly rearranging his room. Every time I went to his 

house, his room was different. He even told me he was no good for me, but I didn’t 

listen. Nope! I couldn’t leave him alone. 

He made me feel safe. He would post up in front of me wherever we were to make sure 

no one could get to me. He made me feel like I was the most beautiful person he’d ever 

met. I knew he was up to something, and I started thinking it was drugs. 

I brought him to the only place that I knew for a fact there would be some. I just wanted 

him to be honest with me. I thought that if he saw I was there for him, he would open up 

to me. I took one hit off that pipe for the next five years. 



I hadn’t touched meth, nor had I been around it, after I found out I was pregnant. I 

thought, Just this one time. No big deal, I can handle it. Boy, was I wrong. I went from 

nothing to gangsta before I even knew it. 

It started off small. I would only smoke it with him when I’d go see him, but once he 

moved in with me I saw him every day. At first, I wouldn’t allow us to smoke in my 

house, so we turned my shed into a motorcycle garage, and would sit out there all day 

and all night working on his motorcycle and smoking meth. 

Then I started letting him smoke inside because he was never around once he moved in 

with me. The whole me being the most beautiful person he’d ever met disappeared. I 

found myself constantly doing more for him to try to win back his approval. I wondered 

what I had done wrong for him to just flip that switch like that. Before I knew it, I was 

playing the narcissist’s favorite game. I knew nothing about narcissists or their telltale 

actions then. 

All I knew was I wanted that feeling back, the one where I was the most beautiful woman 

in the world. 

He started acting shadier and shadier. I believe he did that in hopes that I would break up 

with him. It’s crazy how people do that. They don’t want to break up with you because 

they don’t want to be viewed as the bad guy. Instead, they start acting like an asshole in 

hopes that you’ll break up with them. But if you are acting like an asshole to someone 

just so they break up with you, you are still the bad guy! 

There was this girl that would come and bring him sandwiches, buy him new shoes, and 

give him money. He swore up-and-down that he had nothing to do with her. 

Of course, I didn’t believe him, but I would lay next to him, apologizing for thinking 

badly of him. 

That’s one of the things I’ll never do again. How many of us lay next to someone, lying 

to not only them, but to ourselves? I’ve learned that I’m so much angrier when I find out 

that I was right, when I was just lying to myself trying to pretend I believed them. It’s so 

much harder to deal with when your gut knows the truth but you ignore it just to keep the 

peace. 

I’ll never lie to myself or to someone else while laying next to them, kissing them, and 

apologizing, knowing damn well that I don’t believe them. This is just a small part of 

what I’ve learned along the way to loving myself. 

Everyone says you gotta love yourself, but no one tells you how, or what that truly 

means. It was the Valentine’s Day before he moved in with me that I was crying, laying 



in his bed wondering where he was. No one could find him. His phone was turned off. 

His ex-wife was convinced that he was with that girl he swore he had nothing to do with. 

I spent all that day crying, wondering what I had done wrong. I always experienced some 

messed-up stuff on Valentine’s Day. This was nothing new to me. 

He came crawling into my room at five in the morning three days later with this ring, and 

an elaborate story of how he dropped his bike and lost his phone, and how dare I 

question him. I should be thankful he was alive. 

It was a month later, on St. Patrick’s Day, when I found the Gemini’s personal Pornhub 

account. There were videos of that girl sucking his dick. When I confronted him about it, 

he got ugly and shoved me. I kicked him out of my house and should have been done. He 

moved his belonging somewhere, but he was staying in the parking lot of the O’Reilly’s 

right next to where I lived. Every time I drove by, there he was with that girl. 

He still swore he never had sex with her, said he only let her give him head so he could 

piss off his ex-wife. I told him to put that on the universe. He said that if he was lying, 

his motorcycle would never run again. He swore on the universe, and even put it on his 

dead brother’s name. His bike never ran again. 

Night after night, day after day, he’d be in that parking lot with that girl and his 

motorcycle. It was like putting salt in a fresh wound every time I left my house. 

Then I remembered that I had that girl’s phone number in my phone. If he wouldn’t tell 

me the truth, I figured I could definitely get it out of her. 

I started texting her all kinds of mean, fucked-up shit to see if she’d take the bait. Sure 

enough, she sent me videos of them in a hotel room from that Valentine’s Day. He did 

not drop his bike and almost die. He was fucking her on his bike in a motel room. 

I was pissed. I was so angry with him for putting lies on his dead brother’s name that I 

didn’t care what happened to me. I was going to confront him. 

I selfishly kissed my son on the top of his head and said I’d be back. I drove up to the 

O’Reilly’s where he was still sitting with his bike and some fresh chicken nuggets almost 

hitting him with my van as I drove up. I got out of the van, pushed his bike over, and 

started wailing on him. I’d never been that out of that control before in my life. It was 

like all the anger I’d suppressed throughout the years spilled out of my hands as I was 

screaming, yelling, and swinging. I didn’t care. I was in full-blown fuck its. 

He said, “Girl, you hit me one more time and I’m gonna fuck you up.” 

So what did I do? I hit him again.  



Boom! He hit me one time right in the nose. Blood starts pouring down my face and into 

my mouth. I start spitting blood at him, telling him that he hit like a bitch. 

It was right around then that the cop showed up. I get hauled off to jail. I’d never been to 

jail in my adult life before. It wasn’t until they stripped me naked and put me into the 

Velcro turtle suit that I began to cry. Fuck! What did I just do? And for what? We had 

only been together for a little over three months. Those three months felt like a lifetime. 

I’d met him in January and was in jail by April. I spent Easter Sunday eating fried 

bologna in a Velcro turtle suit. 

After I got out of jail, I felt completely lost. I had no idea how addicted to the chaos I’d 

become in just a couple of short months, or how black both my eyes were from just one 

punch. I started finding my own drugs, along with the people that did them. I moved my 

friend into my backyard. Then another person, and another person. Before I knew it, my 

house had turned into a trap house. I started finding needles tucked behind my water 

heater and under my couch. I went from not even having a door to my bedroom to a 

bedroom door that was always locked. 

I started running drugs for my plug. I’d drive almost a hundred miles in one night. I 

wasn’t just a drug addict, I had become a drug dealer. I started buying ounces to sell off 

grams, just to have my own supply. Once it was gone, I’d re-up and start the process 

again. Although there was a restraining order, I would run off to be with the Gemini 

anytime he called. There was one time I was making ramen noodles for him in the back 

of my big white van when we got cherried and berried. It was during the state fair, and 

there was an increase in police activity. Us sitting in a big white van in the parking lot 

was definitely suspicious. They pulled us out and asked us our names. The Gemini lied 

and tried to protect me, but of course they found out anyways once they pulled out this 

little tablet-looking device and ran his fingerprints on the spot. 

It wasn’t just the police we were dealing with. These guys were Feds. Their FBI hats 

matched their FBI shirts, matched their FBI everything. At first, they thought I was 

protecting him and pulled me aside to ask me questions. I told them the truth of the 

matter, that the restraining order was actually against me. By some miracle, the FBI 

agents decided to let us go. They told me to go home and make dinner for my son instead 

of sitting in a parking lot making ramen noodles for this guy. They didn’t want to see me 

out there again. 

They didn’t even search my van. I don’t why or how I got out of that one, but they let me 

go. Later, the court dismissed the case against me and dropped all charges. The Gemini 

didn’t show up. 



The Gemini later ended up in jail for domestic violence with the other girl, and I would 

randomly go and see him for visits. I showed up late one night and they wouldn’t let me 

in. I went out to my van and was writing him a letter, when I hear knock! knock! I opened 

my surprised eyes to see two officers at my window. 

“Ma’am, are you okay?” they asked.  

Thinking quickly, I responded, “Yes, I’m just safe here.”  

They both looked at each other, shrugged in agreement, and left. I had fallen asleep with 

my van running right in front of the cop shop. After they left, I stayed and slept in my 

van until it almost ran out of gas. I figured it would be suspicious if I just left. 

I used to fall asleep in my car or van all the time. One minute I’d be scrolling through my 

phone, the next minute it would be daylight and I’d still be in my car. I felt safe in my 

car. I could lock all my doors and no one could rob me while I was sleeping. All kinds of 

stuff was disappearing in my house. I had cameras on my cameras. 

 

 

 

March 13th 

I met a guy online that flew me out to Ohio to meet him. We ended up driving back to 

Colorado with a couch on the roof of his car. I knew it was a bad idea the moment I 

reluctantly agreed. 

I was super excited about meeting him. He was an old-school tattoo artist that used to 

teach at conventions. He was even featured in the Savage Tattoo magazine in 1996. He 

sent me a portrait of me that he drew as a Valentine’s Day present prior to me flying out 



to meet him. We were both hiding dark secrets. I was hiding my drug addiction, and he 

was hiding from his previous self. 

My plug was secretly living with me at that time. Everyone called my spot the Sanctuary. 

It was a place people felt safe. 

Day three of being back with my new boyfriend from Ohio, and we had already started 

fighting with each other. I had my friend come and pick me up, just to contemplate life 

and blow off steam. I never rode with him. He had a no-stop policy towards the police. I 

was ride-or-die for my son. It was too dangerous rolling with him, but that night I had 

him pick me up. We met out by the lake. I left my van and got in the car with him. We 

went out to the reservoir, shot his guns, and played with swords like grown little 

children. 

When he went to drop me off at my van, we were so deep in conversation about God, the 

universe, and life that we didn’t even notice another car in the parking lot until it pulled 

up behind us with its red and blue lights on. 

I quickly got out of the car and said, “Thanks for the ride back to my van. I know you 

gotta get to work.”  

As my friend slowly creeped away, the cop stuck around to ask me a couple of routine 

questions: license, insurance, and registration. Once everything cleared, I went back 

home. 

I didn’t know my friend had acquired feelings for me until he started making sideways 

comments about setting my new boyfriend on fire. I had just gotten out of the shower 

when I saw my friend lingering hesitantly at my front door. I couldn’t quite see him in 

detail because I’m blind as a bat without my contacts. I could feel that it was him. 

There were a million unspoken thoughts contained in the hesitance at my front door. 

Before I could even speak his name, he was gone. 

“Was that . . .?” I asked as I entered a candlelit room. My boyfriend was embarrassedly 

naked and sprawled out on a freshly made bed.  

Oh man! I giggled to myself as I replayed my friend walking into the same scene. My 

boyfriend and I played make-up that whole night.  

The next day came, with no word from my friend. I thought he was just embarrassed 

about walking in on my bare-ass naked boyfriend the night before and just wanted to 

give us some space. Nighttime came, and still nothing from my friend. I tried calling. No 

answer. The next morning, I got a call from a mutual friend. 



My homie fell asleep behind the wheel at a stoplight. When the police showed up to 

investigate, he took off. His “no-stop” policy. 

They later found him again, asleep behind the wheel, this time in a local shopping center, 

where he got into a shoot-out with the cops. No one could tell me if he was dead or alive. 

Because of the nature of the incident, the details were considered confidential. 

Moments after I got that phone call, my son burst into my room, bleeding and crying. 

He’d been bitten by a dog on his way to the bus stop. So my boyfriend and I drove him to 

the hospital to get him checked out. 

My son decided to go to my mom’s house afterwards. Our home didn’t feel safe to him 

anymore. 

I cried and cried and cried myself to sleep that day. When I woke up, my boyfriend and 

all of his belongings were gone. 

He had packed up and left in the middle of the day while I was sleeping, making sure to 

get a hold of my mom to tell her all of my business on his way out. 

My son disowned me, my friend got shot, and my boyfriend left without saying a word. 

Then my backyard roommate asked me to go drive him someplace to pick up. I agreed, 

only to see if he was going to even attempt to throw some cash my way. Just as I 

suspected, nope! I drove furiously and recklessly back home, running red lights, ranting 

and raving in one of those deep, poor me, fuck everything attitudes. 

I pulled into my driveway and my backyard neighbor got out of my van. I didn’t want to 

be at home. I didn’t want to be anywhere. I drove around aimlessly until I finally parked 

at a gas station. 

Still foaming at the mouth, I saw this old man and his wife parked next to me with their 

hood up. 

I looked over and scowled. “Fuck you, universe! I’m not fucking helping them!” 

I went on and on in my head about how every time I helped someone I just got used and 

abused. I swore I was going to shave my head and wear bug spray as perfume so no one 

would fall in love with my picture ever again. I was done being nice. I ranted and raved 

to myself, with my unlit cigarette hanging out of my mouth. I couldn’t even find a 

lighter, fueling more fury into my fuck you, universe fire. 

I sat in my van, scowling at this broke-down Bronco. One person after another tried to 

help them, to no avail. 



“I know what you want, universe, and I’m not doing it! I’m done! I don’t care!” I cursed 

up to the sky. 

I closed my eyes so I didn’t have to look at them, and when I opened my eyes they were 

gone. 

Nope! Now this little old man was trying to push his Bronco out of the middle of an 

intersection.  

“Argggh, fuck!” I shouted as I got out of my van to help. 

His Bronco was a standard, and he was trying to push it fast enough to pop the clutch. 

You sneaky, mofo! I thought to myself as I side-eyed the sky. 

“Hold on!” I said angrily as I got into my van and positioned myself behind his Bronco. 

I started to push his Bronco with my van. I got him going a little bit, then stopped to see 

if it was fast enough to pop his clutch. The first time it didn’t work. We pushed his 

Bronco back to the starting line, and we tried again. The second time didn’t work, so we 

pushed his Bronco back to the starting line again. The third time, again, still nothing. I 

noticed I was denting the front of my van. I wasn’t smart enough to put a tire or 

something in between the two vehicles at that time. 

I told the man, “No more. It’s not working!”  

With his broken English, he pleaded, “Please, ma’am. Just one more try?” 

I agreed. Following the same steps as before, pushing his Bronco, denting my van, I 

stopped and listened. His engine started and he drove away, with his hand waving out his 

window. 

I took a deep breath, and as I exhaled, I realized I wasn’t even angry anymore. Once I 

realized I wasn’t angry anymore, I was filled with this uncontrollable laughter. Shaking 

my head and laughing, I could only imagine what kind of lunatic I must have looked like 

from the outside. 

I’ve always been the kind of person who wanted to help everyone. Even as a little girl, 

my mom would tell me stories of how I would wait outside of bathroom stalls just to 

make sure the elderly lady didn’t forget her cane. That night confirmed it for me: I was 

here to help others. 

Sometimes it’s a good thing to not know everything. My homie was driving a stolen car. 

The police didn’t kill him that night, they severed his spinal cord, making him a 



quadriplegic. I’m pretty sure he was shooting for the suicide-by-police scenario. He died 

on August 24, 2022. His funeral is today. Rest in peace, homie. 

 

 

 

Dumpster Doughnuts 

I swear I wasn’t going to do meth anymore. At the time, I genuinely meant it. What I 

didn’t know was that it was impossible to change my life while living in the same 

environment, surrounded by the same people. I hadn’t changed anything, inside or 

outside of myself, so nothing changed. 

I ended up in a relationship with a guy who was supposed to be a one-night stand. A one-

night stand that refused to leave. It was like the universe kept giving me the same 

homework assignments in boundary setting, with harder and harder tests. 

I might have known this guy for over a decade, but I had no clue who he was. He 

immediately moved himself into my house. He kept me locked inside my room. He 

didn’t care if I wanted to have sex with him or not. He didn’t care much about anything 

other than doing my drugs, having a place to stay, and keeping my mouth shut. He was 

definitely a hobosexual. 

A hobosexual is a person who gets into a relationship so they have a place to live. Turns 

out, most of my relationships were with hobosexuals. 



When he asked to put a tracer on my phone, I didn’t really think anything about it. I 

figured I had nothing to hide, and I understood what it was like to feel insecure. I agreed, 

just to give him peace of mind while I was out running the streets. 

One morning, I decided to see where this tracker said I was going. I had learned a lot 

from the Gemini about the information Google stores and how to find it. When I looked 

to see where I was going, it had traced me going to a super-shady motel room at four 

o’clock in the morning when I knew for a fact that I was sleeping. 

When I confronted him about it, his true colors really shined. 

He stole my car keys and my purse, causing a huge scene at the 7-Eleven we were at. I 

had to play nice to get him to give me my car keys back before the police showed up, but 

I stuck to my guns about not lying to myself while laying next to someone. I dug deeper 

into finding the truth. I had a computer set up in my room with constant surveillance on 

my safe, so I figured I could just check the video footage. 

When I turned on my computer, the first thing I noticed was that I had to re-establish all 

of my permissions throughout my whole system. When I looked at the surveillance 

camera coding, everything was exactly the same, except for the day in question. The day 

in question had all of these odd entries in the code. 

Insert public access version. Then insert audio here, and delete audio on play.  

I dug deeper and deeper into this supposed recorded surveillance footage. Besides getting 

home safe that first night, I didn’t pretend one bit that I believed him, no matter how 

angry he would get. No matter how many times he tried to smash my computer or break 

my belongings. I stood my ground. 

I told him I was going to investigate this, with or without him. “You can either be on my 

side, or get out of my way,” I told him. 

It only made sense that if he had nothing to do with it he would be trying to help me 

instead of stopping me. 

He was actually one of the smartest people I’d ever met. He knew all kinds of things 

about all kinds of things, but he was definitely not expecting for me to be just as smart. 

Just so you know, if you are dealing with someone running an app called Lucky Patcher 

on their phone, they are definitely up to no good. Both the Gemini and him used that app 

and understood a whole lot about coding. It’s scary what people can do with a little bit of 

personal information and a better-than-basic understanding of computer coding. 



I found more proof one night before dinner at my mom’s house. Spreadsheets are 

programs. I found a spreadsheet buried in the trash of my phone with content related to 

video audio input. 

This caused a huge scene at my mom’s house, where he stole my purse again and took 

my car, then came back and blamed my behavior on drugs. My son was outside 

screaming at me, telling me to stop acting like that, that I was just a stupid psycho 

tweaker. 

A couple of days before that, I was sitting in the car with my son, talking to him about 

how this guy was acting towards me, and not wanting to leave the house. 

“Why don’t you just call the cops, Mom?” my son asked.  

“I can’t just call the cops. I know you don’t understand, but I can’t just call the cops,” I 

replied. 

My son refused to come home until he was gone. Even though my “boyfriend” knew 

this, he still refused to leave. 

After that night at my mom’s house, I told him he wasn’t allowed back at my house. I 

went home and locked all of my doors. I took my car keys off my keychain and put the 

keychain back in my purse, to make it look like it was still there. I took all the other 

important things out of my purse, like my ID and my cash. 

I barricaded my bedroom door and went to sleep. Sure enough, he was in my room when 

I woke up. I don’t know how he got in there, but there he was. Instantly, we started 

fighting once I asked him what he was doing there. He started throwing stuff and 

punching my walls, and broke my mirror. My brother, who lived in another room close 

to mine in the house, heard the commotion and told him he was calling the cops. 

My supposed boyfriend went after my purse, just like I thought he would. He called me a 

stupid, fat bitch as he went to leave my house. Once he realized I had taken the car key 

off my keychain, he came back into my room, threw my purse at me, and took off 

running with his bag of dumpster-dived donuts he had found on his way to my house 

earlier that morning. My brother says he will never forget my boyfriend being tased by 

the police in my driveway with a bag of dumpster donuts. 

I was safe for the moment, but I knew as soon as they let Dumpster Donuts out of jail 

that he’d be right back to terrorize me. 

The Gemini had only been out of jail for a little over two weeks when I bought him a bus 

ticket to come back to Pueblo. If there was anyone I knew that could keep me safe from 



Dumpster Donuts, it was the Gemini. The Gemini just had this aura about him that 

screamed I wouldn’t if I was you. 

Just like I thought, as soon as they released Dumpster Donuts from jail, he was right back 

at my house. My camera caught him creeping around my bushes at two o’clock in the 

morning. The next day, he blocked my car with another car in my driveway, demanding I 

talk to him. I rolled up my windows and pretended to call the police. 

I picked up the Gemini from the bus station the next morning. I knew it was a gamble, 

bringing the Gemini back, but I also knew Dumpster Donuts wouldn’t get anywhere near 

me with him around. When Dumpster Donuts tried to show up again, the Gemini 

removed him from my property with a shotgun that my friend had let me borrow. My 

plan had worked. Dumpster Donuts left me alone after that. 

I later uncovered what he was trying so desperately to hide: Dumpster Doughnuts was 

feeding me Klonopin in mint milkshakes so I would pass out. My backyard roommate 

took my car to go pick up heroin or meth while my boyfriend was banging my roomate’s 

girlfriend in the same room I was sleeping in. 

 

S.Y.L. 

At first, it was absolute bliss, like it was before. I was back to feeling beautiful. 

Why can’t I smile like that for myself, though? I wondered. 

He used to write S.Y.L.C.L., short for Say You Love Crystal Lavender, on everything. 

S.Y.L.C.L. was on every letter he wrote me, on his motorcycle, on his mirror. It was our 

little insider secret phrase. 

