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The Robertson Family

Al and Lisa may not always show up on television screens or find themselves in the spotlight as much as some other Robertsons, but they are an amazing behind-the-scenes presence in our family. In many ways, they’re our anchor and our compass. In other words, they keep us grounded, and they help us know which way to go when we need guidance and godly direction.

Before Duck Dynasty became one of cable television’s most popular shows ever, we were a relatively unknown group of duck call makers and wives in Louisiana. We faced the same hopes, dreams, and struggles as other American families. We still do. And when we run into challenges, Al and Lisa are the people we run to.

As a family, when we think of Al and Lisa, two words that come to mind for us are admiration and appreciation. We admire them for their strength of heart, their spiritual maturity, their character and integrity, their courage, their perseverance through difficulties, and their unbreakable, unending commitment to each other. We admire the way they love God, each other, and their family and for the way they use the lessons of their own brokenness to help others.

We appreciate the love, wisdom, and godly advice they provide for all of us as we navigate the seasons of our lives. We’re grateful for the great role models they are for us and for our families. We appreciate them for loving us unconditionally and for being people we can trust and depend on, no matter what.

When we found out Al and Lisa were writing this book, we all wanted to share something personal about what they mean to us.

FROM PHIL AND KAY: We have tremendous love, respect, and admiration for Al and Lisa because of their strong, solid marriage (which has not come easily) and their Christian maturity, and because they are just such fun people to be with. When we think about who they are, all we have to do is look at the fruit of the Spirit in Galatians 5:22-23. That list of qualities describes them perfectly. Their lives always seem to exhibit love, joy, peace, longsuffering (which is like patience on steroids), kindness, goodness, gentleness, and self-control. That’s who they are!

We are so thankful to have Al and Lisa in our family because they have a soothing, steadying effect on us all. They relate well to everyone—the older members of the family and the younger ones. Al and Lisa are the “go-to” couple when there are problems. As the oldest brother of four boys, Al is always available to help and counsel the men in our family, and they really look up to him. Lisa functions in the same way with the women in our family, and they admire her greatly.

They are well-versed in Scripture and they have served our home congregation and many other believers through Al’s work as a pastor and elder and through the teaching and counseling they provide. They are exceptionally gifted at bringing peaceful solutions to crisis situations, whether the crisis pertains to our family, our church, or any of their many friends. No matter what people need, Al and Lisa are always there to help.

WILLIE AND KORIE: As the oldest brother and sister-in-law in this big, crazy Robertson family, Al and Lisa have been there for us in the good times and bad. They are a great example of a marriage that loves, forgives, and stays together through the tough times. Plus, they are the most fun people to be around. Their willingness to share their story is a testimony to their generosity of spirit; they really to want to help others through what they have been through. This is how they live their lives. You will enjoy getting to know Al and Lisa, but most importantly they will point you to the One who saved them.

JASE AND MISSY: When Jase and I (Missy) got married, I had only one sister-in-law. Lisa had been married to Al for a little more than five years, and they already had two baby girls. Al and Lisa had overcome some major struggles in their marriage by this time, and from what we could see, things seemed to be working out for them. Lisa was an encouragement to me as a new wife, and she mentored me in what being a Robertson was all about. A few years later, when the truth came out about Lisa’s affair, I became witness to what unfaithfulness looks like in a family. Heartbroken and devastated, I saw how this selfish act was about to break up a beautiful family. I—and most everyone else—believed that this marriage had been damaged too badly to ever be put back together again. But because of Al’s spirit of forgiveness, patience, and unwavering love for his wife and Lisa’s sincere repentance, they began to rebuild what could have been lost forever. Only through their trust in God and complete sacrifice to His will were they able to accomplish this. Lisa has proven, without a shadow of a doubt, that her life is completely devoted to her Savior Jesus Christ. The old Lisa is gone, and the new is covered by the blood of Jesus.

What a blessing both she and Al are to our family! We are proud to call them our brother and sister, and we could not ask for better role models for our children. Their lives are open books, not because they are proud of what they have done in the past, but just the opposite. They are ashamed of their past deeds, just as we all are ashamed of our own sins. But they are willing to expose their failures in order to help others come to the same realization they have: that Jesus Christ can bring you back from the dead. We thank God for them!

