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First, I have to say that I’m not famous, never won a major award, and didn’t even graduate from college. I’m just an average person who could be your next-door neighbor, co-worker, or the person who makes your latte at a coffee shop. 

I have mulled over whether I should write about my life for many years. And if I did, how should I best put it together? I always thought, other than being a closeted transgender person all my life, I had a normal childhood, and why would anyone want to read about that? However, now that I have reached a more “mature” age, I look back on my upbringing and realize it was, at times, far from normal. Or at least I have come to the conclusion that if it was indeed average, then it damn well shouldn’t have been, and too many people have had a pretty messed-up time growing up.

I do not feel that my childhood environment, the people that have been a part of my life, or the many different ways I’ve been treated were in any way an influence on me to be a trans person. If it hasn’t been said enough by others who have already blazed a path before me in sharing the stories of their own transitions, being transgender is how I was born. It's not a choice or something you grow to become. Contrary to popular belief, you can’t just take a pill or drink a cup of bug juice. It is not contagious, not something you catch by being around trans people, and it certainly was not something I was taught. Being transgender is no different from someone being born left-handed.

I know this example is used a lot in arguments about whether being a transgender person is a choice. And I’m not saying this to go off on some tangent about how many transgender people are right- or left-handed. I’m also fully aware that the comparison between the two is nowhere near equal in the severity of discrimination a transgender person faces versus a left-handed person. However, up until the early 1900s, those who were left-handed were considered evil and inferior, just like transgender people are being labeled today. I remember my father telling me that when he was in school, the teacher tied his left hand behind his back and forced him to write with his right. (I hear echoes of “Pray the Gay Away”.)

I merely bring up the phrase to state we have absolutely no choice in being left-handed or what color eyes we have. It’s just how we’re made. Being a trans person is no different.

Although it was not a choice, being a transgender youth growing up in such environments, I believe they had an impact on how I reacted and protected myself through whatever experiences and situations life hit me with: I haven’t survived through life thus far without a few unwise choices, but yes, I said survive. In some ways, it was a matter of surviving by staying under everyone’s radar to ensure I didn't inadvertently link myself to my true feminine self. I also say survive because, growing up in the 70s and 80s, most, if not all, of the things I witnessed or read about someone being transgender or a transsexual were all negative. I have lived my life in a constant state of fear of being who I really am.

The “male” I portrayed was nothing more than a part I created to please those around me in the various situations and environments I found myself in. Just as a writer creates a protagonist for their story using different personality traits from characters in mythology or other references, I wrote, created, developed, and portrayed the protagonist in my life story. Just as we see actors playing parts in movies or on television, we have no idea what they're like in real life. I, too, played a character every single day so no one would ever know who I really was.

Honestly, with some of the shit I went through growing up, I often wonder how I have made it this far through life without being in prison, on drugs, or dead. I have made it through some pretty dark times in my life. Depression and dysphoria alone have caused major struggles all along the way. Sadly, although I made it this far without finding myself in really dire situations, I am far from being unaffected by what I have lived through. I still feel the scars and suffer from my life choices and reactions to this day.

Please know that by no means am I saying I had it worse than others. I’m not interested in turning my life into a pissing contest with others over how hard they had it growing up. I am fully aware that there are tons of others out there who have had it way worse than I ever did. The difficulties I had growing up were rough for me, but they could have always been worse, far worse.

A major problem I see today with my survival is that I “sleepwalked” through life. There were a ton of things I would have liked to do, but fear kept a paralyzing grip on me. I kept my head down. I never let anyone get close to me. In fact, I know I made sure to keep my distance from several people. I did just enough of the required tasks to get through them and move on to something I wanted to do, which was usually just being alone and escaping my reality in various ways. This echoes throughout my life. Not just being a trans person, but simply being a human being on this earth and never feeling like I fit in.

I would escape through movies, television, music, and books whenever I could, just to get me through the most difficult times. With the imagery of Marley from Dickens’ A Christmas Carol, I feel I have many weighted chains of my own that I fight to shed as I continue to better myself.

