







More Praise for The Day I Stopped Being Pretty


“The Day I Stopped Being Pretty is a shockingly revealing look into the life of a gay black male. The author’s candor and exquisite details allowed me the opportunity to learn about a lifestyle I didn’t understand. This book is so brutally honest, it had me in tears. Kudos to the author, Rodney Lofton, for telling a story that needed to be told. Thanks to him, my views have changed for the better.”

—Tina Brooks McKinney, author of All That Drama and Lawd, Mo’ Drama

“The Day I Stopped Being Pretty chronicles the life of Rodney Lofton from childhood to adulthood where he shares his good times, low times, sexual encounters, relationships and love connections and the acceptance of his sexual orientation…. Coming to the realization that he did not need to seek the love he so desired to receive from his father, author Lofton found that he had the love all the time…in him for he has come to a place where he can love himself.”

—Sharel E. Gordon-Love, reviewer, A Place of Our Own (APOOO) book club

“Author Rodney Lofton brings an in-depth look into the world of male—black male—homosexuality. Baring his soul, he masterfully tells his own personal story of loneliness, depression, and low self-esteem as he sheds light on the lifestyle many choose not to acknowledge. The result is an emotional, heart-tugging, non-fictional work that will require many readers to look and question their own biases.”

—Marsha D. Jenkins-Sanders, author of The Other Side of Through

“Rodney Lofton makes a stunning debut with his memoir The Day I Stopped Being Pretty. He relates his journey from childhood to adulthood in riveting and brutally honest detail. In this page-turner he recounts his struggle in dealing with an emotionally distant father and how it shaped his love relationships. He also shares with the reader his disappointments and triumphs. Lofton’s writing style is fluid and it’s almost impossible to put this book down. I’m looking forward to further works from this very talented author!”

—Shelley Halima, author of Azucar Moreno and Los Morenos

“Lofton chronicles his experiences with promising prose, evoking emotion and thought. The issues he addresses as he lays his soul bare for us are still relevant and worth being brought to the forefront once again. Congratulations, Rodney Lofton!”

—Terri Williams, reviewer, Sisters Sippin’ Tea Literary Group, Tulsa Chapter, Inc.
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dedication

To my mother, thank you for loving me

when I didn’t know how to love myself.
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introduction



How did I get here? My head was pounding from the bright overhead lights. My throat was sore from the induced vomiting brought on by the nasty liquid charcoal I was forced to drink. The strangers I encountered reminded me of the days I lived in New York, cold and distant, rushing about to take my pulse and temperature. I wanted to yell and tell them to leave me the fuck alone, but all I could muster was another dry heave. How did I get here? I thought. The last few hours had become a blur. I remember hearing the words of Chante Moore dancing in my thoughts by the candles lighting the living room of my apartment. The shadows from the candles appeared strangely erotic on the walls of the basement apartment as I listened over and over to the lyrics, “The world going by my window, doesn’t mean nothing to me. Why do I feel the way I do, why am I still so lost in you.” As I sat there with my favorite bottle of liquid courage, I reached for the bottle of pills I had stored up for this moment. I remembered the doctor saying they would relax me and allow me to sleep. I never had taken them before. I just waited until the end of each month to have the refills ready for this moment. Hell, if truth be told, I really didn’t want to bother with taking any more pills on top of the numerous multi-colored pills I took daily just to live in this hell of an existence. As I built up the nerve to take the next step in an already tragic life, I realized that the ice had melted and watered down the rum in my glass. I didn’t care. It would decrease the chances of the ice entering my mouth along with the pills. So, I reached for the almost empty fifth of Bacardi and filled my glass. Chante’s voice continued to sing to my broken heart, “as if we never met.”

