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John Washburn, Age 16, Knotts Berry Farm, California
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WARNING | Do Not Read This Book, unless you are professional personnel, such as psychologists, Licensed Clinical Social Workers (LCSW), sociologists, psychiatrists, university students in this career field, and other legal professionals.  Or, unless you are using this book for professional study for an accredited university degree, or college degree program. | If you are not one of the above Do Not Read This Book; this book, specifically its therapy content, could result in various harm to you. | This is a Text Book, for case study work, counseling work, therapy work, and etceteras.

Everyone has a story. | Well, here’s mine. | Hope you profit in some way.

“‘But you said to me,’ returned Estella, very earnestly, ‘God bless you, God forgive you!’ And if you could say that to me then, you will not hesitate to say that to me now - now, when suffering has been stronger than all other teaching, and has taught me to understand what your heart used to be.  I have been bent and broken, but - I hope - into a better shape.”
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Author’s Note

This book version is for professional personnel, such as psychologists, Licensed Clinical Social Workers (LCSW), sociologists, psychiatrists, university students in this career field, and other legal professional personnel only.  This book is not authorized to be sold in any other way.  Only qualified trained professional personnel that have the knowledge, skills, abilities, and talents to properly understand the many aspects this career field, and of this book, and utilize this book in their therapy practice to help other people (e.g., clients), are authorized to purchase this book, and to have access this book, for use in their professional practice.

This is a Text Book, for case study work, counseling work, therapy work, and etceteras.  

To reemphasize, this book is not to be sold in any other manner, fashion, or way.  Selling it in any other way, other than to students in this career field and professionals to use in therapy, treatment, and counseling, is not authorized, and is not legal.  

Any selling and use of this book for university class professional study, for an accredited professional university degree, or professional college degree program, is authorized by the author.

Therefore, only trained, skilled, professional personnel with a degree, and that are qualified, and university professional students in the career field, are authorized to purchase and use this book in their practice.

John Washburn

Author

Purpose of This Book

The purpose of this book “Growing Up An American Boy!  For Counselors Only” is to assist, help, aid, and support professional personnel, including professional counselors, to aid, assist, and help their clients.  This help includes (the list is not all inclusive):

	Learn.

	Recognize.

	What helps.  (See Appendix D, Okay.  So, What Helped?)

	Recover.

	Heal.

	Gain vision for the future.

	Live a healthy today.

	Being a good citizen. 


––––––––
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ADDITIONALLY, ANOTHER major purpose of this book is to help, and assist, in stopping (or reducing) the child abuse, in its various forms, that occurs today.  Let us work together to educate our people, family members, and other people, to help stop (or reduce) the child abuse that occurs today.  Let us educate to produce healthy family interaction, family critical teaching, and a healthy family life.  I had just turned age 6 when my older brother Sonny (Gerrard) abused me severely, for weeks, and months on end.  See Appendix C below.  No child should be subjected to such a horrific childhood experience.  Let’s work to make it so.
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Do Not Read This Book, unless you are professional personnel, such as psychologists, Licensed Clinical Social Workers (LCSW), sociologists, psychiatrists, university students in this career field, and other legal professionals.  Or, unless you are using this book for professional study for an accredited university degree, or college degree program.  


If you are not one of the above Do Not Read This Book; this book, specifically its therapy content, could result in various harm to you.
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This book is dedicated to my counselors,

fellow therapy and counselling students,

and progressive professional personnel,

all working to make a better world.
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Everyone has a story.

Well, here’s mine.

Hope you profit in some way.
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“‘But you said to me,’ returned Estella, very earnestly, ‘God bless you, God forgive you!’ And if you could say that to me then, you will not hesitate to say that to me now - now, when suffering has been stronger than all other teaching, and has taught me to understand what your heart used to be.  I have been bent and broken, but - I hope - into a better shape.”
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~ Great Expectations by Charles Dickens, pages 684 and 685.

“We are each profoundly affected by our family life, ...”

~ Come, Follow Me – For Individuals and Families, year 2021 page 7.

Like Estella, I also have been bent and broken, yet I hope also it has been into a better shape.

The Author

Brief Explanation

The Appendix C contains the Personal Development History (PDH), which is clearly designated by age (e.g., Age 6).  In the body of this book, you’ll be directed to Appendix C, for example “(see PDH Age 7 in Appendix C)” that points the reader to the corresponding aspects, parts, and facets for therapy use, located in Appendix C.  

You will notice that this book is written with all the therapy, and educational information, in the Appendix chapters below, especially Appendix C.  This was done intentionally.  As you read from Chapter 1 through Chapter 12, that was how my life to family, friends, and other people, presented itself (i.e., it looked like a healthy life).  My life was lived in that image, yet the sexual activity, including the abuse when I was age 6 onward, was placed in a large safe that only my brother Sonny (Gerrard) could open, or I could open.  In other words, the sexual activity in my childhood, including the age 6 abuse I went through, was a secret.  It is a therapy technique to help you realize that some abused people, especially abused in their childhood, live that way.  Perhaps it is a self-preservation mechanism in our minds.  You can work to help your client to feel comfortable to disclose their secrets, be relieved from the burden of it all, and to live a healthy life.   
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Preface

While writing various many books, and viewing the long list of books that I had in the process of writing, it was time to decide which book to first focus on and complete.  Working a list of approximately seven books that made the top of the list, a few days of pondering, thinking, meditating, and praying to our God Almighty, gave me insight to make a decision.  

In choosing to place Growing Up An American Boy! on top of the list, the powerful strong feeling was one that this was right.  It was clear that this book was the one that needed to be completed at this time.  This book is non-fiction.  Also, this book was written, over approximately a ten-year time frame, with the purpose to edify, enrich, entertain, encourage, record family history, let my family and friends know that I truly love them, and to bring fun to the souls that read its pages and view its photographs.  Life is good.  

John Washburn

America

2020

Acknowledgments

A big hearty “Thank You!” goes to all my various many teachers that instructed me throughout the years.  There is nothing like a wonderful teacher that teaches with love.  In Tucson Arizona, Mrs. Yarborough in Kindergarten did just that, and I frequently remember her genuine kindness, caring, tender teaching, and aura of goodness; and there were many other teachers throughout the years that taught with love also.  I thank them all.

I thank my family members that encourage me to write my various books.  It is wonderful to know that family support is really there and that they care.

I give a big “Thank you!” to my dear sweetheart wife Susan, especially for her pure love.  Also, a thank you goes to our five children Johnny, Michael, Megan Courtney and Chelsea.  Family is what life orbits around.

A grateful “Thank you!” goes to all my friends in life.  The friends throughout my life, including the ones named in this book, have made a vast impact on my life with deep appreciation.  Friends make life verdant, full, cheerful, wonderful and happy.  And that’s a vast understatement.  Thank you my dear friends.

Distilled Key Points Extracted From Counseling Therapy That Helped

Items that therapy revealed to me, that sincerely helped me in life going forward, are below.  

Obtaining a qualified counselor that was trained in the subject, attending the counseling sessions, accomplishing the weekly projects, and studying, was the key factor, and helped immensely.  Below are various items, many learned in therapy, that helped greatly.

