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FOREWORD BY RUPAUL





Jack and I came to know each other back in 2000, when he was the chauffeur who drove me to an appearance for Out-fest. We started to casually chat on the trip back home, and we took to each other from that first meeting, on that hot day in Hollywood. My sense that Jack was someone special was confirmed as I saw him, a day or two later, attempting to do a lap round my pool in orange Speedos and high heels. This, I thought, is a man who does not take himself too seriously. The twenty-two marbles – what a surprise. Who would have known!


Over the years we remained close friends and I saw him go up and down. His downs were quite extreme and intense – it’s a wonder he ever came back, but fortunately he did and he has. That was very clear to me on our last meeting in London in 2015.


This is a brave book, I think, and one which Jack has put on paper (Jack an author – who would have thought it?). He has decided to open up his eventful and colourful life for all to read for one reason only, as he says: to help others who are struggling to cope with life and addiction.




 





Love, Ru




















PREFACE: DOWN, OUT AND COLD





‘You,’ the man said, weighing his words thoughtfully, ‘are the biggest fuck-up I have ever known in the whole of my life.’


He didn’t say it unkindly. But he didn’t say it nicely, either. There was no reason he should.


From him, a compliment of a kind. Mickey Rourke had himself, as he often admitted, been washed up more often than the proverbial greasy-spoon breakfast plate. He knew the ups and downs of life: none better.


He’d twice taken his career into the ring and had his face rearranged, beyond the skill of cosmetic surgery, in regular facial encounters with glove and canvas.*


The angelic features which had propelled the young Mickey into world fame with his early cameo in Body Heat (two minutes still studied in every screen-acting school) were gone. A certain menace remained, though. Particularly when it was glowering two inches from your face.


Perhaps he was right. About me. Well, the fact is, he was most certainly right. He’d been good to me, and I’d let him down, big time. Fuck-up I was. But then, however often he was counted out, Mickey himself had always come back, hadn’t he? Wasn’t there hope? Even for fucked-up me?


This was 2010. After his early success, he’d sunk low. But his performance in The Wrestler (#1 on ranker.com’s list of his movies) and his OTT depiction of gravel-voiced evil in Iron Man 2 had made him Hollywood’s comeback kid.


Mickey Rourke was back where he belonged: on top.† And, at this moment, looking down from that great height on me. A stain on the red carpet. Wrecked by methamphetamine. (The only way I could do the impossible job demanded of a Rourke PA, I told myself. Not true, but it was all I had to hold on to.)


Long and short? I was fired. And if that was all, I was lucky.


Could I, now the certified biggest fuck-up Mickey Rourke had ever known in the whole of his fucking life, come back? Iron Jack 2? It was 2010. Winter. New Mexico. Snow. And I was in a T-shirt.




* I’ve just read (November 2014) that he’s gone back into the ring, aged sixty-two. In Russia. Putin loves him, apparently.


† He’s still on top: Sin City 2.




















1: DODGING THE SEPTIC TANK





It’s not a good start in life to be Irish and illegitimate. Download the movie Philomena from iTunes and stock up with Kleenex to see why. I escaped being transported, like Ireland’s ‘lost generation’ of bastardy, to far-off places, to be abused as forced labour or a sex slave. I escaped the septic tank in which, as I happened to read in a recent Buzzfeed article, Irish nuns simplified the disposal of the unwanted bastard babies they’d starved to death. That’s how those sisters of mercy regarded children who came into the world like I did. Sewage. Ireland has never loved the children of ‘fallen women’. Which is how I started life. Fallen-woman spawn.


My birth mother, as best I’ve ever been able to find out, was a salesperson in a Dublin shoe store. Young and pretty, I like to fantasise. ‘Theresa Hennessy’ was the name on the birth certificate – a suspiciously common name in Ireland. Once when I was (temporarily) rich and found myself residing in an Irish castle, I toyed with the idea of going on the hunt for Theresa. But I lost my nerve in the face of being rejected again. On another occasion I employed a private investigator to track her down. No luck. It’s like looking for a newsagent called Patel in Birmingham, a busboy called Hernandez in San Diego – or, come to that, a Jack Sutherland in Scotland. If it was a false name, as I now think, ‘Theresa’ chose well. Her story will never be told. Perhaps it doesn’t need to be. In Ireland it’s a common enough story.


This much I do know. My birth mother got into ‘trouble’ (that uniquely Irish euphemism) with a married man, about whom I know nothing. Divorce was not an option – even if the bastard (the real bastard in this case) was inclined to do the decent thing and make an ‘honest woman’ of my BM. Which he clearly wasn’t. Ireland didn’t approve of breaking the sacred vows of marriage.


The above facts are the sum total of what I got from the friendly English obstetrician who treated ‘Theresa’ in her last weeks of pregnancy. This was 1973. For five years there had been legal abortion in England. Nothing would have been easier for ‘Theresa’ than to make a first-trimester long-weekend trip, Dublin to Liverpool. Two hours in the family planning clinic, a cup of tea, soothing conversation and a biscuit, then back, free as a bird, to Ireland, an honest woman again.


Instead ‘Theresa’ managed to keep her ‘trouble’ secret and came over to England to give birth, not to abort. She had evidently decided she was not going to kill her baby. Nor was she going to pass him/her to the kindness of nuns and their septic-tank solution. She arranged to pass him/her over by private adoption (legal then, not any more) to a good home – the obstetrician helped – in England. Having accomplished that, ‘Theresa’ went home, never to be heard of again – at least by me.


My coming into the world was in an anonymous East End London hospital, where perhaps ‘Theresa’ had discreet friends in the neighbourhood. Or perhaps she just stuck a pin into the map to find somewhere no one would think to look.


My birth mother, brave woman, did not take the easy way. I hope she went on to have a good life. If she reads this book, she can contact me. My message in a bottle.*


As I say, I was lucky. And the luck kept running strong. I was adopted, at birth, by a couple who really wanted a baby. Both my parents, hereafter my mother and father, were highly qualified professionals. Egg-headed, as they say. Many notches above sales assistants in shoe shops. Or anything I’d ever be.


Both had PhDs – my father three of them.† Both lived and worked in a world of learning. Myself, I’ve read fewer books than my father has written.‡ I’d need a space suit to make a trip to Planet Learning. I don’t miss it. I was programmed, genetically, for different things.


