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Notice: Names have been changed throughout to protect the privacy of those close to the author. These are indicated by single quotes (‘’) when they first appear.




PREFACE

YOU CAN’T DEAL WITH PEOPLE IF YOU’VE NEVER WALKED IN THEIR SHOES

With the life I’ve led you might be surprised to learn that I’m a keen student of the Bible. But I am, and have been ever since I first learned to read as a child. The Bible story that speaks most strongly to my life is the Tale of the Prodigal Son: in fact, ‘Prodigal Son’ is one of the titles I considered for this book. As you will recall, the prodigal son leaves the family home and goes out into the world, defying his father’s wishes because he is eager for worldly experiences. And he goes off and he has those experiences. To start off with he’s enjoying them, but after a time he realizes that the world out there is harsh and heartless, and eventually, defeated and starving, he makes his way back home. He arrives at his father’s door expecting nothing but rejection, but instead his father, rejoicing that his sinning son has repented of his misdeeds, kills a fatted calf to celebrate his return.

The good son, the one who stays home and has nothing to repent for, is mad at the father for that, but that’s a whole other story.

The Tale of the Prodigal Son is one that is often seen in negative terms of a particular sort: the defiant young man’s experiences out in the world are seen as regrettable mistakes, things he shouldn’t have done which have brought him low. A lot of people would say that he would be a better person if he had been like the good son and stayed home and done his duty, and the conventional focus of the tale is on the prodigal son’s regret and repentance for his reckless actions. But the tale speaks to me in a somewhat different way, because although I do have regrets I don’t believe that God makes mistakes, by which I mean that God intended for the prodigal son to have the experiences he had. Those experiences were neither punishment nor were they errors: they were lessons in reality. And God intended that the prodigal son would one day be able to use what he learned from those experiences for some good purpose.

For a porn star to talk in terms of the Bible may seem unusual, even profane, but like many African-Americans, particularly those in the South, I was brought up in the church, so it’s my frame of reference as well as my moral and spiritual guide. In any case, right from the start I was deeply serious about my religious beliefs, and my commitment only grew stronger as the years went by, to the point where, at age nineteen, I followed my vocation and became, for a time, a minister of the church.

Had I continued along that path it’s quite possible that I  might now be an ordained pastor leading a large congregation, and be known as a preacher rather than a porn star. The Bobby Blake you know would never have existed. But it turned out that God had other plans for me.

There came a time in my life when, like the Prodigal Son, I had to leave the church and the place of my birth and go out there in the far country. I had to get away from everything I had grown up with as a child in order to grow up as a man. I had to learn about myself and about other people in a different context from the one I was familiar with. And that was my sojourn in the world of pornography, which is the subject of much of this book.

It was during that time that I worked as an erotic dancer, an escort, a model, and a performer in adult films. It was then that I became Bobby Blake the Porn Star, and it’s most likely because you’ve seen some of the films I made as Bobby Blake that you’re reading this book. It was an intense, amazing, and often highly enjoyable period of my life, and I am not ashamed of it. Now, looking back on it, I do regret it. I do wish that I had had some other life. But I’m not ashamed of it.

Paradoxical as it will sound, in all the years I was working in the adult entertainment business I never turned my back on God or the Bible teachings I had grown up with. I never forgot where I had come from, and when I felt the pull I returned to the church of my youth, to the town of my birth, and now I live in the very same house I grew up in, and I toil in God’s house, and I strive to do good works.

My experiences in the porn business have left me more  humble, more understanding of human frailty, and more able to help others than I would ever have been otherwise. Above all I feel I have something to offer those struggling with their sexuality. Young men contemplating suicide because their church leaders are telling them that being gay means they will go to hell. Men who prefer men sexually but marry out of a need for societal approval, whether they be pastors or church elders, bishops or regular folks. Men who marry to please their parents while never for one moment truly loving their wives. All these men know they can talk to me, and because of the experiences I have been through they know I won’t judge them. They know I’ll understand.

My main role in the church I attend now is that of counselor, and you would be surprised how often, even in our seemingly tolerant times, I get emails and phone calls from people saying to me, “Bobby, you saved my life.” When someone tells me that he was going to give up, give in and end his life, but through speaking to me he’s been inspired to carry on and find his own truth instead, I understand why I had to take the route in my life that I took. I understand that God had a plan for me, and that, curiously enough, it took me into the world of adult entertainment, and then it took me out again so I might help other suffering souls.