I thought it would be difficult to swallow all of the pills at once, but the lifestyle I had led had taught me well. The first handful disappeared without as much as a gag. Then the second handful followed. I washed them down with the room-temperature rum and sat back for the ride. As my thoughts became cloudy and incoherent, I reached for the telephone. I wanted to wait just long enough before I called anyone, knowing that the pills had taken their toll on my body, waiting eagerly so that the survival rate would be slim to none. I wanted a couple of important people to know that I was no longer going to have trouble sleeping. I was going to finally have that one true great sleep that had deprived me all these years.

The next thing I remembered was the blaring of the ambulance siren ducking and dodging traffic to get me to the emergency room. Once again, my sleep would be interrupted. I lay there in the hospital’s emergency room, dry spittle forming at the corners of my mouth, clothes disheveled and praying that I had followed my mother’s advice of wearing clean underwear. And all I could think about was, how did I get here?

To say that I am the average thirty-something would be lying. I’ve lived many lifetimes in the life Father/Mother/God has blessed me with. From traveling the world to rubbing elbows and exchanging bullshit with the rich and famous. From being kept by a rich and powerful man, even if it was in his own mind, to sleeping in a sleazy pay-by-the-hour motel in New York City’s Greenwich Village. From the state senator to the grocery store manager, I’ve entertained them all and then some. To each of them, I was the pretty young face that held on to their every word. I listened attentively as they told stories of their lives and loves. I yearned to visit the places they described and sample the foods and drinks they experienced. I was the young impressionable “mama’s boy” paying careful attention to their every movement, every gesture, so at some point down the road I could imitate them. I would model my walk, my talk, my style of dress after each one; they were good teachers and I had always been a good student.

I was also the tight ass they sought pleasure and comfort in. If by chance that didn’t do it for them, my mouth was willing to complete the task and carry the load, no pun intended. Either way, they relieved themselves of all of their daily frustrations. In doing so, what was something that was once sacred and forbidden, became a pounding spot for their manhood. Big, small, thick or thin. My needs were secondary to theirs. Once their energy was depleted, they would quickly yawn, turn over and go to sleep. I wanted so desperately to be held after I gave so much of myself to them. I would reach out to them, only to be told, “I have to get up early.”

In the beginning, I found myself swallowing the sobs and pre-cum as I turned over to gather my thoughts. I would sometimes lie awake thinking to myself, Why didn’t he respond? I just did what he asked of me. Why can’t he just hold me in his arms?

I found this scenario playing out over and over again throughout my life. Always giving of myself, my emotions and my body until there was nothing left. After the draining of me, it inevitably led up to the end. I was always on the receiving end: “This isn’t working for me,” or “I’m feeling suffocated.” And there I stood each and every time with tears streaming down my face, broken-hearted, a bruised and sometimes battered asshole, asking the question, “Why?” What did I do wrong? I told him, whoever he was at the time, I loved him. I showed him, not just with my body, but with my words. He felt it from my heart, he saw it in my eyes, and it was clearly demonstrated in my actions. I replayed the scenes over and over. There I stood center stage in my monologue, spotlight on me and confessing “I want to be with you” and hearing in exchange, “Sorry.” As the curtain closed and the emotion-filled show was over, I stood there alone.

And as I stand here alone pondering what you may think, I’m feeling open and honest to tell you my role in those relationships that have shaped me today. Some of you may find my existence a sad one, and at times, it was and has been. I’m feeling that some of you may find it too brutally honest and the remainder will just shake their heads and tsk, tsk me. It’s the story of my life: the good, the bad, and the oh so very ugly. The lives I have led and the lives I have destroyed because I thought I knew love. You’ll heave of the loves I truly loved and lost. You will hear the stories of those who were only there for the moment. But it is all, my truth.

You will hear the memories of growing up, the ugly emotional and physical scars and the hopes that things will be better tomorrow. Some, if not all of you, will find this story graphic, but there is no other way to tell it. It has to be told the way it was lived, every sordid and painful detail. So I will apologize to those of you now for offending you. Please believe me, it was never my intent. It is my goal to open my heart and soul to you not for your compassion or understanding, but more so for my own personal healing. I am not soliciting, nor do I want your pity, because everything that has happened to me has been of my own doing. I take responsibility for my actions. I am not here to lay blame on anyone. But be advised, there were supporting players and contributors to my life of love, happiness, anguish, and pain. You will not hear about all of them, there were far too many to count. But you will hear about the key figures that played a pivotal role in my great rise and fall and my future ascension.

