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	This book is dedicated to


	 Jody Reed who has walked faithfully by my side through all the hills and valleys, through the sun and the rain, through the raging seas and calm waters. My angel sent from God.


	…and Jacob in love and hope with all my heart…
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	Jamie Shannon for leading me to Christ.


	To all who have helped me along the way, the list is long. So many have reached out in love and helped me to be where I am today. May the Lord bless you.


	I want to thank my Mom, who never stopped believing in me, who always loved me through everything. Thanks to Bob who has stood faithfully beside my Mom who has been a rock in Mom’s life and always an encouragement in my life.  


	Thank you to Art and Terry Baum who have always treated me as a part of the family from the very beginning.  I love you both and thank you for everything you have done in my life.


	Thank you, Pastor Ken Schultz, for all of your time in helping Jody and I grow in Christ, thank you for your devotion to God's call to serve others more than ourselves. Thank you for giving me the opportunity to teach youth, to play drums in worship and the call to be a Deacon to the family and body of Christ. You are a great inspiration of what a godly man is called to do. May God continually bless you.


	Thank you Pastor Sam Boodala for your encouragement, thank you for your belief in me and giving me the opportunity to speak from the pulpit. It has been a True blessing to preach God’s Word. Thank you for your devotion to walk in the way of true righteousness and Holiness. Both Jody and I are truly blessed that God put you in our lives at exactly the right time. You are a great inspiration to Jody and me in your love towards others, your selfless devotion to the Lord and your love for people. May all of God's blessing be with you always. 


	I want to thank my Boss Bob and Janet Wehrli for being the kindest and compassionate people I have ever had the pleasure to work for. You both are a rare breed these days. May God bless you both


	Thank you, God, for never leaving my side. Your grace and mercy have been with me all the days of my life.


	I want to thank my good friend and brother in Christ Tony Monroe. God is continually with you. Stay strong in the Lord. I love you brother.


	Dad, thank you for teaching me the things a boy needs to be taught, how to work hard for what we want. I'm so grateful I was finally able to see just how important you are in my life. I'm thankful you are my Dad. I'm thankful I didn't let my whole life pass me by with bitterness in my heart. Forgiveness is the key that unlocks the heart.  I love you Dad. I have to thank Karon Benson for being there in my life when I needed a second Mom


	Thank you, Karon and Eric, for making me feel like part of your family.


	I want to thank you J. Brett Prince my good friend and brother in Christ for all of your encouragement. What a true blessing it has been to walk alongside you in this fight of faith. I cherish our conversations and our mutual love for the Lord. 


	God's timing was perfect by putting us together exactly when He knew we needed to be brought together.  I truly am so overwhelmed by His perfect orchestration. You were the link that brought Avlon and I together through FB. How amazing and wonderful God is. I am beyond grateful for your friendship as we walk this road together.  Love you brother in Christ.


	May all of God's favour and blessings be with you always. 


	I want to thank the Share recovery program in Hoffman Estates IL for helping me get my start to the road to recovery.  Thank you for letting me come back after I left the first time and for giving me a second chance.  I would not be where I am today without your tools to know how to start living a healthy life free from addiction. 


	Lastly, I want to thank the Serenity House in Addison IL I am forever grateful for your program to help rebuild lives. I am grateful there are places like yours to learn how to live in society as a productive member and gaining the tools to utilize in gaining confidence in ourselves to live a life free from drug addiction. In my road to recovery, I was able to find freedom from the bondage of addiction and gain my life back again, you were a giant part to that puzzle.  Thank you.  


	I am grateful to say I am coming up to my 16th year of a drug-free life. Thank you, Jesus, for never leaving me and thank you to all who devote their lives to helping change the direction of lives who feel like there is no hope. May God bless you all for the selfless job you do in helping better the broken life of addiction. 


	There are so many I could thank, and I am grateful to everyone who was a part of God's orchestration and plan in helping my life be what it is today. 