A lot of people out there will disapprove of many of the choices I’ve made in my life, but I don’t apologize for it. There’s an old song in the African-American church, and there’s a saying that echoes it that runs, “Once you have given the best of your services, if men don’t understand you, God will understand and say well done.” And that is what I  have always tried to do in my life, in whatever capacity I am acting: give the best of my services. For that reason I don’t look for the outside world to approve my perspective or my views. In fact, it seems to me that’s what’s wrong with many of us today: as gay people we want the larger community to accept our views and to endorse our agendas. I’m not looking for that: it’s not what’s important to me. What I’m looking for, and what I maintain to this day, is a close relationship with my Father, in the sure belief that He will understand and that, when my time on Earth is through, He will say to me, “Because you’ve given the best of your service, well done.”

Other people will ask, “Well, if you had all this religion, if you had all these family values, if you had all of this Christian righteousness inside you, how in the world could you leave the church and the ministry and perform in hardcore gay and bisexual pornography?”

Although that is not all that this book is about, I hope that what follows will answer that question as far as it can be answered, as far as any man’s reasons and motives can be explained and understood.

 
 
—Bobby Blake
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CHAPTER ONE:

A TOUGH START

I was born in Memphis, Tennessee on August 11th, 1957. A Leo. I was seriously premature. On top of that I had numerous health complications. I had to have an emergency blood transfusion shortly after I was born or else I would have died on the same day that I came into the world. My traumatized mother was told that I would most likely die anyway, despite the transfusion and the best efforts of the medical staff. That anxiety hardened into certainty in her distraught mind, torturing her as the weeks went by and my health failed to improve. As it turned out I didn’t die, but I was in that hospital for over a year. Recently I saw my medical records, and in with them was a photograph of myself as a new-born baby. I was amazed to see how tiny and frail I looked, a little bitty something with tubes going in and out of me, about as big as a finger, just so vulnerable. When I look at the huge, muscular bodybuilder I’ve become today, this strong physical specimen who is lusted after by so many men and women, I’m amazed at how things can shift around.

My mother, who was always mentally fragile, had had one nervous breakdown while she was carrying me. After I was born, her belief that I was going to die caused her to have a second breakdown. My father had deserted her during her pregnancy, and although I have every reason to believe that she loved me and wanted me with her, she was simply unable to cope with caring for a sickly newborn baby. Indeed at that time she was unable to even care for herself, and as a result of her deteriorating mental state she was eventually institutionalized. As a consequence of that, and because my biological father had no interest in caring for or raising me, I was placed in a foster-home by the State of Tennessee directly upon leaving the hospital. So I can’t say that to start off with I ever knew my biological mother at all.

My foster-mother was an older lady in her very early seventies who saw it as her Christian duty to help children in need of a safe, decent, and loving environment. I never knew her husband, as he passed when I was very young. My foster-mother raised me, and another boy who she was also fostering, on her own. His name was Bobby. He was several years older than me, and was always very protective towards me, and it was from him that I took the first part of my name when I went into adult films.

My foster-mother also had a biological daughter, but this daughter was already in her forties when I was a baby and so, unsurprisingly, didn’t live with us. Despite that I considered her my foster-sister. My foster-sister had a son who was  already a grown man when I was born, so I found myself in the unusual situation of being foster-uncle to a nephew who was older than I was.

My foster-mother was very loving, but also very religious and very strict. She taught me and Bobby to say “yes, sir” and “no, sir” and “yes, ma’am” and “no, ma’am,” and be respectful to our elders and obedient. If we weren’t obedient we’d get a whipping. We were expected to do yard-work and chores around the house to earn money for treats for ourselves—trips to theme-parks and the like—so from a very early age I was taught the value of money and the importance of hard work. Sometimes Bobby and I would even go out and sweep the streets round about the local area to earn quarters from neighbors. My foster-mother cooked every day from fresh ingredients, so we always had good balanced meals and we never ate fast food, which is, I believe, why I am so healthy today.

She was a medium-height lady, very nice-looking, and she would dress up smart and wear big hats to church. She prayed a lot, and was very God-fearing. She would take me on a regular basis to church services, to Sunday school and Bible class. She and another lady who was an assistant minister in the church we attended would take me on trips to visit other churches round about Memphis as well. Tennessee is in the heart of the Bible Belt, and Memphis is considered the Holy Land of the United States because it’s a center for four major denominations: CME (Christian Methodist Episcopal), AME (African Methodist Episcopal), AME-ZION, and The Church of God in Christ, so I got exposure  to different styles of worship from an early age. However, although I visited all kinds of churches at this time, we ourselves were devout Methodists.

