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Introduction


	God and His Glory


	God’s glory I’ll try to bare ‍– In this my story I share


	There is some good you will see ‍– And some bad and some ugly


	For my school of life has been ‍– So blessed with God’s instruction


	Whether you agree or not ‍– I hope this is food for thought


	Not of me or my story ‍– But of God and his Glory


	As a child, I was traumatized by the cruel foe of domestic abuse. As an adult, I’m experiencing the proverbial “living the dream” life.


	How does a person build such a good life on such a terrible foundation? The answer is: this human being could have never done such on his own, but God’s blessings are more than sufficient.


	My name is James (Jim, Jimmy) Kissock, and this is my story. Over the course of seventy-plus years, God has been constructing my life and has delivered me from domestic abuse as a child to divine blessings as an adult.


	In this book, I will endeavor to encapsulate some of my more pertinent recollections. Hopefully, some of the lessons I’ve learned will be useful to you, the reader. Even though this book isn’t the sort of thriller Tom Clancy would write, I hope you will still be entertained by my life escapades, such as the time that I was a key player in a potentially catastrophic military mishap which could have precipitated WWIII!


	As a child, I grew up in a dysfunctional home. I was a child of divorce before divorce became cool. And by cool, I am not implying good, but rather common. Alcohol was another constant antagonist in my childhood. As a child, my life was threatened many times by the uncomely behavior of a drunken man.


	By God’s grace, I survived those life-threatening events in my childhood. Thus, one of my goals in writing this book is to share about God’s provision in my life—and his protection. I grew up in rural southern Missouri. I claim no great fame or fortune. I can claim God has been good to a kid born into a dysfunctional family and has blessed me beyond my wildest dreams.


	Growing up, I was basically fatherless. Nevertheless, God promises to be a Father to the fatherless, and such has been the reality in my life. Despite being raised in a house where I was forbidden to sing or play a musical instrument, God granted a love of music to me, and now I’m a musician and a songwriter, albeit an amateur. One of the songs I’ve written is from the perspective of an unborn child, simply petitioning his or her mama to “let me grow.” That chorus could have applied to me, an already-born child just hoping to survive numerous madman drunken rages:


	Let me grow


	Only God knows


	How my life will unfold


	Indeed, only God knew how my life would unfold. God deserves all the glory for any good in my life. I take personal blame for my shortcomings, which are multitudinous enough that I could not record them all. Hopefully, I will not cast myself as anything great. Rather, I credit God for any success in my life, as all the good in my life has come from his grace.


	My life story is the sum of my good times and my bad times. The bad times seem to have been the most important learning times. In the 1950s, rural southern Missouri was transitioning to a modern, electrified world. I consider myself fortunate to have tasted life in a more primitive time, having had experiences such as using an outhouse. Many of the old-timers I grew up with lived most of their life before electricity, phones, TV, tractors, etc. I will share a few memories from some of those old-timers who made a significant impact in my life.


	Today, I can look back on a long career of being a computer professional. But I got my start out on the farm, milking cows by hand. Computers and electronics have enabled me to be somewhat prosperous, but my heart will always favor the more natural aspects of country living.


	I want to share some valuable life lessons I have learned, which I hope will be a blessing in your life. I make no claim of being a wise old sage, but I can share what has worked in my life and some things I’ve tried which have not worked. While I have learned much from instruction, and I’m sure you have too, I think we both know that sometimes we can learn even more from our own mistakes—and from hearing about the mistakes of others.


	I have also made some unconventional decisions in life. My upbringing made me more open than many for some deviation from some social norms. My approach to family size is an unusual one these days, and so is my position on alcohol. Even if you don’t agree with me, I think you’ll be intrigued by my life experiences regarding these and other sometimes-contentious issues. You, the reader, will have to conclude how effective I am in presenting my case.


	I will conclude this introduction with a song God gave me about God being a Father to the fatherless. 