	If you have had any part in that I thank God for you.  May God’s grace and love shine on all who were a part of that puzzle.


	Thank you Matthew McCreadie for your never-ending support. Thank you Nicole Garner for being you.


	Thank you Andy Carpenter for the use of your poem.


	Thank you Peter Calitz for your time and effort on the cover design. (Image credit AD_Images. Pixabay)


	Grace and peace in Jesus name.
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	ey! Wait a minute! What’s going on? Everything was fine. I was just falling asleep. Now she is all upset! Just a minute ago the gentle vibrations of this car we are travelling in were lulling me to sleep. I was warm and cosy and comfortable. Now she is really upset!


	Her adrenal gland is producing Cortisol and sending it into her bloodstream. Most of her cells have Cortisol receptors. Her blood vessels are constricting. This allows for more oxygen to be diverted to her muscles. Her heartbeat has elevated to an unnatural level for someone who is sitting down.


	Why is her body doing this? Because she is in a state of panic! But I don’t know why. I can’t see into her world. I can only feel what she feels. Most of the time it’s a good thing. But right now, it’s not feeling so good. My heartbeat is seriously elevated too. One minute I’m chilling and the next I feel like I’m running a marathon.


	I can hear her. She is yelling.


	‘I have to get out of this car right now!’


	The car stops and I can hear that they are talking. But I am not concentrating on their conversation. I am a little distracted because her heart rate is still climbing, and so is mine.


	Oh, that is better. She is calming down. My heart rate is slowing down. She is walking. That’s good. Walking is relaxing. It is very relaxing. In fact, I fell asleep for a while. When I woke up we were in a different car. I know this because the voices were different. 


	We spent the day walking and going in different cars. 


	That was a little scary, to say the least. It’s okay for me to be exposed to Cortisol every now and then. But too much of it can have long-lasting effects.


	 Effects that I would take with me when I go into her world. Obviously, I don’t want that. I want the best start I can possibly get. We all do.


	We all start here. This is where we are protected while we grow. Then when we are strong enough, we go there. Into her world. But sadly, not all of us make it. We are all meant to make it. It’s the reason we were created in the first place. The worst part is that most of the time we don’t even get a say in it. Someone just decides for us. They decide that they don’t want us in their world. Then they just get rid of us.


	But the good news is when that happens, they go to the special place. That is pretty awesome. But it’s not the natural plan. The plan is to be here, then go into the world and only then go to the special place. 


	You see, when we are created, each one of us gets a purpose. And we can’t fulfil that purpose if we just go straight to the special place. 


	Oh, hang on. It’s been a long day, and now we are home. I can hear his voice. This is where we live.


	‘What are you doing here? I have been making some phone calls trying to figure out which hospital you were in.’ His voice.


	‘I have been hitch-hiking all day. Why would I be in hospital?’ her voice.


	As it turns out. The car she was so certain she had to get out of, was in an accident. Another car drove into it at a pretty high speed. And, get this, the impact spot was right where she was sitting! I would have gone straight to the special place had she stayed in that car.


	I wonder what made her so sure she had to get out of that car. Maybe she will tell me one day.


	A month later I made my spectacular entrance into the world. Well, it was not that spectacular. There was a lot of screaming. She was screaming, I was screaming. Besides all the screaming, I have to say it was quite awesome! I made it! I’m here!


	She named me Shade.


	I had a wonderful week of bliss and then a horrible thing happened. I learned from very early on, that in this world horrible things can happen at any time.


	Everything was warm and cosy. Smelling her skin was the best. It was comfort in every way. It was home. She smelled like home. 


	Dad was a biker and I guess he had some friends over. They were messing around and drinking beer. Mom went out to them holding me in her arms. All proud of her firstborn son.


	He reached out and took me from her arms. But not in the way you are supposed to hold babies. He grabbed my foot. The next thing I knew I was suspended upside-down. Dangling in his hand. It felt horrible, so I started screaming. 