I want you to sit back and relax. Adjust the lights to your mood and enjoy your favorite drink of choice. Take in what I say and how I say it. It all comes from the heart. There is no laugh track that goes along with this story, so if you feel like laughing at something, please do. On the other hand, if you feel like crying, I invite you to do so. In the time that I have been here, I have done both, so it’s okay.

Thank you for taking time to listen. You are about to embark on my journey on how I got to this place. So enjoy, learn something, laugh, cry, but most importantly, live.








chapter one



I remember the first time I fell in love, or discovered the hurt associated with the word love. In my eyes, at that time, he was the greatest man I had known. Handsome as all get out. He was a beautiful high-yellow man with a voice that commanded my attention each time he opened his mouth. His hair was jet-black and wavy, with a hint of premature gray at the temples. If models ever sought their inspiration for poses and clothing styles, they looked no further when they saw him. He was my guy. The only fault he possessed was his emotional distance. He would only allow me the pleasure of his time when he wanted to. His telephone calls were few and far between. If and when he had time for me, I dropped everything and everybody to be with him.

Upon receiving the call that he was ready to grace me with his presence, I found myself running around frantically to search for the right outfit. He made sure that I was presentable to be with him by purchasing the right looks that he thought suited me. Jeans were never allowed when we spent our time together. So I searched the closet high and low for an outfit that he especially liked seeing me in. I dusted off the Stacy Adams he had purchased for me to wear with the special evening attire.

I would shower until my skin had pruned. I wanted to make sure that there were no visible signs of dirt or grime. After toweling dry, I prepared myself the way he showed me. I moisturized my skin, so that if I was lucky enough to receive a hug from him, he would feel the softness of and know immediately I was taking care of myself. I would apply a light dab of hair cream to my own curly locks. I didn’t want him to feel the grease of the Ultra Sheen I usually used. He would not like that. After brushing my teeth and applying a liberal, yet small amount of his favorite cologne, I made my way to the living room to await his arrival. He’ll be here shortly, I thought. I didn’t want anything to mess up the evening we were about to share.

As I looked up at the clock, time had passed and he was more than forty-five minutes late. Each time I heard a car horn blow or a door slam shut, I rushed to the window to see if it was him. No sign of him yet. It shouldn’t have surprised me, I was used to this. If this was the only way to be with him, it had to be. Almost one hour and fifteen minutes to the time he stated that he would be here, he finally showed up. He lacked the Southern charm and mannerisms of men I would encounter after him. He just laid on his car horn to signal me to come out. I checked myself once again in the mirror to make sure that everything was just right for him.

As I made my way to the top-of-the-line Cadillac he had recently purchased, I rehearsed my script for this moment. I would not comment about his tardiness. I would simply smile that smile that disguised my hurt and act as if he had actually showed up on time. This gift of disguising my hurt and pain would figure prominently in my later years. I would eventually become a master of appeasing others, yet continuing to lie to myself. I reached for the handle of the car door and took my place on his silent command next to him. Although I was disappointed and knew that our evening would be cut short due to his late arrival, I mustered up a smile and simply said, “Hi, Dad.”

My earliest memories of my father are vague and a little blurred. From the beginning of our relationship, I remember my mother sending me off with this man that she explained was my other parent. My mother bundled me up tightly, the oversized scarf covering my small face and the mittens placed on my petite hands. She sat me down and explained to me that I would be spending the weekend with this man and to be on my best behavior. I nodded my head in anticipation as she handed me my travel bag and answered the door.