We had been experiencing intimacy issues. With the help of acid and talking, we boiled 

it down to the fact he really loved me. He had a hard time getting it up for girls he 

actually loved. He had no problem with shady back-alley sex with girls he didn’t care 

about. Both of us were tattoo artists, so one night we agreed to tattoo S.Y.L. on the inside 

of our mouths, agreeing to finish the initials after our intimacy issues were taken care of. 

The rest of the initials didn’t happen. Later I understood it was never supposed to 

happen. Love is unconditional. The who, the what, the where are all just conditions of 

something that just is. Unconditional. Love. 

That tattoo is a constant reminder that anything that passes my lips should be of love. 

S.Y.L. Say You Love became my way of life. 



I had recently come across the terms starseed, light workers, and twin flames. The term 

starseed piqued my interest, and I started doing research. A starseed was said to be a 

higher dimensional being who volunteered to reincarnate into a human body in order to 

help raise the vibration of the planet. As soon as I started doing research about what a 

starseed was, it was like the veil of darkness had lifted. All of the pieces to the puzzle 

started to make sense. I wasn’t a victim of anything. I’m a volunteer on an angelic 

mission to help raise the vibration of the collective consciousness. It hit me like a ton of 

bricks. I was receiving downloads from a whole other world. All the bits and pieces 

started making complete sense. I would get flashes of how it all tied together. Everything 

had led me to this new understanding. I named my tattoo shop Sin Eaters before I ever 

ran across the starseed mission. 

During the black plague, wealthy people would pay a degenerate in town, usually in beer 

and bread, to come and eat the sins of a deceased person so they could get into heaven. A 

starseed is pretty much a sin eater for the entire collective consciousness. Earth angels. 

The more research I did, the more I understood why I had experienced the things I had 

and always chose love. Spreading unconditional love to the ley lines of the planet was 

the whole reason I was here. I now had purpose for my pain. 

It triggered a complete awakening in me. It somehow all made sense why I felt like I 

didn’t belong in anything or with anyone. I felt like an outcast of the outcasts. I was 

never meant to fit in. I was here to stand out. I wholeheartedly took on the role of being a 

starseed, or light worker. Even if it isn’t true, it feels way better to believe I am a 

volunteer on a holy mission from the Most High than it does to just be a victim of 

horrible circumstances and terrible decisions. 

From that day forward, when anyone asked me what I did for work, I told them I was an 

earth angel, starseed, ground soldier of the Most High. 

I figured the Gemini had ulterior motives, but so did I, really, so I wasn’t too surprised 

when he started fighting with me to go be with that girl. Apparently, he had been waiting 

for her to get out of rehab. I decided, screw it, invite her over. We’ll all just get freaky 

with each other. After she came over, it was apparent that she was his girl and I was just 

the homie. He left that night to go be homeless with that girl. 

I was laying there miserable, worrying about the Gemini and that girl being on the street. 

When I came to the realization that I was hating on a person that someone I love loved! 

How was that within the realm of unconditional love? It wasn’t! If I was here to love 

unconditionally, me hating her because the Gemini loved her was wrong, so I moved 

them both into my house. Everyone thought I was completely insane, but I knew I was 

doing the right thing. 



 

AZRAEL 

I heard somewhere that if you blew meth smoke into a black background and took 

pictures, you’d be able to see demons in them. Sitting bored in my room one night, the 

Gemini and I decided to try it. The faces I saw in the smoke weren’t demons. They were 

people. 

One of the images looked just like my backyard neighbor, and another one looked just 

like the face of the Gemini. I was convinced they were the faces of the souls the drug had 

captured. It completely freaked me out. 

The Gemini kept asking me, “What is your demon’s name, Crystal? What is your 

demon’s name?” 

The only name that came out of my mouth was Azrael. 

When I went to do research to find out who Azrael was, I found that there was no demon 

named Azrael. Azrael wasn’t a demon at all. Azrael was actually an archangel more 

commonly known as the angel of death. 

In my research, I discovered that Archangel Azrael was actually the helper of God, or He 

Whom God Helps, the only one of the archangels actually required to have unconditional 

love. He was responsible for transmuting our souls to pure love before returning us to 

God. 

Not only does Archangel Azrael assist the souls of the recently deceased, Azrael also 

assists the souls of the living that are attached to the souls of the recently deceased. 

Upon each person’s life review, Archangel Azrael has witnessed every single one of our 

regrets. Every single I should have done this, or I wish I would have done that, or I wish I 

could do that again. Everything that has ever weighed heavy on our souls Archangel 

Azrael has to transmute into the weightlessness of pure love before presenting us to the 

Most High. 

To thine own self be true is actual service to God. I don’t mean in a selfish, self-centered 

way, but in the way it will weigh on your heart, mind, and soul. 

That’s how writing this book felt to me, that if I didn’t, I would regret it on my deathbed. 

No one cares about how dirty their floor is or what kind of car they drove on their 

deathbed. They care about the chances they didn’t take, the trips they talked themselves 

out of, the apologies they never gave, and the people they never forgave. 



I spent a lot of time in the graveyard close by my house collecting owl feathers, 

contemplating this newfound revelation while hanging fallen wreaths. 

The graveyard was the only place where I felt like the people actually knew anything. All 

I know is, the more I know, the more I understand that I know nothing. Sometimes I feel 

like we sit in the womb of our next mother creating our next life, like the womb is our 

life review before being born again. 

 

 

I sit with the dead to clear my head. It’s amazing the company silence keeps. 

 

Healer of Healers 

The last time I spoke to my father, I was trying to set him up. 

I had so many unanswered questions regarding my childhood that I wanted answers to 

that I devised a To Catch a Predator-type plan. I wanted to see how he would respond, if 

he would take the bait. It ended with him stating that he left so he could never do 

anything like that to me. I wasn’t sure if that answered my questions or produced new 

ones, but my father passed away December 5, 2018 with that as our last conversation. 

I was trying to keep my shit together the best I could. With my new living arrangements 

and the news of my father passing away, I knew that one wrong word from me would set 

off events towards catastrophic endings. 

I was driving the Gemini and his girl to go pick up her things when I stopped downtown 

at our local metaphysical shop. I went in alone, saying that I needed to pick up some new 

crystals and sage for meditations. As soon as I stepped foot in the front door, I began 

crying my heart out. I was crying so hard I couldn’t speak. That poor lady that owned the 

shop had no idea what to do with me. I felt like I was coming completely apart from the 

inside out. I could no longer contain it or hold it in. I fell to pieces right there in the 

middle of her store. 

Her little dog came right up to me and started frantically licking the tears off my face. 

The owner let me sit on the floor, out of the way, with her little dog on my lap. As I was 

sitting there, a couple came in and asked her what type of stones she usually put on her 

dog. I overheard her explaining, “I usually put Apache tears on her, but today she was 

wearing a healer of healer stone.” 



I sat there, quietly smiling to myself as I regained my composure. I noted it as another 

clear, concrete confirmation from the universe that I was definitely here for a purpose 

bigger than I knew. 

I bought every stone that I could find that had to do with healing, love, or ancestral 

timelines. I bought any stones I could find that were in the shape of hearts with lines on 

them. I spent almost all of my rent money on stones that day at the metaphysical shop. 

 

Star Friend 

I had pretty much convinced myself that the Gemini was my twin flame. It appeared that 

all the characteristics fit the checklist besides us not looking alike. The Gemini had 

brown eyes and mine were blue. 

“Maybe you’re not my twin flame. Maybe you’re just a catalyst for me to know that I am 

a twin flame. Either way, I’m on fire!” 

As soon as I sent that message, my phone went off, almost like I had sent the message to 

myself (I am one of those strange people with a messenger inbox that contains messages 

to myself from myself). 

It was my friend Juju telling me about this gypsy guitar-playing Tarot card reader that 

made her think of me every time she saw him.  

“Sound sexy!” I replied before going back to the heated argument I was having with the 

Gemini via text message. 

At first, I thought my friend was talking about one of her coworkers or some guy that she 

had met. Then I found out she was talking about a Tarot reader on YouTube, one I had 

already been watching. 

Interesting, I thought to myself. My friend had no idea that I was even watching Tarot on 

YouTube. She had no idea about any of the stuff that was going on in my life. I hadn’t 

seen her or even talked to her much since I had gotten out of jail. There was no way she 

sent me that message by pure coincidence. 

This Tarot card reader now had my full attention. At first, I would just be in his live chat, 

looking for clarity on my Gemini situation, offering support, and sharing his videos. 

He used to say, “Okay, universe, give me three shuffles.” I would chime in on his live 

feed on that last shuffle. I was completely stoked to have found a group of like-minded 

spiritual people that I could be a part of, all from the safety of my very own room. He 



was talking about how an ex was stalking you via social media like Facebook or 

Instagram.  

I jumped in and typed, “Or Pornhub!” In my case, Pornhub was the only social media my 

ex and I were even friends on. 

Damn! I was blocked by the crazy girl he was dating at that time. I’d seen her blocking 

all kinds of people before me but was completely heartbroken when it happened to me. 

Instead of facing it maturely and asking questions. I instantly lashed out. 

I had paid for a private reading and was waiting on receiving it. Instead, I sent a very 

thought-out email of truths meant to hurt. It’s one thing if the truth hurts someone. It’s a 

whole other thing when it’s truth with the intention of hurting someone. The email I sent 

was definitely with the intention of hurting, definitely not within the realm of the S. Y. L. 

unconditional love I was striving for. 

As they say, hurt people hurt people. 

The response I got back was definitely on that same train of hurt people hurt people. 

At first, I blasted him on social media, calling him a poser and all kinds of other nasty 

things. Then I realized I was doing the complete opposite of what I was here to do. If I 

was here to spread unconditional love to the ley lines of the planet, I was definitely doing 

it all wrong. 

So instead, I started inviting people to like his page and supporting his mission. I 

continued to type things in his live feed. At first it was dumb stuff like, “Hey daddy, are 

you ever going to unground me? I swear I’ll behave!” 

It didn’t matter that no one else could see me. I was still participating in the live chat, just 

typing to myself. 

After he broke up with the crazy girl he was seeing, he started doing live Tarot readings 

on Facebook. He made me a moderator on that site, and we talked a little bit back-and-

forth via Messenger. I got unblocked on YouTube, but that didn’t last long. I got blocked 

again by one of his moderators. I messaged him, trying to maintain my composure, then 

he responded with a message that I later discovered was verbatim to something someone 

else had written about him on this blog that was pretty ugly. Of course, just like before, 

hurt people hurt people. 

I couldn’t shake the feeling that there was some kind of crazy spiritual connection 

attached to this whole experience. When he lived in Idaho, I randomly Googled it to see 

how far away it was. Eleven hours and one minute. Why the one minute, universe? I 

thought to myself. At one point, everyone’s name in the live chat was Crystal. He did a 



personal reading once, and he was explaining how there will be signs, make sure you pay 

attention, and listen to the signs. He went to read for the next person, and her name was 

Crystal. It wasn’t me! 

He was a street kid, I was a street kid. His mom was a lesbian, my mom is a lesbian. He 

would say things just after I would type them. It was driving me absolutely insane. I 

became overly fascinated and embarrassedly obsessed in trying to make any sense of it. 

In the meantime, I acquired some of the best manifestation/Law of Attraction tips I had 

ever heard. 

I learned that the universe only responds with, That is correct. Here is some more of 

whatever it is that you are thinking. For example, if you were constantly thinking, I can’t 

spend this money. I have to save this money. I need to save this money. The universe is 

going to say, That is correct. Here is some more of I cannot spend this money, I have to 

save this money. 

If you are constantly thinking, All of my friends just use me. No one really loves me. My 

life is useless. The universe responds with, That is correct. Here is some more of . . . If 

you don’t like the more of whatever it is that you are thinking, then change the words 

you use when you are thinking to yourself. Changing the words changes the vibration. 

I learned things while listening to him that completely changed the way I thought. I was 

so obsessed with this connection and putting together the pieces and clues that I even 

started making a little movie out of all of my findings. I didn’t know if he could actually 

see my messages or comments when I typed them, considering I was blocked. 

I would type about how my favorite Tarot card was the Wheel of Fortune, then he would 

post a video talking about getting the Wheel of Fortune tattooed on him. Then one day 

his now-wife repeated something verbatim that I had written. I knew then that I wasn’t 

completely losing my mind. 

It wasn’t this I just have to be with him type of fan girl feeling. It was more of a what the 

hell is going on here, universe? burning question that I was completely engulfed in. 

I’m still not sure why it was the way it was, but I’ve made peace with the fact that I’ll 

probably never know. 

On top of being thankful for everything I learned, him being my imaginary friend was 

obviously something I really needed at that time. It kept me focused on spiritual pursuits 

and invited a childlike curiosity I had never felt in my adult life. 

I wrote every day as a ghost for almost three whole years. 



It wasn’t until I came up with a completely outlandish scenario and made a total ass of 

myself that I came to the realization that I was jeopardizing my sense of self-worth and 

integrity. I quit. 

God’s not going to give you someone else’s man, my conscience kept telling me, but I 

kept justifying my actions because it wasn’t about trying to be with him. It was about this 

whole other spiritual mission I swore he had something to do with. 

I probably seemed like the weirdest, craziest stalker this guy had ever seen. 

That experience was essential to who I am today. There’s really no other way to 

apologize for anything that my actions may have caused on his side. 

We’ve never even actually spoken. There was just this strange behind-the-scenes 

connection that I still can’t fully articulate the right formation of words to explain. 

“Thank you” is probably the best apology. 

As hard as it is for me to admit or talk about, it is true. That happened.  



 

Recovery 

 

Cleaning House 

My uphill climb to recovery started pretty much from the moment I learned about being a 

starseed. I knew I had a mission to help others learn to help themselves. 

My addiction had convinced me that it was okay I was still smoking meth. What good is 

a light in an already lit room? The darkness is where I was needed the most. 

My addiction told me that I could still smoke meth and be a spiritual teacher. I remember 

having arguments with my addiction on a regular basis. I knew that it wasn’t something I 

could ever be proud of, but still I continued anyways. 

My first step towards recovery was evicting my backyard roommate. 

That was a hard first step for me. My backyard roommate was one of my best friends and 

all-time favorite people. 

I had asked him to leave multiple times. I even told him he could have the camper, as 

long as he left. 

A whole year went by and he was still there. He and his girlfriend were always fighting. 

The cops were always getting called to my house because of the fights they would get 

into at wee hours of the morning. 

I had to legally evict him from my backyard. 

It sucked, but it was the first major step I had to take in order to gain control of my 

environment. 

Addiction comes in many forms, not just drugs, alcohol, sex, and gambling. 

Codependency is a form of addiction, as well as gossip, negativity, shopping, and food. 

Addiction is everywhere. No matter what area the addiction is focused on, they all have 

the same common denominator. Addiction is lying to you. It makes you believe you need 

it. The opposite is the real truth. Pretty much everything addiction tells you is opposite. 

Addiction needs you to survive, not the other way around. 

After I evicted my backyard roommate, saying the word no became a whole new way of 

life for me. 



When I first started learning how to say no, I felt like I was a toddler. Everything was 

“No!” 

My friends would ask me, “Hey Crystal, do you want to . . .?” My answer of “No!” 

would jump from my lips before they could even finish asking their question. 

I had no idea how empowering and important that one simple word was. I didn’t even 

realize how incapable of saying no I was until I started exercising my right to use it. 

I had been so accustomed to saying yes to things and people and situations that I really 

didn’t want to say yes to, in fear that I would make someone else sad or they wouldn’t 

want to be my friend or my boyfriend if I said no. 

When I first started using that almighty, powerful word, it was almost like raising a hand 

to a dog that’s been beaten. 

After I learned to stand my ground without flinching, my nos became more of a solid 

statement and less of a question. 

When my quadriplegic homie showed up on my doorstep at buttcrack-thirty in the 

morning, homeless, I felt like a complete jerk for telling him no, that he couldn’t live 

with me, but I had to. It was like God or the universe was testing my conviction to 

change. If you want something different then you’ve got to do something different. 

Saying no was definitely something different for me. 

I hadn’t completely quit doing drugs yet because my addiction was still lying to me, but I 

had definitely been dipping my thoughts into that side of the pool. 

I was miserable having cameras on my cameras, my door always being locked, and 

people just showing up whenever, taking whatever they thought they needed more than 

me. 

It was miserable not having enough food to eat, constantly facing shut-off notices, 

driving while looking over my shoulder, not knowing if that would be the day I’d get 

pulled over. I was sick of it, and everything that came with it. 

I was heartbroken by the disappointment in my son’s eyes and my mom asking a million 

worried-mom questions. 

When I imagined my inner child running up to me, all big-eyed and full of wonderment, 

asking what we became when we grew up, that was definitely not the story I wanted to 

give. 

 



Did You See What God Just Did 

It’s crazy how fast your friends show up to share with you when you tell them you are 

done quitting. 

Poof! There they were, with drugs in hand, giddy and ready to welcome you back. 

I had already tried to quit a couple of times, with no success. When COVID-19 hit 

mainstream news, a part of me was terrified about what was happening in the world. 

Being in empty stores with empty shelves accompanied by the piercing eerie silence on 

the streets is a feeling I’ll never forget. 

Alongside the sense of impending doom was this strange feeling of relief. 

It was as though God had stepped in and said, “No!” 

I was relieved that no one could come near me. I was relieved there was a 10 p.m. 

curfew. I was relieved that the price of meth had skyrocketed. I saw it as my chance to 

escape. 

I thought I could use the isolation as a golden opportunity to free myself from the 

remaining hooks my addiction. 

I no longer needed an excuse to say no. God had provided it for me. 

Still, my addiction would sneak in and convince me that it was okay to sneak out of my 

bubble of isolation to go hit a bubble of meth. That I was in control now. It was on my 

terms. I could go when, and if, I wanted to. 

I remember feeling pretty inflated with my newfound sense of supposed control. I patted 

myself on the back for this new arrangement I’d made with my addiction. 

 

Recovered On Purpose 

I had been sitting in my isolation bubble, posting some intense spiritual ramblings on 

Facebook for days. I can’t remember if I was just high or if I was high. Whatever I was 

on, it was attracting spiritual people to reach out to me in my Messenger inbox. 

Most of the messages were the typical, “Hey, beautiful.” type of messages I’m sure most 

women get. There was definitely an influx of randoms reaching out to me, though. 

At 10:49 a.m. on May 26, 2020, I got a message that changed my life forever. It read: 



I was in a dilemma with someone last night. What is an “open relationship”? 

“Unconditional love!” was my response. 

I have almost five thousand friends on my Facebook, mostly from networking and 

marketing while I was in a band or working as a tattoo artist. I had no idea who this 

Adam guy was. I went to his profile to see who I was talking to that randomly ended up 

in my inbox asking me about open relationships. 

Adam Vibe Gunton, founder and creator of Recovered On Purpose. 

Wait, what? I thought to myself. Recovered On Purpose? I read those words again and 

again. Recovered On Purpose. Recovered On Purpose! I felt this wave of excitement hit 

me out of left field. I literally jumped out of my seat and squealed, “Recovered On 

Purpose? I want to say that!” 

I didn’t just want to say it. I wanted to be it. I wanted to mean it. I wanted to be recovered 

on purpose. 

From May until around my mom’s birthday in September, I fought with the inflated 

sense of confidence agreement I had with my addiction. As I sat quietly in the 

background watching Adam’s podcasts, I grew more inspired. I would tell everyone 

around me I was going to recover on purpose. 

I wasn’t sure yet why that phrase or slogan had stuck to me like superglue. I would 

continually repeat it in my mind and out loud. Everywhere I went, Recovered On 

Purpose, Recovered On Purpose played over and over again like a piece of a song stuck 

on repeat in my mind. 

I remember having talks with myself about how I would have to actually pull myself out 

of the fire if I wanted to help anyone else. No one wants to listen to anyone that’s never 

been through it, nor should they. You can’t ask a homeless man advice on making a 

million dollars. I decided that my agreement with my addiction was over. I had to be it if 

I was going to teach it. 

On December 15th of 2020, I reached back out to Adam with this message, incomplete 

grammar and all: 

Hi . . . thank you for being you . . . I never reached out before . . . I did 15 years Stover 

started at 11 [I was wrong about that, I started at 12] . . . Quit when I was 21 . . . then 

God reminded me that I had lost my empathy for the Pat fact people were just people 

and I found myself in that rabbit hole. Reading your slogan recovered on purpose made 

me want to recover on purpose so far so good you’ve been around it with no desire . . 

. I know I’m not out of the ballpark and never will be . . . but I wanted to say thank you! 



Adam replied: 

Amen! Awesome. Thank you for reaching out! 

Short, sweet, and simple. For me, it was a huge deal. I didn’t think Adam understood 

how big of an impact his testimony had made on me. 

On January 29, 2020, I drove up to Colorado Springs to attend my very first meeting. I 

had never been to an AA or NA meeting before. I’d never even considered it. Adam was 

the guest speaker that night, and I really wanted to meet the person that inspired so much 

change in me. I drove up to Colorado Springs, arriving late, completely nervous as I 

walked up the stairs to a closed door with a window. Through the window, I could see 

the room was completely full of people. Adam was already talking. I put my hand on the 

doorknob and stopped. I can’t go in there now, I’ll disrupt the whole meeting. I’ll just 

wait until it’s over, I thought to myself as I sat on the steps and lit a cigarette. I began to 

get angry with myself. I can’t even make it on time to things that are important to me. 

