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Author’s Note
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This is the beginning of a series that precedes Creating The Myth and Stranger Than Fiction. It starts out with more truth than I should give but far less than is necessary for you to figure out everything about me. Some of the information I use here can also be found in a more described form in Thorn Tree In The Garden and Nobody Knows You When You Are Down And Out. 

Here, though, description is unimportant. Instead, brevity is of the utmost importance in order to make the story pass quickly in the beginning. Afterwards, the story will take on a life of its own.

Here, fact will combine with science fiction and fantasy to create a wild ride that will take you through dimensions unseen. It will take you on a magic carpet ride through the universe and beyond. The technology that will appear in the series does not exist...yet. 

Everything in this, and the next few books, is true. This is, even in its brevity, mostly autobiographical. The events recorded here did happen.

The dates have not been listed for a reason. There is no need for a timeline here. No need for time references.

We lived in Imogene until I was six months old...or thereabouts...whereupon we moved to Coin. We stayed in Coin until December of my kindergarten year whereupon, we moved to Northboro. While Northboro had been intended to be a temporary move, so my father could renovate our home in Coin, but ended up being a bit more permanent when the house in Coin burned due to the oil furnace that was to be replaced.

We remained in Northboro until November of my fifth grade year, then moved to Sidney...where I would graduate high school. Dealing with leaving friends behind with every move made adjusting hard. Acceptance was always so hard to win.

I would go to Northwest Missouri State University after graduation, but would return home that November. Disappointed. Broken.

Then would come Omaha. First as a window and awning washer. When I discovered that I was allergic to the awning cleaning chemicals, I would move to grill cooking. Omaha would also be my first disappointment where romance was concerned.

From Omaha, I would move back home. Into hell. Literally.

The friction between my father and myself that I write about was very real. It was immediate upon my arrival into this world and ended only after he died.

The difficulties I write about where getting a job with his last name was very real and led me to change my surname to my late wife’s so that I could begin again with a clean slate. But that would only happen after my first and second wives destroyed my name and my reputation.

The relationship woes I write about, the abuse at the hands of my first two wives is true. As is the molestation at the hands of my sister. 

In many ways, these first three books will be the most painful to write. Simply because there are so many real events in them. So many painful memories. 

And yet, I feel that they need to be written. And some will even be repeated in the Stranger Than Fiction series. Though only in the first three books. 

My purpose in all this is not to gain sympathy. It is merely to record my life, but as a fictional account. And to gain a little peace and reprieve from my personal demons.

Imogene, Coin, Northboro, and Sidney exist. As do Westboro, Braddyville, College Springs, Shambaugh, Bedford, Gravity, New Market, and Blanchard.

These are towns I grew up around and in. I still have family in several of those towns. As well as elsewhere in the state.

––––––––
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Jaysen True Blood, 2021

NOTE: I HAVE PURPOSELY rearranged events. Some may be in the proper order, but most are not.

















Part One:



An Unremarkable Child
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1: Born Under A Bad Sign
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I am James Perdue O’Malley. My life has been one of obscurity in part and fame in part. I say in part for both as I was born in obscurity. My father, Alan Perdue, wasted his life in factories believing that he could not accomplish his dream without first working for someone else. 

In essence, he was a failure. Not because he never succeeded, but because he never tried. In truth, you cannot succeed if you do not try.

And our definition of success and failure is deeply flawed. Not succeeding is not necessarily failure, but results in learning what does not work. This is something I had come to understand in my life. 

His idea of raising a family was pure torture. Yelling. Lecturing.  Belittling. 

His idea of a family budget never grew from that of a single man. When things didn’t match up financially, he couldn’t understand it. Or wouldn’t.

He blamed my mother for overspending and overdrawing an account he refused to keep enough in to take care of all the bills. He blamed me for being born. He blamed both of us for ruining his bachelorhood.

No one had forced him to have sex with my mom. No one forced him to remain in our lives. No one but himself.

In other words, my father should have never become a family man. Nor should he have been a husband. He should have remained single.

Instead, he married my mother because he had impregnated her with me. Very noble. Very much for all the wrong reasons.

June 4, 1974, when I was born, should have been a joyous time. And it was, for a few. My grandfather. My mother. 

My father, on the other hand, found me just another bill that he would have to pay and would continually remind me thus throughout my childhood. Just as he would forever belittle me.