I came to consciousness of the world around me in a large South London family house, in a community of similar families who’d ended up in Herne Hill (lovely name) because it was the last place in outer London where, in the early 1970s, you could get a half-decent house for under ten grand. It had once been a ‘hill of herons’ – woody lanes and fields with herds of cows to supply inner London with its daily milk. Now it was a yuppie ghetto.


I could now buy that house, at its 1973 price, with my credit card. When I was at my highest earning I could have bought half the street. Holmdene Avenue, it was called. (‘Sheltered valley’, my father once told me. In fact it was a terrace developed in 1910, when the railway opened up the area to jerry-building developers.) I loved the house, which was all nooks, crannies, dark cupboards, coal-holes and long steep staircases. And dry rot, it was later discovered. That somehow figured. It seemed, to little me, as big as a palace, and mysterious as Oz. I took a look at it the other day (now I live down Half Moon Lane in nowadays des-res Brixton). It’s just another blah terraced house. No magic. And they cost a cool million too. No yuppie need apply. Bugger off to Scratch End.


I was named after my father’s father, ‘Jack Sutherland’. He (John Sutherland) never knew his father, any more than I knew mine. Jack Sutherland the first had died, in the RAF, fighting Germany, in 1941. John’s relationship with his mother was complicated. You can read about it in his memoir, The Boy Who Loved Books (and, no, I didn’t finish it: I didn’t even read the book he dedicated to me – something about Victorian publishers. But I was grateful for the gesture).§


On my mother’s side, I inherited one of the very best things in my life: a grandfather and grandmother for whom I was the first grandchild, and by whom I was pampered like the little prince I always knew I was. They were Scottish and still spoke that way. And Presbyterian. It was my gran who made me pray at night, later on to my own peculiar gods (Buddhist, more or less). She’d been a Norland Nanny (to stars like the Redgrave acting family, oddly) and would like to have grandmothered the world. I soaked up all she had to give. What’s best in me, if anything, I owe to them.


It should have been a dream Brady Bunch childhood. It wasn’t. There were three reasons. The first is that I’m smart: everyone tells me that. But I’m smart enough to know I’m not book-learning clever and never will be. My parents later on shelled out six hundred bucks to subject me to a Wechsler intelligence test. The results confirmed what I already knew. I have a poor short-term memory – my brain’s like a garbage grinder with dyslexia. But I have strong reasoning powers and higher-order skills when it comes to lateral thinking. It’s like a benign ADHD, I’ve been told. But it did not equip me to do well at school – other than that I was genius at manipulating people. I’ve always, whatever I’ve done, been liked. Liking myself has been harder.


The second thing that fucked up my childhood made itself known when, at infant school (!), my parents were summoned for a grim conversation with the principal, Ms Bossyboots. I’d been found vigorously researching the joys of fellatio (still one of the few Latin words, along with some STD names, I’ve picked up) in the school lavs.¶ ‘Perhaps,’ the principal said to my entirely flummoxed mother and father, ‘you let this kind of thing go on in your home?’


It was a permissive era, the late 1970s. The last hurrah for hippydom. But not that permissive in Holmdene Avenue. The only thing they sucked was the occasional joint. Fact was, I knew, in myself, what I was myself. It would take a long time to come to terms with it. And a lot of pain and confusion. Accepting yourself is difficult. Changing yourself impossible.


The third thing which made for a less-than-happy home in Holmdene Avenue was the fact that my father drank. An understatement. He was the most dangerous kind of alcoholic. He could ‘cope’. Blur, violence and domestic hell came at night. During the day, most days, he could operate in the university where he worked and was well thought of. Less so by his ‘loved ones’.


Having an alcoholic around is like living in a house which is on fire – but the fire never burns itself out. Every so often I would be scooped up for a night-time escape. My mother kept an ever-ready packed bag, and when I look back in mind to those days, I see her smoking cigarette after cigarette and crying to herself. Promises to reform – and sometimes a few weeks’ peace – brought ‘the family’ back together again. In my own alcoholic/drugged periods, later in life, I too would be very cunning at keeping support networks, and safety nets, in place. Who knows, perhaps those horror times in Holmdene Avenue were a learning experience for later madnesses of my own. Like father, like son, etc. Looking back, I remember hiding under the duvet, and whispering to myself a Stevie Wonder song, ‘Girl Blue’ (‘Little girl you’re sad’), from Music of My Mind. ‘Boy Blue Me’.


There were intermissions. Blissful holidays in Cape Cod where I learned to swim in a motel pool and love ‘real’ hamburgers, bubble gum (Hubba Bubba, by choice), popcorn and Captain Kangaroo.


But mainly it was waiting, anxiously, for ‘him’ to come home – Toblerone bar and a book for bedtime – and the unasked question: ‘Is “he” going to be drunk, or sober?’ The record changed when he came through the door. I learned to smell, at a yard’s distance, whether there was alcohol on his breath. That might well mean a bad night. No bedtime story. At its worst (and worst happened) drag-out fights downstairs, shouting, the sound of breaking dishes and, if it got violent, tomato ketchup or whatever was splatted on the walls next morning, and warnings to be careful where I walked: broken glass. Everything broken, really. The bad nights in Holmdene Avenue, as time passed, became bad weekends and then whole bad weeks.


I was not a success in school but I made my way lurking around the edge of the place. Adopted myself, I’ve always found it easier to adopt other people around me as a kind of floating family. Tribes of Jack. There was always, though, something antisocial about these unofficial families. Not criminal, just mischievous and ‘naughty’.


My parents had a weekend home in the country, where – once the local Suffolk village kids accepted the ‘London hippy’ with the long blond hair – I had a little-folks gang life. There were midnight rambles, over the barbed wire, to the great churchyard at Ickworth. We would scare ourselves shitless round the graves, calling up the ghosts of the corpses beneath. Pure exorcist. On more than one occasion the local constabulary were called to find us. High crime in that sleepy corner of the world.


I later taught myself to drive in Hawstead, aged eleven, while my parents were out of the house. I remember my father’s mild wonder on seeing the car parked somewhere he couldn’t quite remember putting it. Then just reminding himself that he was an absent-minded professor with a drink problem and getting back to his books. Even then, aged eleven, I was probably a better driver than him.


Driving, and a kind of GPS implanted in my head, would be one of the key skills of my later career in the US. Avoiding ‘moving violations’ and, on one occasion (in my customised Corvette), carjackers was not, alas, one of my key skills. But I discovered there were always lawyers who could get you off the speeding, illegal-turn and light-jump charges. (Most people don’t know that California cops have to give evidence in misdemeanour auto-offence charges on their days off: they don’t turn up.) It cost $1,200 a pop from Traffic Defenders (I recommend them), but it kept my wheels on the road. Without that I would have withered away, selling oranges at intersections with a cardboard sign round my neck: CARLESS – PLEASE HELP.