This is pointless!  

As I sat on the steps crying, I tried talking myself into just opening the door. I would 

stand at the door with my hand on the doorknob, peering into the room full of people that 

were there listening. I could hear the muffled voice of Adam talking and his audience 

laughing. I’d start panicking again and back away from the door. 

I can’t just leave. I drove forty-five minutes to get here. For what, Crystal? I started 

arguing with myself. To sit on the steps crying?  

I got up again to face the door. This time, as I was staring through the window, I saw a 

man gesturing for me to come in. I backed away from the door, about to make a run for 

it, when the door opened. 

“Come inside,” a man said.  

Busted! With a terrified voice, I turned and said, “Sorry I’m late.”  

I shrank myself as small as humanly possible as the man escorted me to my seat, right in 

the very front row. I sat there, nervous and fidgety, not knowing what to do with my 

hands. I had already missed most of his speech, but at least I had made it inside. 

After Adam was done with his speech, several people came to welcome me. Once they 

found out it was my very first meeting, I was completely surrounded by warm, 

welcoming hugs. Adam introduced me to people who were there and even assigned me a 

sponsor, one of his very own sponsees. I even got invited for dinner. Before Adam left, 

he gave me a hard copy of his book and signed it. 



Crystal, I’m so honored to have been part of introducing you to what helped me so 

much to recover! I pray God continues to bless you and keep you in his loving arms! 

God-bless you! Adam Vibe Gunton 

I drove home that night with tears of joy. Who knows what would have happened had 

that door not opened. I felt silly for how scared I was to open it myself. There was 

absolutely no reason to be as nervous and afraid as I was. Everyone was so warm and 

welcoming. To think, I almost just drove away. 

I came home energized and full of hope. I had no idea what a sponsor was before that 

night, but I remember feeling like that’s what I wanted to be. I wanted to be some kind of 

sponsor. A friend of mine stopped by my house shortly after that, and I explained to him 

in exciting details everything that happened. I asked him if he wanted to go to meetings 

with me. He had a whole list of meetings we could go to. He had been going to them, off 

and on, for a while. He had been struggling with addiction for as long as I had known 

him. Going to meetings wasn’t really a welcomed idea in the group of crusty punk-rock 

kids I hung out with. It felt like the meetings he had gone to were more of a secret, so I 

was happy to go with him. 

The one thing I haven’t been during my recovery was quiet. I tried to keep in contact 

with my sponsor, but it was difficult, seeing as I lived in a whole different city. I didn’t 

know I was supposed to check in every day. I didn’t know anything about it. I felt like a 

giant disappointment when I couldn’t make it to meet with my sponsor, a sponsor Adam 

assigned me to himself. I felt like my sponsor just assumed that I had went back to doing 

drugs. The only thing I ever learned in drug counseling was “Assume equals ass you 

me.” I was determined not to let them down. I didn’t feel like I needed to prove anyone 

wrong. I wanted to make people proud. 

The second meeting I went to was at a church. I went with my friend that seemed pretty 

inspired and motivated himself by my enthusiasm to recover on purpose. We would sit in 

my car, and I would read him passages from the book I was writing (this book). He even 

started talking about how he should write his own. 

The third meeting blew my mind. I had no idea where these meetings were located. My 

friend would show up, and he would just tell me where to go. When we pulled up to the 

meeting location, I couldn’t believe where we were. The meeting was directly across the 

street from where I used to pick up every single day. Not on the same corner or the same 

block, but directly across the street. I could literally see the door of the house I used to go 

to to pick up drugs. I sat there in disbelief for a little while before entering the meeting. 

I was directly across the street from my addiction. I had actually made it to the other side. 

I received my first chip. Everyone there all seemed to have a clean date. I was just 



guessing mine. I didn’t know the exact date I had actually quit, I just knew I had 

somewhere around sixty days of continuous California sobriety. California sobriety is 

what they call it when you still smoke weed. I remember feeling kind of left out about 

not having a clean date, that somehow I had ripped myself off from actually having a 

recovery day. 

On February 13, 2021, an old friend I hadn’t seen in a very long time showed up out of 

the blue. We weren’t on the greatest of terms. He had come over to apologize and make 

amends. I smoked with him that night. 

It was the most miserable high I had ever encountered. It felt horrible. I couldn’t believe I 

used to smoke an ounce of this stuff on a daily basis. I felt dirty, and not from dirt type of 

dirty. My soul felt dirty. 

I dedicated Valentine’s Day as my recovery date to honor the newfound love I had for 

myself. February 14, 2021 was the first day of the rest of my life. I now had a solid date 

for my recovery. 

In April, I brought my son to Las Vegas, Nevada for his eighteenth birthday. I wanted 

him to see where I had come from for himself. It was so surreal, standing in front of the 

apartments I used to live in. The windows were completely boarded off with plywood, 

graffiti on almost every open space. There was barbed wire fencing, with KEEP OUT, 

NO TRESSPASSING signs posted every six feet or so apart. We walked to the Circle K 

to get drinks. There were several people outside the Circle K getting their daily hustle on, 

just like I had remembered. I couldn’t believe I used to walk these streets, living where I 

lived every day like it was nothing. 

Not much had changed. I still remembered how to navigate through every casino and 

catch every bus. I even remembered the prime rib and cherries jubilee deal they had on 

Fremont Street. We went and checked out the new art district and went shopping at 

antique stores, where I bought my son a new outfit. On his birthday, I brought him to eat 

a fifty-seven dollar steak at a fancy-pants restaurant. 

That trip was full of all kinds of ups and downs and unplanned obstacles, but I did it. It 

would have never been able to happen if I hadn’t taken the steps to get sober. While I 

was in Vegas, I decided I no longer wanted to be on food stamps or limit my abilities by 

being on disability. I came home and found the first paycheck job I had had in sixteen 

years. 

 



 
 

 

 



All Things Work Together 

“Everything happens exactly the way it’s supposed to,” were the words I had spoken to 

the guy on the phone just as my boss walked in to fire me. 

We have a tendency to say everything works out for me, but usually only when it’s good 

or going our way—one of the many things I heard and learned from watching the Tarot 

reader. 

If you watch Tarot readings on YouTube, then you probably know who I’m referring to. 

I didn’t get permission to use his name for my book, and I certainly don’t want to cause 

him or myself any negativity in doing so, but Rich Lopp is full of some of the best life-

changing advice I’ve ever heard. 

There might be people out there saying the same type of things, but the approach and 

delivery of the messages and advice he puts out there are in a way that makes them not 

only completely understandable, but, most importantly, usable. 

I used the tools he gives out freely to make some of the most necessary adjustments 

within the way I talked to myself, the way I talked to God, and the way I see the world. 

I’ll use these tools for the rest of my adult life. 

That is correct. Here is some more of . . . I stopped saying I was trying to recover and 

started saying I am recovered. I am recovered on purpose. I stopped saying I’m writing a 

book and started saying I wrote a book. I stopped saying I was trying to quit smoking 

cigarettes and started saying I don’t smoke. Even as I was taking drags off of a cigarette, 

I would say I don’t smoke cigarettes anymore. 

I believe we live in the past, the present, and the future simultaneously. We live in the 

present moment of our past thoughts while creating our future. That is why now is so 

important. 

It feels completely awkward and silly to say I wrote and published a book while I’m still 

writing it. Guaranteed, if you are reading this, it worked. It felt really awkward to say 

recovered on purpose while I was still in active addiction, but here I am, almost at 

nineteen months sober. It felt like bullshit when I would say I don’t smoke cigarettes as 

I’m taking a drag off of the cigarette, but now I don’t smoke cigarettes. I’m now telling 

myself I own my dream home, although currently I own a 1973 trailer with a list of 

overwhelming construction repairs including a leaking roof. I constantly talk about 

handing out hope and inspiration in the shape of a book to strangers under random 

bridges and homeless camps. 

Everything works out for me, not just when it’s seemingly good. 



The place I got fired from no longer even exists. I now have a full-time job with my very 

first 401k, paid vacation time, benefits, and hourly incentive bonus checks, all within 

walking distance of my house. I went from thinking $3.99 for a movie was out of my 

budget to not even checking my bank account. I went from facing shut-off notices to 

paying my bills in advance. All within a year of my recovery date, 2-14-21. 

I didn’t reach back out to Adam until February 23rd, 2022, after a whole year of 

consistent recovery. No drugs, no alcohol, no weed. I didn’t even smoke cigarettes 

anymore. I thought I would reward myself with a Recovered On Purpose shirt, so I 

reached out to buy one. Once Adam learned I was a whole year sober, he sent me a 

package with a shirt, a bracelet, a pen, sunglasses, and another signed copy of his book, 

From Chains to Saved. This time it read: 

Crystal, I am so proud of you and honored to have you in the recovered on purpose 

family! God-bless you, Adam Vibe Gunton. 

In April, my mom made me a big dinner to celebrate my one year of recovery. 

Sometimes I cry for my mom and the things I put her through. As a parent myself, I 

couldn’t imagine having to raise a me. She never gave up on me, no matter what. My 

mom has always been my number one fan. 

 

 

 

I started taking private flight lessons. Flying a plane was something I’ve always wanted 

to do. Ever since I was a little girl, I wanted to fly. Once, I even broke my arm trying to 

show my little brother that I could. I was pretty sure we were supposed to be able to fly. I 

was really confused when I found out we couldn’t. I could have never pursued that dream 



while still in active addiction. There’s no way I could have held a job long enough to be 

able to afford it. 

I was sixteen months into my recovery when I signed up for Adam’s brand-new recovery 

speaker course he had just launched—another thing I wouldn’t have been able to afford 

while in active addiction. It was a great accomplishment to become sober, but there was 

still this underlying knowing that I had to do more. Adam and his testimony saved me, 

and now that I was out of the darkness I had to reach out to help others trying to find 

their way out. I had no idea how I was going to do that, or where to even begin. Adam 

has been there every step of the way. I’ve lived a thousand lifetimes within this one life, 

and my experiences were all over the place. Adam helped me to capture and illuminate 

my most powerful pieces to confidently captivate any audience I share them with. Adam 

has selflessly and patiently worked with me, pushing and inspiring me, knowingly and 

unknowingly, throughout this entire journey of actually obtaining sobriety. 

After watching a podcast Adam did on archangels, talking about how God sends His 

angels to help guide His loved ones, I surrendered my heart and soul to Jesus as my Lord 

and savior. From witchcraft to Christ Consciousness. How could I love and believe in 

Archangel Azrael so wholeheartedly yet deny Jesus? Just like the experience with the 

Gemini and that girl, S.Y.L. Say You Love. 

Jesus is the ultimate teacher of unconditional love. Christ Consciousness is the 

understanding of unconditional love. I wholeheartedly believe my job here on earth is to 

spread unconditional love to the ley lines of the planet. If you ask me what my job is, I’ll 

tell you I’m a soldier of the Most High, a lightworker, a starseed. No matter where I’m 

working, that’s my real job. 

I used to draw The Star and the Ten of Cups in my hope chest all the time. The Star card 

represents hope and is associated with the sign of Aquarius. The Ten of Cups represents 

permanent contentment in the realm of the heart. I used to think that meant a relationship. 

Now I know true love through God. I’m not sure if it was my love of God that brought 

me to the love of self, or if it was the love of self that brought me to the love of God, but 

it seems to have happened simultaneously. Interestingly enough, both of the people that 

had the greatest impact on my spiritual development are Aquarius. The Star card. The 

star of Bethlehem, guiding me through the darkness into the light of salvation. Permanent 

contentment in the realm of the heart. Christ Consciousness. 

Everything can change in one day. In one day, someone is born. In one day, someone 

dies. In one day, you can fall in love. In one day, you can fall out of love. In one day, you 

can hit a pipe for the next five years. In one day, you can stumble across a testimony that 

saves your life. In one day, your testimony can save a life. Never underestimate the 



power one day contains. What are you going to do today in this Choose Your Own 

Adventure book called life? 

 

 

And we know that for those who love God all things work together for good, for 

those who are called according to his purpose. -Romans 8:28  
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	I remember the first time we met. She walked into a small event I was speaking at in Colorado Springs, Colorado. She was forty-five minutes late and the only available seat was right up front in the middle. At the time, I was just excited to have peop...
	Over the course of the next eighteen months, as I continued to get my message out and help addicts in recovery get theirs out, I saw her over and over popping up in challenges I did, different posts she would come into, and eventually becoming one of ...
	While working through this course and doing coaching specifically around speaking, I began noticing something about Crystal that was different from the rest of the students. She didn’t want to just speak her stories, she wanted to WRITE them. When she...
	“Look, Crystal,” I said in a coaching call in late August 2022, “I think we need to veer off course of this course. I believe you are supposed to write your book first and then we can start working on the speaking and podcast placement. It is just too...
	With all the faith in the world in her, yet still knowing it is not up to me to get it done, but up to her, I gave her the step-by-step process on how to put her story together in a book. She started messaging me daily, letting me know how she was wor...
	Crystal’s story is raw, real, and one that shows the reality some children face that leads them into a life of addiction. Crystal is one of the blessed and lucky to heal from the stories in these pages and find recovery from addiction. If you are not ...
	Crystal, it’s people like you that continue to impassion me to keep going forward with the Recovered On Purpose movement. Your heart for others, willingness to share without shame, and desire to be the change you want to see in the world encourages me...
	All My Love,
	Adam Vibe Gunton Founder: Recovered On Purpose Author: From Chains To Saved
	Before I Could Remember
	Life Is Like a

	Throughout my journey, I’ve come to a personal realization that life is kind of like a Choose Your Own Adventure book, per se. There are these distinct moments in our lives that change everything! Not even necessarily for ourselves. I can only imagine...
	I know how deeply impacted I’ve been throughout my journey by people I’ve never even exchanged a spoken word with.
	You never really know who’s who in the Kingdom of God! It was the pyromaniac everyone thought was the weirdo in Stephen King’s The Stand that was actually the chosen soldier of God.
	I’ve never forgotten that lesson. Did Stephen King know when he wrote that book that THAT would be the message that made such a huge impact on the way I saw everyone from that point on?
	Lol yeah, probably not! Not in the slightest.
	Hell, it took me at least another ten years before I even connected those dots within myself. It’s crazy to think of all the different lives I’ve lived within this one single lifetime!
	Before I Could Remember
	Mission Viejo, Orange County, California


	I was born six weeks early via emergency C-section from having my umbilical cord wrapped around my neck. I came home at 4 lb 6 oz after technically killing my mom for three whole minutes.
	They said I was so itty-bitty that my mom had to dress me in Cabbage Patch Kids clothes. Preemie clothes didn’t quite exist in those times.
	Although I was born in Orange County, California, I definitely was NOT born with a silver spoon in my mouth. More like a gold bullion that my mom found in a washing machine—a small token of promised payment from the dead pirate my mother and my aunt t...
	(They were supposed to find his head. That they never found!)
	Georgia

	They say you can tell who’s born predator and who’s born prey by how long they get to lie around sucking on tit after being born.
	The doctors all thought I had leukemia right after my second birthday check-up (until my mom mailed my grandma back that cursed coin. True story, so I am told . . .). At three-and-a-half years old, I nonchalantly came to my mom and said, “Guess what I...
	Prey for the predator? Maybe? But definitely not a victim! More like a successfully surviving soldier of the Most High.
	My mother is perfectly imperfect. I admire her strength and her survival skills. Neither one of my parents had it easy. My father grew up in Compton, randomly waking up with a 12 gauge in his mouth, playing Russian roulette with my grandpa. My grandpa...
	My father didn’t even know how old he was until he turned eighteen.
	My mother grew up in Oakland, where she gave birth to one of her stepfather’s stillborn babies in her backyard. It’s not really my place to discuss their business, but it gives you a general understanding. My parents got married at the Little White Ch...
	Most of my childhood I don’t really remember, and a lot of what I do remember, I wish I didn’t. Not all of it was terrible, though.
	I remember spending all day once plotting how I was going to get away with saying the word shit. My mom picked us up from school. My little brother and I were sitting in the back seat of the grocery getter-type station wagon we had at the time.
	“Hey mom, what does the word holy mean?” I said.
	She gave me the exact answer I needed to execute my grand plan. “You know, like the Holy Ghost, the Holy Spirit, the Holy . . .” Before she could finish the last holy, I quickly intercepted and injected, “You mean, like holy shit!”
	Man, I’m still proud of myself for that one! My mom laughed so hard she almost drove off the road! I think that was the same road my little brother chucked the bad guy from He-Man out the window of our grocery getter. My brother had just got it, like,...
	I remember watching the Challenger blow up in Florida. I could hear my mom talking about how pretty it was, until she realized it actually had blown up.
	I was hell on wheels even then. I spray-painted my whole name, Crystal Jean Lavender!—middle name and all—with bright fluorescent orange spray paint. It was probably around four feet tall, across the side of our neighbor’s house. My brother and I woul...
	That was back when there were still woods around the houses. I’m sure none of that exists at all anymore. My mom used to tie ropes on us kids, and we’d swim out into the ocean. We would dig out clams with our bare feet and bring them back to my mom. I...
	As early as preschool, little boys would pay me quarters to see my private parts inside the teepee on our playground.
	I was constantly in trouble for masturbating, back when you could still get hit with one of them big yellow or wooden yardsticks.
	It was inevitable that one day they put me in one of those rooms with the family of anatomically correct dolls. The next thing I knew, they hauled my dad away. They didn’t arrest him, but he couldn’t live with us while they were conducting their inves...
	I remember I had been learning how to whistle, and I was too excited to take a nap that day. I had no idea that my mom was having a complete mental breakdown until she started stabbing everything in the house.
	Everything! The walls, the couch, the pictures.
	She always told me it was from the medication she had been taking. As an adult, I refused to take medications to avoid the possibility of that ever happening again.
	I was too little to understand what was going on. One minute I was playing with dolls, the next minute they took my father out of the house, and then I thought my mom was trying to stab me.
	She always reassured me that she was never trying to stab ME, but when I was little, it definitely felt like it.
	She spent the next couple of weeks in a mental institution.
	Maybe she was subconsciously angry with me. Maybe subconsciously she blamed me for them taking my father away. Maybe she subconsciously just couldn’t handle life at that time. Maybe she was angry that I said something. Maybe it really was just the med...
	I lost my virginity to my thirteen-year-old cousin and his friend Doug before I had even made it into kindergarten. We were playing house. I was the wife, and my cousin and his friend would take turns being the husband.
	I didn’t say a word. It wasn’t until my parents asked me why I tried to strangle my neighborhood friend. I told them that she looked like Doug, and then I had to explain why that made me so angry.
	We moved to Grand Junction, Colorado from Florida to find my two older sisters.
	My mom had three other children besides my little brother and myself. The first was my oldest brother who she had when she was fourteen whom she had to give up for adoption.
	My sisters were from a previous abusive marriage that she had escaped from in the middle of the night.
	When it came out about my cousin and his friend, it caused a lot of friction between our families. My aunt just tossed it aside, saying that’s just what cousins do.
	Years later, I learned that same cousin was arrested for raping a thirteen-year-old girl he met on Facebook.
	I often wonder what would have happened had we stopped him before then. If anyone would have taken what happened to me seriously, maybe that other girl wouldn’t have gotten hurt.
	Around the same time all the information came out about my male cousin, they discovered my diary. In it were details of another cousin, an older female with a history of long-standing issues of her own, who had also been doing inappropriate things wit...
	Sally Jessy Raphael

	Just before I graduated my fifth grade year, I was on the Sally Jessy Raphael show, a daytime talk show kind of like Jerry Springer.
	The headline was “Does your daughter look older than she is, and it’s driving you crazy?” My mom called them, and they immediately flew us first class from Grand Junction, Colorado. They picked us up in this gigantic limo and drove us to the Renaissan...
	I was bubbling over with excitement! I just took my first flight, now I was being driven in my first limo in New York City!
	I remember coming up to a stoplight somewhere in Queens as the limo driver slowly rolled up my window. That’s where I saw my very first homeless person flying a sign.
	It seemed like everything was covered in gold, and was super fancy in our hotel. It cost fifty dollars for regular eggs and bacon, and everyone walked super-fast on the streets there. My mom said it was so they didn’t get spray-painted. My mom made su...
	I couldn’t believe how many taxicabs there were. I was still so innocent-minded that my idea of fun was counting the taxis under my window. I counted two hundred taxis in two minutes with this stop watch I had gotten in a souvenir shop.
	The day of the show, my mom and I got dressed up in our brand new clothes. We had went shopping before we flew out of Grand Junction.
	The limo driver picked us up and drove us to the studio, where I met the other girls Misty, Francis, and Tamara. They seemed just as excited and nervous as I was.
	Once we got there, they separated us from our families and brought us backstage, where they proceeded to stuff my bra, do my makeup, and redress me.
	They redressed all of us girls like sluts and tossed us out on stage. I felt confused and sad that I didn’t get to wear the brand new clothes my mom and I had just bought. My mom was pissed when she saw me, and unstuffed my bra.
	I was no longer excited to be there, but it was too late. Up on stage we went, dressed like sluts.
	I remember two college-aged men in the audience saying, “What do you expect when you dress like that?”
	Everything in me wanted to scream how they dressed us like this, but instead I sat there in silence with the truth pounding in my chest.
	I only remember I was in the fifth grade because I got one of those end-of-the-year awards from my fifth-grade teacher, Miss Mahoney, congratulating me for being brave enough to share my feelings on the Sally Jessy Raphael show.
	My dad had already moved in with my mom’s best friend (whom he later married) by the time we came back from New York. It was then that my mom packed up us two kids and moved, sight unseen, into our brand-new cockroach-infested apartment in good ol’ si...
	Naturally, she wanted to be closer to her mother, my grandma, while dealing with the emotional trauma she was experiencing from my dad leaving her for her best friend, a friend my mom had made while attending a women’s survival group. We were now the ...
	Sin City
	The Lavenders on Lulu