	But my screaming seemed to make matters worse. Something cold and wet hit my head and face. He was pouring something on me. I was terrified. I was helpless. There was nothing I could do except scream.


	‘I baptise you in the name of Budweiser.’ He was laughing.


	Mom rescued me out of his hand. But he was pissed. He stopped laughing and put that same hand around her throat. I am not part of her body anymore, but I am pretty sure her adrenal gland started producing Cortisol.


	That was a horrible experience. Getting baptised with beer. Dangling upside-down. I was only about a week old. Maybe you think he is a monster for doing that.


	 Maybe a lot of dad’s are monsters sometimes. But he is not a monster. You know what they say about walking a mile in another man’s shoes? Well, it’s true.


	 




 


	 


	 


	 


	 


	 


	I surely do not know how to speak,


	for I am only a child…
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	hings were not really the way they should have been. But I only know that now. Back then, I thought it was all normal.


	The thing is, my dad was 22 and my mom was 18. They had pretty much just entered ‘adulthood’ themselves. 


	They were the epitome of the hippie generation of the ’70s. Aspiring to attain spiritual freedom, peace and love. Their lives were about friends and parties. My dad was a member of a biker club. The biker clubs of the ’70s were not the same as the ones today. We are talking pure sons of anarchy. I am sure you can imagine that having a kid must have made things inconvenient at times.


	Don’t get me wrong, they loved me. I mean, people love their kids. It’s part of who we are. But they had their own things going on. Their own lives, their own friends, their own idea of how they wanted their adulthood to evolve. 


	Usually, when a couple has a kid, their lives change for the benefit of that kid. The kid gets constant love and nurturing. Routine and structure become important. Things like feeding time, playing time, nap time and bathing time become priorities for the new parents. They adjust their lives for the benefit of the kid.


	My parents, on the other hand, continued to live the same life they lived before they had me. I had to somehow fit into that life. The poignant earthy smell of weed was much more familiar than the aroma of dinner cooking. The living room area was not a place where a young boy could take his toy car and drive through imaginary tunnels and over imaginary bridges. No, this area often had a real-life motorbike parked in it. 


	It was the ‘70s after all. That is the way everyone was doing it. Back then there weren’t any stringent health and safety laws pertaining to children. There was no access to medical or psychological knowledge. The world was a much safer place. There was some crime. But the crimes were different back then. Nothing like the vile things that happen in the streets these days.


	It’s a funny thing, how bad memories seem to stain the good ones. Because my dad did spend some quality time with me. He taught me how to ice-skate. He taught me to ride a bike. I remember watching T.V. with him. The kind of T.V. kids enjoy. So it was for my benefit that we watched. He took me camping. We did plenty of father-son things together. But I always feared him a little. He was like this super-hero who had the power to love me or crush me. I wanted to be just like him. He was the guy who held all the authority and power in the room.


	But other memories seem to steal the joy from the good ones. Memories like me curled up and asleep on a chair. Only to be yanked out of my dream world, dragged down the stairs and chucked to the ground. 


	“Why didn’t you put your toys away before you went to sleep?”


	Things like that just broke my little heart. They were only little army men. You know those plastic green guys? 


	Why did it matter so much that I had to be brutally yanked from my sleep? Physically dragged down the stairs. And uncaringly thrown to the ground. As if I was less important than an animal! Surely the sight of your sleeping child should bring joy and warmth to your heart? 


	There was an aggressiveness in my dad’s nature. I guess that is what drew him to the biker club in the first place. He certainly believed in corporal punishment. Unfortunately, this belief of his affected my development even more than I knew at the time.