He stood there as I looked up at him. He was a giant in my eyes and a foreigner to me. He ran his fingers through my hair, as he explained to me along with my mother that I would be spending the weekend with him and his new family. It was the end of the Christmas holiday season. He and my mother exchanged pleasantries as he shuffled me out of the door toward his waiting car. I wanted to cry because I was leaving the only parent I had known up until this point, but sensing my fear, my mother placed a kiss on my cheek and told me it would be okay. She always had a way of knowing how I felt without me telling her. She stood in the doorway of our two-bedroom corner apartment until I made my way to the car and my father made his way out of the parking lot. I watched as my mother became a small dot as this man and I made our way down the hill heading toward his home, his family, his world. Riding through the neighborhood, I noticed my friends playing with their new toys, riding new bicycles minus the training wheels we had outgrown, and playing with baseball gloves we had all asked Santa to bring us. I wanted to jump out of the car and make my way over to them, but I was secured by the seatbelt and the curiosity of knowing this man that barely spoke a word.

The ride was a fairly quiet one, with an occasional question here and there. The majority of the dialogue came from the radio that played the same Christmas carols I had grown tired of some weeks earlier. I would periodically look out the window as I noticed the scenery change at every turn. In my neighborhood filled with single mothers attempting to make little boys into men, struggling to make ends meet, there weren’t playgrounds for the kids. But as we continued this silent journey, I noticed the large playgrounds that provided swings and merry-go-rounds. I noticed the concrete pavements we played Rollie Pollie on, were now replaced by perfectly manicured lawns. Even with the chill in the air, the grass seemed rich in color and withstood the blustery cold we had to endure that year.

We continued our road trip and I found myself stealing glimpses of this man. So this was my father, I thought. He doesn’t look like me. But he is the same color as I am, maybe just a shade lighter. I wouldn’t mind looking like him when I got older, I told myself. I redirected my attention to the road. The apartment that I called home was now replaced with nice little cardboard houses with front yards and neatly decorated lawns of reindeer and snowmen. The trash that littered the streets and cracked sidewalks where I lived were now replaced with smooth paved walkways and clean streets. After about twenty-five minutes, we arrived at his house.

He grabbed my small overnight bag as we made our way to the front door. “Della, I’m back,” he called out as he entered. I looked around at the gifts around the garishly decorated Christmas tree and the expensive furniture. I was hoping as every kid does around the holiday season that some of the gifts under the tree were for me. I squinted to make out some of the names on the big colorful presents, hoping to see one or two presents from Santa for me. My inspection of the packages were interrupted when she walked in.

To best describe her physical appearance, imagine a female version of Verdine White of Earth, Wind and Fire. She was a little darker than my father and obviously older. She wore an apron around her waist and from the smell in the air, I knew she had made her way out of the kitchen. Even at this early age, I could tell that she did not want me there. She coldly greeted me. As my eyes darted back to the gifts, her voice snapped me back to this reality as she took my coat. Following my mother’s instructions of being polite, I said “thank you.” As she disappeared into yet another room to hang up my coat, I continued to survey my new surroundings. All around me were pictures of teenagers and kids that appeared to be around my age. I would find out later that the framed photographs were pictures of her, my father, her children and grandchildren. As she explained to me who each one was and what they did, I noticed something was missing: a picture of me.

I was guided to a back room that contained more Christmas presents but not as many as in the living room. These were gifts that were selected, purchased and delivered by Santa just for me. The wrapping wasn’t as nice, nor were the packages as big as the ones underneath the tree in the living room, but I said “thank you.” I always played by the rules. I started to unwrap the gifts and attempted to disguise my hurt in what I received from Santa Claus and this man. There were clothes, underwear, socks and the necessities that every child needed during the winter season. The only toy in any of the boxes was the board game Trouble. Before dinner and bedtime, we played a few games and exchanged light banter about school. I was encouraged to take a bath and prepare for bed after dinner. Heavens forbid I dirty her sheets.