	A father of the fatherless ‍… is God in his holy habitation. (Psalms 68:5)


	






Father of the Fatherless 


	 


	Verse 1:


	It’s like he had no daddy at all ‍– Because his daddy was livin’ for the bottle


	He never knew from day to day ‍– You see that bottle makes a man crazy


	Such a young life so many heartaches ‍– That bottle never gives it only takes


	Now it’s taken his daddy away ‍– Tomorrow’s still an uncertain day


	What’s a little boy to do ‍– Who can he turn to


	 


	Chorus:


	Just in case you’ve never heard ‍– God left this promise in his Word


	I am a Father of the fatherless ‍– Child to me you are so precious 


	You are no stranger to me ‍– For in the womb I fashioned thee


	From every hair to every toe ‍– Everything about you I know


	In you my handiwork is found ‍– My love for you has no bound


	Call upon me as the years go by ‍– I will always hear your cry


	Just let me be ‍– A Father to thee


	 


	Verse 2:


	She can still remember the day ‍– Her daddy would leave to go far away 


	She was so young and very small ‍– In uniform to her he looked so tall 


	He gave her lots of hugs and kisses ‍– and said I’ll miss you, my little princess


	But for our freedom and liberty ‍– He laid his life down for his country


	What’s a little girl to do ‍– Who can she turn to


	 


	(Chorus Repeats)







 


	Part I


	The Springtime of My Life


	Spring is the season of new life. I was born in the spring. There is not much better than a mild, sunny springtime day, with birds chirping and flowers blooming. Typically, at least a few storms accompany the otherwise beautiful spring weather.


	Unfortunately, the spring season of my life was brief and mostly dominated by turbulent weather. Now, for the storm report.


	 



  1
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  Un-Precious Memories


  

    A


  


   photographer will sometimes leave the background of a picture blurry in order to bring the subject into sharp focus. Such is the case with my earliest childhood memories. Unfortunately, the subjects in sharp focus are all in less-than-desirable situations. I am sure amidst the blurry background in my early childhood, there were many good times. However, I can’t remember any good times before my mom and dad separated and then divorced when I was about four years of age.


  My earliest memory occurred on the main street in Houston, Missouri. I was with my dad, and he stopped at what I am guessing was the only tavern in town. Apparently, his parental standards were too high to take a young child into a bar—so he left me alone in the car, for what seemed like forever. The weather was cool and a light rain fell. I stood in the front seat on the passenger side of the car with my face pressed against the somewhat steamy door window while watching shoppers pass by. 


  Life has been a learning process, and that was the day I began learning one of many valuable life lessons to come my way. 


  Finally, my dad came out of the bar and staggered to my side of the car. I was excited that my long wait was over. I continued to lean on the door window, because I didn’t yet know enough to predict the kinds of bad decisions a drunk man might make. I kept leaning on the window, and my dad suddenly yanked the door wide open. Of course, I went tumbling out headfirst to test the durability of my head versus the concrete sidewalk. The concrete won as I busted my head, leaving me bleeding and crying in the light rain. I do not remember what happened after that, and I guess the injury must not have been too severe, as I am still here to record the event.


  Of course, I might have become a rocket scientist without that head injury.


  Later, my mom told me I would not sit close to a car door for a long time after that fall. I had begun the learning process.


  My mom, Oneta, was on her second marriage, which was to my dad, James Kissock, who went by the nickname of Junior. Mom had one daughter, Glenda, from her first marriage. That marriage only lasted about a year because of Glenda’s dad’s drinking problems and issues with marital fidelity. I will not go into detail about that story, but alcohol did no favor for my mom’s first marriage. All of my sisters are genetically half sisters to me, but we have always thought of each other as full siblings. So, I will not use the term half sister going forward. After Mom’s first divorce, Glenda stayed primarily with Mom’s parents, Luther and Tennie, in southern Missouri, near Tyrone.


  During Mom’s pregnancy with me, my parents were living in Bolivar, Missouri, where they were both attending college. I hope my dad was excited about having a child, but unfortunately, he was absent during my delivery. He was on a drinking binge, and he didn’t show up until several days after my arrival. If I could have reasoned as a newborn, I would have known the late arrival of my dad on the scene of my grand entrance was not a good sign.


  Dysfunctional families can encounter some rather bizarre twists, and one of ours is that Glenda had the same experience when she was born: her dad was also not present because of alcohol—and also because of infidelity. When Glenda’s dad finally showed up to meet his new daughter, he brought with him supposed friends, a husband-and-wife couple. It turns out Glenda’s dad was having an affair with the wife, unbeknownst to the husband and our mom.


  However, strangely enough, Glenda’s dad came to the hospital to see Mom and me after my delivery, and he was even sober. So Glenda’s dad missed her delivery because of drunkenness but saw me before my dad saw me because of drunkenness. I have joked that as a child I lived my life in 3D: Drinking, Dueling, and Divorcing.


  Life in 3D can be complicated.