Note:  A book could be written on each subject.  Researching a subject, and finding books, and other resources on the subject, may be helpful to you.

	Feelings.  Learning to recognize all of my feelings, not simply some of the feelings that I had, and to acknowledge, realize, and understand that all my feelings exist, and are real.  

	Value and Esteem of Yourself.  Learn that you as a human being have much value, and that you can regard yourself with respect, and to even prize yourselves in a positive way.  
	Value.  Think of a twenty-dollar bill that was found in the garden dirt when the gardener was planting flowers.  The $20 bill still has the value of twenty-dollars.  The $20 bill has much dirt on it, is crunched up, and is quite messy.  Yet, the $20 bill still has the value of twenty-dollars.  The gardener washes the $20 bill with the garden hose, takes the $20 in the house, flattens it out, places it on a paper towel to dry, and it is as good as new.  That is the same with you.  You have much value.  

	Esteeming Yourself Highly.  Learning to esteem (i.e., regard, respect, have a good opinion) yourself highly has excellent benefits, for you, and for the people that you come in contact with.  Understanding that you have worth, and that you can think of yourself highly, brings confidence, sureness, assurance, buoyancy, and self-reliance, that generates heathy positive living in all that you do in life (i.e., your work, family life, recreation activities, etceteras).



	Healthy Behavior.  Feelings drive behavior, and understanding various feelings, and funneling those feelings into healthy behavior was beneficial.  
	Work.  The value of work, not only at the job site or office, yet also at your residence, provide healthy quality value in life.  

	Attitude.  Having a good outlook on life, resulting in a positive optimistic attitude, bring healthy living.  

	Belief In Self.  If you think you can, you are right.  If you think you cannot, you are right.  Simply said, put your mind to achieving healthy goals, and you will accomplish and achieve positive good things in your life. 



	Thinking Errors.  Learning the reality that human beings have various thinking errors, frequently on a daily basis, helped understand the appearance of a thinking error, and how to correct thoughts.  Simply said, a thinking error is justifying something wrong, improper, illegal, or incorrect.  Taking that thought, and moving the thinking into healthy, beneficial, helpful, and good thoughts, improves your lifestyle.  

	Cycles.  Learning about the many different cycles in life was quite beneficial.  For example, see Appendix E below regarding a healthy cycle.  
	Positive Cycles.  Various positive cycles exist in your life that will help in living a healthy, well, and sound life.

	Negative Cycles.  Identifying the negative cycles in your life will help identify the mitigating (i.e., easing, softening, abating) thoughts and actions that will negate (i.e., deny, cancel, remove) the negative cycles.



	Goals.  Writing important goals on paper, and some on 3” x 5” cards, brought focus in life, and to accomplish something good.  Setting a reasonable goal, working towards that goal, and accomplishing the goal, brings about sound satisfaction in life.  

	Healthy Family Life.  Living life with family members, encouraging them in the various aspects of their life, feeling grateful for them, and living a healthy lifestyle with family members was a good thing, and is a good thing.  

	Addiction Study.  Learning about addition and the various aspects at how addiction traps our life into a downward spiral.  Avoiding addition behavior brings healthy living.  
	DVD:  Pleasure Unwoven, www.instituteforaddictionstudy.com and www.pleasureunwoven.com review and study of addition.  This “Pleasure Unwoven” project, is a solid in-depth study of addiction.  

	Book:  Alcohol Anonymous.  Even if you have not drunk alcohol drinks, this book helps us understand addition, and what addition does to a person.  

	Addiction Recovery Books and Classes.  Learning firsthand about addiction, and using skills learned, bring recovery and healthy living.  



	Anger Management.  Human beings sometimes get angry.  Understanding where the anger comes from, and managing that anger, was helpful. 	Events in life trigger anger.  Where is the anger coming from?

	Physical cues, behavioral cues, emotional cues, and cognitive cues to anger.

	Strategies to manage anger.

	Anger control plans, such as timeouts, talking to a friend, or exercise help.

	Relaxation through breathing. 

	Understanding aggressive, assertive, and passive, and using assertive living.  



	Belief in God.  Having faith in God, praying to Him sincerely, then getting up and working to help God answer those prayers, was beneficial.  Reading scriptures helps with this.  Also, even though He is in heaven above, it is nice and good to have a friend, One that is understanding and helps.  

	 Healthy Recreation.  Understanding that recreation and diversion is important to a healthy mind and body, will be beneficial to your life.  Diverting (i.e., departure, deviation, change, alteration) from necessary work and household chores brings a healthy balance to your life.  

	Healthy Diet & Exercise.  Maintaining a healthy diet each day, including obtaining the protein required for health, brings the strength and health needed to achieve.  



We as human beings, people, need a tasty, good, healthy choice of foods to enjoy that include carbohydrates, proteins, and fats.  Also, we need healthy exercise.  


	Carbohydrates.  Carbohydrates provide the energy we need to get going, and the fuel our brain needs to work well.  One Gram of Carbohydrate equals 4 Calories.

	Proteins.  Proteins are used to build up your muscles and other tissues of your body.  One Gram of Protein equals 4 Calories.

	Lipids (Fats and Oils).  A little bit of fat is needed to keep our skin and hair healthy.  Too much fat and oil cause the buildup of fat in our body, resulting in overweight.  One Gram of Fat equals 9 Calories.

	Water.  Clean drinking water is a key factor in maintaining a healthy body.  Drinking enough water each day brings good health.  

	Exercise.  Exercise is good for us in many ways.  Approximately 15 minutes of exercise each day can be quite beneficial to our good health.  When you have the time during the week, approximately 1 hour of exercise is very good for you.  
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Christine, Mary, Joanne, Margie, & John Washburn - Summer 1969

Chapter 1 Arizona, New Born to Age Five Years

IT IS REAL.  I GREW up an American boy.  What an adventure that has been.  Developing as an American boy was an escapade of a lifetime.  The proverb, “It takes a village to raise a child” is accurate.  I was blessed to have family, friends, teachers, and the town to help grow-up.  Living with seven sisters was quite the educational experience, to say the least.  As an Arizona desert boy, I grew up thinking summertime was always hot at 120 degrees Fahrenheit (120° F.) in the shade, all over and across America.  Hot was good.  Hot was wonderful.  Hot meant summertime!  Hot meant swimming!  Hot meant fun!  Hot meant baseball!  People, just like me, simply jumped into the swimming pool to cool down, and then sometimes enjoyed a flavorful treat afterwards.  My brothers and sisters taught me that as one of my first lessons.
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Karen, Claire, Gerrard (Sonny), Geralyn (Gege) Washburn & Friends - 1956
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Joan Washburn - Mom, 1963

MOM (JOAN PRONOUNCED Jo-Ann being named after the movie star of the 1920s & 1930s) was wonderful and enjoyed making times fun for me, my seven sisters, and two brothers.  Mom took me when about four months old, to the local school during the photography day and requested that the photographer take a picture or two.  Later Mom explained that she took all us children when under a year old to get photographs, during the school portrait day in autumn time when school started up for the year.  My mom is most special.
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John Washburn – October 1963