	I immediately found the worst group of kids I possibly could to hang out with. I started ditching school in the sixth grade to go and drink with older guys.
	I “willingly” lost my virginity to some 23-year-old Cuban named Giovanni. I had met him at the swing sets where my little brother went to school. I remember him being mad at me because I didn’t bleed.
	My neighborhood was one of those kind of neighborhoods that you could tell what kind of holiday it was by how many gunshots you’d hear. I remember twice the show Cops came through.
	I was still so naive and innocent-minded at that time that the neighborhood girls convinced me that this house was just abandoned, that the people didn’t live there anymore.
	Essentially, we robbed them. I knew it, I knew it in my heart something was off. It was confirmed when the cops showed up to retrieve the jewelry I had just given to my mother. That was just the tip to the hell on wheels I became as a full-fledged tee...
	The Bullet

	In 1994, we moved into a trailer park off of Washington Avenue, our brand new start away from our cockroach-infested apartments.
	I remember being so excited to finally have my own room again. My thirteenth birthday came with a lot of new changes. My very own room, a phone that was now superglued to my head, and the cute older guy with his own place and own car who wanted me, of...
	In October, just after my thirteenth birthday, I snuck out of my house for the very first time. The very first time I snuck out of my house was the very first time I’d seen it. From the very first time I’d seen it, it came in a brick!
	“Peanut butter!” he said, as he loaded this device he called a bullet. I remember this crazy intense excruciating burn from my nostril all the way to the back of my ear. Tears leaked profusely out of just one eye. I felt empowered when he told me I to...
	A part of the older cool kid crew.
	Bloop Poop

	By the time I was fourteen, my mom had absolutely no control over me whatsoever. She had no idea what I was doing or where I was. She would tell me to come home at ten o’clock. I would come home at ten o’clock two weeks later, proclaiming she didn’t s...
	The first time I ate acid I was in my drug counselor’s office. My mom had signed me up for outpatient drug counseling at fourteen years old.
	I was sitting in his office with my mom and my little brother, when my brother chained me to my chair with my wallet chain. I remember my drug counselor was talking about how acid kills your brain cells. I could literally hear them popping in my head ...
	I got lost in my own apartment complex later that night and watched mushrooms grow right out of the ground.
	All my best friends were banned from hanging out with me. Almost all of my friends had to get their stomachs pumped at one point by hanging out and drinking alcohol with me.
	I remember my best friend’s mom pulling up to the city bus stop at four o’clock in the morning all kinds of pissed off that her son was with me. We were heading to a party in Henderson.
	My mom would drop me off at school and I would walk right out the back door. They called us desert rats in my freshman year of high school.
	I was always the person that knew where to get whatever you wanted, whenever you wanted it. We would sell balloons of nitrous for five bucks a piece during lunch at my high school.
	The only time I was at school was to find my friends I’d ditch with or sell drugs. My homies and I made lots of money doing dumb ass shit. I continued to be a very popular, unhealthy little girl.
	Aztec

	I was somewhere around fourteen when my mom lost everything while trying to deal with all of the things I had already been doing. We lost our apartment, we lost our car, we even lost Keykey, the cat I had my entire life up to that point.
	Me, my little brother, and my mom ended up downtown, smack dab on Las Vegas Boulevard, right next door to the Stratosphere at the Aztec apartments.
	We lived in a studio bedroom apartment with hooker-red shag carpet. My mom and I shared a bed, and my little brother slept on the floor. I remember there was an alley light behind our kitchen window that never stopped blinking. The alley wasn’t even b...
	The last time I visited Las Vegas, I noticed there was still a bloodstain on the concrete staircase from when the guy got stabbed in the neck with a beer bottle right outside our door on Christmas day.
	When you Google the worst places to live in Las Vegas, my old apartments are the first on the list. They are completely dark and condemned now, with all the windows boarded up, like something you’d see in a horror movie, but when I was living there, t...
	One of my neighbors was a prostitute we all called Mama. She kept trying to give me sequin belly shirts and always introduced me to her male friends. It was with her that I smoked crack for the first time. I remember fighting with myself in my head, t...
	Turns out, crack wasn’t my thing.
	I was sitting on Las Vegas Boulevard at four o’clock in the morning, waiting for a city bus to bring me to school.
	Instead, I was picked up by a cab driver and brought to his house, where he did whatever he did with me. He then dropped me off at the gas station close to my school and handed me twenty bucks and a pack of cigarettes like I was just some cheap prosti...
	I never told anyone! I just went about my day like nothing had ever happened.
	The First Time I Ran Away

	The first time I ran away was with the new upstairs older gangsta boy my mom wouldn’t let me shower with.
	(How dare her, right?)
	See, I always had a thing for them boys with the freshly-pressed, artistically folded bandanas. The boys with them starched and ironed Dickies pants, matching laces, and bad intentions.
	There’s no way I can remember all the things I was experiencing back then. I’ve probably forgotten more than I’ll ever remember.
	I was awake all night, laying next to my mom, sharing the same bed. Running away seemed like a much better option than trying to pretend I wasn’t high on methamphetamines.
	Laying next to my mother, pretending to be asleep every single night sucked, so I ran away.
	It was my gloriously toxic, gangbanging boyfriend’s birthday when he broke up with me. I was sitting in our new studio bedroom apartment alone. He had just left me to clean it by myself after our roommate’s intestines decided to shut down on him from ...
	Our roommate had excreted bloody Hershey squirts all over the room we had rented off of Fremont street. Shortly after he booted me for his birthday, I found myself on Las Vegas Boulevard next to the Circus Circus hotel at the Slots a Fun casino as a r...
	The very same night, I saw him, hand-in-hand with another girl. He walked right by me, as though I never even existed.
	I’ve always been the kind of person that knows lots of people. No matter where I’m at or wherever I go, there usually seems to be somebody I know.
	That night was no exception. I was by the Circus Circus casino when I ran into an old high school friend. He invited me to come stay with him and this older gentleman that he claimed to lived next to.
	Being a stubborn runaway and not wanting to go home, I was relieved to have “randomly” found someone I knew out of a sea of faces. Even better, a face that was down to let me come take up space for the night.
	Positions Not to Be in

	I rapidly packed what little belongings I had back into my backpack and took off. The sun had just started coming up. I could already feel its penetrating heat as it emerged on the horizon of the city-filled desert that was now a concrete jungle. Not ...
	I couldn’t believe what I had just done! I could still smell him on me, taste the cheese curd from his fat wrinkles, and overly hairy, unwashed balls in my mouth.
	I dry heaved and gagged, making my escape out the back door. Tears rolled down my face as I ran as fast as I could away from there. I couldn’t believe he made me give him a blow job on his wife’s birthday while my high school homie sat in a corner and...
	I was ashamed, grossed out, disgusted, and embarrassed. I couldn’t believe I had put myself in that position. I couldn’t believe I had put myself in a lot of positions!
	Not exactly a good idea to go out to the middle of the desert with four guys when you’re fourteen years old. Probably not a good idea to be hanging out with older guys that are buying you liquor to drink with them, especially when they drive really fa...
	I put myself in some seriously dangerous situations all because I didn’t want to stop doing methamphetamines and I didn’t know how to say no.
	I came back home for a little while after that experience without telling a single soul what had happened. It wasn’t long before I had some runners from California show up at my doorstep at like eight o’clock in the morning.
	They were looking to get rid of four ounces of dope for gas money to get back home. All they needed was sixty bucks for four ounces of dope.
	Boom! In one phone call I got the sixty bucks lined up, and the rest of the dope was mine. I was supposed to be grounded. I assured my mom I wasn’t going anywhere because I wasn’t even wearing shoes. I took off anyways, barefoot and all. I was off on ...
	It was all good until the dope ran out and everyone started fighting with each other. Again, being the stubborn runaway I was, I didn’t want to go home and didn’t know where else to go. So I went to my grandmother’s apartment.
	She was in the hospital at that time, and I had her keys. I went to my grandmother’s place, where I called my mom to arrange to come home the next day. Then I laid down for what I figured would be a nap.
	Pinky

	I took care of my grandmother as often as I could manage. I would poke her fingers to check her blood. I would tell her stories of kissing tall, dark, and handsome boys while I folded her freshly cleaned clothes.
	I could listen to her talk for hours while we played cribbage. I found her stories about growing up in the Depression and being a wild teenage flapper fascinating. My grandmother definitely had a thing for tall, dark, and handsome Navy boys, that’s fo...
	It was there, in my grandmother’s apartment, that I woke up groggy, my lips glued together with dried-up drool. As my eyes adjusted to the venomous light that had made its way through the window, I had no idea what time it was—or what day, even.
	I remember being so terribly thirsty, the thirstiest I have ever remembered being. I was completely confused and disoriented as I was desperately searching for a glass of water, or anything that resembled liquid. After I gathered my bearings and found...
	“What the fuck, Crystal!” said an angry mother’s voice. “It’s been four days since I talked to you last!”
	Four days? What do you mean it’s been four days? I thought to myself, still questioning the validity of my mom’s statement. That means I slept for four days straight?
	Did I really sleep for four days without getting up to pee, without eating, or anything? No way! I thought, but it was true.
	I was sitting outside of the Vons grocery store trying to hustle a 40 oz of old English beer before I made the long walk of shame back home to my mom’s house when I noticed how skinny I was.
	I randomly wrapped my hand around my wrist and discovered I could touch all the way to the middle knuckle of my pinky. I can’t even touch the tip of my pinky around my wrist these days.
	Coven

	My mom didn’t mind me having a 23-year-old boyfriend then, because at least he would bring me home on time. My new boyfriend worked in the deli of the little casino attached to the Aztec apartments where we lived. I spent a lot more time at home when ...
	We had become friends with some of the people that lived in our neighborhood, including two of the security guards that lived in the same apartments.
	It was like this little community of people that all lived there and watched out for each other. My mom started dating one of the two security guards, and I was dating the restaurant cook.
	Whole other families lived in those crazy studio apartments, not just mine.
	We all joined forces and got our own place right down the street from Siegfried and Roy’s home. We moved into the biggest house I’d ever lived in.
	There were thirteen of us in total when we started a coven. My fiancé and I lived downstairs in the basement room. The Lord Commander and the High Priest lived upstairs. The Pages (my little brother and the son of our High Priestess) would follow me a...
	Then High Priest and High Priestess started making me do my homework in the same room they were having sex in. They proposed to me once, but I’m pretty sure they wanted me to be their concubine.
	Our High Priest was a big Samoan man. His wife was a little blonde lady with a son of her own. Meanwhile, I was already engaged to be married to the 23-year-old.
	My fiancé worked as groundsman at the cemetery between our new house and Western, the high school I actually tried to attend.
	The schools were pretty much a joke. We would watch Jerry Springer in my high school science class. My English teacher never said a word to us; he only wrote things on the chalkboard.
	We would turn our assignments in to a basket and wait for a grade.
	The show Cops came to our school once with a helicopter. One of the kids from our school stole a car from one of the car lots during lunch. There were actual police substations in the high schools I went to. Walking through metal detectors was a norma...
	There seemed to be a riot of some sort almost every year, at almost every school I went to. The only thing the teachers could do was take pictures and prosecute or suspend anyone they could identify in those pictures.
	I ended up lettering in orchestra. If I wasn’t ditching school to do drugs, fuck, or fuck shit up, I was in my orchestra class.
	I imagine my teacher figured if I was going to ditch, at least I was there. I was first chair viola for a long time, running the orchestra in fishnets and a nurse’s outfit. I still pick up the viola every once in a while. It’s almost like riding a bik...
	At fifteen years old, I had escaped the coven and was engaged to be married, living in our own apartment. I broke the engagement off because my fiancé insisted on sleeping with my high school friend that I’d bring home.
	After that, I moved in with this older couple as a roommate. I got kicked out shortly after her man snuck into my room one night to try and cheat on his girlfriend. I turned him down. I don’t know what he told her, but I had to leave.
	I then moved in with this guy I met at a kiosk in the mall. I was working at Spencer’s, my first real job. The guy I hooked up with had just gotten out of prison and lived with his parents.
	Sweet Sixteen

	It was a beautiful start to a day I’ll never forget. The sun was abnormally bright for October, or maybe my vampire self just wasn’t accustomed to such daylight. I’m not sure, but either way, I was stoked to have run into my acid dealer.
	It had been at least a year or so since I’d seen him. In teenage years, that feels like an eternity. There he was, on the same city bus.
	Within fifteen minutes after seeing him, the breath mint liquid hit my tongue. I went inside my friend’s house as soon as I felt it coming on. Immediately, I got trapped in the mirror.
	The walls were breathing deep melodic breaths, in and out, in and out. The whole room seemed to be alive. I knew I was in for a wild ride.
	Gotta go outside! I need to be outside! I thought to myself, as my mind raced at a million thoughts per second. I gathered my crew of hooligans and we walked to the closest, most incognito nearby spot and sat.
	Vegas Valley Park was the park we ended up at. We giggled and sat, and giggled and laughed, writing our names in the sky. We tripped at this park for hours and hours, talking about the universe, about how beautiful everything is, and just laughing. La...
	We got this brilliant idea that we needed some orange juice. Out on a new mission, we marched along, one by one, to the nearby 7-Eleven, the store that was the closest to the park where we were at. With all of us being underage, and tripping, we were ...
	I was on a payphone talking to my very pissed-off boyfriend, the one that just got out of prison.
	While midconversation outside of the 7-Eleven, this stranger walked up. I could hear a faint voice get louder and louder as the stranger got closer and closer, until finally I could make out the words. “Help! Call 911!” exclaimed the dirty, long grey-...
	He moved his hand away from his stomach, revealing what I swear looked like his guts spilling rather gracefully out of his body onto the pale grey concrete.
	The contrast between the bright wet crimson blood and the dirty grey stain-spotted concrete poetically trapped like a Polaroid picture to the leaves of my mind tree.
	He was missing his shoes.
	I yelled, “Fuck! I gotta go!” into the phone and called 911.
	That guy had just been stabbed in the same park where we had been sitting all night. It’s crazy all the different realities that were in that one park that night.
	I soon found myself surrounded by cops. My mind was racing a thousand miles a minute, but all I could remember thinking was, Where did his shoes go? Why did they take his shoes?
	Of course, my crew and I were like, okay, we need to get the fuck outta here! We all loaded up inside the little Eagle hatchback my friend drove and headed to Lake Mead.
	We were all having super-intense individual conversations with ourselves as we merged onto the highway at a whole whopping twenty-five miles an hour.
	Sitting on a cliff, staring out into the abyss, I reached over and grabbed the freshly cracked balloon of nitrous oxide, laughing gas, as my friend was describing a bolt of lightning that he just seen come down and separate the lake.
	I took a couple of big breaths of the balloon I had and felt like I could feel the electricity vividly vibrating between my fingers, the ground, and the air. I slowly came back from the land of the wha wa’s as. The acid made the nitrous last almost lo...
	When I came back to consciousness, I realized my pager was blowing up in my pocket. Feeling a little mad and embarrassed at myself for thinking I could actually feel the vibration of the air, I tossed my brand-new pager in the lake, calling it nothing...
	“Let’s go cliff jumping!” my friend suggested.
	“Okay, great idea!” my dumb ass agrees.
	He jumped and landed perfectly. Everything was all good.
	I, however, was apparently staring at the water as I jumped off the cliff. As my head popped back up and out of the water, all I could hear was my friend nervously shouting, “Duuuude! Duuuude! Are you okay? Oh my God! Oh my God!”
	My face was on fire as my body bobbed up and down in the cold water. I felt like I had just hit a concrete wall going seventy-five miles per hour. I must have jet packed a bunch of water into my ear because my head was ringing and throbbing and ringin...
	I couldn’t get the water out of my ears. My homie offered me some codeine to relieve the pain. I climbed onto the top of his car and tried to disassociate myself from the pain in my face.
	As I was laying there all by myself, I looked up to see a coyote just out of the corner of my eye. I blinked a couple of times. I mean, I actually was trippin’, but, nope! That coyote was there, all right, and where there’s one, there’s more!
	Just as the sun came up, I realized I had been surrounded by coyotes. There must have been at least six of them watching me, studying me.
	As the sun rose on a new day, the realization that I had just been kicked out of my newfound home started sinking in.
	My newest ex-boyfriend had planted drugs in my dresser drawer to show his mom while I was gone.
	I actually wasn’t doing meth at that time, so I knew it wasn’t mine. He had set me up to get me kicked out.
	I slowly came down from tripping as my reality was getting faster and the throbbing in my face was ever more present. I watched the coyotes run off, one by one, into the horizon of the sunrise, welcoming the first day of my sweet sixteen.
	Bum Utopia

	It wasn’t that I didn’t have a home. On the contrary, my mom had never kicked me out of the house, not even once. I was just an overly dramatic, drug-addicted teenager that didn’t want to go home.
	It took a lot of deep personal realization and reflecting in my adulthood before I came to understand that it wasn’t at all that my parents didn’t love me.
	I imagine they did the very best they could with what they knew. Who knows the depths of emotional triggers they experienced as parents along the way. I believe with all my heart that my parents loved me perfectly imperfect, just like me.
	I believe we are all just children pretending to be adults the best we can—some of us are just better at it than others. Some went to better schools, had better experiences, better role models, an adult who could explain things in a way a child could ...
	If only the whole world knew how much easier it is to raise a healthy child than it is to repair a broken adult.
	I had already ditched my entire freshman year of high school, half of my sophomore year, and got kicked out my junior year, so I enrolled in Job Corps.
	I remember my dad but I don’t remember my dad, and as far as what I can remember about my dad, I don’t recall him doing anything actually inappropriate with me, but there were a couple of times that seemed a little more than shady.
	I had just gotten off the bus from Vegas after being kicked out of high school. I went to tour the Job Corps in Colorado. My dad lived in Fruita, a little town right outside of Grand Junction, Colorado.
	I thought it would be cool to spend some time with my dad.
	I hadn’t seen him in almost four years, by that point. As soon as I got off the bus, he hugged me. As he hugged me, he stuck his hands under my shirt to caress the skin of my back.
	I thought it was really creepy, at the time. I was sixteen, and it was the first time I had seen him in four years.
	During that same visit, he drove me out to the middle of nowhere with his hand on my thigh, progressively creeping closer and closer to my private parts. Then he wanted me to sit on his lap, “like the old times,” he said.
	I got a bus ticket, got the fuck up out of there, and went back home to Vegas.
	The night I got back, I went and stole the top of one of the chairs from Dairy Queen—you know, one of the little red ones outside that swiveled.
	I literally parked me, myself, and I right there between the two white lines of a parking spot in the parking lot of Café Copia, the coffee shop I almost virtually lived at, at times. With a brand-new half gallon-sized bottle of Jack Daniel’s (I don’t...
	I asked anyone and everyone who walked by who looked the part if they knew where to find anything, drug-wise. Sure enough, I heard a hero’s voice say, “Yeah, what you want?”
	Out from the shadows stumbled this curly-haired, mischievously mysterious bright-eyed boy.
	I immediately moved in with him into a beautiful empty lot. Nestled inside a big grouping of desert bushes was our tent. We shared living space with a hive of ground bees. We kept warm at night with the Duraflame logs we would steal from the grocery s...
	Already pre-obligated to go to Job Corps in San Diego, I fell in love anyways. Hard!
	I carried his picture in my back pocket kinda hard. We eventually ended up moving into what I called bum utopia, a camp of hundreds of homeless people hidden behind the junkyard at the end of Vegas Valley Boulevard. We made a little two-bedroom hut ou...
	We set up a huge bonfire pit outside our front door, where we had some tables made out of those big spools that hold industrial-use wires. We had a California king-size bed with a giant captain’s bench seat from a boat that separated the two sections ...
	There was a whole community of people that lived out there. Who knows how far the entire encampment spanned out.
	It was my going-away party for Job Corps, and we had just went and stole a bunch of alcohol from the refrigerator. I remember inviting people to my party as I was stuffing my backpack full of alcohol.
	We had put a tranquilizer that my boyfriend’s mom had given us into our hut neighbor’s beer. Our hut neighbor was an older boxer that had a tendency to get violent when he drank, and we didn’t want any problems.
	Well . . . he went back to his hut and started screaming at the top of his lungs about how he couldn’t move his arms or legs. Before we knew it, we were surrounded by a S.W.A.T. team with guns pointed in our faces. All I could hear from inside of our ...
	Apparently, the people that owned the junkyard heard the guy screaming and thought somebody was being murdered. I mean, it was Vegas! So I didn’t really blame them!
	They made us dump out all of our freshly stolen liquor into our beautiful bonfire and smashed our bong (mind you, getting caught with just a weed seed back then was a felony). They let four people with warrants slide, and didn’t say anything about the...
	The very next day, I was stepping out of a limo my mom had rented to take me to the airport. I was packed and headed to Job Corps in San Diego, California.
	We might have lived in a studio bedroom apartment in one of the worst places you could possibly live in LasVegas, but we always ate good. My mom got comped all kinds of stuff, shows, rooms, buffets, limo rides, etc . . .
	The Reason I Went to San Diego