  My second-earliest childhood memory took place at the house of my dad’s parents, my grandma and grandpa Kissock, between Licking and Salem, Missouri. My mom and dad were living there, and my dad was in a drunken rage. The old farmhouse had a tiny bathroom added along a wall in the kitchen/dining area. The location was not ideal, but indoor potties were a fairly new invention at the time in southern Missouri. I do not know exactly how old I was, and this is my only memory of living there. As my dad became violent, I made my way into the tiny bathroom and even locked the door with a latch on the inside. Once my dad determined I had locked myself in the bathroom, he beat on the door, threatening and cussing at me to unlock it. Finally, he calmed down some and tried reasoning with me. He assured me that if I would unlock the door, he would not spank me for locking it. So, I unlocked the door.


  Unfortunately, during the ordeal, I peed in my pants. The good news was I did not get a licking for locking the door, as promised. But my dad worked me over in a drunken rage for wetting my pants.


  Mom tried to stop him from beating me, which resulted in her being beaten up as well. I was just a young child, and I doubt I had great powers of reason that early. However, I was beginning to discern patterns; I could see that alcohol was distinctly linked to terrible and painful events in my life.


  My third and the last memory of my dad when I was a young child occurred at the house of my mom’s parents. The divorce was final, and Mom had left me with her mom, my grandma Tennie. My dad showed up while I was playing in the front yard. Grandma came out and told my dad that he was drunk, and she would not let him take me. We were standing on a concrete sidewalk going to the front steps of the house. Grandma held one of my arms, my dad held the other, and both were pulling in opposite directions. 


  Then we all looked up and saw a car coming our way, about a half a mile out on the gravel road. It was my grandpa Luther, coming home from work. Grandma let go of me. She told my dad to take me and leave quickly, as Luther would likely kill him. So, one of my many rides with a drunken driver ensued. I do not remember what happened after that, other than flying down the old, dusty gravel roads.


  Grandpa was normally good-natured. However, he could have a bad temper when riled and was prone to violence when he felt justified—and protecting family was a valid justification. My sister Glenda shared her recollection of another time my dad was drunk and took me away:


  The reason Grandpa would have likely killed Junior was because he had let him take Jimmy once but later regretted doing so. Prior to the above event, Jimmy’s dad and Grandpa had an altercation on the embankment to the road in front of the house. As a young child, Jimmy was hanging on for dear life with his arms around Grandpa’s neck, begging and pleading to stay with Grandpa, while Junior was pulling Jimmy’s ankles. Grandpa let go as he said, “Junior would have physically harmed Jimmy with the force Junior was pulling.” When Jimmy and his drunken dad drove off, Grandpa said, “I should have killed him.” Grandpa sat on the front porch and cried with Grandma and me. This is the only time I can remember ever seeing Grandpa crying.


  Grandpa’s threat was not idle chatter. It turned out he had a green light to end the problems my dad was causing: the county sheriff told my grandpa that if he ever needed to take care of my dad, to just make sure it looked like an accident or self-defense. 


  So begins the memory lane of my life. For many years, I tried to forget my childhood experiences, but eventually, by God’s grace, I learned I had to forgive those in my life who had failed in their roles. I am no shrink. However, I have concluded that one should acknowledge traumatic experiences and be able to look back and accept whatever happened without angst or animosity. According to Scripture, peace is the conclusion of that process. Jesus Christ is the Prince of Peace, and it is Christ who brings peace through healing.


  One Christmas day, after I was already grown and married, I received a diary book which had some general questions in the front of it. One prompt was to write about your first memory. At that point in time, I closed the book and never opened it again, as that was an area I did not want to visit. Just the thought made anxiety swell within me. After a few years of marriage, I told some of my childhood stories to my wife. I found dealing with problems of the past is better than trying to pretend they never existed. Thus, the healing process began in which God has mercifully granted me peace.


  Below are lyrics to the chorus of a song that God gave me about emotional or spiritual wounds acquired in our earthly journey. Usually, the greater the wound, the greater the associated pain. Once a wound is healed, the pain should go away, but likely a scar will remain. The chorus below attempts to convey the message that God can heal any wound and he deserves the glory for the healing.


  Behind every scar there’s a story ‍– Behind every healing lies God’s glory 


  Healed wounds once so tender ‍– Help God’s children remember 


  You thought you weren’t gonna make it thru ‍– But God had more plans for you


  And it just might be ‍– Another hurting soul needs to see 


  Your scar and hear your story ‍– Of your healing and of God’s glory


  One of my goals in writing this story is to show some of the wounds in my life which God has so graciously healed. Of course, some wounds are so small they heal and leave no scar at all. We soon forget those wounds. Many have major wounds which have never healed, and I encourage those to seek the Great Physician who has the healing balm of Gilead. Of course, major wounds, even if healed, will likely leave scars and will never be completely forgotten.