BEING BORN IN TUCSON Arizona at the Tucson Medical Center in the Northern area of Tucson on 11 June 1963, it was time to grow.  It was time to grow in many ways, physically, mentally, emotionally, spiritually, socially and etceteras.  Growth is all packed into life.  An older brother Steven said, “I remember going to the Tucson Medical Center to pick you up as a newborn baby with dad when I was about 8 years old.”  Dad and Steven drove in the family automobile together to bring Mom and I home.  Living with my father, mother, brothers and sisters in a house on Otilia Drive in Tucson Arizona from birth in 1963 to about 1965, was the start.  Then, our family moved into a house across the street on Otilia Drive that was next door to the Vasquez Family from about 1965 to 1969.  The names of our family members are: John Stephen Washburn [dad], Joan Mary Resler Washburn [mom], Karen, Claire, Gerrard (Sonny), Geralyn (Gege), Steven (Steve), Mary Theresa (MaryBell), Christine Ann (Chris), Joanne Rose (JoJo), John (John John, then later Johnny), and Margaret (Margie) who was born on 13 August 1964.  Margie and I grew up together doing things together as brother and sister.  

One thing that I have learned during all my education and life experiences, is that no one sees life and things as you see it.  In other words, through your eyes and life experiences, you experience life, and no one else sees that exactly the way you do, except God Almighty.  Simply, through the angle of your vision, your hearing, your smelling, your tasting, your feelings, your sensing, and your interpretation of it all, no one else does that except you.  So be patient and caring with other people as they might not see things quite the way you do.
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Washburn Family (Dad’s holding me) - August 1964

The fun of Arizona sunshine, warm weather, blue sky, fluffy white clouds, allowed for a lot of outdoor play and activity.  Christmastime was even sunny and bright.  During Christmas in 1967 Christopher Kringle gave a red Radio scooter for a present.  This scooter was just right for a four-year-old boy.
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John John Washburn, 1966

MY FAMILY CALLED ME John John quite frequently.  Mom would call me John John.  Dad would call me John John.  My brothers called me John John.  My sisters called me John John.  My friends called me John John.  It seemed like our little doggie called me John John.  Well, that was the name I grew up with.  Enjoying the Arizona sunshine, I played with a biplane; and I still remember that airplane.  I liked that biplane.  Airplanes were wonderful machines.  It was fun seeing Snoopy fly his doghouse on television.  Being fond of aircraft of any kind, it was enjoyable to look out the window in the evening and see the airplanes flying with their lights blinking.  There was nothing like an airplane.
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John John Washburn with a new Radio scooter as a Christmas present - 1967

DURING THAT CHRISTMAS in 1967 Christopher Kringle delivered a red Radio scooter for my present.  Yet, that Christmas morning I saw that every one of my older brothers and sisters received a new bicycle from Santa Claus and I questioned to myself, why did they all get bikes and I did not?  Hum, in wondering why (not realized that I was only age 4 and small in size) that a bike was not there for me to ride, young feelings of disappointment and sadness surfaced.  My dad saw this, and he brought me to my new red Radio scooter and attempted to cheer me up, and then took a photograph of me on my scooter.  Well, life was good.  At least it was sunny and approximately 75 degrees Fahrenheit that Christmas Day.  I could at least ride my red Radio scooter down the sidewalk without any snow blocking the way.  Good times.  

During this time of being age 3 and 4 years of age, I frequently would have a dream of coming to earth.  I would be flying towards earth, seeing the clouds from above, going down through the clouds as I got close to earth, and seeing the housetops.  I then would fly closer to the housetops, and one house I got close to the roof, while traveling about 30 to 40 miles per hour (MPH).  In traveling down to the house, I would touch the rooftop with my feet and all would go dark.  I would then wake up from my dream, and muse over the dream.  I had the dream, the same one, frequently.  As I often had the same dream at age 3 and 4, I then would think, “Why am I having this same dream over and over again?”  I mused over the interesting dream.  As I grew older, I realized that the city was Tucson in Arizona.  It was a desert, blue sky, fluffy white clouds, and it was Tucson, Arizona.  The house I touched with my feet while descending was on Otilia Drive.

The poet William Wordsworth wrote:


Our birth is but a sleep and a forgetting: 

The Soul that rises with us, our life's Star, 

Hath had elsewhere its setting, 

And cometh from afar: 

Not in entire forgetfulness, 

And not in utter nakedness, 

But trailing clouds of glory do we come 

From God, who is our home: 

Heaven lies about us in our infancy!


From Wordsworth’s poem titled:  Ode: Intimations of Immortality from Recollections of Early Childhood

We would go to the park and feed the ducks.  My sister Margie and I would go to the ponds edge and drop pieces of bread into the water and watch the ducks eat their food.  One day the White Peking duck nibbled on my fingers as I handed it the piece of bread.  This was a strange sensation and somewhat hurt.  I did not like the duck bite.  From then on, I was apprehensive of the ducks and kept my distance.  I simply learned to toss the bread onto the water.  Besides, it comes back toasted.
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Margie & John John Washburn - 1967

GOING TO THE DAVIS-Monthan Air Force Base to enjoy the air shows was an annual event.  I received the opportunity to grow a deep love for our country America, the US Air Force, and for aircraft.
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Margie, Steve, John John, Mary and Christine Washburn - 1966

F-4 Phantom at Davis-Monthon Air Force Base in Tucson, Arizona

GOING TO DAVIS-MONTHON Air Force Base in the southern area of Tucson once a year and watching the jet aircraft fly was captivating, impressive, and unique as a young boy.  One year the SR-71 Blackbird took off from the runway and went up into the sky on a straight path until we could not see the plane any longer.  Large freedom planes flying fast were the show.

On 11 June 1966 at age 3 I remember a birthday party that my beautiful mother held for me, with Margie my sister, and our two friends Alex and Ramona Vasquez attending.  The birthday card had a big orange color 3 on it and that is clear in my memory.  Being invited it was good that Ramona and Alex Vasquez came to the party.  I remember my sweet kind mother, with the birthday cake with three candles on the table, read to me my birthday card, showing the large 3 on the front of the card to me.  Mom traced the 3 with her finger and read the card to me in a cheerful voice.  One of the cartoon characters Pixie and Dixie were on the front of the card with the 3.  I remember the 3.  We had a fun time.  And I still have the birthday card.
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Birthday card 11 June 1966

WE LIVED NEXT DOOR to the Vasquez family, a very kind and wonderful friendly family to our family.  Alex Vasquez was my friend.  Alex and I were the same age.  Louie and Thea Vazquez, their papa and mama, made the most delicious homemade hot tamales and mild tamales in the American West.  Mr. and Mrs. Vazquez were ever so kind, along with their sons and daughters which were kind also.  

During July 1967 while age 4 Sonny (i.e., Gerard) and his friend Greg Vasquez helped me get ready to go swimming at the local large swimming pool.  Many of our family members were going swimming and were coming along with us to the pool.

