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It was o snowy day inBostony which could meaunvany davy fromy
October to-May. That's just the way & iy inthe East — sinow ound cold.
Schoolwas not intheplans this dey. I had afew dollaws inmy
pocket, so-I amvdoing bigthings! I'mweawing some clothes I had
gottenvout of aMorgawnMemorial box: Yow see; my Dad would have
mejump invand gralrsome clothes; we bring themhome and see
what would fit us: Withv sevesvkids to-dress; I figuwre hehad the right
idea. Yowknow, yowve gotto-do-what it tokes:

Every moming; up at 4:00 aunmu, and outthe door by 4:30 awnmu He
had the trash routes dowry so-it was off we-go! Heand I, sometimes
my brother, Jake; but morve oftenvthau not Jake had either ruv
away, or way iy Juvic We hit the route — I called/ i, “Junkiw!” Little
did I know, to-my Dad... &was suuvivall My Dadls truck could hold
atonof newspapers; I know ‘cause I stacked that thing before 6:00
au, movetimesthowvI couvremember! “Papers; Tonuny, my sidet”
I jump out, tuke off to-his side of the tiuck; digthe papersout and
stack thewv inthe back of the tiuck:

“Papers; Dad, my sidel” I remember thefirsttime I said that, I was
so-proud of myself: Off like avshot; pick ‘emvup... stuck ‘emvinthe
back/

“Papers; my sidel”... I cameto-hatethe sounds of those words! A
time or two; I eventiied notto-seethe papers; but abackhand iy v
fast wawy to-let youwknow that oU Dad couv see botivsides of thes
street... ivmoreways thauwvone:




| We take the haul to-“Mels Sabvage?, and get $78.00 for the load
whichway ahawd-eauned tond I gotthe $8.00, big money wher

yowreeight yeawsold... young:

Ontheway home; wed hit awMovgauwy Memorial box; they kept thew
onthe side of chuuches; so-I figured... so-long aswe brought back
what did not fit anyone; it was cool withvGod: Evenv if alot of times;
not onething fit me: So-waiting onahand-me-downy which some
other family had already handed downry thervgaveto-the chuurch.
My foumily would take thewy then I would have to-wait for my threes
older brothers to-hand themdownthe line: Mowy that was about-
a-bitchd

My Dad would leavefor work; and I would be cooking the
oatimeal; or boiling the-eggs; onefor each/pocket to-keep the haunds
waunmvonthewalk to-school; then yow save them for lunch: Neaw the
end of the month/the welfowe pearut buttter and cheese is long

gone: So-it was ootimeal and eggs:.. “Yee-how!”

So-onthiy day, I'mvgoingto-seewho's hookinv school: I take v
comer and I see. v snowmowv invfront of the Clauncy’s house:
Something about that snowmewvhuut me invaway I did not
understond until yeowrs later. AWI knew at that tume was “that”
snowmoawvhad to-go:.. and it did: Right to-Snowmoun Heavend I
broke the aww branches; tore off the head,; smashed the body, and
twned it back into-avpile of snow. I evenvatethe cauvot nosel I
ruined that snowmeuvand did not understond the anger, and
the move I ruined it... the madder I got!

Little did I kinow, Mrs: Clancy had, seenv me; called my house; and,
whew I got home my Momvgave me abeating: Thenwwhen my Dads
gothome:.. I gotthereal beating! I'lLtell you, onething worse
thaunvgetting the beating; it'swaiting for yowr Dad to-get home
and give it to-yowy because yowliveout that beating ahundived
tumes before actually getting it; allthe while trying to-figiwe awoy




V out of it. But for hookirnw schooland ruining av snowmeuw.. it no-
way out of that one: Imagine getting a beating for messing up ov
snowmawy; kind of hawd to-figuure: AWI know isthat I hated that
smowmouw\

Well; time; as life; goes ory and twenty-five yeaws later I'nvsitting i
avcelllookivv atthirty-five yeaws to-life onvavplea bougain; wherve
the baugairv iy onthat, dowt ask me: The eight yeauw old youngster
went fromv stacking newspapers onthe back of atiuck; to-looking at
that much time for robbing bags of money out of the back of- ouwv
armoved truck: A lifeof jaily drugs; and crime inbetwees A hero-to-
the wrong type-of people; and av zero-to-the right type of people: At
this time; I took stock of my life; knowing that if I lost this case I'ds
be sixty-eight whenI gotout, and I caune up empty.

Sure; reading books; I had gone all over the world; and evervout of
it I had spent money onthethingsthat made me aghetto-and

Project hero: I made mowny avdiugrdealer avlot of money. Invshovt..
I had beenno-place; and did nothing:

My Projecty were thwee blocks fromithe beachand I had only been
there at night, most times inv stolen caws with-what we used to-call
“Hood Hoes’. I meowy, it's kind of sad whenwoneof the only things

yowhaveto-brag about iy agirl giving up her virginity to-yowinv

the back seat of av stolevv Fleetwood at three inthe morming at the
beach.

Reality setting iry I had done nothing inmy life that meant
arything: Whenpeople I kinow would ask; “Hey, Tonuny, let’s go-to-
avhockey gaune; avconcert; or skiing;” I abways had avreason I
meewy, cmovy that shit's-for laumes: I thought life got no-better thaun
hawe new kicks; avnew outfit, and apocketfll of money — it wasthe
best: A few lineswithvthe girls; shooting up withvimy crew... late
nightty inthe Projects: I was aProject dogy; knew every hallway,




| cellow, and roof-top, but could not tell yowone thing about
anything outside of them

Inleauning this about myself; it was liketuking atest ands
thinking yowknew allthe answers; only to-fuind out that yowgot it
allbwrong:

I willforever remember the night it sank ivy invsuchaway, that it
couvonly makeonerealizethat life has away of comingfull circle
ornvyow inways youwwill never see until it puts yoworv your kinees:
I'mvgoing thwoughthisepiphowy and all this iy setting invovvme: I
amwatching TV, if's anight not unlike.ouny other, and ov
Hallmouwk Cowds advertisement comes ovvand it'sakid; it's snowing
out and he’s building avsnowmew.. and/ BANG... iEhity me so-
hawd; for avsecond I cant get my breativi Ohmowy, i&huwrt all thes
way frommy soulto-my heout... and mawny places in between

I never made o snowmeud I lived invavworld where it snowed severv
monthy avyeaw and I was never avkid enoughto-make av snowman
How innocent and free it mustfeel I never knew what awkid thinks
about whenwhe iy doing it; what isthat mind-fraume about? Why
was I the kid to-ruinvone? Did I realige it wasthat I somehow knew
I had already lost that pout of methat could find the wonder and,
Jjoy invsomething as innocent as building avsnowmeun?

Herve I amy avthivty-thwee yeaw old dirug addict, criminaly and
hawdcore conwict and I'mvcrying over never hawing built o
snowmouwd Better yet, who-would think yow could leawv so-nmuich
about life fromvarpileof snow... afew brounches:.. and avcouvot?!?

Yowknow the beating I gotthat day did not hut near asy muchay
what I felt twenty-eight yeouws later. Yeahy ovsnowmewvmade av
covwict ary; made avcriminads stout to-tiuvvhiy life awvound; and
help avgrown manwonder what it would be like to-be v kid and
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