I always chose high-end cars – Jaguars, for preference (and patriotism).|| And I learned how to drive them, expertly, little feet dangling over the pedals of a Fiat Panda, in muddy Suffolk lanes. Happy days.


But before all that, the drinking in Holmdene Avenue got worse. End of the road (morgue, closed ward, skid row, car crash, job loss) menaced for my father.


Then, out of the blue, John got an offer from an elite Californian university. Loads of money. But his drinking was at crisis stage. Blackouts, violence, even an arrest or two. (He tried to smash up a Scientology ‘church’ on Tottenham Court Road, offended by the fact that they dared offer him an ‘intelligence test’.) It was the crunch. Moment of truth. Go off, clean up, or don’t come back, was the ultimatum.


He was sent to the other side of the world. No great hopes. It was 1983. I was nine.




* I ought, in honesty, to add that I had a series of midlife nervous breakdowns (read on) and a near-suicidal drug-soaked month in hell when the full implication of ‘adoption’ – being ‘given away’ – came back to haunt me. A common crisis for adoptees, I’m told. I had, I confess, spasms of hatred for ‘Theresa’. It’s all pleasantly numb now. But how can you love a shadow?


† One earned, two honorary.


‡ I must mention two. Reflections of a Rock Lobster: A Story About Growing Up Gay by Aaron Fricke, and Out of the Shadows: Understanding Sexual Addiction by Patrick Carnes. Both life-changers.


§ John. The book you can’t remember the name of is Victorian Fiction: Writers, Publishers, Readers (Macmillan, 1994, repr. 2002). Not your cup of tea, I grant.


¶ She actually got it slightly wrong. I won’t go into details.


|| My personalised number plates, in the high-life years: UK PAPI. British daddy.




















2: SCHOOLDAYS: SUNSHINE, DRINK, DRUGS, MURDER AND VIDEOS





A miracle. John cleaned up. He’s written about it in one of his many, many books – the ‘drunkalog’ called Last Drink to LA.* Now I think about it, that’s one of the few books I’ve read to the end, because quite a lot of it’s about me. Some of it wrong.


He hasn’t drunk a drop of alcohol ever since. Nor, thank God, has he become an AA bore with all those stale ‘truths’ (‘Let Go, Let God!’, ‘One Day at a Time’, etc.). Alcohol just left his life for good. Good in every sense.†


We still didn’t know, after the first year at his new employer was up and a tenured job on offer, whether he could be trusted. But my mum (soon to be my ‘mom’) and I took the risk. She gave up a good job with one of the best publishers in London and landed a job just as good, no trouble, in our new home – South Pasadena. I took to SoCal like a fish to water. We were a six-figure (and we’re not talking low hundreds) rich family.


A word or two about SouthPas. Following the 1964 Civil Rights Act, Americans got very steamed about ‘ghettoisation’. Inner-city schools were all black and immigrant underclass, and catastrophically underachieving. The solution: bussing. Shipping kids out from deprived areas, and shipping kids in from upmarket areas.


It looked good in Washington. It didn’t go down well on the ground. Poor black kids, one-language Hispanics, and rich white kids all shared one thing: they damn well didn’t want to be sitting next to each other in classrooms. The greater Los Angeles area split into eighty-plus cities. Cut up into fragments by the bussing choice, they had the right to make the choice – bus/no bus – at local level. SouthPas was 100 per cent for ghettoisation. So long as it was rich, white, professional ghettos. Next-door Pasadena, which had a large underclass, bussed. The SouthPas solution to the post-1964 urban dilemma wasn’t white flight – it was white self-defence. Racist as hell, of course.


So I found myself in a city which was vanilla-genteel. You probably haven’t been to SouthPas. But you may have seen Michael J. Fox in Teen Wolf (that’s set in SouthPas), or Robert Altman’s The Player (SouthPas’s historic Rialto Theatre is where the murder happens). Or the freeway where Dustin Hoffman’s car runs out of gas in The Graduate.


SouthPas was, in the 1980s, ‘heartland’ America. Soda fountains, Trader Joe’s for stocking the fridge organically, and a youth curfew after nine for its well-behaved youth. The cop station was fronted by ‘Officer Friendly’. (I came to know him well. He wasn’t always friendly.) The good life in SouthPas was, of course, pasted on: thin as tissue wrap. But if you didn’t think about it, you could believe in it. We Believed.


We had a big ‘Spanish’ house (patio, Mexican tiles, redwood panelling, succulent ‘desert’ plants in the gardens). It was located in Floral Park Terrace, so called for its avenue of flowering jacaranda trees and kerbside borders of birds of paradise – the state flower, if you’re interested.


Technicolor suburbia. The day we moved in, neighbours brought us chocolates and flowers. Welcome, Sutherlands. You’re our kind of people. White, professional, upwardly mobile. We were principally welcome, of course, for what we weren’t. No blockbusting in SouthPas.


Our street was a few hundred yards from the oldest freeway in the US, the Arroyo Seco Parkway (now the State Route 110). When the Santa Anas blew hot and dry over the San Gabriel Mountains you could hear the murmur of the 24-hour, 60-m.p.h. traffic jam. ‘Just like the ocean,’ the realtors would say, hopefully. For me it was the soundtrack of Southern California. I loved it.


I had my own annex to the house – which I painted all black. Black walls, black bed, black satin sheets. I shared it with my dog, Bear, a sweet-and-sour mix of Rottweiler and Labrador. I had privacy, my own phone, TV and sound system, but no toilet. The succulents had a hard time round my annex.


I was a lucky kid cushioned in privilege in Reagan’s bright-new-morning America. Was I happy? Fuck, no. I wasn’t smart in a school whose pride was all tied up in ‘achievement’ – academic, sporting and dating the hottest pupils on campus. I was a closet-gay D student with a hatred of ball games (I couldn’t catch or hit the damn things). ‘Everyone a Winner!’ was the big sign inside the door. I was a loser in a world of winners. And, by the age of fourteen, I was an adolescent junkie. No other word for it.


I found myself an alternative dropout community to feel at home in. A ‘family’. Not Crips/Bloods gangsterism, but a group of unhappy, maladjusted SouthPas fellow losers with big grudges against the world. Our ‘colours’ were black. We played Led Zeppelin ear-blasting loud. Not protest, just noise.