  Perhaps God allows scarring so others can see healed wounds and know life can go on without the hurt of an open sore. Such has been the case in my life. Overall, I had an awful childhood. However, God has blessed me with a wonderful wife, children, and grandchildren. My childhood wounds no longer have the pain of an open sore. My wounds are scars now and have mostly healed, although I carried my childhood wounds for many years into adulthood before the healing process ever began. 


  If you have painful wounds from life, my prayer is that you will experience healing from God and even be willing to let others receive help from your healed wounds—and I hope you will commence the healing process sooner than I did. Indeed, I hope my story will help you avoid some of the wounds of life that I have experienced. I will share how God has led my wife and me to raise a family. God has been merciful to give direction to the learning process of parenting, which I believe has been rewarding in our life. Of course, how God has directed us may not be his will for your life, but I hope you will consider the principles God has given us. 


  A Little Calm Before the Storm


  After my mom and dad divorced, I had a brief break before the worst storms in my life would settle in. However, this time was still somewhat eventful. My dad had a rich aunt who passed away and left him with some wealth. He did not let my mom know, as he did not want her to get anything in the divorce settlement, which was what ended up happening. My mom got custody of me, but my dad had some legal rights to take me, about which I have already mentioned.


  For a couple of years after the divorce, my dad would try to find me to take me with him. I doubt he had much interest in me, but his goal was to irritate my mom. Of course, he was always drunk, so I lived a life of hiding. I was to stay out of sight from the roads and driveways. If he could not find me, he could not take me. Whoever talked with my dad would tell him they did not know where I was. (Since I was hiding, they did not know exactly where I was.)


  Mom was a schoolteacher during the school year, and she worked at Lily Tulip (a cup manufacturer) during the summer in Springfield, Missouri. She had to work to support us, as she received no child support. The goal was to keep me from my dad, as my safety was at considerable risk if he found me because of his inebriated condition. I bounced around to many places. I always had to be careful to make sure my dad was not around. If he showed up, I was to hide. When he showed up, I hid in cornfields, in attics, in closets, under beds, in sheds, behind trees, and in tall grass fields—and I stayed there until I could hear him tearing out in his car.


  Once, I was at Grandma Tennie’s, and my mom’s youngest brother, Thurman, was there as well. A neighbor stopped and told us my dad was in town at the tavern and was coming to get me. So, Thurman took me to the county sheriff’s office to inform them of the situation and asked if they could detain him for a while. Thurman parked his old Chevy coupe on a downhill slope in front of the police station. When my uncle and I came out of the courthouse to leave, his car would not start. We went back to the jail to get help to push the car up enough that he could coast down the hill and hopefully start the car. The sheriff had to let the jailbirds out to give us a push, which I thought was really cool. We took off down the hill, my uncle popped the clutch, and off we went.


  Sometimes I stayed with my mom’s youngest sister, Laveta, in Springfield, Missouri, and that was great, as her son Bruce was just younger than me. We always enjoyed playing together. Other times I stayed with Mom’s older brother Herman near Cabool, Missouri, which was great, as I had Cousin Margaret Ann there to play with as well.


  When I was with Grandma Tennie, my older sister Glenda was there to play with. Glenda and I spent many hours playing and often fishing in a small pond close to the house. We caught nothing as the pond had no fish in it, but we enjoyed the experience. Glenda was rather imaginative and liked to do stunts, such as riding a bike with me standing on her shoulders or on the handlebars. I was a featherweight, which made our circus-like stunts easier to perform. Grandpa Luther had several horses, but one old horse, Selam, was perfect for Glenda and me to play on. Selam moved very little, but never seemed to mind the two of us climbing all over him. I also played checkers, Chinese checkers, and dominoes with Grandma and Grandpa.


  Those were good times in my childhood. However, it was all colored by the stress and fear involved in trying to avoid a drunken dad. Today, we live in an era of changing family norms. I can tell you that as a young boy, I would have loved nothing better than a secure home with a loving mom and dad.