This book represents one such chain. Probably one of my heaviest and longest. In telling my story and sharing things I’ve kept to myself for decades, I hope to be relieved of its weight and the constant burden of hiding from life out of fear.

So, why did I finally decide to write my story? What happened to the fear that has kept me hidden for so long? Well, I have worried for such a long time about what others would think of me if I were to come out. How would they react if I told them I’m a trans woman? Would they hate me, never speak to me again, or treat me with disgust?

Well, I guess the old adage, “The older I get, the less I care” is a major part of why I’m finally writing my story. I mean, I’m over 50 now. I’ve had a colonoscopy, a prostate exam, and I’m only a few years away from being able to order from the seniors’ menu in some restaurants. This, along with getting such strong and positive responses from those I’ve shared my truth with, I have felt fear’s chokehold loosen to the point where I’ve grown weary of not living.

I’ve adopted a saying, and I don’t know who to give proper credit for its origin, but it has become my motto more and more every day. “Behold the field in which I grow my fucks. Lay thine eyes upon the land and see that it is barren.” And yes, I do use swear words from time to time, and they will appear scattered throughout this book. I don’t believe to any great extent, but I feel that a well-placed swear word is good seasoning to a sentence occasionally. Oh, and while I’m at it, I should also mention I use references or metaphors from movies or TV shows to relate some events, situations, or feelings I experienced.

I believe I should also add a trigger warning. In getting it all out, I will talk about sensitive topics such as depression, suicide, and domestic violence. I know they’re not the most pleasant of topics: I procrastinated with writing about them for over four years until I finally got the strength to do it. But I wanted to make sure I mentioned that those topics are within these pages.

I’ve already been warned that this will be a great opportunity for me to get everything out, however, I should also be ready for the negativity I will get once it’s published. Being as old as I am, I’ve definitely seen a swing in the amount of support and acceptance the world has shown other transgender people. I believe today’s attitudes far outweigh the amount of negativity I saw back in the 70s or 80s. With the help of social media and living in the digital age, I find the hatred to be way more in your face than it ever was when I was growing up.

I’m writing this with the faith that more people whom I admire, respect, and appreciate will receive the story of my life with support and kindness than those who will not. Of course, given that being a member of the transgender community is still a much-debated topic in today’s society, there is going to be negativity, and probably no matter how much I “prep” for it, it will still hurt to some degree. However, I cannot speak for other trans people who have already come out and had their own negativity to deal with. I find strength knowing that I have a growing army of those whom I do respect and admire, who have shown nothing but support and love to me. That strength far outweighs the negativity that I am destined to face.

I have to say that I am boggled over the hatred for trans people in general. I would guess that a third of the people I blindly pass by every day would more than likely hate me if they knew just that one fact about me. That would be all they’d need to feel it’s acceptable to proclaim their hatred for “me and my kind” to my face in whatever manner they feel is justified. They don’t know me. They have absolutely no idea about anything else I’ve done or accomplished in my life. I don’t understand that logic at all. Sadly, it reminds me of a joke I heard. There are many versions of it out there, but here’s the one I remember.

A guy is sitting on top of a cliff overlooking his village, and his friend is sitting beside him. As they watch the horizon and see the sun go down over the quiet little village, the man looks at his friend and points down to a building in the center of the village. “Do you see that church? I built that church. Do the people call Gregory the church builder? No!” He then points down to the footbridge and says, “I also built that bridge. I made it possible for the people to get across the river and expand the village. Do they call me Gregory the bridge builder? No!” He leaned forward and pointed to the schoolhouse. “I also built that schoolhouse so the children would have a place to learn and play. Do they call me Gregory the School builder? No!” He leans back on the bench with a sigh, takes a sip of his coffee, then looks to his friend with anger in his eyes, “But you fuck one goat!”