Later on, through the influence of ‘Lou’, my first serious romantic partner, I left my home church and joined his, becoming for a time a Baptist, and even going so far as to become an assistant minister in the Baptist church. But it didn’t take me long to realize that I prefer the more formal, hierarchical way the Methodist church is run, and so it was to Methodism I returned after my sojourn in the world of pornography.

Despite her age, for the first eight years of my life I believed that my foster-mother was my real mother, and during that time I had no contact with my biological mother and no knowledge of her existence. At age eight my foster-mother sat me down and told me that I wasn’t really her child, and that I had a real mother somewhere who had been unable to care for me on account of having mental health problems. It was profoundly disturbing to my eight-year-old self to hear that since my foster-mother had always loved me as her own, and now here she was telling me that I had another mother who was somehow my real mother even though I had never met her or known her. I found it very hard to hear. It was devastating, but I had no choice but to deal with it. And of course it helped that I never doubted the reality of my foster-mother’s love for me.

When I was with my foster-mother we lived in an area of Memphis called Orange Mound. Orange Mound was the first African-American neighborhood in the United States to  be actually built by African-Americans, on land bought from former plantation owners. It was founded in 1890 and by 1900 it was famous enough to be billed as “the largest concentration of blacks in the U.S. outside of Harlem,” and was a vibrant, exciting, and affirming place to be. Although it declined during the desegregation period because younger residents began to move away, in recent years it has been revitalized, and throughout its entire history 90% of Orange Mound’s African-American residents have always owned their own homes. So even though it’s not the wealthiest area of Memphis there’s a lot of pride there, and a lot of history of African-American independent-mindedness, and it’s where I live today.

My foster-mother’s house was over a hundred years old. The floors were all the original hardwood from when it was first built, and it had two fireplaces and an old stove in the kitchen. There was marble in the bathroom, the rooms were spacious, and the ceilings high. All the furniture was cherry wood. There were porches front and back, and in the yard was a great old oak tree. It was said that my grandmother’s father planted that tree for her when she was a little girl, so my foster-mother’s family had been in that house for a long time, almost since it was first built.

I never rebelled against my foster-mother’s religious strictures or her rules. I was an obedient, pious child who studied hard and did my chores round the house and yard work. Even so I still received the occasional whipping, as when a cousin and I got caught stealing tomatoes from his grandmother’s garden. His grandmother whipped us. When she  was told about it his mother whipped us, his father whipped us, and when my foster-mother heard about what I’d done she whipped me, too. So I ended up getting four whippings over three tomatoes. I can’t say it’s a memory I look back on with any fondness, but today I’m grateful for the discipline my foster-mother instilled in me from a very early age.

Whippings or not, I loved my foster-mother very much, and she loved me as much as any real mother could. On her deathbed—she died at the age of eighty-six—she asked her grandson to take care of me and make sure I always had everything I needed. He took her dying request to heart, and he and his wife at once offered to legally adopt me. I was then fifteen years old, and it was an offer I was proud and delighted to accept. And so I switched from being my foster-mother’s grandson’s uncle to being his son and, since my foster-mother had passed and I was too young to live on my own, I went to live with him and his wife on the other side of the city. Many years later my adoptive father allowed me to buy my foster-mother’s home from him, and that’s how come I’m still living in Orange Mound, in the house I grew up in, to this day.

But all that lay ahead. In the meantime life was good, and I was a happy child growing up in an orderly, respectable home, who knew he was loved. Then at the age of ten my real mother reappeared in my life, and my world was turned upside-down.






CHAPTER TWO:

BLOOD KIN

My foster-mother was always completely supportive of my involvement with my blood family; she understood how important it was for me to know and have contact with my real mother and my real brother and sister. But it surely must have been painful and difficult for her when she was informed that my mother had been through the courts to establish that, since she was well again, she was now fit to care for her children, and that she wanted me back. My foster-mother kept whatever pain she was feeling from me, however, and we stayed in touch by telephone throughout the entire time I was living with my real mother. We talked regularly, and she continued to let me know that she loved me and wanted what was best for me.

My real mother visited me at my foster-mother’s home several times before she took me away, so we got to know each other a little before I went to live with her. There was no build-up to her first visit: she arrived at the house one day and my foster-mother introduced me to her and told me,  “Bobby, this is your mother.” And there she was, standing in front of me—a beautiful black lady, very smartly-dressed, very together-looking, with no hint in her manner of the mental problems she had had to deal with in the past. She told me that I had a brother and sister who had also been fostered, and that we were all going to live together as a family.