My grandfather, Harry Perdue, saw me as a birthday present since I was born a day before his birthday. My sister, well... 

We celebrated Christmas in those early days. We even had a television. But those vanished after my parents moved from Imogene to Coin. 

I remember nothing of this time. Not that I would want to. Still, we would live in Imogene for less than a year, then go to Coin and live there until I was five.

***
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FAIRFAX WAS, AND STILL is a small farming community. Still, it was large enough to have a hospital. It was at this hospital that I was born.

The time was 4:33 AM. The date, June 4, 1974. By rights, I should have been a night owl. 

I am not. Nor have I ever been. Not that any of this matters. It does not.

What matters is that My mother gave me life and though my father (can I truly call him that?) contributed, he would be absent as a part of my formation. Not that he abandoned us physically, but sometimes emotional abandonment happens even though one is still near. And he was always emotionally absent.

But then, he was a workaholic. He believed that working all the time diminished his problems. And though he preached how overtime really never added anything to the coffers, he jumped at every chance as if he would be able to make more than he was allotted. 

I believe that this was a sign of his inherent greed. His inability to accept that he had impoverished himself by not following his gifts. As was his open hypocrisy, cutting people down for the very thing he was guilty of. Mental, emotional, sexual, and physical abuse of family members. An obsession with wealth and position. Shallowness. Selfishness. Self-righteousness. Religiosity.

I would know of none of this until I was much older. I would not realise that he envied me due to something that is common among male babies. His insecurity built a wall between us from the very beginning.

It is sad, really, since his envy and perverse obsession kept him from really getting to know me. Still, I suppose his animosity toward me did teach me something. Even if it was how not to be like him.

But again, as stated before, I would not be aware of any of this for some time. After all, we do not remember those early days of our childhood.

Or should I say, the days of our babyhood? After all, my first recollection is of an incident when I was three. Everything else before that has been filled in by my mother.

Being stepped on by a horse. The measles. The mumps. Rubella. All these, and more, are all memories of my mother. I was too young to remember them.

Just as the memories of Imogene are all from my mother. And our first Christmas. The rest I have pieced together from photographs.

Imogene was, and is, nothing more than a stop in the road. Its claim to fame was, and still is, a bar and grill called The Emerald Isle. And a small celebration called August Werner Days. 

It is a small farming community and always has been. But I was still too young to know or care.  

***
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IT IS MY UNDERSTANDING that we lived in Imogene for the first six months of my life. Before that, mom lived in a small town called Blanchard where her grandfather lived. She had moved there from Nevada.

But her life is not the object of this narrative. I am concerned with my life only. And how all around me were involved in what I would become.

It may seem strange that someone who lived a life of obscurity would want to write an autobiography. In many ways, I also see it as strange that I am compelled to do just that. Still, I must do so if only to record my thoughts so that I might die with a clear conscience.

Part of this is to show the reader, if there is ever any, who I am and where I come from. Even if I do not personally remember those places. Or if I prefer not to remember.

I do not remember Imogene. Nor do I remember those first two years in Coin. I do, however, have the memories of my mother.

Her memory of hours of labor before bringing me into the world. Memories of my father’s ignorance about babies and the jealousy of me that he had developed. Memories of illnesses and injuries I had sustained.

It’s hard to patch together a cohesive story from someone else’s memories. After all, it is difficult enough to piece together one from my own as I did not, and still do not, see my life as all that compelling before I became what I am.

Still, I have done the best I can. Especially for those years before I have memories of my own. Forgive if I run amiss. It is unintentional. 
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2: Earliest Memories
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I vaguely remember Coin. Small town life is not that hard to remember, though details remain a bit fuzzy. And though I do not remember the earliest days, I do remember instances.

My first memory is of the McCollister twins and the handful of friends I surrounded myself with. Mike Pelston and his little sister. Chucky Harleson. The Arkin children. The Blacksons. The Waleys.  The Macklins.

Most were the children of friends of my parents. Some were local children. All were friends.

I would nearly frown in the Blacksons’ pond. My sister would break her arm trying to ride her ten speed bicycle. I would witness my first epileptic seizure.

I would eat a worm, try my first cigarette, and be bit by a small dog. I would also suffer measles, mumps, rubella, and a host of other childhood diseases. I would also start kindergarten as a student of the South Page School District.