Sonny and Greg brought me into Greg’s bedroom and gave me a small swimming suit to put on.  I took the small swimming suit into my little hands and thought, “This is too small.  This won’t fit me.”  At that, I told both Sonny and Greg that it’s too small.  They told me, “Put on the swimming suit.” and continued talking with each other.

I undressed and attempted to put this small swimming suit on my age 4 body.  Yet the swimming suit was made for a one-year-old person and it would not fit.  For a while I struggled to pull the tiny swimming suit up past my knees, and it went barely past my knees, and it would not go further.  For a couple minutes I kept struggling to pull up the small swimming suit, yet it would not budge another inch.  

Eventually, both Sonny and Greg heard my struggling efforts and saw that the swimming suit was way too small for me.  They said, “Oh, take that off and put this one on.” and they both tossed a swimming suit over my way that would fit.  I took the tiny swimming suit off and, with a sigh of relief, placed the swimming suit on that fit me well.  Sonny and Greg looked at me in approval that it fit well.  At that, off we all went to the large swimming pool on that hot summer day.  I enjoyed swimming.  I always enjoyed swimming.  

Here in Tucson during this time, our family would drive our automobile to the A&W Root Beer Drive-In hamburger restaurant.  
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A&W Root Beer Drive-In Restaurant

AT THE A&W ROOT BEER Drive-In, Mom or Dad would order everyone a hamburger and a cold frosty mug of Root Beer soft drink.  In the hot summer, this was a tasty treat.

While age 4 in the summer of 1967 I awoke to a Saturday morning.  In the living room the television was on showing cartoons.  Sitting on the living room couch I watched TV enjoying the cartoons.  Television was certainly a part of many Americans lives, including mine.  After a few hours of staring at the TV, one of my older sisters whisked me outside and told me to, “Go play.”  I walked on the concrete of the carport, and everything outside looked hazy and fuzzy to me, even though it was not hazy there in Tucson.  It’s never hazy in Tucson.  After a few moments went by, my eyes adjusted and everything became clear to me once again.  I correlated the hazy fuzzy feeling to watching TV during the morning.  Wow, TV was a hypnotizing picture tube, even if it was a black and white TV.

In the summer of 1967 while age 4 my good friend Alex Vasquez and I played in his backyard having some fun.  This was a time that the Vasquez family had a construction project for their home addition underway.  While I was running in their backyard, I tripped and fell into broken glass, my left hand smacking the concrete patio slab, and the broken glass went into the palm of my hand.  I looked at my left hand and wondered why red liquid was all over my hand.  My hand felt numb and in some pain.  The Vasquez family immediately took me home.  My dad took me to the doctors, and they removed the glass.  The doctor bandaged my left hand after placing stitches on the wound.  Arriving at home my kind sisters had me sit on the couch and watch television with them.  They were nice.

(see PDH Age 4 in Appendix C)
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Blue Chip Stamp Books & Stamps - 1967

DURING AUTUMN IN 1967 while age 4 Mom brought out the Blue Chip Stamps with the Blue Chip Stamp books.  While looking at these books with their blue stamps I asked Mom what they were used for.  Mom explained that the stamps are used to buy items at the Nickel and Dime Store.  In studying the books, I saw that the stamps could be pasted in to fill up the page.  I wanted more stamps to fill up the page since it only had some stamps on the page.  Mom said that when we buy items at the Five and Ten Store, we get the stamps and then we stick the stamps to the page.  Wow, this was great; and maybe we could get some ice cream bars with these stamps.

While age 4 during the summer of 1967 I noticed a book in our family bookcase.  I took the book from the bookcase, set it on the table, and looked at it.  I flipped through the pages and looked at the different photographs.  The book was titled, The Boy A Photographic Essay (1964 by Book Horizons, Inc., Book Adventures, Inc. New York, NY).  After looking through the book, I closed the book, the front cover facing up.  At that moment, my dad looked over at me and said to my mom and other family members nearby, “What’s he doing looking at that book?  He’s not supposed to be reading that book.  Take that from him.”  A family member took the book and that was the last time I was allowed to read it; I suppose I was simply too young.  I felt somewhat confused at the whole situation.  I wondered if I was supposed to be reading books.  Oh well.  I went and played with my friend Alex Vasquez.

“Ah!  Happy years!  Once more who would not be a boy?  Byron” (1964 by Book Horizons, Inc., Book Adventures, Inc. New York, NY, Preface).

That book did point out some key elements of growing up as a boy.  “To a boy, boyhood is timeless and eternal.  There seems to be no tomorrow.  To the adult observer, boyhood lasts but a fleeting moment; it is gone in the twinkling of an eye.” (1964 by Book Horizons, Inc., Book Adventures, Inc. New York, NY, Preface).  What the editors wrote quoted here is an accurate assessment.  

Even though I was quite little, I enjoyed reading books.  Frequently I would read various books from our family bookcase.  Also, as the years went by, every once in a while, I would take the book mentioned above from the bookcase and read it.  I enjoyed learning.  I asked many thought provoking questions on how things, such as cars and radios, worked.  It seemed to me that I was on a quest to learn.

It was the summer of 1968 while age 5.  During the open swimming season at the community swimming pool, my brothers and sisters would take me along to the swimming pool.  I remember swimming in the large pool.  After hours of swimming, I remember the strong hunger appetite for food that I had acquired from the swim.  The tasty treats at the snack bar were present and I longed for eating a Banana Moon Pie, especially when other children were buying them and eating them.  I was simply hungry.  Sometimes I would get a Banana Moon Pie, and it was yummy.  Yet, the many days we spent at the community swimming pool were generally enjoyable.  
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John John Washburn, Alex Vazquez, Margie, Joanne, Friend; Vicki, Geralyn (Gege), Christine, Ramona, three Friends, & Mary Washburn - 1967

NOTE THAT I REMEMBER that my oldest brother Sonny (i.e., Garrard), who took the picture, asked me more than once to hold Alex Vazquez’s arm.  I did not want to so I did not.  Yet, then Sonny demanded sternly that I hold Alex’s arm prior to taking the picture.  I remember feeling very uncomfortable and thinking, “Why hold my buddies’ arm?  This is not what we do”.  Yet, to comply, I reluctantly held his arm, and the camera shutter was clicked.

While age 5 during the summer of 1968 my family watched on our RCA black and white television (TV) set the 1963 movie The Lord of the Flies broadcasted over the local TV station.  As my dad, sister Joanne, myself and other family members watched the motion picture in our living room in Tucson, Arizona, being inquisitive as I was, naturally I had many questions.  I asked some of my questions to my dad.  My sister Joanne made fun of various scenes of the movie and laughed, almost to scorn, those scenes.  My dad answered my questions, yet many times his answers were simply not adequate.  Being that young age, I did not know it was an analogy and allegory of the human id (i.e., unconscious psyche of instinctual impulses and demands for immediate satisfaction of primitive needs), and how a civilized people could turn into a bunch of savages.  After the movie was over, I went out and played with my friends.