It’s hard now to remember what I felt at that time. Most likely I didn’t really want to leave my foster-mother’s home, but she took pains to make the transition to my biological mother’s care feel as natural as possible, an act of great unselfishness on her part. And my real mother did want me: she wanted me enough to come for me, and maybe any child who learns he’s been fostered or adopted longs for that, to be claimed by his biological parent.

My mother moved me and my brother and sister into a pleasant, spacious three-bedroom house she was renting in a middle-class black area of South Memphis called Westwood. She was working two jobs at the same time to support us. After so many years I forget what her second job was, but her main job was working as a nurse’s assistant at a Jewish hospital. She was mentally strong to start off with, working every hour there was, and determined that she was going to make our family work. It was strange and a little bit scary to suddenly find myself living with three other people who, though they were my blood kin, I simply didn’t know.

My real brother, ‘Daniel,’ was four years older than me, my real sister ‘May’ two years older. They had been fostered together, by the same family, and at the time they seemed close to each other in a way I felt they would never be close  to me, though events during the time we were living with our mom were to drive a serious and permanent wedge between them.

My foster-mother had always forbidden me to go to North Memphis on the grounds that it was a bad area, rough and crime-ridden, the sort of place where the people fight the police in the streets, deal drugs and, as she would put it, “get in a whole mess of trouble.” North Memphis was where my first serious romantic partner was from, and it was also the area my brother and sister were brought up in, and my foster-mother was right about it. My two siblings had been brought up very differently from me: they were not reared in the church, and from a young age Daniel was in trouble with the law and May was boy-crazy.

Daniel was wild even before he came to live with us. When he was at his foster-home he was already using drugs and getting involved with petty crime. He could also be extremely violent. One day he came home and the family was all frying fish. He asked them could he have some of the fish and they told him no, which turned out to be a big mistake because he took all that fish and he dumped it straight into the garbage. And he said, “If I ain’t gon’ eat, then nobody’s gon’ eat.” And no one said or did a thing, because another time he had run them all out of the house with a butcher knife, and the only thing that had stopped him from doing something really crazy was his foster-mother pulling a gun on him. So Daniel was wild.

Even today my brother can be real violent. He’s slowed down a little, but it’s still in him. About five years ago I went  to visit him in a hospital—he was in for a minor operation—and he asked me to buy him some cigarettes. Fine. I don’t smoke myself, never have, but I don’t judge, so I did it. The next day I went to visit him a second time and he asked me to get him another carton of cigarettes. When I told him no, I wasn’t gon’ do that, he went crazy: he ripped the needle out his arm and started tearing up the hospital room in a rage. A few moments later security came crashing in and forcibly restrained him. Eventually they got him settled down, a nurse put the drip back in his arm, and I said to him, “Are you done?” He didn’t say anything, just kinda looked at me. So I told him, “You know you’re only hurting yourself.” And I left it right there because there was nothing else to be said. Despite his violence I’ve never been afraid of my brother, and even today I love him. But from a distance.

We’ve always been opposites, Daniel and me, as different as day and night. Back then I was pious, disciplined, obedient, and God-fearing. He was troubled, had a street mindset, and was already involved in the world of drugs and crime. But I loved him, and he loved me. He was well-built, very masculine and good-looking—he still he looks great for his age—and at that time he had long braids he was real proud of. He was very protective of his new younger brother, and he would often ask me if anyone was bothering me at school or around where we lived. And I would always say, “No,” because I feared for the consequences if I named anybody. Still, it was nice to know that I had this protector in my family.

But Daniel took drugs all the time he was living with us,  as he had at his foster-home, and his drug abuse got him into all sorts of ugly situations. Pretty soon he was robbing people at gun and knife-point. Later on he was taking stuff from the family home to sell to fund his habit. He got thrown out of a car going at a hundred miles an hour over some deal that went bad. He survived that, but things hit rock-bottom when my mother received a phone call at two o’clock one morning saying that Daniel had been shot in the head. He was alive, but he had been shot in the head. My mom woke me and my sister, packed us into the car, and we drove down to what was then called Memphis City Hospital sleepy-eyed and full of fear.