I would become the center of a girl's attention. Coleen. Beautiful. Sweet. Totally enamored with me.

Three months later, we were moving to Northboro. An even smaller town. One that was almost dead.

My sister would end up with tons of friends there. Or, should I say, people she could use. My sister never had friends. Just rubes she could play.

I would have a select few. But I would also draw the attention of a few girls. Beautiful girls.

But that was still in my future. There in Coin, I was carefree. Almost.

I was also somewhat protected from my own father by his father. For a while. Four years to be exact.

Harry Perdue would be a stabilizing force. And a counter against my father’s lack of control.  His lack of humanity.

A stern man, he was also fair. Something my father was not. Then, again, he also regretted things he had done when raising my father and his siblings. 

Sadly, my father was unable to grasp what grampa was attempting to teach him. He could not discern the lessons of the heart he was being taught. Therefore, he rejected them.

He also failed to get a good grasp of reality. Especially as things changed around him. How business was done. What was acceptable in an interview. 

He also preferred to exist under the illusion that he had never done anything wrong. That he was innocent of all wrong even when faced with the truth that he was wrong. He preferred to believe that the world, not Al Perdue, 

He had failed a journalism class, in his mind, because of the teacher. Not because of his own temper and pride...the real reason he had failed. And it had embittered him beyond the point of return.

His bitterness would have long lasting effects on his family. Mom. My sister. Myself.  

***
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MY FIRST MEMORY IS of the pond on the Blackson farm. The father ran a wrecker service. They had a junkyard where one could get cheap, temporary car parts.

I was three.  We were supposed to be having fun. I suppose I was.

At least until I sank to the bottom of the pond. From there, my recollection is all mirky. Like the pond. 

I remember sinking. I vaguely remember someone grabbing my hair and pulling me back toward the surface only to lose their grasp. And again.

If I remember right,  that happened three or four times. Then, I was back out of the water. At least that is how I remember it.

As I stated before, my memory is a bit murky. The only thing I remember is slipping beneath the surface. And only once. Not the three or more times I have been informed of.

My mother, on the other hand, also went under. But she walked her way out. It would be the last time we would swim at the pond.

This would be the only time I would come close to drowning. Perhaps it was the moment the veil was lifted. I don’t know.

I was too young to understand. Too young to realize that something had changed. That I had changed.

But I will get to what I am alluding to later on. At this point, it is not important. What is important is that it was my first brush with death. 

And by all rights, I should be dead. But I am not. Why remains unknown.

After all, my life has been less than easy. What I have endured I would not wish upon anyone else, though there are many who go through similar. How we cope through life determines what we become and whether we overcome.

Most do not see this. Most go through life believing that physical possessions and wealth, crap really, will help them overcome. Even when it doesn’t. 

***
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IT IS STRANGE WHAT one remembers from their earliest childhood. The bumps, bruises, and scrapes.  The plants. The disasters. The pain.

For instance, I remember Jerusalem artichokes growing beside the shed my father used as his place to build his guns. I remember, vaguely, the taste of the roots of that amazing plant. The crunch.

I remember my father trying to build a basement for our house. The only house he attempted to renovate and make livable. I remember how it rained and flooded the hole so that the city of Coin demanded that he fill it back in.

Perhaps it was at that point when he gave up. Or maybe it was when the house burned down. I don’t know. 

Whatever caused him to give up, it made him allow his second house to begin to fall apart. But that was still in the future. The incidents in Coin were only a beginning.

I also remember that the town cop lived behind us. That my father got in trouble for shooting a dog that he never shot. And the troublesome neighbors down the block.

I remember watching, scared, as our next door neighbor had an epileptic seizure. I witnessed my sister wrecking her ten speed bike and breaking her arm. And I cracked my head on a neighbor’s shelf. 

I remember being bit on the hand by a schnauzer or some other breed of small dog. I remember eating a worm on a dare. I remember when my sister and I found a cigarette in the bushes and made ourselves sick by trying to smoke it. 

I remember Harriet, the old lady my mother cleaned house for. And the other elderly lady she cleaned for. And the couple on the corner.

I remember how we moved, intending to only be away temporarily. I remember the house burning. I remember how it all ended in my fifth year of life. My kindergarten year.
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3: Puppy Love
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There are many things that become emblazoned in the mind as memories. Moments of triumph. Moments of tragedy.