  However, at this point in my dad’s life, he was drunk almost full time. Other than the memories I’ve already shared, I do not remember my dad any until I was about seven years old. My grandmother Kissock came and got me, as my dad had suffered a massive stroke. The doctors did not expect him to live, even though he was in his thirties. However, he lived to be sixty-four years old. He would never walk again, as his left side was totally paralyzed. His mind was damaged from the stroke, and his speech was very difficult to understand. 


  The stroke stopped him from drinking, as he could not get booze. It also left him unable to be any kind of father or even able to carry on a reasonable conversation.


  I never knew my dad while he was sober or of a sound mind. At first, he was always drunk. Later, he was always impaired.


  Never having had the chance to know a parent personally is a great loss.


  I heard an evangelist give his testimony, saying that he grew up in foster care and stayed in something like fifteen different homes. He mentioned that the worst part was he never knew when he would move on. So, he kept his bags packed.


  While I was not in official foster care, I could identify with that evangelist, and God allowed me to write the following song:


  




Throw Them Travelin’ Bags Away

	 

	Verse 1:

	His bags are packed again ‍– He knows soon he’ll be gone 

	He just never knows when ‍– He will be movin’ on

	Just a child without a home ‍– No one to call his own

	But by God’s grace there’ll come a day ‍– He’ll hear his heavenly Father say

	 

	Chorus:

	Child, you can throw them travelin’ bags away ‍– You’ve a home now where you can stay

	Brothers and sisters aplenty ‍– A great big family

	Safe secure ‍– With the Savior

	And a Father who will always be ‍– There for eternity

	 

	Verse 2:

	This boy is now a man ‍– With his wife and children

	Journeying thru this land ‍– On their way to heaven

	Though in Christ he’s found sweet peace ‍– Those childhood memories

	Leave this man longing for the day ‍– He’ll hear his heavenly Father say

	 

	(Chorus Repeats)

	 

	



In a One-Room Country School

	I wound up at my mom’s parent’s house when the time arrived to begin the first grade. Note, this was before kindergarten existed in our area. This was the best year of my childhood, as I stayed in one place and had basic safety at my grandparents’ home. My dad had somewhat given up on finding me.

	However, unbeknownst to me, the weather patterns were going to be quite unfavorable after this one-school-year-long break.

	I began my public education in a one-room country school. The one-room country school is an antique. However, I believe public education would be better if schools had stayed more decentralized, thus allowing more parental or local control. They appropriated the divide-and-conquer principle in the one-room country school. It is much easier to control a handful of kids than hundreds or thousands. The one-room country school was indeed a community affair. Just neighbors and those from our community were in attendance.

	The school only had one building, and, as I’ve indicated, it was just one open room. I later attended other one-room country schools which had about twenty to forty students. In the one-room country school, one teacher taught all grades. In my seventh-grade year, I would attend a town school where I made good grades, and I would eventually graduate from college with honors. Thus, I have no qualms about the limited resources of a one-room country school being able to provide a quality education. Quite the contrary: The one-room country school provided an excellent educational springboard into life for me.

	I will share just a few of my experiences at a one-room country school.

	Grandma never had a lot of extra money, and she had to earn what little she had. However, she provided me with a Roy Rogers metal lunch box with a picture of his horse, Trigger, on the lid. Grandma packed me a large lunch, even though I was a toothpick who ate little. A parent could bring their child to school, but usually everybody walked. Glenda and I walked just over a mile to school.

	On my first day of school, when lunchtime came, I would eat outside. The only other boy in my class came out with me, but he had little or nothing with him to eat. When I opened my lunch box full of food, he reached in and helped himself. At six years of age, I decided his actions were inappropriate, so I picked my lunch box up by the handle and smacked him over the head with it. He left crying straight to the teacher. First day of school and I am in trouble. The teacher was a great teacher, and she let me know I could not hit other students with my lunch box, or I would be in big trouble. In fact, she asked if I wanted all of my lunch, and, of course, I did not. She explained to me the other student did not bring a large lunch and it would be nice of me to share some of mine. So, I and the former victim of my attack became best buddies—which worked out well for me, as Grandma thought I was eating all my lunch! Additionally, I learned a valuable lesson about helping others in need.

	God eventually blessed my wife and me with several children, and he led us into homeschooling, which has many similarities to the one-room country school. In homeschooling, there is usually one primary teacher (one parent—usually the mom) and students of varying ages. Homeschoolers learn to work somewhat independently, as one teacher cannot spend all their time with each student. Such was the case in the one-room country school, as the teacher was there to help and instruct, but students had to learn to work on their own. Public schools today offer a peer setting for the student. Such a setting affords little interaction with students in different grades. Not so in homeschooling or in the one-room country school; there, everybody worked together and played together. I believe not being overly peer oriented is a good thing, as it mimics real life.