JEP AND JESSICA: Al and Lisa have been key instruments in helping us learn how to build a God-centered marriage. Through Scripture and life lessons they have learned as individuals and as a couple, they have shown us how to build a lasting marriage. We are eternally grateful for their love for our Father, their love for each other, and their perseverance through all the struggles they have overcome. Because of their openness and honesty, many lives have and will continue be changed.

•  •  •

All of us know how powerful Al and Lisa’s story is, because we know how powerful their lives are. We are excited about this book because we know their message of hope and redemption is life-changing. God bless you as you get to know Al and Lisa better and as you find hope, strength, and redemption through the pages of this book!
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Many people would look at the photo on the cover of this book and think, That couple looks really happy. They would be right. We’re unbelievably happy. But we have not always been. Our life together is amazing, but we have had to fight for this amazing. As individuals and as a couple, we have walked through betrayal, abuse, abandonment, adultery, fear, shame, sadness, and loss. All those circumstances, and the brokenness they left in their wake, have now been redeemed in the most wonderful ways. We have seen God use each of those situations to teach us lessons we might not have learned any other way and to equip us to offer compassionate encouragement to others in similar circumstances. We have navigated lies and deceit and have emerged with the firsthand knowledge that truth really does set people free. We have endured pain we thought we could not bear and ended up in places of healing and strength we never dreamed possible.

Our life today overflows with joy. One of the best things about it is that we have had countless opportunities to share what we’ve learned with hurting couples—some on the brink of divorce. When couples come to us to talk about their failing marriages, they often say things like, “You won’t believe what kind of trouble we’re in,” or “What one of us has done is so bad we’re afraid you’ll send us away when you hear about it.”

We tend to respond by glancing at each other with a knowing look that says, “If they only knew what we’ve been through!” As we tell them about the mistakes we’ve made, they realize we have learned some lessons that may help their marriages have a happy ending instead of a tragic one. By the time we finish sharing our story, most people don’t feel so bad about their own problems or negative behavior. Instead, they sense a spark of hope that gives them the courage to try to work things out, even if they have tried many times before.

We wrote this book to share a powerful message of hope, reconciliation, and redemption that rose up from the huge mess that was our marriage. We know from personal experience how miserable and broken individuals and relationships can be. We also know the depth and power of the redemption God can bring to situations that seem hopeless.

At this writing, we have thirty years of marriage and almost fifty years of living under our belts. One of the hallmarks of our lives and our relationship is reconciliation. Simply put, reconciliation is the idea that things and people that are broken can be put back together. What has been torn apart can be rejoined. On the back side of reconciliation, people often end up stronger, healthier, and wiser than they were before. Reconciled relationships tend to be more honest, more loving, and more committed than they were prior to falling apart. That’s certainly what happened to us, and we know it can happen for anyone struggling in a difficult marriage today.



Reconciliation is the idea that things and people that are broken can be put back together.



In our situation, we endured several kinds of brokenness, so we needed reconciliation on several levels. First and foremost, we both needed to be reconciled to God. We also needed to be reconciled to each other and to our family. No matter what people go through—whether it’s addiction, rebellion (there’s plenty of that in our story), marital problems, or some other type of broken relationship—the answer always begins with being reconciled to God. Once your relationship with Him is right, everything else eventually falls into place and healing begins. And one of the beautiful by-products of healing is the opportunity to help others find reconciliation in their lives. The apostle Paul writes in 2 Corinthians 5:18 that Christ “has given us the ministry of reconciliation.” That’s something we take seriously. We live lives that are reconciled to God and to each other, and now we share that reconciliation every chance we get.

We are honored that you have chosen to read this book. In it, we have been as honest and vulnerable as we know how to be. Parts of our story are intense and we write about them with transparency, hoping others who have been through similar situations will recognize us as fellow pilgrims on a journey that is not always pretty. At the end of each chapter, we take a couple of pages to look back and share the lessons we have learned through bad decisions or circumstances beyond our control.

Our prayer is that anyone caught in the same situations we once faced will be able to learn from our experiences. We also hope that as a result of this book others will be able to avoid some of the disasters that nearly overcame us. Someone once said, “Experience is the best teacher,” but we say that someone else’s experience is a better teacher! We truly hope our experiences will help individuals and couples avoid some of the heartache we have endured.