Our first taste of love. Our first heartbreak. Our first loss of a friend. Our first moment of sadness.

When I was four, my grandfather died and with him, the time of peace in my life. My father now had freedom he didn’t before. And he would use it.

My fourth year was the last happy year of my early life. It would go downhill from the moment of my grandfather’s death. Even Leanne, my sister began to change.

With the inspiration in my life gone, I was lost. Rudderless. Without encouragement to be the best I could be. 

“You can be anything,” I remember him saying, “if you put your mind to it.”

He was a very wise man. And penitent for all he had done as a father. He constantly begged my father to change. To grow wise.

But my father did not listen.Al Perdue would not listen to reason. Only his own heart.

Then, again, as I look back, I can easily see that my father suffered-even then-from mental illness. Bipolar. Delusional disorder. Sociopathy. 

In many ways, I am led to believe that he was a malignant narcissist. He believed that he was always right, never wrong. That he knew it all and no one else knew anything.

And if he was ever proven wrong, he would grow wrathful and treat people as if they had committed a mortal sin. And all this made me glad that he never discovered that I had been the object of a girl’s attention.

My first taste of puppy love was in kindergarten. Colleen seemed so drawn to me, but I was clueless. I believed her to be simply a little friendlier than the other children. 

She followed me everywhere. And I do mean everywhere. Well, almost.

It was almost as if she worshipped the ground I walked on. And maybe she did. It makes me smile to think so.

Still, I was too young to realise what the significance of her actions were. Or that it may have been more than simple puppy love. Much more.

I would never know. Not that it matters now. Still, it would be a moment immortalized in my memory. A single moment in time.

***
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I DID NOT REALISE THAT my grandfather’s death meant the end of the carefree summer days where I roamed the streets of Coin with my friends. Nor did I realise that my time in the town was growing short. To me, it would go on forever.

And for a while, it seemed as if mom and dad also believed so. Dad was busy trying to renovate the house. Mom worked at the school as a janitor.

Of course, dad also worked. He began at Farm Master Gate Factory. When it closed, he went in search of another job. And found one. 

He was one of the first to be hired by Eatons Transmissions when they opened what they promised to be a “forever job” source. He would work there for over thirty years.

My fascination with books started at an early age, possibly four. I would take a book from the bookcase and look at it. I even learned, on my own, how to read the simpler books. 

In many ways, I was a bit more advanced than my own classmates when I began school. But this advancement would be negated by constant moving. Constant change.

Still, I ran with my friends. I wandered the streets of Coin. I played in a yard I would soon leave behind.

I was blissfully ignorant of what was to happen. The move. The pain. The nightmare as my father changed, almost overnight, into a monster.

In many ways, I chose ignorance. After all, I was a child. I chose not to accept the inevitable.

I went with my mother to many of her cleaning jobs. The jobs she found after the school let her go. I ate apple butter sandwiches at Harriet’s house. Read the cards that lined the wall of the other elderly lady’s house. Watched television at yet another house. 

And I went to the Handleys’ house, that large, beautiful victorian on the other side of town, with my sister from time to time. It was here that I would hit my head on the corner of a shelf. It was here that I also learned the fine art of flirting.

I would continue to pal around with Mike Pelston. And the McCollister twins. And Chucky.

My sister would break her elbow. The neighbor would have an epileptic seizure. The neighbor two blocks down would be arrested. 

My last summer in Coin was an eventful one. And though I barely remember, changes had begun to occur. At first, they were unnoticeable. Then, they became hard to ignore.

*** 
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I STARTED KINDERGARTEN that fall in South Page. South Page schools are in a town called College Springs. From what I could gather, the town used to have a college. It had also once been a lot larger.

Still, to me, it was a city. The school was home. At least to me.

I loved the teacher. I loved my classmates. I wanted it to never end. And yet, it would.

I had barely begun kindergarten when we moved to Northboro. It was intended to be a temporary move. A chance for dad to finish his renovations to the house in Coin. and at first, it seemed as if he would.

Then, unexpectedly, before all could be moved, the furnace caught the house on fire. It raced through the walls, leaving a husk. The house was gone. Nothing left to renovate.

The event turned our move to Northboro permanent. My father went from homeowner to renter. We went from townies to being farmers. 