	My cognitive developmental stages were shadowed by the constant string of strangers in our house. Strangers to me, friends to my parents. Friends getting high. Friends getting stoned. Friends getting drunk. My young impressionable mind became imprinted with these normalities. Along with the naked women. They would use the bathroom. Use the toilet. Use the shower. They never minded that a little boy was there. That little boy never processed any of that grown-up information. It all crawled inside of him and found a place to hide away. 


	Insecurity crawled to the hideaway place. I was profoundly desperate for unconditional love. But all I found was that love is conditional.


	Frustration crawled to the hideaway place. I was frustrated because I didn’t feel good enough for my dad. And even more frustrated by my own childish delight when I was given a moments attention.


	Anger crawled to the hideaway place. I was angry because I was just a small kid. I had no say or ability to influence anything. I just had to accept it all.


	Lust crawled into that hideaway place. Women were objects to satisfy desires. That is all.


	Rebellion crawled into that hideaway place. 


	Of course, there is no way all of this could hide away forever. And believe me when I tell you, it certainly didn’t!


	 




 


	 


	 


	 


	 


	 


	Children's children are a crown to the aged…


	 


	 


	 


	 


	 


	 


	 


	 


	 


	 




Granny Nell
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	 hadn’t been around for very long. I hadn’t even reached my second birthday when my parents came up with a not-so-bright idea. 


	I might be wrong here, but I don’t think it was my mom’s idea. I think she just agreed to go along with it. You see, they met when they were working in the same record store. She had this soft kind of beauty. Like when you look at a woman and you can see she wears her femininity and vulnerability on the outside. He was quite the opposite. In true ‘70s style, he had the long hair and the beard. But he had an intensity in his eyes. The kind of look that told you there was so much beneath the surface, but no one could get in. 


	In many ways, they were complete opposites. But opposites attract. And they fell in love. They were both truly happy when the found out that mom was pregnant. They both cherished the idea of being parents. They cherished the idea of having a little family. But ideas and real responsibility are two very different things.


	Mom wanted to get married. But dad didn’t believe in marriage. That right there sounds like a simple statement. Mom wanted to get married but dad didn’t believe in marriage. Sounds simple. But it isn’t. I mean I get what dad felt. ‘Marriage is just a piece of paper.’ That is what he said. I get it. Real commitment happens in the heart, not on a piece of paper. But here is the thing. Can you imagine how insecure that must make the other person feel? I want to get married and this person does not want to marry me. I can’t take his name, I will never really feel like we are family. And in effect, my kids will always be bastards. It must have made her feel like he was not 100% committed to her. Although I don’t think that was his intention.


	The not-so-bright idea was to smuggle weed over the Mexican border. In the ’70s security measures were not what they are today. And so many people were getting away with things like that. So I guess they had no reason to think that they would get caught. But they did get caught. And they went to jail! Both of them!


	That must have been such a scary time. I mean think about it. Imagine if someone said you have to spend one week in jail. That alone would terrify you. Just the idea that you don’t have a say over your time. You can’t come and go as you please. You have to stay where you are told to stay and do what you are told to do. All the freedom you had would just be gone. Not to mention the fear of being beaten or abused in some way. Mom went for six months and dad went for eighteen months. 


	Fortunately, I had two grandmothers and both were happy to take care of me. In the end, I spent three months with each of them.


	I don’t have any recollection of being at my mom’s mom. But I do remember being at Granny Nell. My dad’s mom. Her presence in my life began at that early age and stretched into my childhood. I loved being with her. She was like a sunrise. Gently spreading light and warmth.


	“Shade honey, it’s pouring with rain outside. Why don’t we get your easel out so you can do some drawing?”


	I remember quietly drawing whilst listening to the rain splashing down outside of the window. It was so absolutely peaceful.


	“Look Shade, the rain has finally stopped. Why don’t we go outside for a bit? Let's find your goloshes so your feet don’t get wet.”


	She really cared about all my little needs. I loved feeling so special. She put effort and energy into making sure I had a good day.


	“It’s such a lovely sunny day Shade. Why don’t we go out to the local pool and see if any of your friends are there?”