Yes, it’s a funny joke. And yes, it’s extreme. And I’m in no way comparing transgender people to “Gregory the Goat Fucker.” However, when you look at the joke in relation to the world or the people around us, I can’t help but see it as a reflection of how people make instant judgments of a person just because they know one thing about them, completely overlooking the person’s accomplishments.  Hell, I’m guilty of it. I’m not proud of that fact, but it’s the truth. I could even go down the rabbit hole further and ask, Why are we like that? Why do we do this to total strangers every single day? I’ll save that for another time or another book.

Another motivation for writing this book came to me one night as I lay in yet another session of late-night doom scrolling. I came across a movie clip of a speech that I needed to look into further. As it turns out, it was a quote from Marianne Williamson’s book, A Return to Love: Reflections on the Principles of "A Course in Miracles." ​“And as we let our own light shine, we unconsciously give other people permission to do the same. As we are liberated from our own fear, our presence automatically liberates others.”

I came to the conclusion that this book is me, letting my own light shine and doing my best to liberate myself from fear. If my doing this allows just one other person to let their light shine, or if it liberates another from their own fear, then I have accomplished what I set out to do by writing this.​​

So, with all that being said, I commend you for picking up this book and opening its pages instead of just passing by it, thinking, "Oh, another transgender memoir." I hate the author because I hate transgender people. If you read this book and hate me after you finish it, then I’m okay with that. It’s a bit harsh, but I respect it. And I realize, and will mention it probably a couple of times in this book, I’m not everyone’s cup of tea. And that’s fine. There are many people who aren’t my cup of tea either. Do I hate them? No... Well, there is one exception to that, and you’ll figure that out later in this book. But other than that one person, I don’t hate anyone.

But how do I tell you all about me? How do I put it all together? Do I write it chronologically, mush it all together, or what? Finally, with the help of my ADHD, I came up with breaking it all down into sections: Where I’m From, Where I’ve Been, and Where I Am. In each of those sections, I will discuss various topics, including people in my life, events, or situations. Of course, these do not make up the entirety of my life but rather the highlights, things that have stuck in my memory all these years.

Events, people, and periods of time affected my life in different ways, and as a trans person, I reacted to them all in different ways. This is how I compartmentalized the emotions, reactions, and characteristics I’ve developed from each of them.

Every name has been changed to protect those who have come and gone throughout my life. Writing this book, I’m pretty comfortable with my life being under a microscope. However, I don’t wish for others in my life to be under such scrutiny. I do hope you can respect my wanting to keep those I love and associate with private.

The journey and transition for every transgender person is unique. This is my journey, and I appreciate you taking the time to travel through my past with me.
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After sending my spit to Ancestry.com, they sent me a report giving me my Ethnicity Estimate, saying my blood is as follows.  61% England & Northwestern Europe, 19% Germanic Europe, 12% Scotland, 3% Wales, and 2% Denmark, 2% Portugal, and 1% Sephardic Jews. There is a certain amount of pride that I feel as I write this. Those who know me know I have a great love for Scotland and the UK in general. And I loved the four-plus years I lived in Germany. However, getting this report was never really a surprise.

Ever since I am able to remember, our family has always been interested in where we came from. A saying, “You should always know where you come from,” buzzed around my family. My parents did years’ worth of genealogy for my grandmother’s maternal side of the family. And I, too, caught the bug for researching more of my family when I was in my late twenties.

Now, after decades of investigation, I can also say that I’m definitely American, with ancestors on both my paternal grandfather’s and maternal grandmother’s sides who came to this country before it was independent of English rule. I actually have relatives who helped settle the first colonies here and even a relative who helped to fund the Revolutionary War. I have ancestors who fought in most of this country's major wars, from the Revolutionary War to the Vietnam War.

I have relatives who range from business owners, pro sports players, and writers, to deep-woods mountain folk who still raise and kill their own livestock and make some of the strongest moonshine I’ve ever tasted. And even though most of my living relatives may disown me because I’m a transgender woman, I’m still proud to be descended from such diversity.

I don’t know much about my father’s parents. The man I grew up thinking was my grandfather turned out to be my step-grandfather. So, I know nothing of my actual grandfather except his name.