Our main drug supplier, and stylist, was another member of the family, whom I’ll call Paul – my best friend – along with his girlfriend, Jennifer.‡ Very cool, Paul got the stuff from his even cooler older brother. The mother was a lesbian. It was a tolerant family. The leader of the family was lowlife Dave Atkins (no need to rename him for reasons that will appear). Dave was dark, film-star good-looking, and streetwise. He was clearly destined for something big and certainly criminal in life. Pizza-faced, dumb, even lower-life Vinnie Hebrock was his gofer. His punk. They were obsessively interested in girls and thoughtlessly homophobic. So, for appearance’s sake, was I. I got suspended from junior high school for verbal abuse (‘Die, you buttfucker!’). My pathetic, and cruel, smokescreen.


But, like men in prison (which is where Dave and Vinnie are now), the others were not, as I discovered, unwilling to try the guy, when the mood took them. It did, suspiciously often.





They loved porn videos, for the reasons all adolescents do. I got myself a copy of Deep Throat. They would sit around jerking off, looking at Linda Lovelace taking it in all orifices. I would jerk off alongside – looking at them jerk off, not the screen. Nothing there for me.


For appearance’s sake I dated some girls at the school. Women, I’ve observed over the years, quite often go with gays. They feel safer – less eye-raping or clawing at their bodies. I even had sex with a couple of them – enough to give me locker-room bragging rights and impress the guys. But no satisfaction beyond that. But I’ve always loved the company of women. Still do.


My breakfasts, by choice, were Chicken McNuggets and S&S sauce from the SouthPas McDonald’s drive-through. My father would drive me to school and we’d have man-to-man conversation. He could see more than he liked to admit to himself, and he told me, with that phony ‘wisdom’ dads put on for their kids, that most boys go through ‘sexually transitional’ periods – he had himself. I clung to the belief that my conflicted sexual feelings were a ‘phase’.


LSD was the drug of choice in the later stages of my junkified school career. It supposedly left no trace in the blood, unlike marijuana, which would hang around for weeks. Wise parents (mine were too trusting) tested their kids once a month. I was free to smoke, sniff and pop what I wanted, so long as I didn’t look visibly high. I’ve always had a strong tolerance for drugs. Dentists can shoot their whole pharmacy into my gums, I’ve found, and I still feel the pain. Vodka, meanwhile, was the drink of choice. It left no smell on the breath. I started drinking it in the seventh grade (around age twelve) and routinely kept it in a water bottle in my school locker.


On long, warm evenings I would tell my parents I was off to the nearby Arroyo stables with my friend Janie Morgan. A rich kid (with a powerful father), she owned a couple of horses. Mares – Queen and Baby. My parents would give me the $20 stable fee, and sometimes I would indeed spend it on a ride on Queen. I’ve always loved dogs and horses. Mainly the female of the species. Other times it would be weed and then chili-cheese fries at Hi-Life on Fair Oaks Avenue, washed down with a throw-it-all-in, sixty-two-ounce cup of a soda drink we called ‘Suicide’.


If my parents smelled something on my breath I’d get all shamefaced and say I’d smoked a cigarette and how sorry I was. I always carried a pack of non-filter Joe Camels for cover.§


Sorry I was not.


Every weekend, one way or another, we’d get fucked up. I loved it – not for the kick, mainly, but for the forgetfulness of what I was, and what, inside, I now hated being.


IF YOU GO DOWN TO THE WOODS TODAY


If I could add it all up, I guess that of all the sex I’ve had in my life, 90 per cent has been anonymous – where neither I nor the other guy knew, or wanted to know, each other’s names. Business, not personal, as they say in The Godfather.¶


My first ‘grown-up’ encounter was when I was fourteen or so – well, not grown-up and very much jailbait. At this time, Janie, my closest girl friend – innocent bedmate, even – was my ‘girlfriend’. Friend, nothing more, and having her around was cover for what I really was. For years afterwards she was always ready to be my beard when required. We ran an LA Marathon together.


I loved riding – Western-style, low stirrups, broad saddle. In America, going back to frontier days, it’s working-class. Janie and I used to ride the trails for hours in Griffith Park. You may know the place, though you’ve never been there. It’s where Hollywood used to shoot all the B-Westerns. It’s home to the planetarium which is big in Rebel Without a Cause, and it’s where the Terminator lands in the first of those films.


There was this wooded part of the park where you’d see men, just men, walking by themselves, going nowhere, looking round. For what? Sex in the wild, of course. We were kids – Janie two years older than me (which meant car-licenced). We were both curious and decided to investigate, on foot, the lonely-guy trails. A ‘recon mission’, we called it. What’s that line in Bambi (a film I hate, by the way||)? ‘Man is in the forest!’ Why were these men in the forest? We’d find out.





The recon done, we made a second trip. Of course it was sexual curiosity on my part. I could guess, vaguely, why those guys would hang out in the woods. They weren’t birdwatchers. There was a churning feeling in the pit of my stomach whenever I thought of those trails and fantasised where, deep in the shadows, they led. Janie went along with it. For our mission she pulled her hair back into a ponytail, put on one of my hoodies, and looked boy-drag enough for any chicken hawk. It raised the excitement level.


We drove over to the park for an hour or two at twilight. It doesn’t last long in Southern California; night really falls. When we got there, Janie stayed within sight of the car. Nothing in the woods for her. I was petrified but by now excited enough to be reckless. No turning back now.


I went, all by myself, through the trailhead into the woods and bushes. Light was now fading fast. I was soon hit on by a guy – in his early twenties, I’d guess, perhaps older. White and clearly with a taste for young meat: it was a lucky night for him. I could almost see him slavering in what was left of the daylight. He knew the park well. After a few exchanges of the ‘Hi, howyadoin’?’ kind, checking me out, he beckoned me along a side trail which soon petered into wilderness. It was now dark.


What followed couldn’t have lasted more than seven minutes. But it felt like a day-long trek through the San Gabriels to me. And frightening. Griffith Park was a place where you could get raped and killed and end up coyote food for days before anyone found what was left of you. We’re talking 1988 – no cell phones, no pagers. Rangers rarely got out of their vehicles unless they had to. Why get their nice uniforms scuffed?