	“You’re probably just some stupid fat bitch!” said the voice on the other end of the phone.
	Oh, hell no. Little did he know, I was in the same apartment complex. I got dressed in my finest of fines and went over and knocked on the door to express my mind. That very same night, he drove me to California. When we finally made it to the ocean, ...
	I wasn’t used to fancy things, like being at a driving range or really nice restaurants. I never really know what to do with my hands.
	My new friend and I always had a great ol’ time. We ended up being really, really good friends. We’re still really good friends.
	We worked together, partied together—hell, even shared a bed—but we never slept with each other, sexually.
	He always played hard-to-get with his beautiful long-haired, handsome, guitar-playing, California boy self.
	Unbeknownst to everybody else, Mr. Hard-to-Get was actually the reason why I signed up to go to Job Corps in San Diego.
	I didn’t mean to fall in love with the homeless boy between time, but life works the way life works.
	It was the very first weekend I was allowed out of Job Corps that I cheated on my boyfriend.
	I was so in love with that homeless boy that I slept with his picture in my pocket, but I cheated on him anyways.
	The very first weekend out, and I had ditched my friends, cheated on my boyfriend, and lied to my friend.
	I got kicked out of Job Corps for not passing my drug test the very same day my homeless boyfriend showed up. He had followed me to Job Corps. I never even had the chance to tell him what I had done. What a bad person I was. How guilty I felt. I could...
	I genuinely loved him and I never forgot what it felt like to cheat on somebody I loved so much. I never cheated on anybody ever again after that.
	Hit the Road Jack
	Gravel Shoe

	It was my choice if wanted to get in that U-Haul or not with my mom. My mom had rented this huge U-Haul, one of the twenty-six-foot-long ones. I remember her laughing when she went to pick it up.
	I had just flown back to Las Vegas after being kicked out of Job Corps. Completely heartbroken, I didn’t know what I was going to do with myself in Las Vegas anymore, so I decided to go with my mom and little brother.
	My mom had all of our stuff packed up, all ready to rock and roll to Colorado. She had a job lined up in a little casino town called Cripple Creek. We stopped by my friend’s house so I could pick up an ounce of weed for the trip and to say goodbye to ...
	We were on our way to start our new life in Colorado.
	Being an addicted, adolescent teenager from Vegas, I absolutely hated Pueblo when I first moved there.
	Hated it. Small town, dips in all the roads. There were no trees. I was like, Okay, cool. At least it’s beautiful! Thinking to myself the whole time we were driving. There were mountains, beautiful mountains, beautiful trees—just beautiful.
	Then you got to Pueblo and it was a desert. I moved from one desert to another.
	We didn’t even make it to Cripple Creek. My mom didn’t think the U-Haul would make it up the mountain.
	Funny, when my mom went to turn in the U-Haul, there was a giant gash all the way from one end of the U-Haul to the other. It was a good thing she had bought the insurance.
	We didn’t even know it happened. We had no idea.
	A whole eighty dollars to our name by the time we made it to Pueblo, and my mom still managed to find us a place.
	A part of me was really excited about the new change. A part of me was really pissed off about the scenery. A part of me was heartbroken about what happened at Job Corps.
	I became restless and found one of the first prison boys I could find to date. It wasn’t too difficult, he lived in the same apartment complex.
	This is a horrible idea, I thought to myself as I got into the car anyways.
	My new boytoy decided to steal his roommate’s car keys so we could go shoot his shotgun, all drunk at four o’clock in the morning.
	It’s my perfect example of how men are stupid and women are evil when it comes to each other.
	My boytoy was like, “Hey, are you scared? Are you scared?”
	My homegirl sitting in the passenger seat said, “No, drive faster!”
	So he drove faster.
	“Are you scared? Are you scared?” he said again.
	She repeated, “No, I’m not scared. Drive faster.”
	He drove faster down this dirt road in the middle of nowhere. Everything seemed to slow way down as we hit an S-curve on a gravel road going around 80 mph. We bounced off one side of the road, right into the other. Like playing pinball, but with a car...
	“One, two, three, four of us. Is everybody okay?”
	We all got out of the car and gathered our bearings when, Boom! Boom! Boom! Boom! Boom! The sound of the shotgun exploded abruptly in the quiet early morning air. My boytoy starts screaming at the sky, seemingly angered for what just happened. There w...
	Woodstock ’99

	By the time we made it to New York, the whole bus was full of people all headed to Woodstock ’99. It took around four days total on a Greyhound. I had a job at Arby’s in Pueblo at that time, and had just gotten home from a trip I had made earlier to g...
	Arriving a little bit early, we camped out in the parking lot. They hadn’t opened the gates to let people in yet. Thirty rack after thirty rack of PBR, Pabst Blue Ribbon beer, right there in plain sight in the middle of the parking lot. We had success...
	Two hundred fifty-thousand people. I was beyond thrilled for the experience.
	There were so many people! I couldn’t get over the sheer amount of people congregated in this one spot, in attendance for this one event.
	It was so hot, and everything was so expensive. Four dollars for a bottle of water, twenty bucks for a bag of ice. People were miserably free, walking around butt-ass naked, puffing fat blunts, with absolutely no fucks given. The kind of moment dreams...
	I was high on life, so excited and full of energy and amazement. I’d never seen such a thing ever before. I wanted to suck up as much as I could.
	Hours and hours, miles and miles, walking through seas of people from all over the world. Girls with their boobs a-blazing, all painted with pot leaves. Guys with their dangalangs just dangling. There were smiles for miles.
	It wasn’t long before I saw my first signs of destruction. Where the mud people were first at, there were also the porta potties. There was this weird poop pit mud that nobody wanted to walk in, so they made a bridge out of pallets all lined up along ...
	What happens when you get a gigantic group of frat boys together? One guy looked to another guy and started pushing over the fence. There’s two hundred and fifty-thousand people here, what are you gonna do about it? They seemed to say as they gathered...
	All the security guard could do was get on the radio. “We’ve got a breach in the beer gardens. They just pushed over the fence !”
	I was thinking to myself, Oh crap. Here we go! I’m taking pictures. Click!
	That was my first cue of destruction. They didn’t have security planned out very well at all. The bathrooms were a mess. The water system was a mess. There was no control over the people whatsoever.
	I remember my camping neighbor had this blister on the top of his head from the sun. The blister was so bad it started turning all gross and green. The poor guy was bald, the blister was huge. Woodstock ’99 was crazy!
	There were tents for miles, all packed together, and there was this intersection that was like a rose compass. Everywhere you looked, there was a trail that went off. They had it all sectioned out in color sections: white section, purple, green, yello...
	As I approached the rose compass intersection part of the trail, I saw this kid—not a literal kid, but a guy just laughing hysterically—spinning in circles in the middle of the trail.
	I thought to myself, Man, this kid is probably trippin’ and doesn’t know where he’s going or where he wants to be, so I invited him to come adventure with me.
	We ended up in the food court section. The food court was situated between the two main stages. We were there, kicking over trash, seeing what we could find.
	We sat down for a little while to rest, and in front of us was a pizza box. We opened the pizza box, and inside there was a good solid ounce of mushrooms just chillin’, waiting for us to find it.
	“Fuck yeah, fuck yeah!” I thought out loud.
	We ate those beautiful trash panda mushrooms that we had found and headed to the main stage.
	There were two main stages, an airplane hangar, and various vendors and street entrepreneurs. On our way to the main stage, we decided fuck it! We were going to play in the mud ourselves, as part of the whole experience.
	We played in the mud for a while—and not in the shit pit, let’s get that straight! We had made a new mud pit further away from where the porta potties were.
	It was right about dusk. We were covered in mud, trippin’ and cold. We decided to start a small fire inside a metal trash can at the very back of the main stage. It was the very last day of music, the third day of the festival.
	Someone saw our fire and started their own fire. Then somebody saw that fire and started their own fire.
	They started pulling pieces off of the indestructible wall the promoters had been boasting about. They uncinched the click straps and just pushed these gigantic panels right over. There was no resistance in obtaining these huge pieces of plywood that ...
	It turned into full-on chaos really fast. It went from some mud people being cold to all-out riot status. The kid and I decided to go see what else was going on. We came across this huge drum circle of people playing trash cans.
	I walked up, grooving and dancing. I thought it was choreographed, something the promoters had put together as entertainment. I’d never seen a drum circle before.
	I was dancing, tripping balls and covered in mud, when I saw somebody get up and walk away. Simply get up and walk away.
	Wait, what? I thought to myself.
	It completely blew my mind! I played trash cans the entire rest of the night into the early hours of the morning. I had a blood blister the whole size of my palm. I had no idea all the chaos that was going on in the background. I had no idea that they...
	By the time I had looked up, the kid was gone. Who knows how long he had been gone. Who knows how long I’d been playing those trash cans with the makeshift drumsticks.
	As the mushrooms slowly wore off, it came to my awareness that people were chipping away at burnt semi trucks. The sun had started to illuminate all of the crazy events from the night before. The smell of smoldering Woodstock ’99 frisbees filled my nose.
	The image of a person running down Shakedown Street with an entire ATM will forever be burned into my memory. I was still in a mushroom-induced daze, and I was clueless as to what was really going on.
	I wasn’t really scared until I had a hard time finding my tent. There were now people driving where their indestructible wall once stood. I have pieces of that wall that I took for keepsakes.
	After I finally found my tent and washed off the mud, I discovered my bus ticket home was nowhere to be found. I was seventeen and stuck in New York after Woodstock ’99. My eighteenth birthday cake had a picture of me on it, from that event. One of th...
	No!

	I had went out with a friend and two boys we’d just met. They were selling pipes at the local flea market. My friend and one of the boys were in another room. The other boy had me all to himself.
	By the time I had mustered up the courage to say no, he was already on top of me, kissing me and telling me, “You know you want it.”
	My nos were quiet at first, as I laid there motionless. Then progressively they got louder and louder. Tears started rolling down my face. “No, please don’t,” I said again, as he pulled up my skirt and positioned himself in between my legs.
	My body was frozen, but my mouth kept saying, “No!” He entered me anyways. I don’t know why I didn’t fight him off. I guess I was groomed to just let it happen. I knew I wouldn’t get hurt if I just let it happen. I lay there, frozen.
	The word no! slipped past my lips one more time, and he got off of me. I remember he started getting angry, talking about how I was going to tell all of my friends. I assured him I would keep my mouth shut, and I went to find the other girl so we coul...
	I tried to sneak back into my apartment unnoticed, but my mom could immediately tell there was something wrong with me. I went straight from the front door to the bathroom.
	I started uncontrollably sobbing until I puked. My mom was waiting for me at the bathroom door as I got out of the shower. She persuaded me to spill the beans, then called the police. After the police took their report, they advised me to go to the ho...
	I don’t know if I had washed away all the evidence or if I acted too nonchalantly at the hospital. Dissociation was my favorite go-to survival mechanism. Nothing ever happened to that boy.
	They sent me a letter in the mail stating that the evidence was inconclusive and they weren’t pursuing a criminal case. I felt like I went through all that embarrassment for nothing. I should have just kept my mouth shut. It’s so much easier to just n...
	Orphanage

	La Junta was a quiet little town. You could see the whole Milky Way in the night sky. I could smell the cows from our front porch. It was an only one actual stoplight in the whole town type of place, a place where all the stop signs with white borders...
	We ended up moving right next door to the only people that I needed to know. We named it the Orphanage.
	Although I had been on drugs for almost as long as I could remember, I’d go through little short jaunts of being pretty much sober from methamphetamines. I didn’t really go searching for it after we moved out of Nevada.
	It wasn’t until we moved to La Junta that it found me again, and when it did, boy, was it disgusting. It was the most disgusting tasting meth I’d ever done in my life. Did that stop me? Fuck no.
	These guys might have been tweakers, but they were really just a bunch of bored country kids with nothing better to do. We would do a bunch of bathtub dope and play hacky sack all night while singing Sublime and laughing hysterically. They weren’t the...
	I don’t know if my mom was actually oblivious or she just chose to be oblivious.
	One time my dad and I were sitting at her kitchen table during one of his visits. My dad was smoking meth with me, foil in hand, as my mom walked right in the front door. She had come home early from work that day.
	I couldn’t tell if she was just so mad that she didn’t say anything or if she honestly had no idea what was going on. Either way, I never brought it up to find out. The Orphanage made jokes about how my dad was the only adult allowed in the basement. ...
	Being in such a hellhole of a place, doing such hellhole-type activities, the Orphanage definitely produced some amazing people.
	Rainbowland

	By the time I was nineteen, my wanderlust grew into a full-fledged way of life. I went to my first rainbow gathering in Montana in July of the year 2000. It was then that I started traveling like a real-life gypsy.
	At first, I was taking Greyhound buses from one gathering to the next, but after a while I started hitchhiking and hopping illegal freight trains.
	Rainbowland is like the world largest non-member, non-organization organization that there is! You are involved as much as you want to be involved. Although someone gets arrested almost every year for being accused as a leader, there is no leader of t...
	There’s a barter system within the gathering for things you want. Everything else is free. Free food, no tickets to purchase. All you really have to do is show up. There is an interestingly intense infastructure for such a seemingly simple setup. Noth...
	A place of all colors, all creeds, all nationalities, all formed together to join as one rainbow. They are known as the Rainbow Warriors, Warriors of the Living Light, the Church of the Living Light, or whatever it is legally called these days. It’s r...
	Hundreds and thousands of people come from all over the world to attend national Rainbow gatherings. These gatherings include every walk of life, from homeless drug addicts to doctors and lawyers. Every religion camps right next to each other in perfe...
	We were the biggest city in Montana while we were there, just to put it into perspective of how many people gather at these events. It happens in a national forest all year round. Smaller gatherings are called regionals, but the biggest one is called ...
	It was during my dad’s visit to the basement of the Orphanage that my family reluctantly dropped me off at the bus station. I was on my way to Florida to go be with a guy I had met on a previous Greyhound adventure. I had spent that whole morning high...
	Things with that guy in Florida didn’t end up going so well, but he had introduced me to the local Rainbow focalizer. I ended up working on his crew of Rainbow kids. The focalizer guy was pretty amazing. He ran a 182-bed homeless shelter, a pirate rad...
	There was an entire union bus full of people that were all getting paid to be a number at this protest. It even came with a paid dinner at a Sizzler’s restaurant. I wore a sticker over my mouth that read, “Vote yes on, and no on yes!” as I marched to ...
	We all lived on a school bus in this rec center that used to be a city dump. There were about seven of us that were getting paid to turn trash we would find on-site into art. We also did jobs like painting the bathroom and general maintenance stuff. E...
	We had a real-life circus tent that was set up as our kitchen. It was right next to the school bus. Our camp was neatly tucked away behind the baseball field so no one could see us.
	I woke up hot, drenched with Florida humidity, to a rustling sound above my head. I didn’t want to move. I didn’t know what it was. I didn’t know if it was a person, an animal, or what.
	I slowly undid my mummy bag from my face and took a little peek. Crumble, crumble, crumble, crumble. Something was digging through a grocery bag right above my head.
	Two tiny little black hands had found their way through the open bus window. Raccoons! I smiled to myself. I love raccoons!
	We used to get in fights with the raccoons all the time. It’s amazing how smart they really are, with their little thumbs.
	They would try to distract us while the ones behind us would steal our avocados. We had to hide our avocados on top of the circus tent to keep the raccoons from getting to them.
	I found their nest one time while cleaning out trash. You could tell that they had been watching us. They had a can opener that they had stolen, along with some cans. You could tell they had tried to use the can opener on the cans themselves. Raccoons...
	We ended up throwing a bluegrass festival at the campground recreation center we were staying at, when all these Rainbow kids happened to show up. They all slept on the stage after the gig was over. Beer, Barbecue, and Bluegrass, it was called.
	The very next day the bus I was living on was on the move.
	One of the girls I had just met was like “Hey, you wanna hop off the ride and go make some money with me? We could hitchhike up to the gathering?”
	I hadn’t hitchhiked any long distances yet, only small trips around town to get from one place to another. Excited about the opportunity to be with someone who knew the ropes, I jumped on it.
	Hell yeah, I wanna hop off this perfectly good bus and hitchhike. Lmao, who says that?
	Perfectly good bus meaning, that bus was amazing!
	From the outside it looked like a church bus, all white, with white windows and white curtains. After you opened the door and got past the first layer of curtains, it was all fuzzy ceilings with velvet everything, turntables, and stripper poles.
	The very first ride we caught was with a pocket protector, button-up white shirt-wearing, classic comb over-type guy driving some sort of Geo Metro.
	I remember he didn’t say a word the entire time after he picked us up. He drove in complete silence the whole time. Just silence. He dropped us off on the side of the road, and as we were gathering our stuff, that guy came driving back up the on-ramp....
	So many questions went racing through my head, one of them being, “Wow. How fast did he have to drive to make it back to us on the freeway before we could even gather our things?”
	I don’t remember all the details, but I remember we ended up with some trucker at some truck stop in Florida. That’s the first time I had heard the term lot lizard. A lot lizard is a truck stop prostitute.
	My girl got on the CB radio and started talking all kinds of mad shit. I didn’t quite understand what she was doing then, but I know now that she was keeping us safe.
	You could hear all the whispers from the men at the truck stop that night, talking back-and-forth between each other about the two young, blonde-haired, dreadlocked, big-boobied mamas that were inside this truck. The buzz around the lot was thick with...
	Walking across the parking lot to go inside the store to use the restroom, I could hear my girl’s voice over the CB radio. “Boys, you’re going to have to fight the flies to get to us!” The sound of her laughter faded as I stepped inside the store.
	“Get off my bike!” yelled this big-tittied, blonde-haired, dreadlocked mama that I had the pleasure of hitchhiking with. She was more like an idol of mine, fiercely beautiful in every way still to this day! Love that woman—boss bitch to the core! I le...
	We were just outside of Frog’s Bar in Daytona Beach, Florida. It happened to be Bike Week. My homegirl, being her super self, started yelling at these bikers.
	“Hey! Get off my bike!” she shouted. This girl knew exactly what she was doing, and I was definitely taking mental notes.
	She was yelling at these gentlemen across the street. One of the guys took the bait and responded, “I would crawl across the highway on my hands and knees to lick the sand between your toes, girl!”
	“Oh yeah?” she said. She took off her sandals and started wiggling her sexy little crusty mama toes, presenting them like fine wine on the shelf of a stranger’s motorcycle. This big burly biker guy came crawling across the highway, all extra-dramatic,...
	The guys ended up being prison guards from New York. They were on vacation with brand-new bikes.
	They drove us around all night, polite as could be the entire time. They got us a motel room, liquor, and dinner, and were complete gentlemen the whole time. Who knows what adventure we would have went on had she not hollered, “Hey! Get off my bike!”
	The whole time hitchhiking up to the Ocala Rainbow gathering, she kept telling me about how much her friend was gonna love me. How I was “the perfect little punk rock, fairytale princess,” as she put it. With the amount of enthusiasm she had, I couldn...
	There was always some grown-ass man coming out of A camp crying, talking about how A camp wasn’t family. Most people didn’t even know that there was anything past A camp. Some never made it past the parking lot.
	A camp (alcohol camp) wasn’t all there was to a Rainbow gathering, that was just where alcohol was allowed. There weren’t many rules at a Rainbow gathering that weren’t common sense, like don’t shit in the water source. You would think that would be c...
	One of the agreed-upon “rules” of the Rainbow gathering was you weren’t supposed to consume alcohol “IN” Rainbowland. Rainbowland was kind of a self-policed system, of sorts. I definitely don’t recommend getting handed over to wrecking crew, though. I...
	The gathering was definitely not all rainbows and unicorn farts.
	Ocala gatherings really weren’t for the weekend warriors. That was a real hardcore road dog kind of gathering.
	One time, A camp sold a car that didn’t even belong to them to a local. The local went to get someone to help him drive his new car back, and by the time he made it back to pick up his new car, A camp had pushed it into a gully and set it on fire. The...
	People have even known to disappear. Who knows what happens to them—duct taped to a tree, left in a shitter, or ingested too much acid and just wandered off somewhere. Who knows?
	“We are forty-seven dollars short for our sixty-seventh keg. Got any Vicodin?” yelled a dirty A camp kid as we arrived safely past the barricade of L.E.O.s, local police, FBI, and Forest service. All of them.
	AHHH, finally! Home sweet home! We had found our way back into Rainbowland! What an adventure! It never failed—just finding your way into the Rainbow gathering was always an adventure in itself.
	These were the days before Google Maps were conveniently in everybody’s pockets. We had to read the trail of stacked rocks and random shiny ribbons that were tied to trees. This was usually at 2 a.m. on some random dirt road somewhere in some national...
	Mmmmmm, it was amazing how delicious greasy, cheesy, pepperoni pizza was when you were in the woods, five miles deep. I saw people trade some crazy stuff for crazy stuff.
	No telling what a man might do when he’s in the woods without cigarettes or Mountain Dew. I saw a guy, one time, trade an entire RV, title and all, to the first person who had a Leatherman and a backpack. The price for things was very different when y...
	I started with chocolate and traded up to a hand drum at the very first gathering.
	I experienced, gained, and saw some of the most magical, out-of-this-world happenings while at Rainbow. I was equally amazed and saddened to discover that, just like everything else, as above, so below. Equal and opposite, I saw some of the most heart...
	I had just gotten back from taking a naked canoe ride with my friend Wolf. No one in Rainbow used their real name. We all had street names. My street name was Criddle, like riddle with a C. I didn’t acquire that name from the streets, though. I got it...
	There was a big rope swing that everyone was jumping off of at the swimming hole, having a great ol’ time. I was basking in the sunlight of a nice, warm, February 14th day in Ocala, Florida, completely naked.
	Out of the brush, the dirtiest, blackest, crusty boys came stomping out of the woods.
	In Florida, half of the Everglades had already been on fire. There was this thing out there called root fires. You’d just be sitting there at your campsite, and out of nowhere a fire would just pop up from underneath you. I could never quite figure ou...
	Anyways, these two boys came stomping out of the woods—face black, hands black, clothes black, shoes black—just completely black!
	They came and stood all boastfully in the middle of this extremely clear creek as this black cloud just washed off of them, turning the whole creek black. The two boys stood there, laughing between themselves as everyone left the swimming hole. With e...
	Proud and smitten with their accomplishment, they now had the swimming hole all to themselves. The black soot had washed off to reveal two squirrely and handsome, Missouri boys.
	I was immediately drawn to everything about him.
	Turns out, my homegirl didn’t even have to introduce us.
	We were destined to meet.
	We spent all night laughing and playing. He had just chopped out a trail through the burnt forest into the wonderful kitchen of Oz. I had finally found my crew of hooligans.
	“It’s okay, officer. I’ve got them,” (All Jedi mind trick-like) said the cutest little old man as he quickly opened his trunk.
	See, I learned about God from an original ’70s Freedom Fighter in Somewhereland, North Carolina.
	Ironically (lol, no such thing), come to think of it, I happened to have slept in a churchyard the night before. We didn’t make it off the beach back to civilization with enough daytime to find a safe spot to squat for the night. Not knowing anything ...
	We had caught a ride with a four-wheel drive guy four or five miles out into Bumfuck, Nowhere without thinking about how we were getting back. We ended up sleeping in what sleeping in a giant potato chip bag in a torrential downpour would have sounded...
	Our brilliant young adult selves got caught in an east Atlantic Ocean fury, of sorts. We set up our tents and covered them with the two tarps we had. We tied the ends together and buried the edges as deep as we could in the sand, weathering the storm ...
	When I say we, besides me, myself, and I, there were the two soot-covered gentleman with me. I was truly blessed to have had their company and wisdom with me as traveling companions. Almost like traveling with Huckleberry and Mark Twain, and Huckleber...
	“Spirit said!” The ’70s Freedom Fighter started to explain as we were safely driving away from the police. “Spirit said, ‘Get on the interstate!’”
	“Why, Spirit? I have this rose I’m supposed to go give to my girlfriend!” he asked. “Spirit says again, ‘Get on the interstate!’”
	“But Spirit, I have this rose!” he exclaims. “I’m supposed to go have lunch with my girlfriend!”
	“Get on the interstate!” The voice got louder.
	“Okay, okay!”
	The ’70s Freedom Fighter obeyed the commands of Spirit. As soon as he turned onto the on-ramp, he saw us and understood.
	Not even two minutes after he stopped for us, the police pulled up behind him.
	Who knows what would have happened had he not listened to Spirit. Huckleberry probably would have went to jail for the marijuana in his pocket, and I would have been alone on the side of some road in North Carolina.
	I’ve hitchhiked all over the country. I called it backpacking America, a more polite way of saying I was a hobo. I ate out of dumpsters and at various soup kitchens. I slept underneath random bridges, wooded highway medians, and strange abandoned ware...
	Yummy