During September 1968 I went to Elementary School in Tucson Arizona, attending Kindergarten at age five.  The first day of Kindergarten was a fearful and scary adventure for me.  As a child age five I went through the first school day, feeling like crying the whole day, yet holding in the cry.  When walking to the parking lot to be picked up by my dad, I saw my dad; I ran out of line, past the parked cars, into the parking lot, and ran as fast as I could run to my dad, crying the whole time during the running.  My dad was on a little Honda-50 motorcycle, got off and picked me up.  My teacher, being very concerned that I ran into the parking lot, ran over to us and spoke with me and my dad and explained to me to not run into the parking lot since the cars could drive by and run me over and hurt me.  My teacher used a lot of body language, including pointing her arm at the parking lot, parked cars, and area.  Being still frightened, initially I was somewhat confused hearing all the adult words; yet after hearing and seeing it all I generally understood.  I obeyed and never ran into the parking lot again.  I felt good at doing what my teacher wanted.  My teacher was very happy with me in the following days.  
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John John Washburn – Kindergarten, October 1968

AROUND NOVEMBER 1968 while age 5 I started walking home from school.  One morning while getting ready for school, my dad put my sheriff badge on me, a large five-point star badge on my shirt.  I felt it was goofy, I did not want it, and yet I allowed it to be there.  After school I walked home, which included walking in back alleyways.  Three larger boys approximately ages 11 to 12 were walking towards me.  I felt afraid.  I’ve never seen those boys before.  One of the boys, kindly said to the other two boys, “Look at the little boy.”  The three boys stopped and one talked to me, the one boy that noticed me, and kindly said a few words to me.  I then showed them my star Sherriff badge.  They played along with me and had fun.  The boy talking to me said to the other two boys, “Look, look here.  See his Sherriff badge.  Watch out, he will get you.”  And at that I went after the three boys and they played along and all got scared and frightened, then we all laughed.  The three boys were kind and sent me on my way, in a friendly, good words spoken, pleasing manner.  They were extremely kind to me.  

During the winter of 1968 while age 5, at school our kindergarten teachers would teach us nuclear war air-raid drills.  When we heard this one siren, with its own particular sound, which we heard over the loud speaker, we would know that the cold war USSR communist nuclear warhead missiles were on their way, and to quickly take cover under our desks.  Then later take cover in a fallout shelter.  The fallout shelters had their own unique sign.  We all practiced together the air-raid drills at school.

While age 5 around January 1969 I stepped outside to enjoy the fresh Arizona air, and started counting out loud from one to the next number two, then three, and on from there.  I wanted to see how far I could count.  So, I continued counting out loud, four, five and on and on.  I got up to 10 and it was great.  Then 11, 12, 13, 14 and on and on.  In reaching 50 it was simply amazing.  Then I kept counting, 51, 52, 53 and on and on.  Soon the numbers were multiplying before my mind like the stars in the night sky, 97, 98, 99, 100 all out loud.  Being quite happy about it I ran and told my sisters that I counted to 100 all by myself.  Now, see if you can do that.

Later, our family moved into a house about two blocks away from Otilia Drive in Tucson Arizona, for a few months in the spring of 1969.  Here we lived while we prepared to move to South Carolina.  I played with my various new friends on the block.  One was a boy a few years younger than myself; I was age 5 and soon having a birthday in June, and he was about age 3 or 4.  We played together at different times, yet my personality and his personality did not mesh well together and we quarreled sometimes, and I think it was mostly my issue, impatience, frustration, not understanding, and unkindness towards my new friend being younger than myself and acting accordingly—a normal way to act for an age 3 or 4 boy.  Perhaps I was used to playing with Alex Vazquez who was my same age, and we were such good friends playing together so well, and now we moved and Alex was not there to play with.  Later in my life I felt bad for not playing nicely with my new younger friend.  I hope that he is well, happy, prospering, and doing well.

(see PDH Age 5 in Appendix C)

Chapter 2 South Carolina, Age Six to Seven Years
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Age 6 John Washburn – June 1969

MY BEAUTIFUL MOM SAID that when we moved into the house in Greenville, South Carolina, the next-door neighbor’s dad spoke loudly, “Those dam Yankees moving in here!”  They were still flying the Confederate States of America flag in that there South Carolina, even next door.  Their son Bill would throw items at us and yell, “Those dirty Yankees.”  Well, what a culture shock and quick initiation to the South.  Perhaps they were still fighting the Civil War.  Yet one day, my mom explained that Mrs. Paine came over in haste and asked my mom to drive their son to the emergency room to have his severely cut hand and arm tended to, as she (i.e., Mrs. Paine) did not drive.  My Mom drove them to the emergency room and her son received good care and healed up.  After that Mrs. Paine and their family were nice to us Arizona desert people.  This was a good thing.

My dad now attended dental school at Greenville Tech to earn his degree to work as a dentist.  During the time in South Carolina my dad frequently taught me, and my brothers and sisters, about good dental hygiene.  Sometimes dad would put me in chair, have me open my mouth, and work on my teeth with unique sharp dentist tools.  One day dad took our family to a Greenville Tech dental fair, where we learned more about good dental hygiene.  My dad’s dental college was the main reason why us Arizona desert people moved to South Carolina in the heart of the deep South.  What an incredible varied experience it was, even as an age 6 man-cub.

I noticed that after moving to South Carolina that my family called me simply John or Johnny.  That’s what my family called me from then on.  I don’t know what brought on the change, yet it was alright with me.

On approximately the 24 July 1969 I watched the Apollo 11 moon landing and hours later Neil Armstrong stepping onto the Moon.  Our family went over to Uncle Ernie’s home, in Spartanburg, South Carolina, and enjoyed bar-be-cued hotdogs as we watched the Apollo 11 Moon events.  Uncle Ernie Washburn, a doctor in dentistry, was always very kind to me, and he allowed me to watch him prepare and bar-be-cue the hotdogs on the bar-be-cue grill.  Uncle Ernie and his wife Judy with their son Rusty were hospitable.  Uncle Ernie lightly sliced the hotdogs in a round upward rotation, like a barber pole.  As the hotdogs cooked on the grill, they became distinct with the slice on them.  They looked interesting, yet they were still good tasting hotdogs.  Well, this was baseball, hotdogs, apple pie and the moon landing.  Then the time arrived where the television showed Astronaut Armstrong step onto the Moon and say, “That’s one small step for man; one giant leap for mankind.” which stirred the entire family into a “Wow!” moment in time.  In Uncle Ernie’s living-room we talked about it much.  This was quite the impressive moment with my family.

Our family move to Greenville, South Carolina sent me to a very poor-quality public school with an extremely abusive black teachers for first grade and part of the second grade.  (Note that back in 1969 I frequently heard black Americans called Negro.  Some of my friends in class were black and they were simply my friends.  Being so young I did not know what was going on socially.)  The teacher would physically abuse all of us students (e.g., hit, smack, shake violently, break yardsticks over heads, etceteras).  I think I did not learn much in that South Carolina public school.  It was quite fearful, painful, frightening, and horrific.
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Gerard (Sonny) Washburn – September 1969

IN SEPTEMBER 1969 WHILE age 6 I enjoyed playing on our inclined concrete driveway.  I would ride my truck down the gentle slope and stop before the road.  My oldest brother Sonny had his photograph taken in the afternoon looking west on the driveway.  Sonny would frequently spend a lot of time with me.  South Carolina in Greenville had a lot of trees including pine trees and was green and beautiful.