It happened – my sexual initiation, that is – in the bole of a big eucalyptus. I can smell that oil to this day, with faint echoes of the excitement of that night. He kissed me, touched my groin, gently took my pants down. Rape wasn’t going to happen. He knelt and went down on me, after slobbering all over me and feeling my nipples. I was now terrified but let him do what he wanted. Then he asked me to go down on him. No way. I didn’t do that, I said, pretending I knew all about sex in the park. The truth is, I just wanted to run. I jerked him off. As far as I could bring myself to go. He climaxed, looking me in the eyes, grunted a bit.


When we’d finished, he upped and left. Sprinting. Not even a goodbye or a look over his shoulder. He didn’t want to be caught with a fourteen-year-old, pants round his ankles. The vice division of the LAPD was doing occasional plain-clothes sting-sweeps through the park – not to stamp it out, but to keep it from frightening the joggers. My guy had just committed a criminal act for which, if he had a record (he must have done), he could get life plus twenty-five. That puts wings on your heels.


I made my way back to the parking lot and Janie. I told her to drive fast. When we were out of the park I had her pull over where I could puke in a lay-by. Projectile velocity. I felt guilt, shame and fear. But, somewhere inside me, I knew I’d be back one way or another.


I would have that nauseous reaction after any kind of sex – particularly oral – for two years after that. My body saying no. And I never, thereafter, ever went with older guys. Still don’t. I read a lot, nowadays, about young victims of Jimmy Savile whose lives are forever ruined or blighted by what he did. Mine wasn’t. If anything, it was opened up. Why? Because I chose to go down that trail in Griffith Park. It was my decision. My leap in the dark. What I found at the end of the trail, under the eucalyptus, was, at the time, painful and horrible and nauseating. And I wish, to this day, that I hadn’t done it. But it wasn’t ‘abuse’. It was me. I would work on that ‘me’ in the years to come.


PLAYGROUND PUSHER


Life goes on, even if you hate yourself. My parents could see, at last, through their haze of love, that I was ‘troubled’, and put me under the best child psychologist ($150 p.h.) in town. I liked Dr Eckel, and fooled her. We spent most of the sessions drinking herbal tea and playing Uno. She never even discovered, or wanted to know, that I was gay. Or that, young as I was (barely a teenager), I had a dangerous drug habit.


Drugs, even in Southern California, which is tsunamia-wash with them, cost money. There were only so many pizzas my parents could credit me eating – more so as I was verging on clinically anorexic. Bone-thin. Part vanity – I liked the skinny look – part stress which was building up inside me all the time. To raise cash, me and Paul hit on the idea of mail-ordering weapons to be delivered to his house. His parents were separated and his mother and brother wouldn’t give a toss what UPS brought Paul thanks to a fake ID. I’m talking knives and Rambo shit advertised in survivalist magazines. Ninja-themed stuff sold best of all. Those throwing stars, winged daggers, and stupid chained truncheons that only Bruce Lee could twirl without spraining his wrists.


There was a brisk market for it in the school. But someone, caught with their feeble lethal weapon, ratted me out and that profitable line of business ended. I was warned. My dead-loss friends and I then worked out we could make useful, and safer, money selling drugs, mainly marijuana, to unconnected school kids. Paul’s brother always had enough spare for the family’s use and for selling on. We cut the stuff with herbs (sometimes from my mother’s kitchen. I once saw her looking oddly at the jars – ‘We’ve used that much oregano and basil?’). The suckers at school had no clue. They were excited by the ‘idea’. Drugs!


One afternoon during lunch break, I saw the principal crossing the yard towards me at high speed, another teacher behind him. I was carrying a baggie with five or six wraps. It wasn’t often the principal left his office, even less often that he sprinted on ‘his’ campus. I’d been ratted out again and was now about to be busted. I was marched off to be strip-searched in the gym. On the way I managed to crumple the incriminating wraps and toss them into a trash can. The principal, no fool he, fished them out from the garbage and held them aloft, like a sports trophy. It didn’t sweeten his temper. The strip-search found more weed hidden in places which might have put my clientele off, had they known.


I ratted out Dave and Vinnie myself. Everyone cops pleas in that kind of situation. None of that Mafia omertà. This time, though, the police were called – good old Officer Friendly. The three of us were arrested, handcuffed and marched through the school grounds, gawped at all the way. Perpetrators. I felt – no other word for it – ‘cool’. Respected. Pathetic.


‘Intention to Distribute’ is serious, even if you are under sixteen. At the station – my father had been summoned from the Huntington Library, where he was wearing his eyes out, as usual, on manuscripts – they tested the herbs and found there was so much of my mother’s oregano in the weed that it didn’t even qualify as marijuana. Perhaps it ended up in a cop’s pomodoro sauce that evening.


We were released, with more warnings. Much good that did. Occasionally my parents would find large bills in a pair of jeans on the way to the wash. I always came up with some persuasive cover story. Parents, I discovered, always wanted to think well of you. They fool themselves – love will do that. I fooled myself royally in later life.


I know enough about AA/NA/SA (sex addiction) ‘sharing’ to know addicts exaggerate. What I’m telling you now is God’s honest truth. It’s not James Frey lying shit.


It was in the ninth grade (age fourteen to fifteen) that things reached car-crash level. My life was becoming a blur. The crash itself began one weekend when, in the men’s toilets at Pasadena Ice Skating Center, Dave and Vinnie passed me some cocaine. I took a couple of lines. I’d seen enough movies to know how to do it: plastic card – forged ID in my case, not yet a credit card – flat shiny surface, $20 bill, rub of the gums afterwards. Big let-down. Coke, it turned out, did nothing for me (it never has) except burn the fuck out of my nasal membranes. I’m coke-resistant. I didn’t dabble with it again until much later – never worked. But that weekend it set off a small explosion, a kind of recklessness.


A couple of days later, at school, I took my first tab of LSD, with my friend Lila, a regular marijuana buddy.** It was her first time as well. This was morning break. As usual I’d steadied my nerves with a shot of vodka from the locker before the first period. We both prepared ourselves with a quick puff on a joint. Lila took a half tab. Me? I’ve never believed in half measures.


The LSD exploded my brain into pulsing fragments. You can never tell how strong that stuff will be. Today was nuclear. At first I liked the effect. Halfway through the next period I slipped another full tab.