Freedom means being able to hold your head high instead of feeling weighed down with shame all the time.



Our message to you in the following pages is this: No matter what someone else has done to you or what you may have done to yourself, you can move beyond it. Nothing in your past has to keep you from an incredible future. Jesus says, “All things are possible,” and He’s talking to you. That means freedom from any bondage that has you entrapped. It means healing from any physical disease, mental condition, or emotional trauma that has had an impact on you. It means the ability to live in truth instead of feeling you have to continue to keep secrets. It means being able to hold your head high instead of feeling weighed down with shame all the time.

We want you to know that whatever you are going through right now, life can be good again. It won’t happen overnight; it may take months or years of learning to live in wholeness one step at a time. But we are living proof that it can happen. We hope and pray our story will inspire you to believe that for yourself and give you the encouragement and practical advice you need to start walking in a new direction, toward a brand-new season of strength, blessing, and joy.
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THE BEARDLESS BROTHER

My frame was not hidden from You,

When I was made in secret . . .

Your eyes saw my substance, being yet unformed.

And in Your book they were all written,

The days fashioned for me,

When as yet there were none of them.

—PSALM 139:15–16

AL: People frequently associate the men of Duck Dynasty with long, bushy beards. My dad has one, my brothers all have one, and my uncle Si has one that is a little bit lopsided so it won’t interfere with his shotgun. Not me. I’m often called the “Beardless Brother.”

I have not been featured on our television show as much as my brothers have, especially Willie and Jase. My first significant appearance on our family’s television show came when I had the honor of officiating my parents’ vow renewal in the premiere of season four. I have heard that episode brought tears to the eyes of a lot of our fans, especially those aware of the hardships my parents endured during their early years of marriage. My mom definitely suffered, and from the time I was very young, I had an up-close and personal view of her struggles and her courage. I witnessed things no one else saw in those days in the late 1960s and early ’70s. Maybe that’s why leading my parents in that beautiful service by the river meant so much to me. Sure, being on television was fun, but standing before our family and friends and seeing my parents so in love and so committed after almost fifty years together—some wonderful years, some horrible—brought me true joy and happiness.

When I do appear on Duck Dynasty, I usually play the role of mediator, voice of reason, or go-to person when someone has a problem. Not much different from the way I function in our family in real life! At a young age, I found myself needing to shoulder a lot of responsibility, and as the big brother to three younger boys whose father was gone a lot, I became a leader in my family. With the exception of a season of foolishness and wild living, I have been a leader ever since. From time to time, though, I do still like to irritate my brothers for fun. Only an older brother can do that in love, right?

Having grown up as the son of the Duck Commander, I definitely know how to make a good duck call, and I enjoy being in a duck blind as much as the other men in my family. Though I am part of our family business now, I spent many years of my professional life in church work and ministry. That, and the fact that I’m clean shaven, sets me apart from my dad, my brothers, and Uncle Si in the minds of our audience. Those things have also made me a little mysterious, so in this chapter I want to give people a chance to get to know me, the Beardless Brother.

A LUMPY MONKEY

You may be aware that my mom, known as “Miss Kay,” got pregnant with me before she and my dad, Phil, were married. My mom turned seventeen on December 21, 1964, while she and Dad were living in Ruston, Louisiana, where he attended Louisiana Tech University. I was born at Lincoln General Hospital in Ruston on January 5, 1965. I guess I could say that, at just a few days old, I made my media debut in a local newspaper photo with Mom because I was the first baby born in Lincoln parish that year. Obviously, if five days of the New Year passed before a baby was born in the parish, the population was not exactly booming.



Mom was so young and inexperienced that she thought babies were like puppies—she didn’t know my eyes were supposed to be open.



Unfortunately, I was not what people consider a “beautiful baby.” I had to fight to make my entrance into the world and was finally delivered by forceps, which made my head lumpy. In addition, the forceps slipped during my birth and hit my left eye. The eye did not open for three weeks! Mom was so young and inexperienced that she thought babies were like puppies—she didn’t know my eyes were supposed to be open. All of this resulted in my uncle Tommy’s giving me the nickname “Lumpy Monkey.”