As I lay there listening for something in the quiet night air to remind me of home, I thought about my mother and cried. I wanted to be with her. I remembered her smile as she waved to me and I wrapped that smile around me that night and held on to it. This was only the beginning of infrequent trips and future heartbreak from this man who walked into my life. But as I did that night, in wrapping myself in my mother’s smile, that smile would be used to get me through some of the darkest days I would face in the future.

This man I started to call Dad had an off-hand approach to raising me. His idea of fatherhood consisted of a monthly child support check in the amount of $40. Sometimes it came on time, sometimes it was late. My father was also void of any emotions. Not until I was sixteen years old, did I ever see him cry. For some reason, I always thought there was a manual boys received at an early age to teach them how to be men. Those lessons that shaped me and molded me were handed down to me from the women in my life, not from my father. The simple lessons, mind you, like holding the door for a lady, or saying “thank you.” I was taught to say, “May I?” versus “Can I?” by the women in my life. I never received the complete male version of life’s rules from good old Dad. However, my father decided there were certain things a man needed to know that were not included in his own pocket version. Those lessons, in his cold way, prepared me for the others I would encounter.








chapter two



While growing up, I was always called “pretty.” At an impressionable age, I assumed that being pretty was a good thing. Hell, I was taught being high yellow or redbone were both terms of endearment. Combined with light skin, my head was covered with what my mother affectionately called “shit-colored brown locks.” To my mother, cutting my hair was shameful. As I look back on the many class pictures of yesteryear, I finally realize what she meant. I had a head full of hair that even some of the neighborhood girls envied. I was taught by my father to be the little heartbreaker, but no one shared with me how powerful the word pretty, when used the wrong way, could hurt so much.

During the rare moments I spent with my father, I became a showpiece for him, as opposed to his true desire to want to be with me. Although he was married to Della and not my mother, my father was known, as we say in the South, as a cock hound. At an early age, I found myself being pimped by my father in order for him to meet other women. Like a vulture circling his prey, my father would allow me to roam a safe distance from him. I was always within his view. If we were attending a family gathering or invited to a barbecue, I found myself running and laughing with the newfound cousins I had just discovered. I had to be careful not to get dirty while out with my father. Playing in dress slacks and lace-up shoes didn’t go over too well with the other kids. Even though I couldn’t really enjoy playing with the other cousins the way I wanted to, I was with my father and that was the most important thing to me, for these moments didn’t happen very often.

As I made my way around the fenced-in backyards or seeking out something to drink or eat, women would approach me. I had the hair, I had the skin complexion, and I had my father’s genes. I engaged these women with my smile and my perfect manners. And without fail and with his keen sense of smell for the kill, he would swoop in at the right time. I was the bait that he used to snag the catch. Once my father introduced himself to these unsuspecting women, I was prompted to move on and go play, but with the knowledge not to get dirty. This was not the quality time I had in mind when he said he wanted to see me. He was the only one who benefited from these little get-togethers.

I eventually got older and the relationship between my father and me continued to change. I assumed with this newfound maturity that we would develop a stronger bond. I chalked up his ability to detach himself emotionally from me was due in part to his fear that I would abandon him in some way. Boy, was I reaching for a reason to justify his behavior. At every turn I found myself making excuses for him and forgiving him, but he remained the same. I learned quickly that my father wasn’t incapable of loving; he just decided when and with whom he wanted to share that love with.

The very few moments my father dedicated to me were stretched even more when my mother decided to pack me up and move to Baltimore. My father didn’t put up a struggle to gain custody or even fight it. He gave my mother his enthusiastic support and assured her the monthly child support checks would continue. Although he had no real role in my day-to-day rearing, he was no longer obligated to set aside any real time for me. He was given a golden opportunity to avoid playing any significant role in my life from this moment on. As with his other kids he had by three other women, he left me alone and abandoned. He was free to be. But before he allowed me to go, he needed me one last time, once more for old time’s sake. But of course, it wasn’t to be with me. This last time together would change my life and the way I viewed myself from that moment on. It also changed how I allowed others to view me as well.