	“Yummy!” I whispered seductively as I wiped my mouth. We had been doing so much cocaine that Huckleberry’s semen had made my mouth go numb. We were somewhere in Albuquerque, staying with a guy that used to be a medic in the Army. He was a very well-fu...
	Huckleberry and I used to make talk about how we wanted to do heroin and fuck in a cardboard dumpster, but I never thought in a million years that I would really be sitting there with a needle in my arm. There I was, wasting cocaine trying to hit myse...
	I remember waking up one morning by the man we were staying with. He thought he had hid some coke somewhere and was on a rampage trying to find it. Everything was torn apart and piled into the middle of the living room floor area, including the tea bags.
	What started as a curious adventure turned into full desperation. Within just a couple of short weeks, I was doing cold shots in the parking lot right after picking up. I was already pulling used needles out of the Russian roulette can when we didn’t ...
	Saved Me
	Where the Two Ends Meet

	I could probably write an entire book from all the adventures I went on during my backpacking days, like the one time we hitchhiked into Vegas to visit my friends. We were camped at one of my all-time favorite spots, a spot where the quiet emptiness o...
	Or about how the first time I rode a freight train was with a serial killer. The amount of stories I have from the places I’ve seen and the people I’ve met within that time is endless.
	At some point, I broke up with Huckleberry and went back to La Junta, where my mom was. I started working on getting my G.E.D. I was in the 99th percentile for my literature scores and was offered a full-ride scholarship to attend Ottero Junior Colleg...
	Hmm? I thought to myself. Should I go to college like I had planned? Or take off with the train-hopping hobo?
	Like a dumbass, I took off with the train-hopping hobo.
	We made it to Willow Creek, California, the emerald triangle of Humboldt County. Bigfoot country.
	I found a job at a local gas station, where we made hamburgers that were in the shape of a foot. Bigfoot foot burgers, they called them. I told my boss they were the most disgusting things I’d ever smelled before I quit my job and hitchhiked to Eugene...
	Once that train-hopping hobo found out I was pregnant, he tried to leave me on the side of the road in Oregon. I made him promise me that he would at least get me back home to Colorado, where my mom was.
	I was pregnant on the last train I ever hopped. We caught a hot shot, or money train, one of those big ones that are stacked with the backs of semi trucks, out of Pendleton, Oregon. I could smell the train coming from miles away. I had morning sicknes...
	Instead of letting all of my free drinks go to waste, I had my friend come along with me as my designated drinker.
	I had been on meth, cocaine, pills, and alcohol—almost any drug I could find besides heroin—from the time I was young until the very day I found out I was pregnant.
	After I found out I was pregnant, I decided to dedicate my life to being a mom. I swore to myself that I’d never do meth again, but I hadn’t addressed my alcoholism or my codependency to toxic relationships. I had no idea that I was even addicted to c...
	How Dare You

	I was crying in my son’s principal’s office, my head folded sloppily into my hands. I had brought him to school late again! All I wanted to do was die. The guy proclaiming that he loved me had just stolen my rent money the night before. I drank almost...
	I left my son’s school and went straight to the hospital to get some help. Once I told the receptionist I was drunk and suicidal, they brought me to a drunk tank and put an officer at my door.
	I spent that whole day puking and crying, locked inside that room. When I sobered up, they brought me to Crossroads, a rehab center, for a five-day mandatory detox vacation.
	Then they sent Social Services to my house. All I wanted was help. Instead, I had just made everything a million times worse. Not only did my family now know I had a problem, but I’d also invited the system into my life. I felt like a complete failure...
	They released me from detox without even trying to get me help for being suicidal. I was treated like I was just an alcoholic or a drug addict, that my suicidal feelings were a byproduct of addiction.
	I went back home, wearing my new armor of shame, not sure if I was ready to face my new reality. I was laying in my bed in the upstairs loft nest that I had built, checking my voicemails.
	An angry voice pierced my ears. “How fucking dare you , Crystal!” said the angry voice on the other end of the phone. “Don’t you know how loved you are? Everyone fucking loves you! How dare you!” Click, the message ended.
	It was the voice of Mark Twain, Huckleberry’s best friend—one of the soot-covered boys I traveled all over the country with. I never got the chance to talk to him about any of it.
	On February 20, 2009, he hung himself while I was still in detox.
	His angry voice has played on repeat in my heart for the rest of my life. “How dare you, Crystal! Don’t you know how loved you are? Everyone fucking loves you!” Over and over, again and again.
	I was on my way to Mark Twain’s funeral when the caseworker that was assigned to me from Social Services called. I explained the situation of what had happened when I got out of detox and assured her I no longer wanted to kill myself. It wasn’t that t...
	I definitely wasn’t the greatest mom. I was still a child trying to raise a child of my own, but I did the best I could with what I knew, what I had, and what I understood.
	I enrolled in college to pursue a degree in machining, mostly so I could use my financial aid money to buy my apprenticeship to become a tattoo artist. My son spent a lot of time with my mom and her now-wife. I was either at school or work, or trying ...
	I would have been a much better mom had I had him later in life. If it wasn’t for my son, I probably would have continued to be a strung-out hobo with absolutely no intentions or interest in changing.
	Relate

	It might sound strange to someone who’s never lived that way of life, but there’s this weird sense of pride that comes with being a street kid. We wind up identifying ourselves as this road dog, proud of our hustle. It becomes who we are. It’s hard to...
	Words are such funny creatures. They are just tiny bits of feeling that we are trying to transfer to someone else in hopes that they can understand, when, in reality, we will never understand, all we can do is relate. We relate how we feel by what som...
	Take the word taco, for instance. My favorite taco is chicken on white corn tortillas, with cilantro and Mexican sour cream. Within a millisecond, that one simple word, taco, brings a hundred different memories mixed with the senses that accompany tho...
	It doesn’t matter how vividly I describe my memories or the one simple word attached to them. No one but me will actually truly understand. Not even the greatest empath in the entire world can truly understand. All we can do is relate—relate how we fe...
	Have you ever witnessed two drunk people arguing heavily, about to beat each other up, all while they are both saying the exact same thing, just using different words? If you change the words, you change the frequency.
	Think of all the grief that has been caused this way. That’s how I feel about the word God.
	Humans have killed each other for centuries saying the exact same thing but using different words. How many people have died in the name of He Who Shall Not Be Named.
	I personally feel we are all living, breathing representations of God, experiencing every possible possibility through each of us individually. Have you ever tried to explain Jacuzzi bubbles to someone who’s never experienced a Jacuzzi?
	I’ll never understand what it’s like to be a tree, to stand in one spot for possibly hundreds of years, but that tree does.
	I’ll never understand what it’s like to be the bird weathering the storm inside that tree, but that bird will.
	We will never truly understand anything outside ourselves. We can only relate.
	It’s humbling and truly mind-blowing to think of how beautiful every individual’s experience really is, when you see God experiencing Itself in everything and everyone.
	If someone genuinely feels something, then it’s automatically valid, no matter if we agree with them or not.
	But He Said He Loved me

	I named my son Irie, the Santamarian or Rastafarian word for the encompassment of all spiritual blessings.
	After I had him, they told me I would die if I ever gave natural childbirth again. At twenty-two years old, with only one child, I got my tubes tied.
	I used to feel sad that I’d never get to experience having a child with someone I loved, you know, like they show you in the movies, where the father talks to the pregnant mother’s belly. But it was probably a good thing I didn’t end up pregnant from ...
	My family used to make jokes about how they had to keep the homeless, guitar-playing boy with the dog away from me. I gave any guy a chance that showed interest in me. Who cares if he doesn’t have a job, or a home, or teeth! He said he loved me. I wou...
	I was under the erroneous impression that the more I sacrificed myself, the more they should love me. Not would love me, but should love me.
	How could they not love me after everything I sacrificed for them? I’d say to myself.
	That type of thinking was part of the stepping-stones to the seriously detrimental ways I was programmed to believe that was normal in how I treated myself.
	Besides being in one toxic relationship after another, I thought I did all right for myself from coming off the streets to being a mom.
	I graduated college with an associate’s degree in applied science for machining and opened my own tattoo shop before I was the age of thirty.
	You would have thought I was a military kid by the amount of states I lived in when I was a child, not to mention all the different houses in-between the different states. So I thought it was important for my son to have one solid spot. We traveled a ...
	When my son was two, I sold off all of my property and we took off to the Rainbow gathering in West Virginia. I was living in my car, traveling the countryside with my son, until he got sick one night in Eugene, Oregon. It was horrible! He was puking,...
	I moved in with my friend Wolf and his family in Olympia, Washington. I acquired a job at the Toys “R” Us in town just long enough to make enough money to come back home. Home to me has always been where my mother was.
	Irie and I traveled everywhere together until the day he started kindergarten. We had just made it back from Sturgis the night before he started school. I was tattooing at the Broken Spoke Campgrounds with this tattoo shop I worked for. Taking a five-...
	We had a couple of different houses with several different roommates throughout the years. It wasn’t until after the housing market crashed and my landlords weren’t paying the mortgage on the house I was living in that I finally settled down.
	We moved into a 1973 trailer by the time Irie started second grade. I hated it when I first moved there. The house I had been forced to leave had four bedrooms, with a full basement. It had a two-car garage with a mechanic’s pit. There was a beautiful...
	I always had people over. Sometimes too many!
	I was kind of running a homeless shelter for punk rock kids.
	There was one summer I had twenty-three people staying there. There were people on my porch, under my pool table, and in my basement . . . even people living in my food pantry.
	We drank way, way too much. We would go through three thirty racks of P.B.R. and two whole half gallons of whiskey a night.
	I was one of those girlfriends that would hide a beer for my man for the morning then bitch about the fact he had a drinking problem. I was an enabler.
	I still wasn’t smoking meth, so I didn’t see what the problem was. I used that line a lot to justify my drinking. I became one of “those” people.
	I had lost my empathy for the fact people were just people. I snubbed my nose at anyone I knew who was on hard drugs. I didn’t want anything to do with them. I thought I had conquered my addiction without even acknowledging that alcohol was meth’s new...
	What Did Your Mom Do?

	I never really knew how messed up my childhood really was, or how the events that happened led me to some of the shitty choices I made while growing up. I thought I was indestructible, that none of that had any effect on me. It wasn’t until my son got...
	I broke down crying after watching Black Snake Moan. I couldn’t believe how much I related to that movie. No one should ever relate to that movie. So I started seeing a counselor.
	My boyfriend at the time lived with me, along with his two-year-old daughter, when he had her. It wasn’t long before I started noticing things that were far too familiar in the way he acted with her. I started questioning him about things, and we got ...
	I owned my own tattoo shop at that time, but lost it. I refused to go anywhere at all if he had her. I stayed awake all night, terrified. Too terrified to sleep. I couldn’t tell if I was just crazy or if there was something really going on. He used th...
	I later started finding cum in the same boxers that he wore when he would shower with her. When I asked him if he could leave the door open because I wasn’t comfortable with all that, he became enraged. My counselor told me that it was more important ...
	Things progressively got worse and worse. At first, I thought he was just a really overprotective dad and I was just completely nuts for thinking such horrible things. The more I tried to ignore it, the more I couldn’t ignore it.
	He insisted on sleeping next to her whenever she was here. It didn’t matter how small the space was, he would lay out this elaborate bed with silk sheets and all. I became more and more terrified after she walked up to me and touched my private area, ...
	He always insisted on having a blanket over them, even if it was a hundred degrees outside. I remember my mom telling me to keep my hands above the blanket when I was younger.
	One night while I was making dinner, I was watching them from the corner of my eye. I noticed every time she got up to go play, he would cover just his private part area with the blanket. She would get up, he would get irritated and put her right back...
	I cocked checked him, and, sure enough, he had a full-on erection. I immediately went to the bathroom to puke. He started yelling and screaming at me, telling me I was crazy, who the fuck checks for that. He swore that he just had to pee.
	I don’t have a penis, so I wasn’t sure if that could be true or not. I started nonchalantly asking my male friends. All of them said no, the only time they ever had an erection while needing to pee was when they first woke up in the morning.
	I remember him screaming at me, telling me I wanted him to die, that I was going to get him killed in prison. I apologized to him for being so broken, but no matter how much I tried to make any sense of it, I always came to the same conclusion: someth...
	It was right before my friend’s wedding that I found cum in his boxer shorts after he showered with her. Once again, we got into a huge fight. He told me there was nothing I could do because she wasn’t my daughter, and, once again, he used the phrase ...
	Later that night, my friend had caught her son playing with a lighter. His response was, “Well, if you’ve caught him doing it once, then he’s probably done it before. Chances are, he’s getting too comfortable and it’s making him sloppy.”
	I couldn’t believe he just said that. People always have a way of telling on themselves if you listen closely to what they are saying, how they are saying it, or what they aren’t saying altogether. Projective speaking.
	It was Thanksgiving morning when I walked out to him watching porn with her on his lap. Still, he justified his actions by using my past history of abuse against me and blowing it off like it was no big deal because she was too young to even comprehen...
	I genuinely loved him. I couldn’t believe the universe was putting me through this, on top of everything I had already went through.
	I couldn’t stop the feeling that something wasn’t right, though. No matter how many times I went over it in my head, A+B wasn’t equaling anything but C.
	I couldn’t ignore it, and I spoke out to his baby mama. I told her,  “Hey, I might be crazy. I might just be triggered by him having a daughter, but I think there is something fucked up going on here.”
	All hell broke loose. She took his daughter away for a while, and he moved out of my home.
	I felt like I had destroyed everything because of my past. Slowly, he started talking with me again. He would leave bags of dirt on my front porch for my garden. He would put popcorn in my mailbox because he knew it was my favorite. We started seeing ...
	I tried to get over how I felt, but no matter what, it never went away. I tried convincing myself that I was just crazy. I would make myself leave the house while she was there. I left one time, and when I came back home, I stepped in cum.
	It was after I got back from the Utah Rainbow gathering that I backed him into a corner and told him I’d seen some things that I’d never seen. I had been watching a lot of interrogation shows at that time, and I decided I would try one of those techni...
	He called me the next day and told me that there was something he needed to tell me, but it was going to change everything. I agreed to meet with him to talk. He tried to blame all of his actions on having a porn addiction. I really tried to believe h...
	I tossed and turned every night, thinking, What if you’re wrong, Crystal? What if you’re wrong? What if you’re wrong and he gets killed in prison, Crystal? It would be all your fault.
	Then I heard this other voice say, Well, what if you’re right, Crystal? What if you’re right? How are you going to live with yourself if you find out years later you were right this whole time?
	What are you going to do, Crystal? What are you going to do? What do you wish your mom would have done? What does your mom wish that her mom would have done? What are you going to do, Crystal? What are you going to do?
	I saw a couple of different therapists, some of them twice a week by then, with hopes that one of them could help me. It was me that had to make that phone call. Making that phone call was the hardest, most excruciating choice I have ever had to make.
	I called Social Services from my counselor’s office. I used to think I was a Billy Badass, back in the day. I would boast about how if I ever caught anyone doing anything like that I would just kill them on the spot. I had no idea it would be as diffi...
	Fast Hands

	Fast hands, fast hands, what are you running from? The ultimate sin ? I’ve seen every act of sloppy tracks, laid out like the red brick path that you forgot to sweep. It’s more than dirty, it’s disgusting, the secrets you wish to keep. Burry it deep, ...
	CPTSD

