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    Introduction



    Jimi Hendrix began life in Seattle, Washington. Born on November 27, 1942
    and christened with the name of Johnny Allen Hendrix, the future Jimi
    Hendrix was brought into a world of great change, turmoil, and conflict.
    World War II was still raging in full force with Hendrix’s father,
    23-year-old James Allen “Al” Hendrix, stationed at Fort Rucker, Alabama,
    unable to attend his son’s birth. At first, the only way he could receive
    word of his son’s latest developments was by way of telegram and the U.S.
    Postal Service. Al would not be allowed sufficient leave to see his son for
    the first few years of his life.



    Jimi’s mother Lucille was young—a wild child herself—and typically more
    interested in partying than family life. From the beginning, raising
    children was just not something she seemed willing to take on
    wholeheartedly—a fact made abundantly clear when she would walk out on her
    husband and children just a few years later. Nevertheless, Jimi would never
    hold any grudge or ill will against Lucille and even dedicated a song after
    her. Called “My Sweet Angel,” the song generously omits the negatives and
    focuses on the positives of a mother who was loving when she was there and
    who always gave her “smiles away for free.”



    Jimi Hendrix’s parents had a stormy relationship from the start, and even
    the very name that Lucille had chosen to give her son had sparked
    considerable controversy. The fact that the child was given Johnny as his
    first name and Allen as his middle name was viewed as an insult by Jimi’s
    father, Al. This was all due to the fact that there was a certain
    longshoreman named John Page who Al had long suspected of engaging in an
    affair with his pretty young wife while he was serving in the army. This,
    in turn, led Al to consider that perhaps Jimi was not his son at all, but
    had been fathered by John during an illicit affair. He assumed that
    Lucille’s choice of the name Johnny was in direct reference to John Page
    and a clandestine salute to his paternity. But this was something that both
    Lucille and her sister Delores adamantly denied.



    Perhaps it was due to the consternation with which Al viewed his son’s
    given name that for the child’s first few years of life no one wanted to
    call him by it. Early on, his aunt had begun calling him by the nickname of
    “Buster”—a homage to the funny “Buster Brown” cartoon character—and it
    stuck. It became a matter of course that if you didn’t want to make little
    Johnny’s dad mad, you better call him Buster.



Chapter One



    Off to a Rough Start



    “Pretty soon I believe people will have to rely on music to get some kind
    of peace of mind, or satisfaction, or direction.”



    —Jimi Hendrix



    While her husband was away, Lucille was practically a single mother.
    Struggling for even the most meager of resources, she and Jimi often
    bounced around from place to place. Lucille lived with her sister half the
    time, and half the time she found places to live elsewhere. For work, she
    would get part-time waitress-type jobs at local eateries and bars. While
    she worked she would leave Jimi in the care of her sister, mother, or
    whatever friend or relative may have been available.



    One of these family friends came to know just the kind of careless abandon
    that Jimi’s mother would often leave him in. She would later testify in a
    court deposition that she found Lucille’s mother Clarice with Jimi right
    after Lucille had dropped him off and departed for the evening. It remains
    unclear exactly what transpired beforehand, but the child was apparently
    freezing cold—so cold in fact that his diaper had frozen solid. Lucille was
    apparently not in the habit of changing the child’s diaper frequently, and
    the remnant of urine had hit the cold Seattle air and painfully froze to
    Jimi’s form. It doesn’t seem that any legal action was taken from this
    report, but it leaves us with a powerful insight into just how neglected
    Jimi may have been. His mother’s ability to take care of him both
    financially and emotionally was often few and far between.



    It wouldn’t be long before Lucille grew weary of standing on her feet all
    night at local dives and hangouts, and she soon began to look toward a man
    for financial support. It was now 1943 and the war was still raging full
    force; her activity wasn’t too uncommon for a young woman in her situation.
    No one knew exactly when it would all end or how it would turn out, and
    many young women with husbands long gone overseas despaired that they would
    never see them again—and in fact, many didn’t. But Jimi’s father Al would
    survive the war, his wife’s integrity, however, would not. Shortly after
    his deployment, she turned back to her old way of life of partying with her
    friends and latching onto a string of men for support.



    To add to Al’s fury, it wouldn’t be long before Lucille would begin an
    adulterous affair with the very man that Al suspected was Jimi’s (or little
    Johnny’s) namesake—the longshoreman named John Page. Apparently quite taken
    with the attractive young Lucille, Page had at first showered her with
    attention, but it wouldn’t be long before Page would change his tune from
    devoted romantic to possessive controller. Soon enough, his kiss was
    replaced with his fists, often sending Lucille to the hospital. However, in
    the 1940s, domestic violence was not taken too seriously, and in the
    climate in which Lucille lived, victims of domestic violence were mostly
    ignored.