(see PDH Age 6 in Appendix C)
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John Washburn - 1st Grade, October 1969

DURING OCTOBER 1969 while playing outside with my new friends we enjoyed playing hopscotch.  The chalk on the sidewalk made good squares of hopscotch.  Mom made us our own little beanbag to use for our games of hopscotch.  It was fun.  Then we started paying jump rope.  We’ve played jump rope many times before.  As one friend jumped rope, they sang, “Johnny by the ocean, Johnny by the sea, Johnny broke a bottle and blamed it on me.  I told Ma.  Ma told Pa.  Johnny got a licking and a ha ha ha.  How many Lickings did Johnny get?  One.  Two.  Three.  Four.  Five.  Six.  Seven.” and at that rope got tangled around my friend’s feet.

As two of us held the rope and turned the rope, my friend started jumping rope again, and sang, “Not last night but the night before, 24 robbers came knocking at my door.  As I ran out (running out of the rope), they ran in (another friend running in).  This is what they said when they all got in.  Spanish dancers turn around (turning around).  Spanish dancers touch the ground (touching the ground).  Spanish dancers do the splits (doing the splits).  Spanish dancers call it quits.”  With that sung, my friend stopped jumping rope.  Then it was my turn, and I had a fun day jumping rope with my friends.

During an afternoon after school a bunch of us boys got ready to play tag.  One of my friends had us put our fisted hands in as we stood in a circle.  With his fist, he touched each fist as he said each word, saying, “Engine engine number nine, going down the Chicago line; if the train should jump its tracks, do you want your money back?  Yes or no?” stopping on the boy with the word “back” he thought and then said, “Yes.”  Then our lead friend touched each fist as he said each letter, saying, “Y, E, S spells yes and you are it.”  With that we all ran and played tag.  The friend that was “it” tried to tag each one of us as we had fun playing in the afternoon.

We lived in a middle-class neighborhood in a house in Greenville, South Carolina from the summer of 1969 to about the spring of 1971.  Christmas time arrived in December 1969 and I remember the excitement of the holiday.  On Christmas Eve at approximately 8 P.M. I was looking out the living room window, as I often did look at the sky and airplanes which I loved to see fly.  I saw the blinking light of an aircraft flying, which I knew was an airplane.  Yet, I jumped up and ran to the sofa saying, “I saw Santa Claus and Rudolph's red nose flying in the sky.  It's time to go to sleep!” and I pretended to be asleep on the sofa.  My mom and dad were humored and cheered by this activity and gently talked to me explaining that Santa was not arriving just yet.  About that time the doorbell rang.

One of my parent’s friends, a very nice lady named Dee (the switchboard operator at my mom’s work at Greenville Tech) dressed up very well as if she was going to a dinner party, was at the door.  Mom and dad invited her into our home and talked, and in the mist of their discussion explained my Rudolph's red nose sighting and Christopher Kringle detection and locating in the sky.  I bashfully responded with a nod of my head and blinking of my eyes.  The tender and kind lady, about age 29, very kindly talked with me, and understandingly comforted me about Santa Claus.  She made me feel good while talking with me.  This kind lady Dee made the Christmas holiday even more fun and exciting than I could have expected as a little child of age 6.  Fun!  May God Almighty bless that sweet lady.

While in South Carolina in the springtime of 1970, after my dad heard me ask for a BB gun frequently, my dad took me to the store and purchased a single pump Daisy BB gun for me.  At age 6 my dad taught me how to load the BB gun with several BBs.  Yet, I had the knack for loading the BBs very well, and my dad said, "Okay then.  You've got it."  I then went across the street into the forest with tall pine trees.  The tree squirrels built their nests in the branches of the pine trees up high.  Having the BB gun ready I had fun shooting at the squirrels.  I may have hit one or two of them with this low powered one pump BB gun, yet I had fun trying to get the many tree squirrels.
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Single Pump Daisy BB Gun

DURING THE SUMMER OF 1970 while age 7 I enjoyed playing with the large boy about age 13 that lived a few houses down the street.  One day we noticed the many large milkweeds that grew alongside the road.  We each broke a milkweed off, held it as a sword, and started a sword fight.  This was fun!  After sword fighting for a while, the milkweed became all broken, in which we both went and got new milkweed swords, and the battle continued on.  After a couple hours of sward fighting, the street was littered with a very large amount of broken milkweeds.  After having our fill of sword fighting, we both went and played with something new.  Later in the evening, good old dad sent me off down the street to put all the milkweeds into the trash can.  Externalities of milkweed sword fighting, oh well.  (see PDH Age 7 in Appendix C)

While in South Carolina our family moved to a middle-class neighborhood into another house approximately a mile away, from about the Spring of 1971 to the Summer of 1971.  This house was located about a block away from the Whitlock's home.  Our brother Steven married Sherri Whitlock.  The schools were better here; and I had white Caucasian teachers that were kind, nice, and helpful.  Accordingly, a huge load was taken off me while I learned at school.  I felt good being relieved of the stress and being able to learn in school once again.

While at this new school while age 7 I met June, a beautiful girl in my class.  Every time I looked at June it was like beholding a wonderful dream, and her name was even heavenly to me.  I loved June and I loved her name.  I enjoyed playing with June and being near her; she was so beautiful.  I felt an attraction to her, which seemed like an aura emanating from her to me and surrounded us both when I was near June.  She was so extremely beautiful.  June’s aura made me feel such peace, serenity, love, goodness, and happiness; and I always wanted to be near her.  June was very kind. 

In August 1970 while age 7 I was playing outside with my large dump-truck, large enough to ride in along the sidewalk.  Very many children my age played along the street also.  While playing on the sidewalk a neighbor girl age 7 would frequently play with me.  One day I noticed that she would kiss the top my head quickly and then resume playing as if she did not kiss me.  She was frequently near me when I was playing outdoors, giving me attention and was playing close with me.

As the week went on, she frequently would play with me on the sidewalk and kiss me quickly on the top of my head.  I simply let her kiss me, not minding it.  One day while riding in my dump-truck, she enjoyed pushing me along the sidewalk while kissing the top of my head.  As we went down the sidewalk, she stopped pushing me along, and kept kissing my head.  Then this sweet doll kissed the back of my neck, and then kissed up my cheek and over my forehead.  I simply let her kiss me.  As the sweet girl kissed me on my face, I turned to look at her and I smiled at her.  She stopped kissing me, noticed that I recognized that she was kissing me, and then we were simply friends after that time onward.  Life is good.