Our young family spent a lot of time with Uncle Tommy and his wife during my first few years because he and my dad were both in college and Dad was a star quarterback. I will always respect my mom for finishing high school with a newborn and a husband who felt more comfortable in a duck blind or on a football field than changing diapers. My mom has written about this time in our lives in The Women of Duck Commander, and Dad wrote about it in Happy, Happy, Happy, so I will not go into detail. I will just say it was a very rough time for all of us. My dad was the way he was—which was very challenging to say the least—and my mom stuck it out.

JUNCTION CITY

When I was four years old, Dad graduated college and we moved to Junction City, Arkansas, where he took a job teaching and coaching at a school while working on his master’s degree. Mom worked for the superintendent of the school system, and with both of my parents employed by the school district, we were able to live in a house on the school campus. Later that year, Jase was born.

In those days, in a small town in Arkansas, there was no such thing as day care or Mother’s Day Out. My parents had to work, so they found someone to care for Jase and enrolled me in school. Even though I entered first grade at only four years old, I was somehow able to handle myself socially and academically with six-year-olds.

By the time I was in third grade, life was wonderful for me. We still lived on the school property, which meant the whole playground was available to me whenever I wanted to build forts, zip down a slide, or swing on the monkey bars. In addition, the nearby cemetery proved irresistible to me as an adventurous, imaginative, all-boy kind of kid. I do not remember ever being afraid of much. In fact, I was infatuated with fire and even jumped into a pile of smoldering debris in our local dump, burning both my feet. Apparently, I didn’t learn my lesson, because on another occasion, I took a running leap into a pile of dry leaves—not realizing they were actually covering a lower layer of leaves that had been reduced to embers—and burned my feet again, resulting in major blisters for days.

We had no money for doctor bills in those days, so whether I had burned feet or one of my many cuts and bruises, Mom or Dad did the best they could with it. I’m sure Mom had a habit, like many mothers, of kissing things to make them better, and I remember Dad taking a needle and thread to stitch together some of my most gaping wounds. Things like that might be appalling to people today, but they characterized the way we lived.

BAD COMPANY, GOOD NEIGHBORS

During that time, Dad had some hunting buddies who were not good influences on him. He began to spend more time drinking and carousing with them and less time at home with us. So, of course, my parents’ marriage became more difficult than it already was, and Dad became abusive. His abuse was mostly verbal, not often physical. I did get spanked on a regular basis, but I have to admit that I deserved most of those spankings.

As our family life deteriorated, I began to feel responsible for certain things. In a way, maybe I felt I had to be the man of the house because no one else was filling that role. I definitely cared about my mother and hated the way she was being treated, but she handled these less-than-ideal circumstances with great strength and courage. Mom was very aware of her need to work in those early days and help provide for our family. I think she learned early that she would always have to carry a heavier load than most women, as she tried to be there for her boys and work to make up for Dad’s deficiencies. She had an inner strength and knew that she was able to be both parents when Dad wasn’t around. She took care of Jase and me, but I also took on a caretaking role for Jase. Even at that young age, I understood intuitively that our family situation was bad, and something in me wanted to look out for my little brother.

I had no idea that someone—or Someone—had been looking out for me too. I now know that God had an amazing couple in place to help me after we moved onto the school property. Back then, I just thought they were nice neighbors. This preacher and his wife, Brother and Sister Layton, were probably in their seventies. They came to meet our family as soon as we moved in and quickly befriended me, almost adopting me as a grandchild. By that time, Sister Layton had been blind for about twelve years, but that did not stop her from making cookies and Kool-Aid for me almost every afternoon and telling me Bible stories while I snacked.

The first summer we lived in Junction City, Brother and Sister Layton took me to Vacation Bible School at their church, and I had a great time being with other children, playing, and learning about God. They also took me to church every Sunday and every Wednesday night. I had no idea then what a crucial time that was for me: the Laytons were laying a foundation that would sustain me for the rest of my life, as they helped me learn basic biblical principles, characters, and stories. They made it possible for me to have a meaningful connection with God and church, and I was the only person in my family who had any kind of spiritual relationship at all at that point. I look back now and realize that my mom has always had a tender heart for God, but during those years she was simply doing her best to survive. Since Dad would not go to church, she did not go either.