I wasn’t tripping by noon – I was in outer space heading for the rim of the universe. But somehow holding it together. The trip got wilder. In the lunch break a couple of seniors, who’d noticed me lurching and could guess why, took me down to the school football field. ‘Try a “cool”,’ they said, passing me what looked like a store-bought cigarette. Narco sadists. This was fun for them. I thought by ‘cool’ they meant menthol cigarettes – Kools. I puffed, hoping it would clear my scrambled brain. It was, of course, a stick of PCP, angel dust. You dip a regular cigarette in the juice and let it dry. Then smoke it. Then it all gets slippery.


Vodka, marijuana, LSD, PCP. Fast Times at SouthPas High. Halfway through the afternoon history class I was hallucinating wildly. I thought the ceiling was on fire and started screaming, lunging for the alarms.


The school put me in a quiet, dark place, the nurse’s room, and tried calling my parents to say I ‘wasn’t well’, please come and take him home. Indeed I wasn’t well – but they didn’t, at this stage, know the whole story. I’d had one or two genuine fainting fits (anorexia again). This, the school presumed, was another. I dodged yet another bullet.


They couldn’t get through to anyone and decided, when the bell rang, to let me loose on South Pasadena. Lila took me, staggering, to Hi-Life. I took another hit of marijuana, which slowed me down. But it made me ravenously hungry – I’d eaten nothing all day. A senior (those guys were all SS Nazis at heart) ‘kindly’ offered me what was left of his cheese fries. I gobbled them down before Lila could snatch them away from me. The bastard had emptied an ashtray from his VW bug into it. Tasted good to me. I finally got home and managed to blag my way through the evening, claiming tiredness. All that studying. Night-night.


SouthPas High participated in this programme called SPARE: South Pasadena Response Effort. I hope they still do. In its way the school cared about its kids – even the ones like me, who didn’t deserve care. They couldn’t, after a while, not know that I was frequently wasted on school grounds. That, of course, made them legally liable and morally responsible. The faculty were, most of them, good people. For known juvenile users/abusers they recruited counsellors from nearby twelve-step groups, to nursemaid troubled kids like me, one-on-one, back to the straight and narrow.


RECOVERY (PARTIAL)


The school didn’t tell my parents what was now in my file – at least, not the worst of it. Which was extremely decent of them. (Decent, too, that the school hadn’t by now simply excluded me for good.) I was lucky in the choice of counsellor they got on my case. Michael Leary. He was in his thirties and a former crack addict. He’d gone all the way and paid a high cost for his addiction. He had that tired-of-life look on his face that end-of-line addicts have. I catch it in my own mirror sometimes.


We would smoke cigarettes together and he would talk sense. He didn’t talk down to me. But he didn’t talk me out of using marijuana, which, like many, I didn’t really regard as a drug. Still don’t, really. I went with him, in his beat-up pickup, to the Friday MA (Marijuana Anonymous) participation meeting on Rosemead Boulevard. I listened. In a way, I even enjoyed the meetings, and the bull sessions afterwards over coffee and many refills (second cup’s free in California).


But I still got high, sucking the bong with Dave, Vinnie, Paul and Jennifer most other evenings. Sometimes we’d shroom. Mushrooms were unpredictable but the high was never that high. It was all moderate compared to that nightmare drug-cocktail day at school. I even ditched the morning vodka. My grades crept up to around C. I’d made myself a little halfway house. Michael didn’t approve, but he cut me some slack in the hope that I’d eventually clean up completely. Baby steps, and all that. I was ‘maintaining’ – the word they use.


My hypocrisy was noted at the meeting. Hard things were said. But I couldn’t stop using marijuana. Compared to PCP or LSD, it just didn’t feel like really using. In the words of one of my favourite songs, the stuff kept me comfortably numb. And stopped me thinking. About what? My crappy sexual orientation, mainly. I did not want to be gay. And if I couldn’t fix being gay, I didn’t want to be conscious of the fact. Straight or, failing that, zonked out: that was what I wanted. Amnesia. Anaesthesia.


Most twelve-step groups don’t like you using them as a support mechanism for continued usage, even if it’s controlled. ‘Recovery’ is what they are into, not ‘maintenance’. Leave that to the methadone/Subutex clinics.†† The Friday Rosemead group was no exception. On my third week, one of the external counsellors, a cool, badass black dude in his mid-thirties, got really snotty and challenged me to stay clean for seven days, or fuck off.


I can do that, cool black-ass dude, I thought. And, God help me, I did it. And it was disastrous. With a clear head I saw what was driving me to fuck up my head. I saw only one way out. ‘Kill the poof.’ Release the homicidal inner homophobe. The death cure.


There had been a teen suicide – it was reaching plague levels in SoCal at that time – in the house down the street. The kid – I never knew him – played loud, heavy-metal, ear-splitting rock for two days non-stop. Neighbours complained, but the parents were away. The music played on and on, followed by a loud bang. Gunshot and silence. I programmed my farewell from the world differently – no rock anthems. I left a note promising to be waiting for my loved ones, after what I thought would be happier lives for them with me out of the way.


As it happened, I didn’t make it to the hereafter – not permanently, at least, only long enough to leave a rope burn, throttle bruise. There was a loud choking noise in my ears, then unconsciousness. Strangulation, if you’ve never tried it, is incredibly fast. That’s why so many guys die of sexual auto-asphyxiation: they mistime it. One hears of a lot of guys who’ve got it wrong and gone to meet their maker with big erections and foolish looks on their faces. Myself, I’ve never been attracted.


I was found, dangling from the upper beam on my bunk bed, on my knees, in a praying position, elbows on pillows (why leave the world uncomfortable?). The farewell note had sounded the alarm. I’d left it in a prominent enough place: on my plate at supper time. Had I factored last-minute rescue into my plan? Was it a cunning ‘cry for help’? I’ll never be sure. Probably it was more in the nature of a gamble. Another three minutes and it would all have been over before supper cooled.


Mine was what psychiatrists call a ‘structured attempt’ – not impulsive or accidental. It had a narrative. A backstory. What that meant, clinically, was ‘Take it very seriously.’ Seriously meant incarceration and heavy therapy.


RECOVERY (TOTAL)


At that time in the United States there were close-confinement institutes for adolescents and children. They worked like rehab/detox centres, but with the difference that they had prison-style max-confinement and one-on-one supervision by nurse-attendants who could get very physical. Forget Brat Camp; these were juvenile penitentiaries. Hard time. Exclusively for the well heeled. Cost? Five grand a month. Multiply it by three for today’s value.