During this time in South Carolina in September 1970 while age 7 our local neighbors, an African American family (during those years they were frequently referred to as black) had several sons.  One son they called Rooster (a nick-name, yet that was the only name I heard him called) about my age invited me to his house, and then to their strawberry farm.  I went to their small old shack, and Rooster’s mother asked him to “Go and get flower water.”  Rooster picked up a metal pail, had me walk with him to the nearby stream of clear water, filled the pail with water, and brought the full bucket back to his mom.  Later I learned that the water was used as their household water.  We then hiked for about a mile to their strawberry patch farm.  Once there we picked strawberries, which were the size of about a dime, and hiked back to their shack.  Rooster became my friend.  Seeing firsthand the poverty of various people in South Carolina (there were other families living in similar conditions) opened my mind to the economic discrepancies here in our country.  My young heart was torn.  I had many questions.

There in South Carolina in the city of Greenville there were a lot of trees, and I noticed many pine trees.  Our mom treated us children with much love.  Here in April, Easter time was fun to get candy and a blue bunny.  It was fun getting a blue bunny rabbit for Easter.  Also, it was good to feel love from our mom.
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John, Margie, Christine, & Joanne Washburn - April 1970

MY MOM WAS BEAUTIFUL and enjoyed sharing time with my younger sister Margie and I.  While in South Carolina I lost my two front teeth.  Mom taught me about the tooth fairy.  Yet I wanted my two front teeth for Christmas.  Eventually I got them.  
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John, Joan (Mom), & Margie Washburn - 1969

MY MOM WAS ALWAYS SO kind to me.  Sometimes mom would set her hair in the fashionable beehive hairstyle.  She was a special mom, an all-American mom.
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Joan (Mom), Karen, Margie, John, & Steven Washburn – 1969

IN SEPTEMBER 1970 I attended second grade at the local elementary school.  The current South Carolina school was not pleasant.  The black teachers were flat out mean.
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John Washburn - 2nd Grade, October 1970

DURING JUNE 1971 OUR family prepared to move back to Tucson, Arizona.  I wanted to ride with my dad and be with him in his big truck.  Yet, my dad told me to ride with mom in the Pontiac Ventura two door automobile.  As we crossed the bridge over the Mississippi River, I noticed the railroad tracks built onto the side of the bridge.  Yet, the railroad tracks were at a slant and sloped downward some.  I thought that the train would fall off into the river if the train crossed on those tracks.  We kept driving and the long drive across the United States of America took about three days.  Yet, we safely arrived in Tucson.

Chapter 3 Arizona Again, Age Eight to Fifteen Years

Our family moved back to Tucson Arizona into a house on 1995 West Wetmore Road, from the summer of 1971 to the autumn of 1972.  There I attended school in the third grade and started fourth grade prior to our move to northern Tucson.
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Joanne, Joan (Mom), John, Margie, & Christine Washburn - 1971

MY DAD TOOK OUR FAMILY to Flagstaff, Arizona many times.  We would explore the mountains and visit the Fish & Wildlife Manager in the area.  Dad was friends with the Ranger for the Arizona Fish and Wildlife Department.  Going to the ranger station in the Flagstaff mountains, seeing the many wildlife items, including deer and American elk (wapiti) was interesting.  From age 8 to age 14 Dad took me up to Flagstaff many times.  Flagstaff was always a beautiful place to visit.  

Mom gave birthday parties and worked to make it a fun time for us all.  Turning age 8 our mom invited our longtime friends, the Vasquez’s over for birthday party fun.  It was wonderful to see Alex Vasquez once again.  Mom had us all blow our party whistles and she took the picture.
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John Washburn, Alex & Ramona Vasquez, Joanne & Margie Washburn - 1971

ANOTHER DAY, AND ANOTHER birthday party our mom threw for us all.  What a fun age 8 birthday party.  Three of my sisters enjoy the sunshine on the truck with me, along with some friends of the family.  The summer sun in Tucson was hot and enjoyable in June.
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Margie, Claire & John and Joanne Washburn & Friends - Summer 1971

IN JULY 1971 WHILE age 8, my family went to Mount Lemmon up on the top of the Santa Catalina Mountains with Ray Greesmer, his son Gus, and his other family members.  Our family went on many road trips, and this was one of them.  Traveling in our automobiles up the windy curving road, we eventually arrived at the top in the forest of beautiful pine trees.  The air was remarkably cooler up here than the hot desert Tucson.  At the campground, we had a tasty picnic.  Afterwards all of us played a game of charades.  During my turn I imitated being a hunter with a rifle and they guessed it right quickly.  Gus was a healthy young man with blond hair and was about age 15.  Gus had a turn in which he placed down a large blanket on the pine needle covered ground, laid on the blanket, pretended to sleep for a while, then started to snore for a while tossing and turning.  During Gus’s simulation no one could guess his charade.  After a long time of many incorrect guesses, Gus finally explained that he was imitating sleeping on his parent’s new king size bed.

A few of us men walked down to the lake nearby and one of us men shot a large goose on the water for their dinner.  The goose simply floated lifeless on the lake.  The wind was calm and the lake was flat with no waves.  After thinking for a while concerning how to retrieve the game bird, they asked Gus if he would wade into the lake and bring back the goose.  Gus agreed to take off his shirt and pants to keep them dry and then walk into the lake, in which his parents agreed.  While standing close to the water at the shore of the lake, I turned around and saw Gus walking towards me.  Gus walked right past me and into the lake, and when the water was approximately up to his waist Gus turned around to us and said, “It’s cold.”, with request for empathy in his speech.  Gus then turned around towards the game bird, swam out to the goose, picked up the game bird, swam back to shore, and walked back out of the lake.  I thought, that was nice of Gus to get all wet to pick up the game bird.  Gus Greesmer was always nice to me, and he had a kind disposition and a friendly personality. 

(see PDH Age 8 in Appendix C)

Retrieving the game bird fit right in with Gus’s gentle, giving, serving personality.  Gus was always there to help in a good way.

After our day in the Santa Catalina Mountains, we drove down the windy road back to Tucson.  When nearing the base of the mountain the hot air blew our hair.  It was a wonderful family trip to the top of the mountain.

During July 1971 while age 8 I noticed an AM / FM radio in my bedroom.  I felt that I should turn it on and listen to the radio stations.  It was on FM so I moved the dial needle along the FM scale sampling the radio stations.  Many of them I did not like.  I came across KCLB a country and western radio station, and I liked what I heard.  I listened to some songs for a while.

During the evening when my mom was having me go to bed, I asked if we could listen to some songs on the radio.  Mom said, “Yes.” and I turned on the radio.  After listening to several songs, Mom said that it was time to go to bed.  I enjoyed the radio and asked if we could listen to one more song.  After Mom agreed to listen to one more song, I crawled into bed and with a lot of happiness went to sleep.

In September 1971 while age 8 soon after school started, a blond hair boy in my class came up to me and talked with enthusiasm with me.  He asked me many questions, including where I live.  In explaining where I lived, he was interested and asked me to come over to his house.  His name was Michael Grove.  Not knowing where Michael’s house was, he told me that his house was only five or six houses down the street where I live.  It was good to have a new friend, Michael Grove, in my school class and we played together.  Michael invited me over to his house frequently.  It was good going to Michael’s house, and enjoyable, and we became very good friends.  We simply clicked together, and we became solid good friends.  Michael wanted me to play with him often and invited me over to his home regularly.  We had a bunch of
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	https://www.byuradio.org/episode/9e0139d0-b29d-42b4-a36e-c10a7e4dd6a0/thinking-aloud-my-madness







	John Stephen Washburn.  Father, deceased, passed away in May 2013, born in Wisconsin 13 August 1930. 