It was my aunt and uncle’s twenty-fifth anniversary. It was a time of celebration, but in hindsight, it was an opportunity for her to showboat for her friends and less fortunate relatives. This was the first time I ever saw her splurge on anything. She spared no cost at impressing her invited guests. She was the type of woman who pinched a penny until Lincoln screamed. I never received anything new from her during our visits to her home. I was the recipient of bags of clothes previously worn by my cousin. There was no mistaking they were his hand-me-downs, his name was written with a bold black magic marker so that I would never forget where they came from. That included his used and sometimes tattered underwear. She had a way of making me feel inferior to her son because he came from a two-parent stable home. When visiting her, I would have to endure discussions of how wonderful he was doing in sports. He was very athletic. Because she worked in the school system, it didn’t help my cousin much since he was diagnosed with dyslexia; however, I was Johnny on the spot, and always asked to spell a word. When I spelled it correctly, my accomplishments were placed aside to focus the attention once again on her son. I couldn’t win a place in my father’s heart and with her being his sister, I knew I would never have a place there either.

My father and I traveled to my aunt’s river place for the big celebration. Many of the people in attendance were unfamiliar faces to me. I did, however, spot my other aunt who had a penchant for white men. This sister of my father donned blonde wigs to hide the hair that was a product of her darker-hued father, my grandfather. The wigs blended beautifully with her pale skin, giving the illusion that she was truly a white woman of leisure. It was rare that I saw her, but I was happy to see her. She treated me better than my dad’s other sister. Aunt Lacey introduced me to the new man in her life, Larry. She showered me with accolades, as she commented on how clean I looked, how well dressed I was, and how beautiful my hair was groomed. Remembering what my mother had told me about being polite, I said, “thank you.”

Like a trained seal, I maneuvered through the crowd, playing up to all for their amusement and delight. As I had many times on the rare occasions with my father, I took center stage to impress him. But this time, rather than be silently thanked for landing another potential fuck for him, I felt his wrath.

There she was—a different face, a different dress, a different smile, but the catch was the same. She would be the next in a line of women to smile and pinch my cheek. Her hand would be soft once again as she stroked my face to compliment me, “You are so pretty.” I looked around, knowing that my father was not too far away and ready to swoop down. “Thank you,” fell from my small mouth on cue.

And there he was. I prepared myself to exit this scene as I had many times before, to allow my father his fifteen minutes to shine, to run his game. But this time was different. Rather than motion me off, my father showed the most emotion I ever had seen him display. He grabbed me about the arms and abruptly shook me. I was stunned by his display in front of this woman, but sadistically happy at his release of his emotions. He then provided me with some insight of his rage. “Men are not pretty, men are handsome and don’t you forget it!” My head was swirling. Had I done something wrong? But this is what you taught me, what you always told me. I was the pretty little boy you created. I tried to read and comprehend his anger, but it never happened. I had grown accustomed to my father’s lack of feelings, but this outburst in front of this woman and strangers alike made me want to cry. With a tremble in my voice, I managed to say, “Yes, Sir.”

From that moment on, I measured my self-worth based on what my father said to me that day. I began a journey searching for my father’s missing and elusive love, whenever and wherever I could find it. That was the day I stopped being pretty.








chapter three



It was a Saturday when the move came. My mother had been in Baltimore for a month to set up house. On a trip to visit family, she had fallen in love with Waddell, an older gentleman she had met at the Elks lounge. They maintained a long distance romance for some time, before he asked her to move to Maryland.

Outside of my own father, I never had a male role model, or figurehead, in my family. The men in my family were either incarcerated, or neglected the kids they spawned. So it took some time for me to adjust to having another “man,” outside of me, in the household. Waddell had come to visit several times and took these moments to impress me. Although I was young, I could tell my mother was happy. She had placed her own happiness on the back burner for me and it was now time for her to experience the love she deserved. God knows she didn’t receive it from my father. She was twenty-three when she gave birth to me and assumed that she would marry my father. Unfortunately, after my birth, she received a call from my father’s sister one night, informing her of the news.