	After finding out that I had made that phone call to Social Services, he showed up at my door, apologizing for everything he had ever put me through. He even mentioned being thankful, because who knows how far it would have gone.
	That’s definitely not the story he told anyone else. I really don’t know what happened after that. I never got to speak to the police or any other official person. The only person I was in contact with was his baby mama. She told me that her daughter ...
	She took her daughter and left the state. Nothing ever happened to him, legally. It was now his word against mine.
	His family started threatening me, and I spent years terrified of anyone coming around the corner. I never had enemies before, and he was related to half the town. They all knew me, but for me they could have been anyone.
	I beat myself up for years thinking I should have done this, or I could have done that. If only I would have recorded his confession that night. I felt like nothing I did meant anything, while he paraded around town boasting about how I was just a cra...
	I spent years in counseling. I was completely traumatized. They diagnosed me with complex post-traumatic stress disorder (CPTSD) and obsessive-compulsive thought patterns. I made jokes about how my PTSD had an extra letter in it. Obsessive-compulsive ...
	It made me realize just how much easier it would have been, in some ways, to have kept my mouth shut and turn the other cheek. It also made me realize just how strong I had been not to.
	It also gave me a whole new perspective for my mom and my mom’s mom. I did what none of them were strong enough to do. I did what a lot of people aren’t strong enough to do, and now I understood why most of the time it goes on without anyone saying an...
	I did a lot of research into pedophiles when I was trying to decide if I was dealing with one. Statistically speaking, one out of every four men in a room have either already done something inappropriate or would, if they thought they could get away w...
	That statistic made me furious when I would sit in an auditorium for one of my son’s band performances at his school. I couldn’t be in places with large crowds without freaking out about it.
	We always think the boogeyman is going to be some stranger off the street, when in reality they are usually people that we are close to, people that we trust. It’s impossible to be deceived by someone you don’t trust.
	Turns out, there are different types of pedophiles. There are the ones that are only aroused by children, and then there are the opportunists. The opportunists usually justify their actions by believing they aren’t hurting their victims, that their vi...
	I also learned that our older children make up a huge percentage of this statistical chart. I thought I was safe when I first got with him because he had bad things done to him as a child, as well. I figured there was no way he would do that, but, ins...
	Always listen to your children and pay close attention to how they act around different family members. One out of every four is too high of a number to not be paying attention. If you ever find yourself questioning someone’s actions, trust your intui...
	Terror Fiend

	There’s the box of ashes, what’s left of my past, all the hurt and anguish, the tortuous remnants. Afraid to let go of all I’ve ever known, my fingers are bleeding and they’re worn to the bone. How could I let this happen? How could I let them win? Wh...
	CPTSD Continues

	It took years before I started even remotely being okay after all that. I had completely lost all sense of myself. I lost my tattoo shop. I quit the band I was singing for. I stopped talking to pretty much all humans. I was angry, so very angry! With ...
	My startle reflex was so bad that my mom’s phone going off in her back pocket would send me into uncontrollable tears. It’s hard to be a badass when you cry over ringtones. I isolated myself completely. I couldn’t see happiness in anything. I felt lik...
	I tried to get any one of my friends that were around that had witnessed how distressed I was, or anyone he confessed to about having a supposed porn addiction, to write a statement. All but one refused to have anything to do with it.
	All of my so-called friends that saw me cry day in and day out, that watched me go absolutely insane trying to figure out if I was crazy or not, had turned the other cheek.
	I was on my own. I did, however, get my therapists to write statements for my protection, just in case anyone that was threatening me came to my doorstep. These statements were that  I in no way acted out of vengeance or spite. I made that phone call ...
	I stayed in my house terrified, for a daughter that wasn’t even mine. Nothing might have happened to him legally, but at least the baby mama took the baby out of state. I could finally sleep.
	It’s taken me almost ten years to be able to tell this part of my life without curling up into a ball and crying.
	I Never Thought
	Gemini

	You’re going to meet a Gemini, you should do anything in your power to keep him, were the words written for my monthly Libra horoscope. Do anything in my power to keep him? What peculiar wording for a horoscope, I thought to myself. And how did my hor...
	My friend had convinced me it was time to get out of my house. I had been isolated for long enough. She kept talking about making a profile on OK Cupid, a dating site that she was on. I gave in and gave it a shot. The only person I found of interest w...
	The first time I met him, I made him come outside. I was nervous that I was being set up to get jumped. Once I felt comfortable he had nothing to do with my ex or his family, I went inside.
	He lived in the living room section that he had tarped off from the rest of the house as his bedroom. He was in the process of a nasty divorce with his ex-wife and had moved to Pueblo because he had no other place to go. I should have just backed away...
	There were a trillion red flags with the Gemini that I was oblivious to: the constant yelling, screaming, and crying on the phone with his ex-wife; the fact that he had spent most of his life in prison; or the fact he’d be making cardboard clothes han...
	He made me feel safe. He would post up in front of me wherever we were to make sure no one could get to me. He made me feel like I was the most beautiful person he’d ever met. I knew he was up to something, and I started thinking it was drugs.
	I brought him to the only place that I knew for a fact there would be some. I just wanted him to be honest with me. I thought that if he saw I was there for him, he would open up to me. I took one hit off that pipe for the next five years.
	I hadn’t touched meth, nor had I been around it, after I found out I was pregnant. I thought, Just this one time. No big deal, I can handle it. Boy, was I wrong. I went from nothing to gangsta before I even knew it.
	It started off small. I would only smoke it with him when I’d go see him, but once he moved in with me I saw him every day. At first, I wouldn’t allow us to smoke in my house, so we turned my shed into a motorcycle garage, and would sit out there all ...
	Then I started letting him smoke inside because he was never around once he moved in with me. The whole me being the most beautiful person he’d ever met disappeared. I found myself constantly doing more for him to try to win back his approval. I wonde...
	All I knew was I wanted that feeling back, the one where I was the most beautiful woman in the world.
	He started acting shadier and shadier. I believe he did that in hopes that I would break up with him. It’s crazy how people do that. They don’t want to break up with you because they don’t want to be viewed as the bad guy. Instead, they start acting l...
	There was this girl that would come and bring him sandwiches, buy him new shoes, and give him money. He swore up-and-down that he had nothing to do with her.
	Of course, I didn’t believe him, but I would lay next to him, apologizing for thinking badly of him.
	That’s one of the things I’ll never do again. How many of us lay next to someone, lying to not only them, but to ourselves? I’ve learned that I’m so much angrier when I find out that I was right, when I was just lying to myself trying to pretend I bel...
	I’ll never lie to myself or to someone else while laying next to them, kissing them, and apologizing, knowing damn well that I don’t believe them. This is just a small part of what I’ve learned along the way to loving myself.
	Everyone says you gotta love yourself, but no one tells you how, or what that truly means. It was the Valentine’s Day before he moved in with me that I was crying, laying in his bed wondering where he was. No one could find him. His phone was turned o...
	He came crawling into my room at five in the morning three days later with this ring, and an elaborate story of how he dropped his bike and lost his phone, and how dare I question him. I should be thankful he was alive.
	It was a month later, on St. Patrick’s Day, when I found the Gemini’s personal Pornhub account. There were videos of that girl sucking his dick. When I confronted him about it, he got ugly and shoved me. I kicked him out of my house and should have be...
	He still swore he never had sex with her, said he only let her give him head so he could piss off his ex-wife. I told him to put that on the universe. He said that if he was lying, his motorcycle would never run again. He swore on the universe, and ev...
	Night after night, day after day, he’d be in that parking lot with that girl and his motorcycle. It was like putting salt in a fresh wound every time I left my house.
	Then I remembered that I had that girl’s phone number in my phone. If he wouldn’t tell me the truth, I figured I could definitely get it out of her.
	I started texting her all kinds of mean, fucked-up shit to see if she’d take the bait. Sure enough, she sent me videos of them in a hotel room from that Valentine’s Day. He did not drop his bike and almost die. He was fucking her on his bike in a mote...
	I was pissed. I was so angry with him for putting lies on his dead brother’s name that I didn’t care what happened to me. I was going to confront him.
	I selfishly kissed my son on the top of his head and said I’d be back. I drove up to the O’Reilly’s where he was still sitting with his bike and some fresh chicken nuggets almost hitting him with my van as I drove up. I got out of the van, pushed his ...
	He said, “Girl, you hit me one more time and I’m gonna fuck you up.”
	So what did I do? I hit him again.
	Boom! He hit me one time right in the nose. Blood starts pouring down my face and into my mouth. I start spitting blood at him, telling him that he hit like a bitch.
	It was right around then that the cop showed up. I get hauled off to jail. I’d never been to jail in my adult life before. It wasn’t until they stripped me naked and put me into the Velcro turtle suit that I began to cry. Fuck! What did I just do? And...
	After I got out of jail, I felt completely lost. I had no idea how addicted to the chaos I’d become in just a couple of short months, or how black both my eyes were from just one punch. I started finding my own drugs, along with the people that did th...
	I started running drugs for my plug. I’d drive almost a hundred miles in one night. I wasn’t just a drug addict, I had become a drug dealer. I started buying ounces to sell off grams, just to have my own supply. Once it was gone, I’d re-up and start t...
	It wasn’t just the police we were dealing with. These guys were Feds. Their FBI hats matched their FBI shirts, matched their FBI everything. At first, they thought I was protecting him and pulled me aside to ask me questions. I told them the truth of ...
	They didn’t even search my van. I don’t why or how I got out of that one, but they let me go. Later, the court dismissed the case against me and dropped all charges. The Gemini didn’t show up.
	The Gemini later ended up in jail for domestic violence with the other girl, and I would randomly go and see him for visits. I showed up late one night and they wouldn’t let me in. I went out to my van and was writing him a letter, when I hear knock! ...
	“Ma’am, are you okay?” they asked.
	Thinking quickly, I responded, “Yes, I’m just safe here.”
	They both looked at each other, shrugged in agreement, and left. I had fallen asleep with my van running right in front of the cop shop. After they left, I stayed and slept in my van until it almost ran out of gas. I figured it would be suspicious if ...
	I used to fall asleep in my car or van all the time. One minute I’d be scrolling through my phone, the next minute it would be daylight and I’d still be in my car. I felt safe in my car. I could lock all my doors and no one could rob me while I was sl...
	March 13th

	I met a guy online that flew me out to Ohio to meet him. We ended up driving back to Colorado with a couch on the roof of his car. I knew it was a bad idea the moment I reluctantly agreed.
	I was super excited about meeting him. He was an old-school tattoo artist that used to teach at conventions. He was even featured in the Savage Tattoo magazine in 1996. He sent me a portrait of me that he drew as a Valentine’s Day present prior to me ...
	My plug was secretly living with me at that time. Everyone called my spot the Sanctuary. It was a place people felt safe.
	Day three of being back with my new boyfriend from Ohio, and we had already started fighting with each other. I had my friend come and pick me up, just to contemplate life and blow off steam. I never rode with him. He had a no-stop policy towards the ...
	When he went to drop me off at my van, we were so deep in conversation about God, the universe, and life that we didn’t even notice another car in the parking lot until it pulled up behind us with its red and blue lights on.
	I quickly got out of the car and said, “Thanks for the ride back to my van. I know you gotta get to work.”
	As my friend slowly creeped away, the cop stuck around to ask me a couple of routine questions: license, insurance, and registration. Once everything cleared, I went back home.
	I didn’t know my friend had acquired feelings for me until he started making sideways comments about setting my new boyfriend on fire. I had just gotten out of the shower when I saw my friend lingering hesitantly at my front door. I couldn’t quite see...
	There were a million unspoken thoughts contained in the hesitance at my front door. Before I could even speak his name, he was gone.
	“Was that . . .?” I asked as I entered a candlelit room. My boyfriend was embarrassedly naked and sprawled out on a freshly made bed.
	Oh man! I giggled to myself as I replayed my friend walking into the same scene. My boyfriend and I played make-up that whole night.
	The next day came, with no word from my friend. I thought he was just embarrassed about walking in on my bare-ass naked boyfriend the night before and just wanted to give us some space. Nighttime came, and still nothing from my friend. I tried calling...
	My homie fell asleep behind the wheel at a stoplight. When the police showed up to investigate, he took off. His “no-stop” policy.
	They later found him again, asleep behind the wheel, this time in a local shopping center, where he got into a shoot-out with the cops. No one could tell me if he was dead or alive. Because of the nature of the incident, the details were considered co...
	Moments after I got that phone call, my son burst into my room, bleeding and crying. He’d been bitten by a dog on his way to the bus stop. So my boyfriend and I drove him to the hospital to get him checked out.
	My son decided to go to my mom’s house afterwards. Our home didn’t feel safe to him anymore.
	I cried and cried and cried myself to sleep that day. When I woke up, my boyfriend and all of his belongings were gone.
	He had packed up and left in the middle of the day while I was sleeping, making sure to get a hold of my mom to tell her all of my business on his way out.
	My son disowned me, my friend got shot, and my boyfriend left without saying a word.
	Then my backyard roommate asked me to go drive him someplace to pick up. I agreed, only to see if he was going to even attempt to throw some cash my way. Just as I suspected, nope! I drove furiously and recklessly back home, running red lights, rantin...
	I pulled into my driveway and my backyard neighbor got out of my van. I didn’t want to be at home. I didn’t want to be anywhere. I drove around aimlessly until I finally parked at a gas station.
	Still foaming at the mouth, I saw this old man and his wife parked next to me with their hood up.
	I looked over and scowled. “Fuck you, universe! I’m not fucking helping them!”
	I went on and on in my head about how every time I helped someone I just got used and abused. I swore I was going to shave my head and wear bug spray as perfume so no one would fall in love with my picture ever again. I was done being nice. I ranted a...
	I sat in my van, scowling at this broke-down Bronco. One person after another tried to help them, to no avail.
	“I know what you want, universe, and I’m not doing it! I’m done! I don’t care!” I cursed up to the sky.
	I closed my eyes so I didn’t have to look at them, and when I opened my eyes they were gone.
	Nope! Now this little old man was trying to push his Bronco out of the middle of an intersection.
	“Argggh, fuck!” I shouted as I got out of my van to help.
	His Bronco was a standard, and he was trying to push it fast enough to pop the clutch.
	You sneaky, mofo! I thought to myself as I side-eyed the sky.
	“Hold on!” I said angrily as I got into my van and positioned myself behind his Bronco.
	I started to push his Bronco with my van. I got him going a little bit, then stopped to see if it was fast enough to pop his clutch. The first time it didn’t work. We pushed his Bronco back to the starting line, and we tried again. The second time did...
	I told the man, “No more. It’s not working!”
	With his broken English, he pleaded, “Please, ma’am. Just one more try?”
	I agreed. Following the same steps as before, pushing his Bronco, denting my van, I stopped and listened. His engine started and he drove away, with his hand waving out his window.
	I took a deep breath, and as I exhaled, I realized I wasn’t even angry anymore. Once I realized I wasn’t angry anymore, I was filled with this uncontrollable laughter. Shaking my head and laughing, I could only imagine what kind of lunatic I must have...
	I’ve always been the kind of person who wanted to help everyone. Even as a little girl, my mom would tell me stories of how I would wait outside of bathroom stalls just to make sure the elderly lady didn’t forget her cane. That night confirmed it for ...
	Sometimes it’s a good thing to not know everything. My homie was driving a stolen car. The police didn’t kill him that night, they severed his spinal cord, making him a quadriplegic. I’m pretty sure he was shooting for the suicide-by-police scenario. ...
	Dumpster Doughnuts

	I swear I wasn’t going to do meth anymore. At the time, I genuinely meant it. What I didn’t know was that it was impossible to change my life while living in the same environment, surrounded by the same people. I hadn’t changed anything, inside or out...
	I ended up in a relationship with a guy who was supposed to be a one-night stand. A one-night stand that refused to leave. It was like the universe kept giving me the same homework assignments in boundary setting, with harder and harder tests.
	I might have known this guy for over a decade, but I had no clue who he was. He immediately moved himself into my house. He kept me locked inside my room. He didn’t care if I wanted to have sex with him or not. He didn’t care much about anything other...
	A hobosexual is a person who gets into a relationship so they have a place to live. Turns out, most of my relationships were with hobosexuals.
	When he asked to put a tracer on my phone, I didn’t really think anything about it. I figured I had nothing to hide, and I understood what it was like to feel insecure. I agreed, just to give him peace of mind while I was out running the streets.
	One morning, I decided to see where this tracker said I was going. I had learned a lot from the Gemini about the information Google stores and how to find it. When I looked to see where I was going, it had traced me going to a super-shady motel room a...
	When I confronted him about it, his true colors really shined.
	He stole my car keys and my purse, causing a huge scene at the 7-Eleven we were at. I had to play nice to get him to give me my car keys back before the police showed up, but I stuck to my guns about not lying to myself while laying next to someone. I...
	When I turned on my computer, the first thing I noticed was that I had to re-establish all of my permissions throughout my whole system. When I looked at the surveillance camera coding, everything was exactly the same, except for the day in question. ...
	I dug deeper and deeper into this supposed recorded surveillance footage. Besides getting home safe that first night, I didn’t pretend one bit that I believed him, no matter how angry he would get. No matter how many times he tried to smash my compute...
	I told him I was going to investigate this, with or without him. “You can either be on my side, or get out of my way,” I told him.
	It only made sense that if he had nothing to do with it he would be trying to help me instead of stopping me.
	He was actually one of the smartest people I’d ever met. He knew all kinds of things about all kinds of things, but he was definitely not expecting for me to be just as smart.
	Just so you know, if you are dealing with someone running an app called Lucky Patcher on their phone, they are definitely up to no good. Both the Gemini and him used that app and understood a whole lot about coding. It’s scary what people can do with ...
	I found more proof one night before dinner at my mom’s house. Spreadsheets are programs. I found a spreadsheet buried in the trash of my phone with content related to video audio input.
	This caused a huge scene at my mom’s house, where he stole my purse again and took my car, then came back and blamed my behavior on drugs. My son was outside screaming at me, telling me to stop acting like that, that I was just a stupid psycho tweaker.
	A couple of days before that, I was sitting in the car with my son, talking to him about how this guy was acting towards me, and not wanting to leave the house.
	“Why don’t you just call the cops, Mom?” my son asked.
	“I can’t just call the cops. I know you don’t understand, but I can’t just call the cops,” I replied.
	My son refused to come home until he was gone. Even though my “boyfriend” knew this, he still refused to leave.
	After that night at my mom’s house, I told him he wasn’t allowed back at my house. I went home and locked all of my doors. I took my car keys off my keychain and put the keychain back in my purse, to make it look like it was still there. I took all th...
	I barricaded my bedroom door and went to sleep. Sure enough, he was in my room when I woke up. I don’t know how he got in there, but there he was. Instantly, we started fighting once I asked him what he was doing there. He started throwing stuff and p...
	My supposed boyfriend went after my purse, just like I thought he would. He called me a stupid, fat bitch as he went to leave my house. Once he realized I had taken the car key off my keychain, he came back into my room, threw my purse at me, and took...
	I was safe for the moment, but I knew as soon as they let Dumpster Donuts out of jail that he’d be right back to terrorize me.
	The Gemini had only been out of jail for a little over two weeks when I bought him a bus ticket to come back to Pueblo. If there was anyone I knew that could keep me safe from Dumpster Donuts, it was the Gemini. The Gemini just had this aura about him...
	Just like I thought, as soon as they released Dumpster Donuts from jail, he was right back at my house. My camera caught him creeping around my bushes at two o’clock in the morning. The next day, he blocked my car with another car in my driveway, dema...
	I picked up the Gemini from the bus station the next morning. I knew it was a gamble, bringing the Gemini back, but I also knew Dumpster Donuts wouldn’t get anywhere near me with him around. When Dumpster Donuts tried to show up again, the Gemini remo...
	I later uncovered what he was trying so desperately to hide: Dumpster Doughnuts was feeding me Klonopin in mint milkshakes so I would pass out. My backyard roommate took my car to go pick up heroin or meth while my boyfriend was banging my roomate’s g...
	S.Y.L.