	In the one-room country school, older students would sometimes help younger students, thus developing skills in instruction. I believe I learned a lot in my early grades as I watched older students do spelling, math, etc. on the chalkboard in front of the school. Seeing and hearing the lessons from grades ahead helped to better prepare me for my later grades.

	The one-room country school was also a place where God was welcome as we read the Bible and prayed. Sometimes during roll call, each student was asked to quote a Scripture verse when their name was called. I cannot tell you how many times the verse quoted ended up being the shortest one in the Bible: “Jesus wept”! Every day began with the Pledge of Allegiance. We had a metal flagpole which displayed Old Glory. The pole also provided a challenge for the guys to shimmy up and then slide back down.

	Every one-room country school had at least one large spanking paddle. After my first grade, I would attend one-room country schools in which my mom was the teacher. Several times, I witnessed her having a large teenage guy bend over her desk as she administered the board of education to the seat of understanding. Any student receiving discipline at school would likely get the same at home. Parents supported the teacher in disciplinary actions. The teacher quickly nipped disciplinary problems in the bud, so to speak.

	Recess was, of course, my favorite. We played dodge ball, Red Rover, tag, hide-and-seek, marbles, jacks, pick-up sticks, etc. We had a swing set and slide. A basketball hoop was available but was difficult to use on dirt and gravel. Snow was wonderful as we had snowball fights and built forts if there was enough snow. However, the main sporting event was softball. We had many softball games. Once a year, all the one-room country schools in the Houston area would compete in various sports for ribbons. The big one was the softball tournament. I played on at least one team which won the tournament.

	One point I want to make clear is that in most of the events, everybody played some, except for the tournament games. In softball, the younger students would play some near the end of the game or maybe after the game. We threw easy pitches to the early grade students and often a bad throw to first, so they even got a hit. It was more important to make sure everyone felt some success than it was to only win. Obviously, a first grader cannot compete with an eighteen-year-old, but we all learned to get along like family.

	Another important event at the one-room school was the annual Christmas play. There were several scripted plays we used. Everyone in the school would perform in costume. Note, this was a big event as there were no other theatrical performances in our small community. Everyone in the school was neighbors or relatives.

	Not all was puritanical in the one-room country school. We had paper wads. Small snakes were plentiful and usually worked to scare the girls. Behind the school grounds were woods, which sloped downhill to a small creek. Grapevines were plentiful and the guys would try to swing on them in Tarzan fashion. The older guys would frequently light up a piece of grapevine to smoke. (The principal attraction was that they were free for the taking and the dried vines are hollow, thus allowing smoke inhalation kind of like a cigarette.)

	Poison ivy was abundant in the nearby woods. Once we had a young guy from the city who had moved to our area and attended our country school. He did not know the ill effects of poison ivy. We encouraged him to wipe some on his arms. He did so and turned out to be allergic to such. I was one perpetrator in the prank. As a child, I was not allergic to poison ivy, but later in adulthood, I lost my immunity. Perhaps divine retribution?

	As with many aspects of my life, God gave me a song about my one-room country school experiences:

	That One-Room Country School

	 

	Verse 1:

	Now I look back with joy ‍– When as a six-year-old boy

	I commenced my education ‍– In a one-room institution

	Just for our community ‍– Seemed a lot like family

	We did our three Rs you see ‍– Didn’t take a lot of money

	We all got along together ‍– Learned to help one another

	 

	Chorus: 

	In that one-room country school ‍– The teacher had the rule

	You could still get the paddle ‍– You could even read the Bible

	In the pledge we could say ‍– Under God and even pray

	We didn’t need the NEA ‍– Parents had their say

	Now I know it’s different today ‍– I still like that old country school way 

	 

	Verse 2:

	To school we’d come walkin’ ‍– That old stove was a smokin’

	Our water came from a well ‍– The restrooms now I’ll not tell

	The times I liked best ‍– Was when we had recess

	Red Rover, Red Rover ‍– I’m a comin’ right over

	The big kids to the small ‍– Would join right in softball

	 

	(Chorus Repeats)

	

	



Verse 3:

	We had to leave mighty early ‍– It made a long day’s journey

	They’d shut our school down ‍– Said they’d bus us to town

	It was all a lot bigger ‍– But I still kinda figure

	That I got a lot more ‍– And I am the better for

	That school in the country ‍– Where we were more like family

	 

	(Chorus Repeats)

	Yes, there were some sunny days in the springtime of my life—days of learning and play and friendship and fun. With my parents’ divorce and my dad’s absence, I had a life that was largely free from violence and fear for my first year of school. We were out of the frying pan.