What I knew of my paternal grandmother wasn’t much more. She lived two blocks away. I knew she always had those cookies that looked like windmills. She had arthritis that made her hands rest funny on the table. I could always cheat when we played Finch together, and yes, she was that old lady who farted in the canned goods aisle at the grocery store. I was a witness to it several times. Other than that, I knew she was my dad’s mother, she was my grandmother, but we called her Mom, and that was good enough for me.

Later on in life, when I found out more about my biological grandfather, although he was either not in the picture at all or was not around for very long. This discovery also led to learning about some possible promiscuous behavior by my grandma. I never really got any facts, but there were rumors.

My mother’s parents were similar in that my grandfather passed a year before I was born. However, I knew a great deal more of him than I did of my father’s stepdad. My mom’s father was an engineer. He did some work on the Panama Canal for a bit. He was a 32-degree Mason. And there were little pieces of my grandfather’s life all over my grandmother’s house. I still have his toolbox, which, to me, is pretty damn cool.

My mother’s mom was nicknamed Dutch, and I spent more time with her than I did with my other grandma. She grew up in the western part of Virginia. I have no idea where she and my grandpa met; however, after coming back from Panama, they settled down in Norfolk with two kids in tow. There were a ton of things I knew about her when I was a kid. She was extremely sweet. She was active with our church. She loved to travel and took my cousin and me to Washington, D.C., many times to visit the different Smithsonian museums, the zoo, and some of our relatives. I loved those trips.

She loved to watch her General Hospital, As the World Turns, and The Guiding Light in the afternoon, which I hated because she only had one TV, so I had to watch too. It was bulky, and she had the bunny ears antenna with the foil at the end, and the picture went a little fuzzy when a plane flew over her house. I’m not going to say, “Those were the days.” At the time, it sucked. I was a kid, full of energy, and I was bored out of my mind back then. But damn if I wouldn’t give my right arm to be able to have one more boring afternoon to sit with my Gramma Dutch and watch her shows.

She had the best pitcher for making bug juice, or to some of you, Kool-Aid. It was an old white plastic pitcher that had little flecks of something all over it and a yellow band around the top. The lid was the same white plastic with a yellow handle. Bug juice never tasted the same in any other pitcher and hasn’t since that pitcher was lost or thrown away.

She always made me pancakes in the shapes of different things. That famous mouse, a snowman, a caterpillar, stuff like that. She made the world’s best deviled eggs. Anytime she made them, we were lucky if there were still some left to serve with dinner. She showed me how to feed the birds on her back porch. And how to keep the squirrels away from the food for the birds. She loved owls and cardinals, and for the holidays, she always served this green Jell-O thing made in a bundt cake mold. It wasn’t clear Jell-O, it was a milky opaque green with bits of pecans and other fruit peeking out all around its surface. Yuck! And she loved fruit cake. Double yuck! Oh, and her house was hot as hell because she didn’t have air conditioning. I learned the value of a box fan every night I spent at her house during the summer.

There are tons of things I remember about my Gramma Dutch. She lived until I was in my twenties. I was in the Army and deployed when she passed, so I never got to say my goodbyes or apologize to her for driving her crazy when I was younger. It’s been over thirty years since then, and I miss her so much. Every time I see a cardinal, I always think it’s Gramma Dutch coming to check on me. I usually answer, “Hi, Gramma. I’m still here and doing okay.” Even if it’s just to myself.

From what I can gather, I don’t think my mother’s parents were happy with each other. I’ve been told drinking was involved. There was a lot of fighting between them, and I assume a number of other things, which led to them finally getting a divorce.

From the few stories I was told by my mom about their troubles, one of them was that Grandpa wasn’t happy with my Gramma Dutch and my mom’s older sister being heavier than he believed they should be. (Basically, fat shaming them.) With my mom being a thin girl, Grandpa would take her out and show her off while my aunt and Gramma stayed home. Grandpa would buy my mom nice things but didn’t purchase as much for my aunt and Gramma. Naturally, this created a separation in the family, and I believe it didn’t help my aunt and my mother’s relationship either.