	I loved going to the pool and playing with my friends. Carefree sunny days filled with sunshine, laughter and love.


	“Here shade, I made delicious spaghetti for dinner. Now let’s say thank you to God for the food.”


	We always said thank you to God before we ate. We also prayed to Him at bedtime. She taught me how to say the ‘Our Father’ prayer. She also read Bible stories to me and sent me to Sunday school.


	She really loved this God guy. She told me all about him. She included him in everything. Pretty soon I began to love him too. God made her happy and he made me happy too. I mean okay, he was invisible. But that is a concept kids can grasp pretty quickly. 


	I didn’t know anything about religion. Obviously, we never spoke about theology or doctrine. What I learnt was that God made me feel good inside. So that is what I got out of what she shared with me. 


	When I was older I found out that she was actually a Christian Scientist. Which I thought was weird because Christian Scientists don’t actually believe that Jesus is God. They also don’t believe in going to doctors. The reason for this is that they don’t believe that matter exists. They believe everything is spiritual. So sin, sickness and even death, all only appear to have physical causes. In truth, they are all merely a state of mind. And one can override the physical by altering the state of mind. This is done through prayer.


	It was this belief that eventually led to her death. 


	When mom got out of jail, one of the conditions of her parole was that she stay with Granny Nell for a certain period of time. So mom came to live with us. The funny thing is that I don’t actually recall a time where we were all there. In my mind, it was always just me and Granny Nell. That alone speaks volumes about my relationship with my gran. 


	 




 


	 


	 


	 


	 


	 


	 


	 


	The parents have eaten sour grapes but the children’s mouths pucker at the taste…


	 


	 


	 


	 


	 


	 


	 




Mom and Dad
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	 don’t actually remember moving back to mom and dad. All I know is that my blissful time with Granny Nell was over and things at home seemed to be taking a downward spiral.


	I remember them fighting a lot. Now, as an adult, I can kind of put it into some sort of perspective in my mind. I think they were both pretty frustrated. Mom seemed to be looking for a conventional sort of family life. Wanting and encouraging dad to become mature and step into his fatherhood. Maybe she dreamt about the 9 to 5 job and the white picket fence. I figure dad was trying to do his own thing and be a father at the same time. He was often very short-tempered with mom and with me. This is why I think he was frustrated. 


	Frustrated with mom for trying to change him. Frustrated with me for being the reason mom was trying to change him. Frustrated because deep down he knew he wanted to change. Frustrated because no matter how much he wanted to, he just couldn’t do it. Frustrated because he always seemed to be juggling with too many balls. He had his life set up a certain way. And that is the way it was. Mom or no mom, son or no son.


	I definitely began to feel unloved. To feel like I was in the way more than anything else.


	The more I tried to please him the more I got it wrong.


	I remember him trying to teach me to tell the time. He had this little analogue alarm clock in his hand. You change the time by winding the key at the back. He turned the hands and showed it to me.


	“What is the time now?” he asked.


	“Urm…” I didn’t know…”It’s quarter past seven.”


	“NO, IT’S NOT QUARTER PAST SEVEN!! THAT HAND ISN’T EVEN ON THE SEVEN! WHAT IS WRONG WITH YOU?” He was really angry. His fingers gripped into my thigh. It was like a giant pinch.


	I tried to move my leg away from his hand, away from the pain. My heart was beating too fast and I could feel the tears prickling behind my eyes.


	“What number is that hand pointing to?” I could see he was getting super impatient with me.


	I didn’t want to answer in case I got it wrong again.


	He shoved his hand into my chest. “What number is that?” He asked again.


	“Seven?” I was too afraid not to answer. I was concentrating on not crying. That would have made things much worse.


	“Yes, it is a seven! But you can see that the big hand is not on the seven yet. So it CAN’T be after seven can it?” His impatience and anger were growing. 