	What I didn’t know yet was that the old saying was true: out of the frying pan, into the fire.

	My mother’s second marriage was over. But the violence of her third marriage was about to begin.
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  The Third Try Is Not the Charm




  



    T




  




  he storm clouds of life were definitely gathering, with something as simple as where my mom purchased gas in Springfield, Missouri. The attendant who pumped the gas, Leonard Holloway, would soon be my mom’s third husband.




  Mom’s parents, her siblings, and others begged her not to marry Leonard, but she did it anyway.




  My mom is a good woman. I never saw her touch a drop of liquor and she has always tried to help those in need. She has a gentle and loving spirit about her, but she seriously lacked wisdom in choosing what is supposed to be a life mate. Whether or not she knew it, she had just married her third drunk.




  I am no rocket scientist (although I did major in aerospace engineering for one year in college). However, when you have just had two marriages go south primarily due to booze, I would think you might not pick a third man who was addicted to the same toxin. Of course, Leonard was on his best behavior during their brief courtship. Others saw Leonard’s true colors, but Mom did not. Leonard, a grown man, did not own a car or possessions beyond the clothes on his back. His occupation at the time was pumping gas, which was one step above unemployment. He was an ex-marine, which perhaps should have caused some alarm to anyone familiar with the possible behavioral patterns of a jarhead. What could possibly go wrong?




  As I said earlier, I am no shrink, but I am guessing Leonard’s physical presence ensured my dad would no longer be an issue (this was before my dad had his stroke). Leonard was very strong and was a trained killer, thanks to the Marine Corps. Leonard had been a machine gunner during WWII in the Pacific. He had a good sense of humor and was quite self-confident. However, no one in the family but Mom saw him as marrying material because of his lack of character. He appeared to have lived a rough life, and he had.




  During this era, divorce was not common, and I suppose Mom may have thought she would not find a better spouse. She already had more than one divorce, and she had two children. Unfortunately, she was on a downhill slide with the liquor problem. Her first husband was not violent when drunk. Her second husband was violent, but not to the extreme of her third ex-marine husband.




  When Mom married Leonard, I was six years old. 




  Leonard had a rough childhood himself growing up in West Plains, Missouri. He didn’t have much of a father figure in his childhood, and he began working when about eight years old, doing whatever he could to help provide for his family. Eventually, he found work carrying five-gallon buckets of concrete for construction. Such strenuous labor likely helped to develop his extraordinary strength—though most of his brothers were exceptionally strong as well, so his strength may have just been genetic. Leonard started smoking when he was so young he could not remember a time when he was not smoking. He grew up rough, which well-suited him for the Marines. He boxed in the Marines and won several medals. Besides his strength, he was ambidextrous, with catlike reflexes. He could kickbox as well. Leonard survived WWII and received an honorable discharge. He had trouble finding work, so he reenlisted in the Marines and was a Drill Instructor for several years.




  My life has been a learning process. To any six-year-old boy, I can say with certainty that you do not want your mom to make a former Marine Drill Instructor your stepdad. Actually, I can testify that I learned invaluable lessons in discipline from Leonard, but I cannot say there was much fun in the process. His favorite quote to me was that when he told me to jump, my job was to jump. When he told me to come down, then I could come down. I would eventually enlist in the United States Air Force. I did not consider the Marine Corps, as I had all the Marine experiences I wanted as a child.




  Mom and Leonard married while I was in the first grade. I got to finish the school year out by staying with Glenda, Grandma, and Grandpa. However, as soon as the school year ended, I began active duty with Leonard.




  I am inserting a disclaimer here that my goal in writing this story is not to impugn the character of anyone. I’ll share more about the favorable traits of both Leonard and of my dad. However, their actions are what they were to a young child.




  I am also guessing some stories I will share could generate some skepticism about their credibility. All I can say is my mom is alive at the time of this writing about my childhood. She is also of a sound mind and witnessed most of the childhood events that I have recorded. In fact, Mom said she would like to sign her name to a copy of this story with the statement that everything written about my childhood is the truth. Glenda is also alive and has witnessed many of these stories. Mom and Glenda have both read these childhood stories and agree to their accuracy. In fact, Glenda’s first comment after reading my childhood story was that I was way too nice and did not convey how bad the circumstances were. Other members of the family have also witnessed many of these stories that I will share. Memories, especially childhood memories, can be faulty, but I have taken great effort to share the memory lane of my life accurately. I have established most of my childhood stories by at least two or more witnesses.




