Dedications

There are many I wish to thank, many more whom I am indebted to, and still many more to whom I owe more than words can bring. But here, I will try my best to get everything out, and get it over with, because that’s just my style.


This book was a three year project, taking up a great deal of time and effort on not only my part, but that of others without whom this book would not exist. The characters, all of them, are real people whose names have been changed because…I was just that bored. Their personalities, even the evil characters (Jerry and Roger) are ones which are unique in my life and experience, and I couldn’t help but portray them in this writing. In a sense, this book is my first child, my little baby girl I nursed to existence and introduced to the world. With her are carried the many hopes of a still immature and vulnerable little boy, a boy whose eyes have seen many upsets and defeats in his short lifetime. The idea behind this book was suicide-to present my own point of view on the subject, on what might push someone to that level where their life appears to be worth little or nothing. I myself have dealt with suicide on a very person level, and these words are mine to explain how I might have dealt with it at one time. For endless hours, I sat alone in my room writing (literally) on paper with four different pens, only one of which was blue. If any of you could see the original manuscript you’d notice that nearly all of the last 70 pages or so are in blue ink. Sudden inspiration is lovely, isn’t it?


But on to business- my wonderful girlfriend and partner Rue, the woman who tirelessly scrolled through not only the original written version but also the final document, deserves every bit as much thanks for brining this book to the world. She has been a truly awesome and wonderful force in my life, and in this book, and I will spend the rest of my life thanking her for her efforts, both in this project and many others. My mother, Pamela, whose life has been an example to me on how to and, sometimes, not to do things, is another who deserves mention in this ridiculous section of the book. Through the three years of writing this book, she never once backed away from helping me when I needed it, even when I didn’t request it. There was never a time when I did not appreciate her help, her guidance, and her advice and counsel. There is also my sister Jeneice; in the field of sibling relationships, ours has evolved naturally-through argument after argument after argument. 