	I wished we could just stop. I didn’t need to know how to tell the time anyway. I could just ask someone. I felt like screaming at him. Screaming that I didn’t want to do this. Screaming that he should just leave me alone. But I just sat there. 


	“I asked you a question!” he shouted and yanked so hard on my arm I almost fell out of the chair.


	That went on for so long I thought it was never going to end. Needless to say, I did not learn to tell the time that day.


	It was like he was torn between wanting to do fatherly things and not having the patience to execute them properly. 


	My dad didn’t whip me that often. But the trouble was, when he did, I wasn’t always sure why he did.


	These days parents explain things to their kids. Tell them why a thing is wrong. There was none of that in my youth. Most of the time if you asked me why I got whipped my answer would be, ‘because I did something dad didn’t like.’


	It’s just that sometimes a parent does need to explain. 


	I remember being at a neighbour’s house. They had a daughter roughly my age. We did the whole doctor doctor, show me yours and I’ll show you mine kind of thing. Dad busts us and whipped the living daylights out of me.


	The trouble is not long after that I did the same thing with a boy. Dad bust me again and whipped me again.


	Sexual curiosity and development are natural. Most kids go through that phase. For me, it started a little earlier than most. And it was pretty intense. I think that stemmed from the fact that I was exposed to female nudity from such an early age. Not female family. Female luscious ladies. 


	Mom and dad just kept fighting. It got really bad. And then mom left him. I guess she just had enough. Couldn’t take it anymore.


	We went to live in an apartment block. Mom had to work so she sent me to a babysitter of sorts. They were actually just a couple living in the same apartment block as us. But I will never forget them. Never ever till the day I die.


	They caused me so much distress. Their shadows haunted me. Haunted my dreams. Screamed into my peace of mind.


	I am not going to go into too much detail. Because I’d rather not, to be honest. I will give you the basic outline. It’s enough for you to get the picture. 


	When I say they, I mean a lady and a man. She was very overweight, and he was skinny. She would make me take my clothes off.


	 Then she would take her clothes off. She would give me a bottle of baby oil and order me to rub it all over her body. And by all over I do mean all over. She forced me to rub that oil in places I didn’t even know existed. The skinny man took photos the entire time. She would touch me in ways young boys shouldn’t even know about. And worst of all she would force me to put my tongue in places. Very private places. Force me to lick her very private places.


	I feel sick just writing about it. I have been able to process that. But it took such a long time. 


	They taught me to feel shame.


	Shame is one of the most powerful emotions you can imagine. Because it happens inside. 


	Other emotions like jealousy, lust or greed can be expressed outside of yourself. They can be taken out on another person.


	Shame festers and breeds anger.


	They forced shame onto me. They stole something from me that I could never ever get back. They stole my innocence. 


	 




 


	 


	 


	 


	 


	 


	 


	 


	When I was a child, I used to speak like a child, think like a child…


	 


	 


	 


	 


	 


	 




Early Childhood
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	om and dad had decided to get back together. I was pleased about that. They bought a new house in a new neighbourhood. I was starting a new school. Everything was new. A new beginning. I cherished that. I buried that fat oily lady so deep down and vowed I would never remember her. No offence by the use of the word fat. It’s simply one of the scars I bear.


	My time in elementary school was probably some of the best years of my life. I made friends with a couple of boys from our new neighbourhood. It was the first time I had real friends. I guess the first time I was old enough to consider another person a true friend. That kind of changes something inside.


	I had a vested interest in them. So I felt protective of them. Elephants would fly before I let anyone mess with them. I had a definite advantage in the area of sticking up for my friends.


	You see, my dad often partied with his biker friends. It actually looked pretty awesome. Our entire street parked full with bike after bike. There was a kid named Johnny, his dad must have been one of the bikers. He was a few years older than me and much bigger than me. 