My parents shipped me into one such well-intentioned lock-up, nestled off the I-10 freeway at Ingleside (not to be confused with the rappers’ hangout, Inglewood, where a young white junkie like me would be lucky to last ten minutes). It was nicknamed ‘Ingletraz’ by the inmates (‘patients’ doesn’t fit). The name was well chosen, if you know the Clint Eastwood movie Escape from Alcatraz. Escape over the wire and wall was not worth it. I tried and ended up with ten minutes’ freedom, a sprained wrist, and a spell in the institution ‘cage’ – close-confinement unit. CCU. They loved acronyms.


There was a school in the basement at Ingletraz, run by a teacher nicknamed Boss, who looked like Morgan Freeman in Deep Impact but acted like kick-ass Louis Gossett Jr in An Officer and Gentleman. You could earn ‘privileges’, like ‘air time’ in the yard (where they let you smoke just one cigarette), or coffee (the only stimulant allowed), or a three-minute phone call. Otherwise it was hard time, and early wake-up, for the young folks, with never-ending twelve-step groups, family counselling, one-on-one psychiatric treatment.


Ingletraz and ‘Boss’ were the saving of me. A particularly good shrink (clearly gay himself) made me come out to my parents. It was difficult. I couldn’t look at them; we were in a big, empty former dorm. I put my head under the table, out of sight, when I came out with the awful fact. The shrink had insisted it must come from me. They took it well. My father even seemed nonchalant – an act, probably. They knew, of course, but had chosen not to be conscious of what they had long known.‡‡ I graduated from Ingletraz clean, sober and gay (at least to myself, my parents, and a circle of close friends). Southern California, I realised, wasn’t Kansas. Gay was just another colour in the great human rainbow.


There began fifteen years of sobriety and a move towards self-acceptance. Gay, faggot, whatever. I was me. Things looked up immediately. On the morning of my sixteenth birthday I got my driving licence (100 per cent in theory and practice – who says I can’t pass exams?). Free! Free at last! That same week I got my first ticket. (Why, I wondered, were all those power-line poles with yellow smiley-face signs flashing at me?) I had the third car in the three-person family: initially a heap-of-shit Subaru (‘cheap to buy, built to last that way’), with ninety thousand on the clock, which I punished mercilessly, going for the six figures in record time. I racked up so many speeding violations with that car that only one firm in the whole of greater Los Angeles – Survival (I love the name) – would insure me. They gave you the paper. Your chances of a payout, if you had an accident, were remote. But you could wave the paper hopefully.





Things came round in other ways. My parents taught me to work for what I wanted. I worked long hours at a bijou coffee house in a mall off Mission Street, run by a couple of gays, doing customised drinks (‘Latte, soy, go easy on the foam’, etc.). I worked in a hardware store, helped out in a convalescent hospital for seniors and, when all else failed, shovelled horse shit down at the Arroyo stables for less than minimum. I did voluntary stints at the local Planned Parenthood, and qualified as a teen counsellor. I’ve always loved work. I lose myself in it.


Things looked up when, aged seventeen, to celebrate my two years C&S, my parents bought me a car more suited to my style: a Chrysler Laser XE, the first vehicle I chose myself, legally owned and registered in my name. I paid, easy payments, for half of it. The car itself was all me. It was low on the road, whitewall tyres, and black as sin. It was, I suspect, modelled on the KITT car from the TV series Knight Rider. I loved that programme. The KITT car was ‘intelligent’ – super-computerised. The Laser was stupid, but also computerised – at least, as far as the American auto industry had gone down that route in 1989. ‘Your door is open,’ a deep voice would warn, as if you didn’t know. Or, ‘Warning: your gasoline is running low’ (I often heard that). The dashboard display was digitised, green on black, just like the first-generation desk computers. It was a clumsy, awkward, piece of Detroit junk – but it signalled the way of the future. Smart cars. I felt, when I was driving it, I was already in the twenty-first century.


The good things kept rolling in. I was entered into a good school, private, hugely expensive. Southwestern Academy was a demilitarised military school, but it still had some of the disciplines. I got to be student president and head proctor; everyone loved me. In a sense, I had become me. My sexuality was an open secret, but everyone was cool with it. I was too. Dyslexia meant one-on-one tutoring by the principal, Kenneth Veronda, and a teacher whose name I’ll mention in gratitude, Lee Mothershed.


Happy is a bit boring. So I’ll keep this short to save your yawns. My own as well.


When I was eighteen and recently graduated, John got an offer from UCL back in the UK. Big in terms of prestige, a third of the pay and three times the work, but he and my mother wanted to go back. Caltech gave him a split appointment, so they had a foot in both places. Eight months there, four months here. They sold Floral Park Terrace and made a fortune.


ABANDONED: NO PAIN THIS TIME


I stayed on as a ‘resident alien’ – green-carded.§§ How could I not? California was in my blood. My parents bought me a farewell BMW and put a year’s down payment on a nice apartment in Pasadena for me. Guilt money – I played the abandoned child (‘Don’t leave me, Daddy!’) scenario expertly. But I genuinely missed them.¶¶ Southwestern, having educated me as well as I would ever want myself educated, kept me on as a salaried ‘administrative assistant’, assisting, mainly, with applications and interviews. I’d decided against the kind of college which would have accepted me. It was more fun selling the school to likely customers – which, it turned out, I was pretty good at.||||


I was held out as an advertisement, not to the parents (the office staff made the hard-head deals), but to the kids. I had long, clean, blond hair. My ponytail was long gone. I looked wholesome, tall, free-range and sporty – I was, until I crocked a knee, a half-decent long-distance runner – and polite. As for clothes, I was into fine silk shirts which hung flowingly on my lean body, and black leather jackets. Looking back I can see it, from where I am today, as a style mix between South Beach Miami drug dealer and The Matrix – the worst look I’ve ever gone with. But I was young. I could have worn a bin bag and looked good.


It was a job, and I was, in my little way, a success story. But I was marking time. For what? I wanted more than just being the cheese on somebody else’s mousetrap. More than just being clean, sober, hard-working and a credit to the twelve-step rehab programme (‘It works!’). But what did I want?


Oddly, my big break was due to, of all people, Dave Atkins – with whom, and whose crew, I’d broken after cleaning up at Ingletraz (switching, at the same time, my loyalties from Led Zep to moony Peter Gabriel, who’d helped me through my drug withdrawal. More of which later).