What I saw in that hospital was just incredible, and haunts me to this day—there were people with stab-wounds, people with gunshot wounds in them just sitting there, or leaning on walls, or laying on stretchers, or even on the floor, still and silent, or moaning in pain. There was blood in smears and pools on the floors, vivid red, and crusting and drying black. I watched people die waiting to be seen by a doctor because back then you had no right to medical attention unless you had plenty of insurance: if you didn’t have insurance you just had to wait. And there was my brother, shot in the head, waiting with the rest of them. Dying. Eventually he was seen by a doctor, and they rushed him into surgery and operated on him, and mercifully he survived, though he has a steel plate permanently riveted into his skull as a consequence. To this day I don’t know the exact circumstances around the shooting and, truth to tell, I don’t want to know.

Despite her mental problems, my mom is fundamentally a very strong woman, and she held up good to start off with. She’d visit Daniel in the hospital every day after work to make sure he had what he needed, and when he came home she looked after him as best she could. But there’s no question that all the things he had been doing leading up to the shooting had been wearing her down, and seeing him nearly die had almost been too much for her.

It was my sister who pushed her over the edge.

Nowadays my sister’s a together person, and we’re very close. She’s made her journey in life and found her own way through some difficult times. She’s hard-working and she’s raised three daughters, all of whom have attended college. She’s a success. But back then she was just selfish, and determined to get her own way, regardless of how much it hurt other people. Having been brought up in a loose, disorderly household, she resented my mother for attempting to discipline her.

At that time my sister was seeing a guy named ‘Tyrone,’ and she wanted to move in with him, even to marry him, but my mother insisted she was too young, and forbade it. My sister got so mad that she went to my cousin, who also lived in Memphis, and between the two of them they cooked up a scheme to take my mother to court, accuse her of not being a fit mother, and have my sister placed in my cousin’s home. Then she could carry on her relationship with Tyrone as she pleased. What made this a particularly low thing to do was that they planned to make a series of false accusations of abuse and neglect against my mom and use her mental  health history to discredit her. Both my brother and I knew my sister’s accusations were false, but what could we do? I couldn’t have been more than twelve, and although he was older, Daniel had his own problems with drugs to deal with and a criminal record, and by then wasn’t living at home with us anyway.

So my sister took my mother to court, told a self-serving version of events, and was taken from our home and placed with my cousin. My mom felt hugely betrayed by both my sister and my cousin, and that, after what she had gone through with my brother, combined with the pressure from working two jobs and raising me on her own, was just too much for her. Slowly she began to break down. There was just me and her in the house. And although I never blamed her for it because I knew it was caused by her mental condition, at that time she did become physically and psychologically abusive towards me. It was usually over small-seeming things. For example, we had a large yard, and I would cut the grass with the lawnmower. If the lawnmower engine cut out for any reason while I was using it, she would come rushing out of the house and accuse me of deliberately breaking it to avoid cutting the lawn, and she would whip me. So there was that mixture of paranoia and rage inside her head a lot of the time, and it came rushing out more and more frequently. Yet because I loved her I didn’t want to leave her. I didn’t want to abandon our home. I didn’t want to desert her as, one way or the other, my brother and sister had done. I tried to stay there and help her as best I could, but it became increasingly difficult as her mental state worsened.

I was regularly in touch with my foster-mother during all this time, which meant that I had some emotional and psychological support outside of my immediate biological family. Also there was an older lady who lived just up the road from us, who would look after me and my sister after school and during the holidays while my mom was out working. This lady was very loving and supportive, almost becoming a stand-in parent to me, and her kindness and generosity helped me cope with my difficult home situation. Also she had a beautiful grand-daughter called ‘Judy,’ whom I fell in love with. I would have been twelve, maybe just thirteen, at the time. To tell the truth it was kind of a Cinderella romance, as by then I was already developing strong feelings towards men, and in fact all the serious emotional relationships of my adult life would turn out to be with men, but Judy made life a little more sweet for me in a time that was turning increasingly bitter.

Around this time I also had my first sexual experience with another male. He was a friend of mine from the neighborhood, the same age as me. We were playing tree-house and all of a sudden he started rubbing up on me. It was a bold thing for him to do, and I guess I was surprised, but I liked it so I let him carry on. And he went down on me and the feeling was—whoah!—so good! It was a revelation. No one had ever done that to me before. And he had a girlfriend, and I had Judy, and Judy and his girlfriend were good friends. So that was something else that was going on at that time.

Another time a little after that I had an older guy  approach me in a wooded area not far from my mom’s house. We were down in the woods and he came on to me in this brazen way, saying, “I know you like it, I know you like it!” And I wasn’t saying anything back to him because he was right: I did like it. He went down on me there among the bushes, and once again it was a hot experience. He was a black guy, and very attractive, and even though I was only twelve or so he said I already had a big dick.