In pretty much every picture I have of my aunt and my mom when they were around high school age, my aunt is always smiling, and my mom is always frowning. I think I have maybe two pictures of my mother when she was young, where she is actually smiling. It was almost like my mom was constantly pissed about something and refused to show a false front. Whatever it may have been, I believe my aunt and my mom didn’t really have the best role models for love and affection when they were growing up. This leads me to believe that how she was treated as a kid was reflected in how my mom handled different situations when I was growing up.

The two sisters really were polar opposites of each other. My mother was direct, rigid, a perfectionist, and could be confrontational. My aunt was more laid back and flexible about things, and from what I know, she does not care for confrontation all that much. My mother had had two marriages that both ended in divorce. My aunt has been happily married to the same man for over sixty years, and they continue to love one another through thick and thin. My mom had two children; my aunt had four. The list goes on and on.
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I was born in the summer of 1970 in a suburb of Virginia Beach, Virginia. I’ve been told I was a big baby at 9 pounds, 10 ounces. And yes, that makes me a proud Gen Xer.

A lot of cool stuff happened in August of 1970. The first all-computer chess tournament took place in New York. Christine McVie joined Fleetwood Mac. Janis Joplin played what ended up being her final concert at Harvard University. Jim Morrison was arrested for the last time, for Suspicion of Public Drunkenness on August 4th when police found him asleep on Eleanor Brough’s front porch. Then, on August 10th, Jim’s trial for “lewd and lascivious behavior” started in Miami. Willie “Pops” Stargell, of my beloved Pittsburgh Pirates, got three doubles and two home runs in a win over the Braves. Roberto Clemente, also of the Pittsburgh Pirates, got his second straight five-hit game. The second San Diego Comic-Con opened its doors. And Miriam Hargrave, a 62-year-old resident of Yorkshire, England, finally passed her driving test on the 40th try. Way to go, Miriam! We knew you could do it.

I also share a birthday with some pretty awesome people. Claude Debussy, who is one of my favorite composers. The amazing blues artist, John Lee Hooker. Author Ray Bradbury, best known for his book Fahrenheit 451. Actress Cindy Williams, whom I grew up watching as Shirley Feeney on the sitcom Laverne & Shirley. The awesome Debbi Peterson, drummer for the Bangles. The flat-out gorgeous and amazing singer Tori Amos. Actor Richard Armitage, who played Thorin Oakenshield in The Hobbit trilogy. Actress and seriously hilarious lady Kristen Wiig. Actor James Corden of the UK TV show Gavin & Stacey, and the guy who brought us Carpool Karaoke. Singer superstar Dua Lipa. And the Queen of the Kitchen herself, Giada De Laurentiis, who was born on the exact same day as I was. The list goes on, but yup, it’s a pretty cool group I belong to.

Being born in August, my astrological sign is Leo. Recently, a wonderful friend explained to me that I am a Leo with Gemini Ascendant. Basically, I’m cool with others having authority and telling me what to do. And to confirm, that is somewhat true. I’m okay with people telling me stuff to do, but don’t be an obnoxious ass about it. My moon is in Taurus, so I feel more comfortable sticking with the familiar, also true. And as a lunar Taurean, I persevere, sometimes too much, and I’m an extreme romantic. I guess this is true since I’ve made it this far, and I agree I’m a major romantic.

She also went on to tell me Lilith is in Leo for me. This basically means that I believe I should feel bad about trying to put my needs first, so I bury them to make others happy. When she told me that part, I was stunned because it is me in a nutshell.

I know a lot of people don’t put much stock in this type of stuff. However, after she told me all that and I read about a dozen descriptions of Leo traits, I’d say that it is a fair and quite accurate description of me, with only a couple of things that are off by a mile.

In hopes of giving you as clear a picture of the person I am on the inside, what really makes me tick, I felt it was a must to list some of the traits here, so I’m not working from one source. Again, I visited dozens of websites to collect this data. And because it’s on the “internets,” you know it’s true.