My dad has always had a great personality, and people in Junction City loved him because of it. But they also knew he was a drunk, and his reputation suffered. He held his job at the school for about three years, then quit when he realized he was about to be fired because of the way he was living. I do not know exactly what all was going on at that time, but I do remember asking him if he would take me hunting and he said, “No.” When I wanted to know why, he told me he might have to take off running from the game warden. He meant it. He was doing some illegal things in his outdoor activities, but I did not understand that at the time. Though I could not have articulated it, I did perceive that all he really wanted to do was hunt, fish, and drink and that having a family was a drain on his lifestyle. It was not a happy time.

NO PLACE TO RAISE A FAMILY

When Dad quit his job at the school, we had to move. He found work managing a bar outside Junction City, and we lived in a trailer next to the bar. This decision made a big statement to his Christian parents and siblings that he was committed to his lifestyle of drinking. By that time, Willie had come along, so all five of us—two parents, three-year-old Jase, newborn Willie, and me—lived in a one-bedroom trailer with a tiny living area and a kitchen so small we could hardly turn around in it.



Dad got into a serious altercation, a real fracas, complete with ambulances and police cars, which resulted in his taking off into the woods running from the law.



Once we moved from the school property, the Laytons no longer came to pick me up for church. Thankfully, another lady from their church lived close to us and developed an interest in me. She started taking me to church, so I never lost my connection there, and I will always be grateful for that.

Within a year, we were able to expand our home to a fourteen-by-seventy-foot trailer, which made our living conditions more comfortable. Dad made good money at the bar, but the environment was not positive for our family. Mom never did like having us boys exposed to the things we saw around the bar—some very bad things—but she went along with it because the job provided a measure of financial security, and she did not know what else Dad could do because of his drinking.

After running the bar for a couple of years, Dad got into a fight with the owners. It was a serious altercation, a real fracas, complete with ambulances and police cars, which resulted in his taking off into the woods running from the law. That left my mom alone with three young boys. She ended up having to move quickly, taking us and basically just our clothes with her. Because the bar owners insisted she leave the state immediately, she had to leave her washing machine, dryer, and many of her mementos and special things in a storage shed. Mom and Dad had saved some money by that time, but she used it to pay off the bar owners and get us out of Arkansas. Our lives were about to get a lot worse.



SEASONED REFLECTIONS . . .



AL: When I look back at the difficult beginnings our family endured—from Mom’s getting pregnant at sixteen to Dad’s wild, irresponsible ways—I am grateful that God saw the big picture all along. He always knew those bad situations were temporary. He had complete confidence that He would lead us through, and eventually out of, the circumstances that threatened to destroy my dad as a person, my parents’ marriage, and our life as a family. The enemy had a plan to ruin us, but God had a plan to save us, redeem us, and bless us.



Even though my parents did not go to church, God reached out to all of us by reaching out to me through this couple.



I believe God was working in our family when we did not even know it. We had no clue when we moved to Junction City that the Laytons would be our neighbors and that God would use them to connect us to Himself. Even though my parents did not go to church, God reached out to all of us by reaching out to me through this couple. He had planted a seed of faith in our previous generations, but it was not deeply rooted or growing by the time I came along. So He watered and nourished that seed in me as a child. Over a period of years, that seed of faith took root and began to flourish in our family. Now our faith is the most important aspect of our lives, and all of us are walking with God—even my dad, who once seemed the least likely person in the world to become a Christian.

No matter what we were going through, God had a plan for our family. First and foremost, He had a plan that would eventually bring each of us into a personal relationship with Himself through His Son, Jesus Christ. Second Peter 3:9 says that God is not willing for anyone to perish, which means He wants to bring every person on earth into a personal relationship of salvation through His Son, Jesus Christ. That included my parents, my brothers, and me—and it includes you.

Eventually, God’s big-picture plan for our family also included reconciliation between my parents, who now enjoy a wonderful, loving marriage. It involved great relationships among what is now a big extended family, as well as a position of influence through a television show—the last thing we could have ever imagined doing when we got kicked out of Arkansas.

Little did I know when we left Junction City that we would ultimately end up in West Monroe, Louisiana, a place where God would literally change our lives. Even though I faced hardships as a teenager—due to my own bad choices—and heartbreak as a young husband and father, I can say with conviction that God has been with me through every difficulty. Starting from the day I was born, God has turned the most bitter situations sweet. The journey has not been easy, but it has been rich and has now brought me to a place of happiness, peace, and the greatest love I’ve ever known.