A year later I had another experience that wasn’t so enjoyable. I had been down to watch friends playing baseball in the local park and was walking home. It was around six in the evening, just getting dark, and I was passing by that same wooded area. I guess my thoughts were elsewhere, because I really didn’t notice that someone was coming up behind me. A man. Instead of passing by me he put a knife to my back and whispered in my ear, “Go up in those bushes. You gon’ suck my dick.” His voice was thick and he sounded real nervous. A quick glance told me there was no one else around to see my situation: I was on my own with this guy. I could feel the sharp tip of the blade against my kidney so I knew he wasn’t fooling and I let him hustle me into the darkness under the trees. I also knew I wasn’t up for performing oral sex on him: if I was going to do something sexually, then I was going to do it freely or not at all.

I had already said in my mind, “I ain’t gon’ suck your dick, you gon’ have to cut me first,” so when he pulled his pants down I upped and hit him hard as I could. He was taller than me, and older and heavier, but he went down. I jumped to my feet and took off as fast as I could. But in the  darkness I could hardly see where I was going, and I ran straight into a tree. I banged my face on the harsh bark of the trunk and cut open my forehead, splitting the skin over my eye and almost knocking myself out, but I managed to stagger back onto the street and hurry away before my pursuer could catch up to me.

When I got home my mom saw the cut over my eye and asked what had happened. I pretended I had made a mistake playing baseball and had been hit in the eye by one of the balls because I didn’t want to tell her the truth. It’s strange the shame you can feel at being the victim of a sexual assault, even one that’s only attempted.

As my mother’s mental health declined she became resentful of the amount of time I was spending at Judy’s grandmother’s house, and tried to stop me from seeing her or Judy, and my fledgling romance was ended as what little was left of my family life collapsed around my ears. My mom also tried to prevent me speaking to my foster-mother. I guess my being close to either my foster-mother or Judy’s grandmother made her feel like even more of a failure as a parent than she was feeling already.

At this point the cracks were becoming too numerous for me to paper over, and I eventually confided my situation to the counselor at my school, Westwood Junior High. He put me in touch with someone at family services. That person encouraged me to try and stick out the academic year but in the end I just couldn’t cope with both continuing my studies and dealing with the situation at home any longer. One time my mom just vanished from the house completely, and  it was then that through family services I went to court to ask the judge to return me to my foster-mother.

Later on I found out that, once I had left the family home and my mother had been institutionalized again, my cousins had turned up at the house, let themselves in and moved all of my mother’s furniture and possessions over to my cousin’s house. That was how come my brother Daniel finally fell out with my sister: he felt that she had treated my mother so badly he wanted nothing more to do with her.

When we got close again, many years later, my sister opened up to me and confided that what she had done back then had been the worst mistake of her life: Tyrone dropped her and married someone else, and it turned out that not only had my cousin’s (now ex-) husband been molesting one of his own daughters, he also began sleeping with May shortly after she moved in. So my sister reaped what she sowed, unfortunately for her.

My mom never fully recovered from her breakdown, although these days she’s doing better than she was. She now lives in an assisted living unit in St. Louis, near to my sister, and May and I both help support her financially, and visit her, so I guess in the end May has made up for some of the hurt she caused.

When I went to court I was assuming that the State would return me to my foster-mother, who clearly stated that she wanted to have me back home with her again. To this day I don’t know why my request to be placed with her was denied. But it was. Instead I was sent to a state institution for  orphaned, troubled, and homeless children 210 miles away: Tennessee Preparatory School.






CHAPTER THREE:

FATHER

Where was my father in all this? Nowhere. In all the time I was growing up I met him only once, when he came by the house at my mother’s instigation. Not because she wanted to see him—she certainly didn’t—but because she felt it was important for a son to know his father. She warned me to expect nothing of him, to not believe any promises he might make to visit again or take me out for treats or on trips, and she was right.

The best I can say about my father is that he was never the settling-down kind. He owned his own construction business, was married seven times and had, to my knowledge, between twenty-five and thirty children. I owe him for bringing me into the world, but that’s about it. He never supported my mother or us children either emotionally or financially, and who knows how different our lives might have been had he done so. But I have never used my father’s utter indifference towards me or my mother as an excuse or a crutch to explain away failings in my own life. My  adoptive father, my foster-mother’s grandson, is the man who truly raised me, and he taught me to step up to the plate and take responsibility for my own life, and this I have always striven to do.
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