	Joan Mary Resler Washburn.  Mother, born in Wisconsin 29 September 1931.

	Karen.  Sister, born in Wisconsin 7 March 1950. 

	Claire.  Sister, born in Tucson, Arizona 4 September 1951. 

	Garrard (Sonny).  Brother, born in Tucson, Arizona 8 December 1952. 

	Geralyn (Gege).  Sister, born in Tucson, Arizona 26 March 1954. 

	Steven (Steve).  Brother, born in Tucson, Arizona 15 December 1955. 

	Mary.  Sister, born in Tucson, Arizona 11 August 1958. 

	Christine.  Sister, deceased, passed away in July 2009, born in Tucson, Arizona 1 February 1960. 

	Joanne (JoJo).  Sister, born in Tucson, Arizona 7 November 1961.

	John.  Author, born in Tucson, Arizona 11 June 1963.

	Margret (Margie).  Born in Tucson, Arizona 13 August 1964. 





























































































	Feelings.  Learning to recognize all of my feelings, not simply some of the feelings that I had, and to acknowledge, realize, and understand that all my feelings exist, and are real.  

	Value and Esteem of Yourself.  Learn that you as a human being have much value, and that you can regard yourself with respect, and to even prize yourselves in a positive way.  
	Value.  Think of a twenty-dollar bill that was found in the garden dirt when the gardener was planting flowers.  The $20 bill still has the value of twenty-dollars.  The $20 bill has much dirt on it, is crunched up, and is quite messy.  Yet, the $20 bill still has the value of twenty-dollars.  The gardener washes the $20 bill with the garden hose, takes the $20 in the house, flattens it out, places it on a paper towel to dry, and it is as good as new.  That is the same with you.  You have much value.  

	Esteeming Yourself Highly.  Learning to esteem (i.e., regard, respect, have a good opinion) yourself highly has excellent benefits, for you, and for the people that you come in contact with.  Understanding that you have worth, and that you can think of yourself highly, brings confidence, sureness, assurance, buoyancy, and self-reliance, that generates heathy positive living in all that you do in life (i.e., your work, family life, recreation activities, etceteras).



	Healthy Behavior.  Feelings drive behavior, and understanding various feelings, and funneling those feelings into healthy behavior was beneficial.  
	Work.  The value of work, not only at the job site or office, yet also at your residence, provide healthy quality value in life.  

	Attitude.  Having a good outlook on life, resulting in a positive optimistic attitude, bring healthy living.  

	Belief In Self.  If you think you can, you are right.  If you think you cannot, you are right.  Simply said, put your mind to achieving healthy goals, and you will accomplish and achieve positive good things in your life. 



	Thinking Errors.  Learning the reality that human beings have various thinking errors, frequently on a daily basis, helped understand the appearance of a thinking error, and how to correct thoughts.  Simply said, a thinking error is justifying something wrong, improper, illegal, or incorrect.  Taking that thought, and moving the thinking into healthy, beneficial, helpful, and good thoughts, improves your lifestyle.  

	Cycles.  Learning about the many different cycles in life was quite beneficial.  For example, see Appendix E below regarding a healthy cycle.  
	Positive Cycles.  Various positive cycles exist in your life that will help in living a healthy, well, and sound life.

	Negative Cycles.  Identifying the negative cycles in your life will help identify the mitigating (i.e., easing, softening, abating) thoughts and actions that will negate (i.e., deny, cancel, remove) the negative cycles.



	Goals.  Writing important goals on paper, and some on 3” x 5” cards, brought focus in life, and to accomplish something good.  Setting a reasonable goal, working towards that goal, and accomplishing the goal, brings about sound satisfaction in life.  

	Healthy Family Life.  Living life with family members, encouraging them in the various aspects of their life, feeling grateful for them, and living a healthy lifestyle with family members was a good thing, and is a good thing.  

	Addiction Study.  Learning about addition and the various aspects at how addiction traps our life into a downward spiral.  Avoiding addition behavior brings healthy living.  
	DVD:  Pleasure Unwoven, www.instituteforaddictionstudy.com and www.pleasureunwoven.com review and study of addition.  This “Pleasure Unwoven” project, is a solid in-depth study of addiction.  

	Book:  Alcohol Anonymous.  Even if you have not drunk alcohol drinks, this book helps us understand addition, and what addition does to a person.  

	Addiction Recovery Books and Classes.  Learning firsthand about addiction, and using skills learned, bring recovery and healthy living.  



	Anger Management.  Human beings sometimes get angry.  Understanding where the anger comes from, and managing that anger, was helpful. 	Events in life trigger anger.  Where is the anger coming from?

	Physical cues, behavioral cues, emotional cues, and cognitive cues to anger.

	Strategies to manage anger.

	Anger control plans, such as timeouts, talking to a friend, or exercise help.

	Relaxation through breathing. 

	Understanding aggressive, assertive, and passive, and using assertive living.  



	Belief in God.  Having faith in God, praying to Him sincerely, then getting up and working to help God answer those prayers, was beneficial.  Reading scriptures helps with this.  Also, even though He is in heaven above, it is nice and good to have a friend, One that is understanding and helps.  

	 Healthy Recreation.  Understanding that recreation and diversion is important to a healthy mind and body, will be beneficial to your life.  Diverting (i.e., departure, deviation, change, alteration) from necessary work and household chores brings a healthy balance to your life.  

	Healthy Diet & Exercise.  Maintaining a healthy diet each day, including obtaining the protein required for health, brings the strength and health needed to achieve.  





	Carbohydrates.  Carbohydrates provide the energy we need to get going, and the fuel our brain needs to work well.  One Gram of Carbohydrate equals 4 Calories.

	Proteins.  Proteins are used to build up your muscles and other tissues of your body.  One Gram of Protein equals 4 Calories.

	Lipids (Fats and Oils).  A little bit of fat is needed to keep our skin and hair healthy.  Too much fat and oil cause the buildup of fat in our body, resulting in overweight.  One Gram of Fat equals 9 Calories.

	Water.  Clean drinking water is a key factor in maintaining a healthy body.  Drinking enough water each day brings good health.  

	Exercise.  Exercise is good for us in many ways.  Approximately 15 minutes of exercise each day can be quite beneficial to our good health.  When you have the time during the week, approximately 1 hour of exercise is very good for you.  



















	Site: https://americanspcc.org/child-abuse-statistics/






	Site: https://internationalcap.org/abuse-neglect-info/statistics/






	Site: https://www.who.int/news-room/fact-sheets/detail/child-maltreatment
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	What Are the Signs of Sexual Abuse in Boys?






	Is It OK for brothers to have sex when younger?









	Facts About Sexual Abuse of Boys
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