    The only way she got away from this abusive lover was when he was locked up
    in prison for separate charges. He had apparently taken Lucille out of
    Washington across state lines to Oregon, and due to the fact that Lucille
    was still a minor at the age of 17, he was charged with “transporting a
    minor over state lines.” Incredibly, even though none of the beatings John
    Page dished out were found to merit prosecution, this one simple trip over
    state lines managed to put him away for five years.



    Al in the meantime, completely in the dark as to what had been happening
    while he had been away, began to have his pay from the army sent directly
    to Lucille and Jimi. But this extra cash only seemed to serve as a resource
    with which to help Lucille to sustain her reckless lifestyle. Jimi was just
    a baby, but he had it rough from day one.



    By the time World War II ended in 1945, Jimi Hendrix was three years old
    and still had yet to meet his father. Al arrived home with several hundred
    other soldiers by way of a military freighter pulling into one of Seattle’s
    busy ports. To say it was an uncertain time for all members of the
    immediate Hendrix family would be an understatement. Al, who by now had
    been informed of his wife’s less than ideal behavior, had begun the
    paperwork for a divorce before his ship had even arrived.



    He didn’t know what was awaiting him when he landed anymore than Lucille
    could fathom what this war veteran’s reaction would be when he laid eyes on
    her and her son. Even though little Jimi didn’t quite have the capability
    to understand what was happening around him, he no doubt sensed the
    inherent importance of this meeting as well. Would his father accept him?
    Luckily, all of the fear, worry, and doubt between the three of them seemed
    to melt away when Lucille presented her son to Al. If Al doubted he was the
    father prior to his arrival, these feelings were immediately dispelled when
    he gazed into his son’s eyes. He felt an immediate connection and kinship
    to Jimi, and even without the benefit of a paternity test, he knew deep
    down in his heart that this was indeed his son. Still, Al had missed the
    first three years of Jimi’s life, and the two had quite a bit of catching
    up to do.



    With Al discharged from the army, the family’s immediate financial
    situation looked rather bleak as well—so much so that well-meaning,
    concerned friends of theirs offered to take Jimi off of their threadbare
    hands and adopt him, raising him as their own. Things were so dire that as
    much as the idea tore at his heartstrings, Al had to at least consider the
    option. Speaking of the generous arrangements that these family friends had
    offered and their apparent genuine affection for Jimi, Al spelled out the
    situation in a letter to his mother. He told her, “They are so attached to
    him, and love him so, and he’s used to them too, it’s a shame to take him
    away, but I love him too. But after all, he’s my son, and I want him to
    know who his daddy is—he calls me daddy all the time now.” Toward the end
    of the letter, Al concluded, “I’d never forgive myself for it, so when I
    leave here he’ll be with me.”



    For the immediate future, Al also decided to abandon his ideas of divorcing
    his wife. It seemed that after surviving a warzone, Al was determined to
    settle down and try and make his family work.



Conclusion



    The Woodstock Music and Art Fair, later shortened to simply Woodstock, took
    place on August 18, 1969 and was the pinnacle of late 1960s hippie culture.
    As Hendrix took the stage, the announcer actually mistakenly referred to
    his group by the old moniker of The Jimi Hendrix Experience, prompting
    Hendrix’s famous correction. Taking the microphone, he told the crowd, “We
    decided to change the whole thing around and call it Gypsy Sun and
    Rainbows. For short, it’s nothin’ but a Band of Gypsy’s.”



    Hendrix’s new ensemble had only been practicing together for a short time
    when they mounted this famous stage; nevertheless, the performance was one
    of Hendrix’s most memorable ever. Most striking was his electric guitar
    rendition of “The Star-Spangled Banner.” Hendrix’s take on the U.S.
    national anthem complete with distortion and feedback made to emulate the
    explosions of bombs bursting in air seemed to personify and encapsulate the
    mood of the country at the time, which was in the grip of the Vietnam War
    and internal strife. Hendrix was expressing his patriotism for a nation
    that he duly acknowledged to be complex and complicated, yet one he deeply
    loved.



    After Woodstock, Hendrix returned to Britain where he spent much of his
    time prepping his new band, his new album, and his new tour. Sadly, none of
    these plans for the future would come to fruition. Jimi Hendrix would be
    found unresponsive in his then-girlfriend Monika Dannemann’s apartment on September 18, 1970 at age 27. He was the apparent
    victim of a drug overdose. Just like his mother before him, Jimi Hendrix’s
    life was tragically cut short, but he lived it on his own terms. In the
    words of Hendrix himself, “I’m the one that’s got to die when it’s time for
    me to die, so let me live my life the way I want to."