When I think about what could have happened to my family and to me during those rough periods when I was young, I think about Romans 8:28: “We know that all things work together for good to those who love God, to those who are called according to His purpose.” For sure, not everything we went through was “good.” Some of it was very, very bad. But I can see now that God did work all of it together—using each experience as a part of a greater whole—to do something redemptive in our family.

If you or someone you love is going through a situation that seems hopeless, if things are so bad that it seems they can never be good—have hope. I am living proof that bad beginnings can lead to happy endings. God has a big picture in mind for your life, just as He did for my family and me all those years ago. Stay close to God, persevere through the hard times, and believe life can be better—and pretty soon it will be.
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A LITTLE BOY WITH BIG RESPONSIBILITIES

It is good for a man to bear the yoke in his youth.

—LAMENTATIONS 3:27

AL: With Dad hiding out in the woods, Mom moved the trailer and us boys to Farmerville, Louisiana, a little town about thirty miles from Junction City. The bar owners had specifically told her to leave the state of Arkansas, so we did, while still remaining fairly close to where we thought Dad was hiding out. From time to time, Mom would slip off to see Dad and bring him supplies and let him know how we were doing. But he never came out of the woods into town, and we kids didn’t see him at all during that time. I am sure my parents communicated in some way, but I was never aware of any interaction between them.

At that time, understandably, my mom grew extremely discouraged. I watched her grow sadder and sadder as her life became more and more difficult. She felt abandoned and alone, and she was under tremendous pressure to support and care for three growing boys. Now that I’m an adult, I can see that she was simply trying to keep our family together and that she desperately wanted to matter to my dad. She reached a point where she no longer wanted to live the life she was dealing with. Mom writes about a particular moment during this season of her life in The Women of Duck Commander:

In the midst of that low place, the darkest place I have ever been emotionally, with thoughts of sleep and rest filling my mind, through my sobs I heard the scurry of little feet headed toward the bathroom door. I could tell all three boys, in their house shoes, were coming to talk to me. Alan spoke first: “Mom, don’t cry. Don’t cry anymore. God will take care of us.” I was silent for a moment. Then I heard Jase ask, “Did she quit crying?” And I could hear Willie doing something he did often, making smacking noises while sucking on two of his fingers.

I spoke to my sons through the door. “I’m okay. I love y’all. I’ll be out in a minute.”

I then got on my knees and prayed, “God, help me. Just help me. I don’t want to leave these kids. I don’t know what to do or where to find You. Just lead me to somebody who can help me.”I

I remember that day vividly. And I remember telling my mother God would take care of us. Though that was a tragic, desperate moment, I can now talk about it lightheartedly and say it was my first sermon. When Mom said she was okay and came out of the bathroom, I knew my “sermon” had gotten a good response. Had I simply known to take up a collection, that moment could have been a sanctioned assembly!

Seriously, though, she now says that moment was her turnaround. That dark place was where she finally started searching for God. Over time God answered her prayers in amazing ways. Nothing remarkable or spectacular happened immediately, but our lives slowly began to change.



Nothing remarkable or spectacular happened immediately, but our lives slowly began to change.



But things didn’t get better right away; they only got worse. Dad eventually came out of the woods and joined us in the trailer in Farmerville. Dad had the skills to survive in the woods. He was great at living off the land. But once he came back to the trailer, he had to get a job, and that was a challenge for him. He finally went to work on an offshore oil platform—one week on and one week off. The job paid well, but it created an inconsistent family life because Dad was gone two weeks of every month. When he was home, he spent his time hunting, fishing, and drinking. He was in a full-blown downward spiral and none of us could do anything about it.

By this time, I was in about the fifth grade but still only eight or nine years old because I’d started school so early, and Jase was in kindergarten. Mom was working for Howard Brothers (Korie’s grandfather’s company) in West Monroe, about forty-five minutes from Farmerville. Every day, Jase and I rode the bus to and from school, and Willie, a toddler, stayed with a lady who ran a small day care.

I remember thinking, Dad is gone all the time. Sometimes he comes home from work, but even when he’s home he’s not there. We have no dad, and our mom doesn’t get home from work until six o’clock every night. I was young, but I perceived the problems in our family accurately. I not only perceived them, I felt responsible for dealing with them.
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