	At first, it was absolute bliss, like it was before. I was back to feeling beautiful.
	Why can’t I smile like that for myself, though? I wondered.
	He used to write S.Y.L.C.L., short for Say You Love Crystal Lavender, on everything. S.Y.L.C.L. was on every letter he wrote me, on his motorcycle, on his mirror. It was our little insider secret phrase.
	We had been experiencing intimacy issues. With the help of acid and talking, we boiled it down to the fact he really loved me. He had a hard time getting it up for girls he actually loved. He had no problem with shady back-alley sex with girls he didn...
	That tattoo is a constant reminder that anything that passes my lips should be of love.
	S.Y.L. Say You Love became my way of life.
	I had recently come across the terms starseed, light workers, and twin flames. The term starseed piqued my interest, and I started doing research. A starseed was said to be a higher dimensional being who volunteered to reincarnate into a human body in...
	During the black plague, wealthy people would pay a degenerate in town, usually in beer and bread, to come and eat the sins of a deceased person so they could get into heaven. A starseed is pretty much a sin eater for the entire collective consciousne...
	It triggered a complete awakening in me. It somehow all made sense why I felt like I didn’t belong in anything or with anyone. I felt like an outcast of the outcasts. I was never meant to fit in. I was here to stand out. I wholeheartedly took on the r...
	From that day forward, when anyone asked me what I did for work, I told them I was an earth angel, starseed, ground soldier of the Most High.
	I figured the Gemini had ulterior motives, but so did I, really, so I wasn’t too surprised when he started fighting with me to go be with that girl. Apparently, he had been waiting for her to get out of rehab. I decided, screw it, invite her over. We’...
	I was laying there miserable, worrying about the Gemini and that girl being on the street. When I came to the realization that I was hating on a person that someone I love loved!
	How was that within the realm of unconditional love? It wasn’t! If I was here to love unconditionally, me hating her because the Gemini loved her was wrong, so I moved them both into my house. Everyone thought I was completely insane, but I knew I was...
	AZRAEL

	I heard somewhere that if you blew meth smoke into a black background and took pictures, you’d be able to see demons in them. Sitting bored in my room one night, the Gemini and I decided to try it. The faces I saw in the smoke weren’t demons. They wer...
	One of the images looked just like my backyard neighbor, and another one looked just like the face of the Gemini. I was convinced they were the faces of the souls the drug had captured. It completely freaked me out.
	The Gemini kept asking me, “What is your demon’s name, Crystal? What is your demon’s name?”
	The only name that came out of my mouth was Azrael.
	When I went to do research to find out who Azrael was, I found that there was no demon named Azrael. Azrael wasn’t a demon at all. Azrael was actually an archangel more commonly known as the angel of death.
	In my research, I discovered that Archangel Azrael was actually the helper of God, or He Whom God Helps, the only one of the archangels actually required to have unconditional love. He was responsible for transmuting our souls to pure love before retu...
	Not only does Archangel Azrael assist the souls of the recently deceased, Azrael also assists the souls of the living that are attached to the souls of the recently deceased.
	Upon each person’s life review, Archangel Azrael has witnessed every single one of our regrets. Every single I should have done this, or I wish I would have done that, or I wish I could do that again. Everything that has ever weighed heavy on our soul...
	To thine own self be true is actual service to God. I don’t mean in a selfish, self-centered way, but in the way it will weigh on your heart, mind, and soul.
	That’s how writing this book felt to me, that if I didn’t, I would regret it on my deathbed.
	No one cares about how dirty their floor is or what kind of car they drove on their deathbed. They care about the chances they didn’t take, the trips they talked themselves out of, the apologies they never gave, and the people they never forgave.
	I spent a lot of time in the graveyard close by my house collecting owl feathers, contemplating this newfound revelation while hanging fallen wreaths.
	The graveyard was the only place where I felt like the people actually knew anything. All I know is, the more I know, the more I understand that I know nothing. Sometimes I feel like we sit in the womb of our next mother creating our next life, like t...
	Healer of Healers

	The last time I spoke to my father, I was trying to set him up.
	I had so many unanswered questions regarding my childhood that I wanted answers to that I devised a To Catch a Predator-type plan. I wanted to see how he would respond, if he would take the bait. It ended with him stating that he left so he could neve...
	I was trying to keep my shit together the best I could. With my new living arrangements and the news of my father passing away, I knew that one wrong word from me would set off events towards catastrophic endings.
	I was driving the Gemini and his girl to go pick up her things when I stopped downtown at our local metaphysical shop. I went in alone, saying that I needed to pick up some new crystals and sage for meditations. As soon as I stepped foot in the front ...
	Her little dog came right up to me and started frantically licking the tears off my face. The owner let me sit on the floor, out of the way, with her little dog on my lap. As I was sitting there, a couple came in and asked her what type of stones she ...
	I sat there, quietly smiling to myself as I regained my composure. I noted it as another clear, concrete confirmation from the universe that I was definitely here for a purpose bigger than I knew.
	I bought every stone that I could find that had to do with healing, love, or ancestral timelines. I bought any stones I could find that were in the shape of hearts with lines on them. I spent almost all of my rent money on stones that day at the metap...
	Star Friend

	I had pretty much convinced myself that the Gemini was my twin flame. It appeared that all the characteristics fit the checklist besides us not looking alike. The Gemini had brown eyes and mine were blue.
	“Maybe you’re not my twin flame. Maybe you’re just a catalyst for me to know that I am a twin flame. Either way, I’m on fire!”
	As soon as I sent that message, my phone went off, almost like I had sent the message to myself (I am one of those strange people with a messenger inbox that contains messages to myself from myself).
	It was my friend Juju telling me about this gypsy guitar-playing Tarot card reader that made her think of me every time she saw him.
	“Sound sexy!” I replied before going back to the heated argument I was having with the Gemini via text message.
	At first, I thought my friend was talking about one of her coworkers or some guy that she had met. Then I found out she was talking about a Tarot reader on YouTube, one I had already been watching.
	Interesting, I thought to myself. My friend had no idea that I was even watching Tarot on YouTube. She had no idea about any of the stuff that was going on in my life. I hadn’t seen her or even talked to her much since I had gotten out of jail. There ...
	This Tarot card reader now had my full attention. At first, I would just be in his live chat, looking for clarity on my Gemini situation, offering support, and sharing his videos.
	He used to say, “Okay, universe, give me three shuffles.” I would chime in on his live feed on that last shuffle. I was completely stoked to have found a group of like-minded spiritual people that I could be a part of, all from the safety of my very o...
	I jumped in and typed, “Or Pornhub!” In my case, Pornhub was the only social media my ex and I were even friends on.
	Damn! I was blocked by the crazy girl he was dating at that time. I’d seen her blocking all kinds of people before me but was completely heartbroken when it happened to me. Instead of facing it maturely and asking questions. I instantly lashed out.
	I had paid for a private reading and was waiting on receiving it. Instead, I sent a very thought-out email of truths meant to hurt. It’s one thing if the truth hurts someone. It’s a whole other thing when it’s truth with the intention of hurting someo...
	As they say, hurt people hurt people.
	The response I got back was definitely on that same train of hurt people hurt people.
	At first, I blasted him on social media, calling him a poser and all kinds of other nasty things. Then I realized I was doing the complete opposite of what I was here to do. If I was here to spread unconditional love to the ley lines of the planet, I ...
	So instead, I started inviting people to like his page and supporting his mission. I continued to type things in his live feed. At first it was dumb stuff like, “Hey daddy, are you ever going to unground me? I swear I’ll behave!”
	It didn’t matter that no one else could see me. I was still participating in the live chat, just typing to myself.
	After he broke up with the crazy girl he was seeing, he started doing live Tarot readings on Facebook. He made me a moderator on that site, and we talked a little bit back-and-forth via Messenger. I got unblocked on YouTube, but that didn’t last long....
	I couldn’t shake the feeling that there was some kind of crazy spiritual connection attached to this whole experience. When he lived in Idaho, I randomly Googled it to see how far away it was. Eleven hours and one minute. Why the one minute, universe?...
	He was a street kid, I was a street kid. His mom was a lesbian, my mom is a lesbian. He would say things just after I would type them. It was driving me absolutely insane. I became overly fascinated and embarrassedly obsessed in trying to make any sen...
	In the meantime, I acquired some of the best manifestation/Law of Attraction tips I had ever heard.
	I learned that the universe only responds with, That is correct. Here is some more of whatever it is that you are thinking. For example, if you were constantly thinking, I can’t spend this money. I have to save this money. I need to save this money. T...
	If you are constantly thinking, All of my friends just use me. No one really loves me. My life is useless. The universe responds with, That is correct. Here is some more of . . . If you don’t like the more of whatever it is that you are thinking, then...
	I learned things while listening to him that completely changed the way I thought. I was so obsessed with this connection and putting together the pieces and clues that I even started making a little movie out of all of my findings. I didn’t know if h...
	I would type about how my favorite Tarot card was the Wheel of Fortune, then he would post a video talking about getting the Wheel of Fortune tattooed on him. Then one day his now-wife repeated something verbatim that I had written. I knew then that I...
	It wasn’t this I just have to be with him type of fan girl feeling. It was more of a what the hell is going on here, universe? burning question that I was completely engulfed in.
	I’m still not sure why it was the way it was, but I’ve made peace with the fact that I’ll probably never know.
	On top of being thankful for everything I learned, him being my imaginary friend was obviously something I really needed at that time. It kept me focused on spiritual pursuits and invited a childlike curiosity I had never felt in my adult life.
	I wrote every day as a ghost for almost three whole years.
	It wasn’t until I came up with a completely outlandish scenario and made a total ass of myself that I came to the realization that I was jeopardizing my sense of self-worth and integrity. I quit.
	God’s not going to give you someone else’s man, my conscience kept telling me, but I kept justifying my actions because it wasn’t about trying to be with him. It was about this whole other spiritual mission I swore he had something to do with.
	I probably seemed like the weirdest, craziest stalker this guy had ever seen.
	That experience was essential to who I am today. There’s really no other way to apologize for anything that my actions may have caused on his side.
	We’ve never even actually spoken. There was just this strange behind-the-scenes connection that I still can’t fully articulate the right formation of words to explain.
	“Thank you” is probably the best apology.
	As hard as it is for me to admit or talk about, it is true. That happened.
	Recovery
	Cleaning House

	My uphill climb to recovery started pretty much from the moment I learned about being a starseed. I knew I had a mission to help others learn to help themselves.
	My addiction had convinced me that it was okay I was still smoking meth. What good is a light in an already lit room? The darkness is where I was needed the most.
	My addiction told me that I could still smoke meth and be a spiritual teacher. I remember having arguments with my addiction on a regular basis. I knew that it wasn’t something I could ever be proud of, but still I continued anyways.
	My first step towards recovery was evicting my backyard roommate.
	That was a hard first step for me. My backyard roommate was one of my best friends and all-time favorite people.
	I had asked him to leave multiple times. I even told him he could have the camper, as long as he left.
	A whole year went by and he was still there. He and his girlfriend were always fighting. The cops were always getting called to my house because of the fights they would get into at wee hours of the morning.
	I had to legally evict him from my backyard.
	It sucked, but it was the first major step I had to take in order to gain control of my environment.
	Addiction comes in many forms, not just drugs, alcohol, sex, and gambling. Codependency is a form of addiction, as well as gossip, negativity, shopping, and food. Addiction is everywhere. No matter what area the addiction is focused on, they all have ...
	After I evicted my backyard roommate, saying the word no became a whole new way of life for me.
	When I first started learning how to say no, I felt like I was a toddler. Everything was “No!”
	My friends would ask me, “Hey Crystal, do you want to . . .?” My answer of “No!” would jump from my lips before they could even finish asking their question.
	I had no idea how empowering and important that one simple word was. I didn’t even realize how incapable of saying no I was until I started exercising my right to use it.
	I had been so accustomed to saying yes to things and people and situations that I really didn’t want to say yes to, in fear that I would make someone else sad or they wouldn’t want to be my friend or my boyfriend if I said no.
	When I first started using that almighty, powerful word, it was almost like raising a hand to a dog that’s been beaten.
	After I learned to stand my ground without flinching, my nos became more of a solid statement and less of a question.
	When my quadriplegic homie showed up on my doorstep at buttcrack-thirty in the morning, homeless, I felt like a complete jerk for telling him no, that he couldn’t live with me, but I had to. It was like God or the universe was testing my conviction to...
	I hadn’t completely quit doing drugs yet because my addiction was still lying to me, but I had definitely been dipping my thoughts into that side of the pool.
	I was miserable having cameras on my cameras, my door always being locked, and people just showing up whenever, taking whatever they thought they needed more than me.
	It was miserable not having enough food to eat, constantly facing shut-off notices, driving while looking over my shoulder, not knowing if that would be the day I’d get pulled over. I was sick of it, and everything that came with it.
	I was heartbroken by the disappointment in my son’s eyes and my mom asking a million worried-mom questions.
	When I imagined my inner child running up to me, all big-eyed and full of wonderment, asking what we became when we grew up, that was definitely not the story I wanted to give.
	Did You See What God Just Did

	It’s crazy how fast your friends show up to share with you when you tell them you are done quitting.
	Poof! There they were, with drugs in hand, giddy and ready to welcome you back.
	I had already tried to quit a couple of times, with no success. When COVID-19 hit mainstream news, a part of me was terrified about what was happening in the world.
	Being in empty stores with empty shelves accompanied by the piercing eerie silence on the streets is a feeling I’ll never forget.
	Alongside the sense of impending doom was this strange feeling of relief.
	It was as though God had stepped in and said, “No!”
	I was relieved that no one could come near me. I was relieved there was a 10 p.m. curfew. I was relieved that the price of meth had skyrocketed. I saw it as my chance to escape.
	I thought I could use the isolation as a golden opportunity to free myself from the remaining hooks my addiction.
	I no longer needed an excuse to say no. God had provided it for me.
	Still, my addiction would sneak in and convince me that it was okay to sneak out of my bubble of isolation to go hit a bubble of meth. That I was in control now. It was on my terms. I could go when, and if, I wanted to.
	I remember feeling pretty inflated with my newfound sense of supposed control. I patted myself on the back for this new arrangement I’d made with my addiction.
	Recovered On Purpose

	I had been sitting in my isolation bubble, posting some intense spiritual ramblings on Facebook for days. I can’t remember if I was just high or if I was high. Whatever I was on, it was attracting spiritual people to reach out to me in my Messenger in...
	Most of the messages were the typical, “Hey, beautiful.” type of messages I’m sure most women get. There was definitely an influx of randoms reaching out to me, though.
	At 10:49 a.m. on May 26, 2020, I got a message that changed my life forever. It read:
	I have almost five thousand friends on my Facebook, mostly from networking and marketing while I was in a band or working as a tattoo artist. I had no idea who this Adam guy was. I went to his profile to see who I was talking to that randomly ended up...
	Adam Vibe Gunton, founder and creator of Recovered On Purpose.
	Wait, what? I thought to myself. Recovered On Purpose? I read those words again and again. Recovered On Purpose. Recovered On Purpose! I felt this wave of excitement hit me out of left field. I literally jumped out of my seat and squealed, “Recovered ...
	I didn’t just want to say it. I wanted to be it. I wanted to mean it. I wanted to be recovered on purpose.
	From May until around my mom’s birthday in September, I fought with the inflated sense of confidence agreement I had with my addiction. As I sat quietly in the background watching Adam’s podcasts, I grew more inspired. I would tell everyone around me ...
	I wasn’t sure yet why that phrase or slogan had stuck to me like superglue. I would continually repeat it in my mind and out loud. Everywhere I went, Recovered On Purpose, Recovered On Purpose played over and over again like a piece of a song stuck on...
	I remember having talks with myself about how I would have to actually pull myself out of the fire if I wanted to help anyone else. No one wants to listen to anyone that’s never been through it, nor should they. You can’t ask a homeless man advice on ...
	On December 15th of 2020, I reached back out to Adam with this message, incomplete grammar and all:
	Adam replied:
	Short, sweet, and simple. For me, it was a huge deal. I didn’t think Adam understood how big of an impact his testimony had made on me.
	On January 29, 2020, I drove up to Colorado Springs to attend my very first meeting. I had never been to an AA or NA meeting before. I’d never even considered it. Adam was the guest speaker that night, and I really wanted to meet the person that inspi...
	As I sat on the steps crying, I tried talking myself into just opening the door. I would stand at the door with my hand on the doorknob, peering into the room full of people that were there listening. I could hear the muffled voice of Adam talking and...
	I can’t just leave. I drove forty-five minutes to get here. For what, Crystal? I started arguing with myself. To sit on the steps crying?
	I got up again to face the door. This time, as I was staring through the window, I saw a man gesturing for me to come in. I backed away from the door, about to make a run for it, when the door opened.
	“Come inside,” a man said.
	Busted! With a terrified voice, I turned and said, “Sorry I’m late.”
	I shrank myself as small as humanly possible as the man escorted me to my seat, right in the very front row. I sat there, nervous and fidgety, not knowing what to do with my hands. I had already missed most of his speech, but at least I had made it in...
	After Adam was done with his speech, several people came to welcome me. Once they found out it was my very first meeting, I was completely surrounded by warm, welcoming hugs. Adam introduced me to people who were there and even assigned me a sponsor, ...
	I drove home that night with tears of joy. Who knows what would have happened had that door not opened. I felt silly for how scared I was to open it myself. There was absolutely no reason to be as nervous and afraid as I was. Everyone was so warm and ...
	I came home energized and full of hope. I had no idea what a sponsor was before that night, but I remember feeling like that’s what I wanted to be. I wanted to be some kind of sponsor. A friend of mine stopped by my house shortly after that, and I exp...
	The one thing I haven’t been during my recovery was quiet. I tried to keep in contact with my sponsor, but it was difficult, seeing as I lived in a whole different city. I didn’t know I was supposed to check in every day. I didn’t know anything about ...
	The second meeting I went to was at a church. I went with my friend that seemed pretty inspired and motivated himself by my enthusiasm to recover on purpose. We would sit in my car, and I would read him passages from the book I was writing (this book)...
	The third meeting blew my mind. I had no idea where these meetings were located. My friend would show up, and he would just tell me where to go. When we pulled up to the meeting location, I couldn’t believe where we were. The meeting was directly acro...
	I was directly across the street from my addiction. I had actually made it to the other side. I received my first chip. Everyone there all seemed to have a clean date. I was just guessing mine. I didn’t know the exact date I had actually quit, I just ...
	On February 13, 2021, an old friend I hadn’t seen in a very long time showed up out of the blue. We weren’t on the greatest of terms. He had come over to apologize and make amends. I smoked with him that night.
	It was the most miserable high I had ever encountered. It felt horrible. I couldn’t believe I used to smoke an ounce of this stuff on a daily basis. I felt dirty, and not from dirt type of dirty. My soul felt dirty.
	I dedicated Valentine’s Day as my recovery date to honor the newfound love I had for myself. February 14, 2021 was the first day of the rest of my life. I now had a solid date for my recovery.
	In April, I brought my son to Las Vegas, Nevada for his eighteenth birthday. I wanted him to see where I had come from for himself. It was so surreal, standing in front of the apartments I used to live in. The windows were completely boarded off with ...
	Not much had changed. I still remembered how to navigate through every casino and catch every bus. I even remembered the prime rib and cherries jubilee deal they had on Fremont Street. We went and checked out the new art district and went shopping at ...
	That trip was full of all kinds of ups and downs and unplanned obstacles, but I did it. It would have never been able to happen if I hadn’t taken the steps to get sober. While I was in Vegas, I decided I no longer wanted to be on food stamps or limit ...
	All Things Work Together

	“Everything happens exactly the way it’s supposed to,” were the words I had spoken to the guy on the phone just as my boss walked in to fire me.
	We have a tendency to say everything works out for me, but usually only when it’s good or going our way—one of the many things I heard and learned from watching the Tarot reader.
	If you watch Tarot readings on YouTube, then you probably know who I’m referring to. I didn’t get permission to use his name for my book, and I certainly don’t want to cause him or myself any negativity in doing so, but Rich Lopp is full of some of th...
	There might be people out there saying the same type of things, but the approach and delivery of the messages and advice he puts out there are in a way that makes them not only completely understandable, but, most importantly, usable.
	I used the tools he gives out freely to make some of the most necessary adjustments within the way I talked to myself, the way I talked to God, and the way I see the world. I’ll use these tools for the rest of my adult life.
	That is correct. Here is some more of . . . I stopped saying I was trying to recover and started saying I am recovered. I am recovered on purpose. I stopped saying I’m writing a book and started saying I wrote a book. I stopped saying I was trying to ...
	I believe we live in the past, the present, and the future simultaneously. We live in the present moment of our past thoughts while creating our future. That is why now is so important.
	It feels completely awkward and silly to say I wrote and published a book while I’m still writing it. Guaranteed, if you are reading this, it worked. It felt really awkward to say recovered on purpose while I was still in active addiction, but here I ...
	Everything works out for me, not just when it’s seemingly good.
	The place I got fired from no longer even exists. I now have a full-time job with my very first 401k, paid vacation time, benefits, and hourly incentive bonus checks, all within walking distance of my house. I went from thinking $3.99 for a movie was ...
	I didn’t reach back out to Adam until February 23rd, 2022, after a whole year of consistent recovery. No drugs, no alcohol, no weed. I didn’t even smoke cigarettes anymore. I thought I would reward myself with a Recovered On Purpose shirt, so I reache...
	In April, my mom made me a big dinner to celebrate my one year of recovery. Sometimes I cry for my mom and the things I put her through. As a parent myself, I couldn’t imagine having to raise a me. She never gave up on me, no matter what. My mom has a...
	I started taking private flight lessons. Flying a plane was something I’ve always wanted to do. Ever since I was a little girl, I wanted to fly. Once, I even broke my arm trying to show my little brother that I could. I was pretty sure we were suppose...
	I was sixteen months into my recovery when I signed up for Adam’s brand-new recovery speaker course he had just launched—another thing I wouldn’t have been able to afford while in active addiction. It was a great accomplishment to become sober, but th...
	After watching a podcast Adam did on archangels, talking about how God sends His angels to help guide His loved ones, I surrendered my heart and soul to Jesus as my Lord and savior. From witchcraft to Christ Consciousness. How could I love and believe...
	Jesus is the ultimate teacher of unconditional love. Christ Consciousness is the understanding of unconditional love. I wholeheartedly believe my job here on earth is to spread unconditional love to the ley lines of the planet. If you ask me what my j...
	I used to draw The Star and the Ten of Cups in my hope chest all the time. The Star card represents hope and is associated with the sign of Aquarius. The Ten of Cups represents permanent contentment in the realm of the heart. I used to think that mean...
	Everything can change in one day. In one day, someone is born. In one day, someone dies. In one day, you can fall in love. In one day, you can fall out of love. In one day, you can hit a pipe for the next five years. In one day, you can stumble across...
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