As a Leo, my color is supposed to be gold, yellow, or orange. This is incorrect. My favorite color is purple. Actually, I always say I have a bit of a purple problem. However, I do have a quiet appreciation for orange.

One website said my day is Sunday. This is a complete lie. Sundays are, and pretty much have always been, the worst day of the week for me. It first started out as the last day of the weekend, and the next day, I’d have to go to work. So, that sucks. More recently, caring for my mom, Sundays were not typically good days for her. Which makes for a rough day. And if Dee and I were to get into an argument, it usually happened on a Sunday. I am supposed to be most compatible with an Aquarius or a Gemini. This is spot on. I would have to say from my life experiences thus far, I lean more towards Aquarius than I do Gemini. My wife is an Aquarius, and she is my closest friend in the entire world. And my ex-wife is a Gemini. So, you tell me there’s nothing to this stuff.

My strengths are being creative, passionate, generous, warm-hearted, cheerful, and humorous. Correct on all accounts. I relate to every last one of these traits with great passion and enthusiasm.

Weaknesses include being lazy and stubborn. I admit it, I am lazy as hell. I have a shirt that reads, “I got so much procrastinating done today.” But I am not stubborn. As long as things fit into my logical way of thinking about how they should go or be, then I’m totally fine.

Likes are the theater. Abso-friggin’-lutely. Taking holidays ... every chance I can. Being admired ... well.... Expensive things ... I have extremely expensive tastes, however, I rarely make a purchase because I’m not wealthy enough. Bright color ... oh yeah, I love color. And fun with friends ... yes, but not too many at one time.

A dislike that really stuck out to me was facing difficult realities. There were some other things listed but I didn’t really agree with them. Honestly, facing a difficult reality has been the fuel of my fear throughout my entire life. As we progress through my life, you may notice it here and there, in various ways. Some are more subtle than others. But I assure you it’s there.
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As a wee child, I started out in my life thinking my parents were awesome. I was loved, told how cute I was, and wanted for nothing. But as I grew up, things were not so awesome.

MY DAD

My father’s early life is and has always been, somewhat of a mystery to me. He was born in Kansas but at some point ended up in Maryland where he lived for most of his life. I know he had a tough time in school. I know this only because he used to tell me stories like the one I mentioned in the introduction about his teacher tying his left hand behind his back. He told me how much he hated school because of this, and to be honest, I cannot blame him at all for that. Being a lefty myself, I would loathe having my hand tied behind my back. Hell, if a teacher did that today, they could end up in jail. Or worse yet, have some student grow up and write a book about it.

I know my father loved country music. So much so that he entered a contest where Johnny Cash was a judge or something. The details were again, a wee bit blurry. The end result was that he won and went to Nashville. Upon arrival in the country music capital, he met with The Man in Black who had to be reminded about my father being the winner of this contest. Johnny was in the process of leaving but recalled my father’s song and hastily introduced my father to a friend. Johnny’s friend was also a headliner at the Grand Ole Opry that very night. The friend asked my father to join him on stage as his guest. That started my father’s career in country music. It may have been brief by all accounts I heard about over the years, but still, he was in there with some of the major stars. My father would only name-drop a few when he caved to my constant badgering.

He was signed to Columbia Records for a while and then switched to Tree Records. He told me several times about recording at Bradley Studios, or The Hut, as he referred to it most of the time, because it was housed in a Quonset hut. He told me the Jordanaires sang background vocals for a few of his songs. And one of the coolest things to me about all of this was we had, and I still have, a 45-rpm vinyl record with his songs and his name on it. I just thought that was pretty friggin’ awesome.

His career was just getting started, and he was gaining some respect as a singer/songwriter when things went bad. According to my father, his manager stole a new song he had written and sold it to a more well-known singer at the time. My father was crushed by this betrayal and that was when he moved to the smaller label, Tree Records. He recorded two or three songs with them, then left Nashville for good.

Now, once again, the timeline of his life is confusing to me. I’m not sure of the correct order in which everything happened but I know somewhere in here he was married to his second wife. They had three kids together. Ted Jr., the oldest, Katrina, and Barry, the youngest.