During the time that my father was courting my mother, he was seeing someone else, Della. My paternal grandparents assumed that my father would make my mother part of their family, but that never happened. My aunt made the tearful call. Lil’ Joey had gotten married. Any hopes of a lifetime together for my mother and father were dashed and she focused her love and attention on me. Now Waddell was the new man in her life.

She was happy and I was happy for her.

Waddell’s silver Cadillac came to a halt in front of the place we would call home. It was definitely an adjustment for me. I was used to sharing a room with my little cousin Andy, his feet resting in my face as we slept on opposite ends of the twin-sized bed. Now, I was alone in my own room. I had my own television that I didn’t have to fight to view, and a bed that I could truly enjoy without waking up in Andy’s piss.

I missed my family back in Richmond, but I was home now in Baltimore. I started to make friends and I really enjoyed school. I was finishing my last year of elementary school and heading toward junior high. I started to grow more, noticing the changes in my body, the spurts of hair growing on my body and understanding what having a father figure was like in my life. Although Waddell was sometimes a strict disciplinarian, he was there. He replaced the emptiness I felt when I saw my other friends with their fathers. I found myself laughing at his corny jokes and silently celebrated the love he placed in my mother’s heart. I felt good, this felt good. But in the back of my mind, my dad still lurked.

Yes, he was still present. The checks came as he’d promised. On visits to Richmond during summer vacation before the start of the new school year, I was sometimes fortunate enough to see him for a few hours when he and Della took me school shopping. But outside of those moments, our contact was very limited, or initiated by me, with a card mailed to him on Father’s Day or his birthday. Not until I turned thirty-three, did he ever call me on my exact birthday. It was usually two or three days later. Although I never shared with anyone how I felt, I became the great pretender. I never allowed anyone to see the hurt I felt in not having him in my life the way I wanted. Now that I was on the brink of becoming a teenager, I realized that the relationship or lack of relationship we shared would be reminiscent of the one we shared when I was a child—non-existent.



I was excited at the prospects of entering high school. I always assumed that once you entered high school, you were a few short steps away from being an adult. Life in Baltimore was good. I had been living there for five years now and was ready for my first day of my sophomore year. From the ground running, I needed to establish myself in high school. I didn’t want to get lost among the other incoming sophomores. Being and living in Baltimore was very different from anything I had remembered growing up in Richmond. The last class I attended in Richmond only possessed two white students, one girl and one boy. My first day of high school in Baltimore, I was now part of the minority, where I was once part of the majority.

High school was supposed to be fun. I was to learn about life and make wonderful lifetime friends. Unfortunately, I only encountered the bigoted stares and taunts of the white students I shared classes with during the day on my walks home from school. During the seven or eight hours we spent together five days a week, we were cool, the best of friends. Soon as the school bell rang to end the day, I became an invader in their community. I didn’t receive much support from my black friends. To them, my participation in extracurricular activities like Student Council or Drama Club, constituted my desire to be white.

But they didn’t understand. I had a hidden agenda. Although I didn’t talk to my father much, I wanted to share with him, on those rare moments, my accomplishments in high school. I wanted him to be proud of me. I wanted to hear in his voice over the 150 miles that separated us, that he was proud. It didn’t happen. No matter what I accomplished, like becoming president of my sophomore class, my father wasn’t easily impressed or very much interested. I clearly had not displayed any athletic prowess while growing up and my dad was only interested in sports achievement. During our brief conversations, I couldn’t talk to him about what the Orioles or the Colts were doing, nor could we talk about the arts, which became a passion of mine. I attempted to pick happy mediums that we could address, but to no avail. No matter what I shared, he was not receptive. It appeared the only thing that added any perk to my father’s voice were questions or topics regarding girls.
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