  Now, let’s go back to my mother’s husbands and the addiction that held them all captive. My dad was a B-17 flight engineer/aerial gunner in WWII. He survived the war but came home with a drinking problem and PTSD issues. Many times, while my mom was still with my dad, he would take his service pistol and shoot at airplanes flying overhead. He was also drunk while doing this. Fortunately, he hit no airplanes that we know of.




  However, he did once hit some livestock. Somehow, while drunk, my dad mistakenly shot the bull his dad owned for their beef cattle. He was quite upset that he had killed the bull, because it meant he would have to buy another one. To add salt to the wound, this was during the summer. Butchering was usually done in the winter—in cold weather. My dad would have to buy a freezer to put the bull in to keep from losing all the meat from his accidental shooting.




  Alcohol often costs more than the initial purchase.




  WWII likely had similar effects on Leonard as it did on my dad. Both of them at times showed some redeeming qualities. However, life circumstances such as WWII and booze magnified their sin nature to manifest a very vile behavior. I direct most of my animosity towards the alcohol that fueled their actions, rather than holding them totally accountable for their vile behavior.




  Glenda’s dad also served in WWII and came home with a drinking problem but was a very personable guy when sober. He did not have the violent behavior of my dad or Leonard. Although he was no stranger to barroom brawling, as he was both good sized and strong, he was not violent with my mom or Glenda. He lived a long life, and he struggled with the liquor bottle for most of it.




  In any race, it is best to run the entire race well. However, I believe that, in the race of life, if you cannot run the entire race well, it is best to at least finish the race well. My dad finished the race somewhat better than he started it, in that he stopped drinking, even though that was likely because of his disabling stroke. Surprisingly, Leonard finished the race well too—but I will make you keep reading to find out how.




  My dad and Glenda’s dad had always vowed they would kill the other one if they ever met. I am not sure why, as both had married the same woman, and neither seemed to care any for her. While Aunt Laveta lived in Springfield, Mom got word that my dad and Glenda’s dad were both stopping by Aunt Laveta’s house at the same time. Neither knew they were about to meet for the first time. Mom left to avoid the fireworks, leaving Aunt Laveta there to referee the fight. 




  The first husband meeting the second husband—it should have been a brawl for the ages. Upon their arrival, though, they were both under the influence, and they chose to go drink some more rather than fight.




  Alcohol’s effects, as always, were unpredictable.




  The Honeymoon?




  Another of Leonard’s character flaws was his inability to hold on to a dollar. To make matters worse, he would run through whatever money he had and there would be nothing to show for it. Of course, a big part of that was because of his smoking and drinking. We lived mostly around Houston, Missouri, and we often wound up moving when the rent was due.




  I had a few good times with Leonard, as he liked to fish, and we had an occasional good fishing trip. However, the good times were insignificant compared to the not-so-good times. Mom continued to teach and did not make big money but kept us fed and helped meet minimum needs. To keep Leonard from spending everything, Mom would usually hide some money back for unexpected expenses. Mom and I have commented to each other several times that it was a very good thing Leonard did not have a credit card back then. Leonard was a hard worker, but with his drinking problem, he had trouble finding and keeping a job.




  After a few years of bouncing around with various jobs, the milk processing plant in Cabool, Missouri, hired Leonard. Most considered the plant to be one of the best places to work in the area. The plant was not normally tolerant of employees with issues, since there was always a long line of applicants wanting to work there. Standard protocol at the plant was to fire anyone troublesome, but they never fired Leonard, even though he would frequently go on a drinking binge for a few days and just disappear. The company’s position was that he could outwork any three men there. He, in fact, worked there until he retired with a pension.




  I don’t know how Mom and Leonard managed it. However, a giant break in my life occurred when they bought a small farm about a quarter mile from Grandpa Luther’s farm. The farmland was poor. The house was old and in disrepair. Perhaps a bad omen was the fact that the prior longtime owner, Jack, had a drinking problem. Jack left thousands of empty liquor bottles in piles around the place, and those bottles are the only good thing I associate with liquor, because they made great targets. I would eventually break most of them either by throwing rocks or by shooting a BB gun or a .22 rifle at them. 
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