After Nashville, he made his way to Norfolk, Virginia, and became a DJ at a country music station. He would spin records and play his guitar live for some shows. It was here that he met an attractive girl who handed out checks every payday. That’s right, my mom.

It was only recently, after speaking with my brother Barry, that I learned our father was still married to Barry’s mom when he met my mom, the attractive radio station admin. Similarly, my mom was also married to her first husband when she met my dad. So, basically, our father cheated on my brother’s mother with my mother. And my mom was cheating on her husband. Both of their previous marriages ended as my parents’ torrid love affair began. Did this make my mom and dad ... homewreckers? Whatever you would label it, or them, I was definitely baffled by the entire affair.

Added to the mix of things, my father was in a really bad car accident. I believe it was 1968 or ’69. He was in a late 60s Dodge van; the other guy was in an 18-wheeler. The collision ripped the driver’s side of the van off and my father along with it. His left side was wrecked, with major injuries to his arm and leg. It took a while for him to recover, but the injuries haunted him for the rest of his life. I think he was still recovering when my parents were married in 1969. About a year later, I would make my grand entrance into the world.

Dad played a bunch of instruments: the accordion, guitar, and keyboards. He sang songs when my parents’ friends would come over. He could build cool stuff like the furniture in our living room, the pantry in our kitchen, and he turned our garage into a neat den with a fireplace. He even had a job for a while building houses when I was first born. He could draw really well. Just an all-around creative guy.

He had a band that played at various local clubs on military bases and other locations, and the band practiced in the den. I mean, how awesome is that? Every week, a band would show up at my house and play songs from Neil Diamond, Tom Jones, and Elvis. That was when I found my musical love, the drums. But that’s a story for later on.

My dad fit the bill as well. Thick, wavy black hair with deep sideburns. A sweet farmer’s tan from wearing those “cool” V-neck, polyester short-sleeve shirts they had in the 70s. And he had that perfect nonchalant smile. It wasn’t a full smile, but one of those smolder smiles where you raised just one side of your mouth, so your smile was just shy of a smirk. Yeah, he was awesome.

MY MOM

Even after some research, my mom’s childhood is still a wee bit of a mystery for me. I don’t know a ton of details, and I’m still surprised when my aunt tells me a story about something Mom did when they were younger.

I think as kids, we have a hard time looking at our parents as being anything other than our parents. They were once our age. They had hopes, desires, dreams, and they also dealt with life as it came to them, just like we’re doing. They got into mischief; they rebelled in their own ways because they themselves didn’t think their parents knew anything about what they were dealing with. Now that I am a parent, I can attest that, at least with my child, I believe they think whatever it was that I went through when I was young is nothing like what they’re going through.

I’ve heard that all changes when they get into their 30s. But I’m gonna call bullshit on that because my kid is 31 and I don’t think my kid is anywhere close to such a realization. Not that I’m salty about it. I’m simply seeing that it is one of life’s constants. Every generation has gone through it, they still go through it, and generations to come will do it.

Anyway, my mom was born in 1944 in the Panama Canal Zone and lived there until she was five years old. As I mentioned, my grandpa was an engineer for the government, and he was sent to Panama to do some work on the canal.

When the entire family came back to the US, they moved into what was an old chicken coop in the backyard of my grandpa’s sister’s place in Norfolk, Virginia. It was makeshift until they found a nice house over by the beach in the Ocean View area. Yes, the same house that was hot as hell because Gramma Dutch had no friggin’ air conditioner ... but not that I’m bitter.

As for my mom as a teenager in the late 50s and early 60s, boys were dreamy, saddle shoes were worn, a hot date was heading over to the passion pit (drive-in) and playing a little back seat bingo (making out in the back seat), and you always opened your soda pop with a church key (bottle opener). The boys who were particularly dreamy to my mom were the guys who worked on cars and drag-raced at the old airport. She knew that if she wanted to be around them, she had to learn how to do what they did. So, she
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