This would be the first time I would be traumatically ripped from a school. Though it would not cause me any problems grade wise, it would add to later traumas. Among these traumas would be the religious trappings my father would adopt.  
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5: Northboro
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The farm was a sanctuary in a way. Not from my father, or from my sister, but from the rest of the world.

At least at first. But no sanctuary is ever completely safe from the world.  Not even the places that are supposed to be.

In some instances, it is due to the encroachment of those intended to defend. Police. CPS. Etc.

In my case, the world rode into my little sanctuary in everything my father would do from that moment of our move until he died. A fool, he was gullible enough to take faulty advice from drunks and abusive men. Not that he was much different.

Still, a wise man would have fled from that kind of advice. Not my father. After all, it all validated his twisted view of how a family should be.

I have my suspicions that he began cheating on my mother and going out drinking after the move. Before the move, overtime was almost unheard of. After, it seemed as if every other week was overtime. Not that we, his family, really got to share in his supposed wealth.

Instead, his demeanor grew grandiose and his attitude more narcissistically abusive. He became obsessed with making more money as if it were the only thing important in life. Or that was how it seemed.

He grew angrier. More possessive of those things that should not have been so important as to replace one’s family. More miserly over his money.

He began acting as if he was on a perpetual drunk. Or suffering from a perpetual hangover. Pissy. Disagreeable. 

He grew harsher in his ‘discipline’ of us children. Harsher in his faulty judgments and complete condemnations of us both. More unbending. 

His ‘rules’ made no sense. Nor did they remain constant. There was one set for him and another, ever changing, set for us. 

The hardest part of being his son was that I could never do anything right. I couldn’t hoe in the garden correctly. I couldn’t feed the animals correctly. I couldn’t answer him correctly. 

Even when doing it as he instructed, I was doing it all wrong. There was no pleasing him. No success.

***
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BRANDON MARLON WAS the first person to approach and befriend me after we moved to Northboro. He introduced me to The Transformers, Heman And The Masters Of The Universe, Thundercats, Mask, and Silverhawks. Not to mention The Fall Guy and The A-Team.

Out of all who rode the bus with me, only he befriended me. We would remain fast friends until I moved to Sidney. But that was a ways off.

At this point, I had a single friend on the bus. One that became like a brother for five years. One that was as much at odds with his own father as I was with mine.

But, there was so much more I did not see. After all, I was only able to see the surface. That which the adults wanted all to see. 

I could not see beneath that illusion. Not that I could see beneath the illusion my father cast either. I could not. But I had my suspicions, even then.

I dared not voice them. Hell. I dared not voice much of anything.

I was to be unheard and unseen. Except when being disciplined. Then, I had to tell ‘the truth’.

Yet, when I told the truth, I was accused of making excuses and was punished even more harshly for telling the truth. There was no middle ground where my father was concerned. No peace.

And yet, his methods worked well for my sister who found ways to get me into trouble for things she had done. If the goats got loose, I was to blame. If a watch went missing, I was to blame. Even when I was upstairs playing with my toys.

I have to smile when I think of play. It was seen as a worthless endeavor by my father. To him, it was something that got in the way of work.

Never mind that play must be integrated into work so that it does not become dull. In fact, the mother of invention is most definitely play. As is the path to discovery.

And only those with little to no imagination prohibit play. Even between adults. After all, even authors tend to play or act out the scenes in their books.

Still, I had to play when my father was not home. I had to do all that he deemed a waste of time while he was at work. And after I did my chores.

My friendship with Bradon was all that kept me from spinning out of control that first year riding the bus. In him, I found a kindred soul who fought to rise above their father. He tried to sit with me every day.

***
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IN THAT FIRST YEAR on the farm, my father ‘found Jesus’ and began going to church as a part of a cult. It would be in this cult that I would form my view of religion. It would be this cult that destroyed my respect for all who called themselves Christian.

But then, hypocrisy tends to do that. And being in a cult against one’s will tends to open one’s eyes to the blatant hypocrisy of all religious factions. It tends to show one where all have failed.

I had no say whether I went to church or not. My father had decided that he was going to go, thus we all went. He thought, and the cult allowed him to believe, that he ruled with an iron fist. 

Unfortunately, the cult’s belief system fostered child abuse in the name of discipline. It fostered a hyped up sense of being ‘chosen’. Exalted.

There was pride but no humility. There was a deep arrogance that drove the cult to think that they were the only ones who were right. That the other cults, the other denominations
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