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    Introduction






    Jimi Hendrix began life in Seattle, Washington. Born on November 27, 1942

    and christened with the name of Johnny Allen Hendrix, the future Jimi

    Hendrix was brought into a world of great change, turmoil, and conflict.

    World War II was still raging in full force with Hendrix’s father,

    23-year-old James Allen “Al” Hendrix, stationed at Fort Rucker, Alabama,

    unable to attend his son’s birth. At first, the only way he could receive

    word of his son’s latest developments was by way of telegram and the U.S.

    Postal Service. Al would not be allowed sufficient leave to see his son for

    the first few years of his life.






    Jimi’s mother Lucille was young—a wild child herself—and typically more

    interested in partying than family life. From the beginning, raising

    children was just not something she seemed willing to take on

    wholeheartedly—a fact made abundantly clear when she would walk out on her

    husband and children just a few years later. Nevertheless, Jimi would never

    hold any grudge or ill will against Lucille and even dedicated a song after

    her. Called “My Sweet Angel,” the song generously omits the negatives and

    focuses on the positives of a mother who was loving when she was there and

    who always gave her “smiles away for free.”






    Jimi Hendrix’s parents had a stormy relationship from the start, and even

    the very name that Lucille had chosen to give her son had sparked

    considerable controversy. The fact that the child was given Johnny as his

    first name and Allen as his middle name was viewed as an insult by Jimi’s

    father, Al. This was all due to the fact that there was a certain

    longshoreman named John Page who Al had long suspected of engaging in an

    affair with his pretty young wife while he was serving in the army. This,

    in turn, led Al to consider that perhaps Jimi was not his son at all, but

    had been fathered by John during an illicit affair. He assumed that

    Lucille’s choice of the name Johnny was in direct reference to John Page

    and a clandestine salute to his paternity. But this was something that both

    Lucille and her sister Delores adamantly denied.






    Perhaps it was due to the consternation with which Al viewed his son’s

    given name that for the child’s first few years of life no one wanted to

    call him by it. Early on, his aunt had begun calling him by the nickname of

    “Buster”—a homage to the funny “Buster Brown” cartoon character—and it

    stuck. It became a matter of course that if you didn’t want to make little

    Johnny’s dad mad, you better call him Buster.






Chapter One






    Off to a Rough Start






    “Pretty soon I believe people will have to rely on music to get some kind

    of peace of mind, or satisfaction, or direction.”






    —Jimi Hendrix






    While her husband was away, Lucille was practically a single mother.

    Struggling for even the most meager of resources, she and Jimi often

    bounced around from place to place. Lucille lived with her sister half the

    time, and half the time she found places to live elsewhere. For work, she

    would get part-time waitress-type jobs at local eateries and bars. While

    she worked she would leave Jimi in the care of her sister, mother, or

    whatever friend or relative may have been available.






    One of these family friends came to know just the kind of careless abandon

    that Jimi’s mother would often leave him in. She would later testify in a

    court deposition that she found Lucille’s mother Clarice with Jimi right

    after Lucille had dropped him off and departed for the evening. It remains

    unclear exactly what transpired beforehand, but the child was apparently

    freezing cold—so cold in fact that his diaper had frozen solid. Lucille was

    apparently not in the habit of changing the child’s diaper frequently, and

    the remnant of urine had hit the cold Seattle air and painfully froze to

    Jimi’s form. It doesn’t seem that any legal action was taken from this

    report, but it leaves us with a powerful insight into just how neglected

    Jimi may have been. His mother’s ability to take care of him both

    financially and emotionally was often few and far between.






    It wouldn’t be long before Lucille grew weary of standing on her feet all

    night at local dives and hangouts, and she soon began to look toward a man

    for financial support. It was now 1943 and the war was still raging full

    force; her activity wasn’t too uncommon for a young woman in her situation.

    No one knew exactly when it would all end or how it would turn out, and

    many young women with husbands long gone overseas despaired that they would

    never see them again—and in fact, many didn’t. But Jimi’s father Al would

    survive the war, his wife’s integrity, however, would not. Shortly after

    his deployment, she turned back to her old way of life of partying with her

    friends and latching onto a string of men for support.






    To add to Al’s fury, it wouldn’t be long before Lucille would begin an

    adulterous affair with the very man that Al suspected was Jimi’s (or little

    Johnny’s) namesake—the longshoreman named John Page. Apparently quite taken

    with the attractive young Lucille, Page had at first showered her with

    attention, but it wouldn’t be long before Page would change his tune from

    devoted romantic to possessive controller. Soon enough, his kiss was

    replaced with his fists, often sending Lucille to the hospital. However, in

    the 1940s, domestic violence was not taken too seriously, and in the

    climate in which Lucille lived, victims of domestic violence were mostly

    ignored.