	The drunk bikers would amuse themselves by making us fight each other. I don’t remember if I felt fear or exhilaration at the prospect of fighting this big boy. But I do remember that every time it happened I whipped his ass. This gave me a huge sense of confidence when it came to fighting. 


	At the time I never gave a second thought to how it must have made Johnny feel. To be whipped by a little guy. I guess he must carry a few scars of his own.


	I remember there being a bully at school. He too was a few years ahead of me and my friends. Because he was so much bigger than us, he got away with his bullying. That is until I whipped his ass too. After that, the bully’s just left us alone. I got a reputation for being a tough guy very early on in life.


	I kind of like that. You see there was a lot going on at home. I had two siblings. A brother and a sister. But they were just babies and I felt like an only child. My parents still fought a lot. But it was different now. I had my friends. I had my hockey. I loved sports. These were the things I filled my mind with. These were the things I filled my time with. 


	Dad built me an ice rink behind our house. I would spend hours just cleaning the ice and practising my moves. 


	In retrospect, I realise that was a pretty cool thing for a dad to do. Build me my own ice rink. I mean how many kids can say that? It’s just that he was a walking contradiction as far as his parenting skills went. I couldn’t find a place of trust so I just stayed outside of the circle.


	There are a few other things that stand out in my memory of that time. 


	I tested the boundaries of authority. It was the first time my rebellious nature surfaced. I was in class and I used bad language. I didn’t just quietly mumble it either. I shouted loud and clear for all to hear. I was asked to stop and I ignored that. I just continued shouting as loudly as I could. Needless to say, I ended up in the headmaster's office. Mom even had to come in for a meeting. That was the beginning of a very long road of rebellion.


	I kissed a girl for the first time. That was pretty awesome! I liked girls. I liked them a lot! And they liked me. I had so much to fuel my imagination too. The biker parties always had naked ladies around. And I found my dad’s stash of ‘naughty’ magazines. They were pretty graphic let me tell you. I was very young but I remember feeling like I could not wait to have sex. That was when the door opened. Because from that time on I chased girls.


	I remember a conversation I had with my two best friends from our neighbourhood. We were hanging out at a horse stable and there was an electric fence. We were daring each other to touch it.


	“I dare you; I double dare you!”


	We were trying to psyche each other into touching it. And then one of them said, “What if we get electrocuted and die?”


	I didn’t think about my response, “Even if I die I know God will be there.”


	That stood out in my mind because when I lived with Granny Nell I prayed to God before I ate. I prayed to God when I went to bed. I didn’t do those things any more. 


	The last big memory from that time was that mom and dad split up for good.


	It was a generation where parents and children did not communicate about big decisions. 


	But I remember that mom seemed to sleep a lot. Dad used to shout at her because I was doing all the chores. Once I was doing the dishes and she was sleeping. They got into a huge fight because of that. 


	I also remember that mom started seeing other guys. I don’t know if dad was seeing other women. If he was I never saw or heard anything about it. 


	I guess the bottom line is that their time together had run its course. Dad stayed at the house and the rest of us moved out.


	But I was not happy staying with mom. I even tried to make my own house outside in the shed. I think I managed a few months and then I asked if I could go and live with dad.


	 




 


	 


	 


	 


	 


	 


	 


	 


	Fathers do not exasperate your children…
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	o dad picks me up and we go home. I walk inside the house and it’s empty. I look at dad.


	“All I know is that I went to work one morning and I came home to this.”


	That’s what he told me. That must have been pretty hectic. He didn’t even know mom was leaving. Never mind the fact that she took almost everything out of the house. 


	We slept in the same room. We each had a mattress on the floor. Over the next few months, dad refurbished the house. It was kind of crazy though. I mean one day he had his ‘wife’ and three kids and the next day they were gone. The lack of furniture must have echoed the emptiness all the way into his soul.


	I was starting junior high so it was the perfect time to move to dad. New school, new home. Well, old new home if you know what I mean.
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