A couple of years earlier, Dave, Vinnie and another sidekick (I’ll call him ‘Clay’) had found themselves in Dave’s girlfriend’s house, in SouthPas, over a long weekend. Two other girls were around. The parents were out of town at a convention. The kids all got high. There was loud music – perhaps sex, I don’t know. No neighbours – it was an ‘estate’ house in its own grounds. The parents had left their gun cabinet either unlocked or easily broken into. There was an argument. Dave and Vinnie left then came back, armed and dangerous. It was never clear which of them took the lead. Whichever it was took his 12-gauge and blew the heads right off those three poor girls, who’d done nothing more than open the door to them.


No ‘motive’ was ever established. Just madness of the moment. That’s no defence, even in California. Clay was sleeping and woke upon hearing the first shot, followed by the immortal words from Vinnie, looking down his twin barrels, ‘We smoked them all, man. You with us or against us?’ Clay decided that, on the whole, he’d rather not be smoked.


Dave and Vinnie took all the valuables they could find, packed their weapons, and took off for Las Vegas in the best remaining family car. They dropped quivering Clay off at his house. He lied to them, saying he was leaving town for New Mexico. Instead he phoned the cops and reported the crime.


There were reports in the SouthPas police gang register with my name as a KA (known associate) of the pathetic Atkins outfit. But I was, at that time, in Ingletraz. It might have been tricky if I hadn’t been. Just an unreported phone call from them could have brought arrest for being an accomplice. Paul, who was at home, had a really hard time. His house was turned over.


As it turned out, the murderers never made it to the Strip. They were apprehended, outside godforsaken Barstow, speeding down the freeway. The last ‘free’ the dumb couple would ever know for the rest of their lives. Clay wisely decided he wasn’t ‘with’ Vinnie and Dave after all, now that being smoked wasn’t in prospect. He turned state’s evidence and, quite rightly, got off.


The authorities were not forgiving of the other two. They kept Dave and Vinnie in remand until they could bring full adult sentences against them. Dave got life, without possibility of parole. Vinnie got fifty-one years to life. Same thing. Vinnie and Dave will die in hard-time prison. By now they’ll be well past the youthful years in which, quite likely, they were cell punks, passed around like prime meat. Perhaps they’re now big guys in the yard themselves. I sometimes think of them when I watch Oz, or that series everyone’s talking about, Orange is the New Black. Stupid bastards. Would I have been with them that awful weekend, but for Ingletraz? Chances are I would have been. Would I, however high, have pulled a trigger on those girls? Never. Or so I tell myself.


As it stands, where I do come into the story is through a writer, Leon Bing, who had made a name for herself with a book called Do or Die, the story of a South Central Crips/Bloods hoodlum called Monster. It was a bestseller and she had decided to follow it up with a book about the Atkins/Hebrock murders, called Smoked. One night after work, I heard her on a local radio talk show, promoting her book, and I phoned in to say I had some details which might be of interest to her.


Smoked is a great book. And what it’s about is why adolescents in cookie-cutter communities like South Pasadena explode, regularly, into ‘inexplicable’ teen violence. Why would SouthPas, of all places on God’s earth, go Columbine? Why, come to that, did Columbine go Columbine?***


While we were writing this book, someone sent me a link to the most recent SouthPas teen ‘atrocity’. South Pasadena High School again. The LA Times headlined it ‘South Pasadena – Columbine’. A sixteen- and seventeen-year-old were arrested in September 2014 for planning a mass slaughter of fellow high school pupils and staff. Their declared aim was ‘to kill as many people as possible’. They got into quite a lot of detail about it on Skype. They sincerely meant to do it. The 2014 academic year opened with a lot of nervous parents and heavy police presence on the campus. It’ll happen again, believe me.


You can blame The Basketball Diaries, rap music, reefer madness, phases of the moon or whatever. But that doesn’t explain the deep-down anger at – what? Teen spree-killings are a middle-class thing. And they seem to be done by kids who have a lot to live for. Why did Dave and Vinnie kill all those girls (‘We smoked them all, man’)? They weren’t Saturday-night-special-wielding ghetto kids trying to gather tattoo teardrops round their eyes. Why not shoot just one and claim accidental discharge, or whatever that legless guy Oscar Pistorius claimed. (Shot the girl, didn’t mean to do it. She got in the way of my cop-killer bullets, poor thing.) Dave and Vinnie would still have gone down, but not for ever.


Leon didn’t have the answers. But she could ask the questions in ways that made you want to turn pages. She and I met up and she pumped me for corrections and additional material for the second edition of Smoked, which was selling well. Leon was (is) a smart, glamorous, fascinatingly ditzy woman – pure West Coast. We hit it off. I’ll go further: I loved the woman. It so happened she was writing a book about juvenile re-education camps like Ingletraz. Were they rip-offs for guilty parents or tough love that worked? I’ve got good reasons for believing in them. Ingletraz saved me. She wasn’t, I think, as much in favour of forcible juvenile rehab as me but I was very useful to her.




* John. Second edition, 2015. Classic.


† John. At time of writing, thirty-one years, three months and a few days. Though after all these years I’m too bored, or old, to count.


‡ Paul and Jennifer were among the first friends I had who were sympathetic to my being gay. I still keep in touch with Jennifer on Facebook. We talk about the old days. It’s like shouting to a friend across the Grand Canyon – so much time and life has passed, taking us different places. Paul, I last heard, was working on ski slopes somewhere.


§ They don’t sell them any more, I heard. Probably ‘collectable’ mint packs go on eBay for $50.


¶ I had a good few heterosexual encounters around this time. Disaster.


|| Because of the shooting of the mother. Why do that to children? But I’d forgive Uncle Walt anything for the Pirates of the Caribbean ride at Disneyland. I once went round it nine times on the trot.


** I’m still in touch with her, on Facebook. She’s gone on to make something good of her life.


†† Heroin substitutes, if you don’t know. Madness, in my opinion, to give one habit-forming drug to replace another habit-forming drug (especially methadone, which gives you a high). Like giving a whisky-drinking alcoholic a daily bottle of gin.


‡‡ John. You’re right. It was, oddly, as big a weight off our shoulders as yours.


§§ John. You once told me the green card was the only worthwhile present I’d ever given you. That hurt rather.


¶¶ John. To be honest, love you as we did, we weren’t entirely broken up to have you 5,000 miles out of our lives. You were ‘of age’. And very expensive when you were around.


|||| John. It saved us a couple of hundred thousand, I might add.


*** I don’t buy that Michael Moore film, by the way. He’s forgotten what it’s like to be an angry teenager, if he ever was one.
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