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*

*

I am Ted Edge from the story Red Jewel: Ted’s
Story telling the tale in my own words of the events that happened
in my life as the truth. None of those facts in that tabloid book
circulating in public about me as what’s its saying is true. This
is the truth as I dictate this story for the readers to read and to
my children to know who I am as their father.

*

My original name I was born with was Ashley
Joy Bald which was names I hated.

I was thinking “Ashley Joy is a ridiculous
name for a man I had from my parents naming me that name that’s
feminine from they obviously wanted a girl.”

I remembered I said to my parents “I want to
be known as Ash as a nickname.”

My parents focused on my mother a stern woman
said, “No your name is Ashley as your going to be called.”

I protested saying “I’ve been teased as a
masculine girl from having my name of Ashley.”

Mother a miserable excuse of a woman said
“Too bad! Put up with that name!”

Ashley was my name I was given, which is true
my parents out of spite towards the deities named me a girl’s name.
Yes, I got teased from having the names of Ashley Joy in a girl’s
term when I was a boy. My parents seemed matriarchal led by women
in the family focused on mother as the leader and commander of our
three-person family unit. I was surprised that my parents never
bothered to give me a sibling after having me as their only
child.

I tried to ask father “Why didn’t you give me
a sibling like a brother or a sister?”

Father said his habitual words towards me
asking questions about that subject and any family history “Ask
your mother.”

I couldn’t find out anything about father’s
family history because father refused to talk about anything about
his childhood or if there were additional relatives in both
parents’ families.

This was the same from mother saying
“Forbidden! None of your business!”

The last name of Bald I declared as an
inappropriate sounding last name that indicates me bald when I’m
not. Both names of Ashley Bald were not what I had in mind for me
to be known publicly as I sought out my goal of being an actor.
Once I was an eighteen-year-old and graduated from high school with
a diploma certification granted I was kicked out of the house by
mother dominating the relationship between father and her.

Mother said rudely to me “Pack your bags.
You’re out of the house out of living here right now immediately.
You’re on your own to live by yourself old enough to survive as an
adult.”

I was forced underneath her dictatorial way
to pack some articles of clothing into a duffle bag of a sporting
Jelena’s statewide soccer team I had bought with my own money as my
allowance.

Mother said comment “You’re not packing that
item!”

Such as trying to pack some of my personal
knickknacks I collected like sporting toys I favored out of
sentimental value. Mother balked letting me pack anything other
than my clothes of three pairs of jeans to go with the ones I was
wearing. She even forced me to pack three pairs of sweatshirts and
tee shirts each to go with what I was wearing.

Once I was packed up mother said “Out!”

She jabbed a finger towards the stairwell to
our townhome apartment. I was forced to obey her order to walk down
the stairs to the front entrance. Father was waiting for me that
handed me a bible book that indicated something was contained
inside its pages. Mother didn’t say anything involving father
handing the bible to me I took.

Once I was outside mother said, while
slamming the door on my heel “Good riddance!”

Luckily for me there was a taxicab waiting
for me parked in the driveway street of the complex. I got inside
and the driver started driving without saying anything to me. I
examined the bible to find an envelope included that had five
hundred dollars in cash money. I realized that my parents somehow
had a mutual agreement for me to be handed the bible book with the
envelope containing money. Any secret father who knew of mother
easily got the information out of him from her manipulative way
unsure of how.

I figured mother threatened father as said,
“I’m divorcing you if you won’t admit what your hiding!”

My parents’ relationship left me a bad taste
in my mouth involving not letting a woman like mother dominate me
in a marriage. The driver drove a lengthy highway route out of the
backwards city of Beerwah unsure of that name other than blaming
alcoholic drinkers. The driver drove two hours later the rainforest
jungle roadway ignoring stopping at cities on the way and stopped
into a major metropolis city of Sidonnie as dubbed.

Once parked at the green for the bus depot
the driver said, “That’ll be five hundred dollars for the ride as
ordered sir.”

I was furious to realize that father handing
me the money in a five-hundred-dollar amount was entirely going to
the taxicab ride. I was forced to fork over the envelope to the
driver’s happiness to my disgust.

The driver said, “Thank you for your
patronage have a good day.”

I got out taking my bag out of raging anger
to nearly slam the car door but refrained. I went to sit onto a
bench peering through the bible for additional money. There was a
one-hundred-dollar bill included as a bookmark annoying me that I
wasn’t given much money. I didn’t have a bank card or a bank
account from my parents’ refusal to let me establish one. There was
a Ranger stopping by that thumped a fist onto my shoulder getting
my attention scowling at the bible trying to figure out what to do
with that thing. The Ranger was an authority as a part of the
city’s peacekeeper force as named despite naming for authorities
are different all over statewide in Jelena.

The Ranger snarled rudely “Move it! Don’t sit
there! You obviously don’t need to sit from looks of you! Get up
and start walking!”

I meant to refuse but there was an audience
gathered around in a semi-circle way of people glaring daggers at
me for sitting on the bench. I got up to the applause of the crowd,
agreeing with the Ranger forcing me to walk. I carried my bag and
bible in hand with the money in my pocket. I figured I would go to
a pawn shop and sell that bible for money to pay for my room and
board at a hotel while I used the money for establishing a bank
account. I couldn’t find a pawn shop or anything involving
consigning the bible for money. After a great deal of walking
around the city as far as I could by foot, I found stores were
useless for me to gain money selling the bible. They were all
high-end designer shops like the city was known for designer goods
and nothing poorish like goodwill stores of reusable products. I
went to the bank dubbed Human One I figured was ideal for starting
up a bank account.

Once I had my turn to speak to the bank
teller a woman “I want to start up a bank account.”

The bank teller said sarcasm “Certainly you
have one hundred dollars amounted to start up the bank
account?”

I presented her with the bill, making her
look frustrated to my satisfaction. I realized that my appearance
made people assume I was a vagrant trying to beg onto others of
rich off status in the city. I notices the clothes people were
wearing were looking for designer wear of business suits for both
men and woman including dressy dresses and hardly anything
involving my look of jeans and sweatshirt I had on.

The bank teller with sarcasm said, “One bank
account set up.”

She managed to give me a bank card for
accessing the money withdrawn from the ATM anytime I wanted to use
it.

I meant to ask her “A bank debit card for
purchases?”

I thought better against asking from sure my
money I deposited to start up the bank account wouldn’t qualify for
a debit card. Once everything was set up that bank teller seemed
relieved to see me leave her presence. I saw her relieved
expression when I glanced behind at her as I reached the entrance
of the bank. I walked outside unsure of what to do with myself to
get a job to pay for my way in life. I realized that I needed to
get an ID card. It took endless hours of walking aimlessly to find
the town hall building containing the registry office for
registration for an ID card. Luckily the registration officer was
politer and a bit friendlier towards me than acting sarcastic in
reaction, viewing me as a vagrant homeless bum.

The officer asked, “What name do you wish to
legally register for?”

I admit I was unsure of what name to say to
her.

I was thinking of saying “Ash Ball.”

Somehow that name made me think “That’s
inappropriate!”

I said off the top of my head “Ted Edge.”

I felt right saying the names of Ted Edge for
my legal identity to be known publicity.

The officer said cheery “Coming right up in
twenty minutes the ID will be formed. You to wait in the lobby or
come back when time is up. Your choice.”

I went to sit in one of the hardback chairs
that made it uncomfortable sitting after five minutes of waiting. I
had my bag on my lap that out of boredom took out the bible
figuring I would read that thing to amuse myself. That bible’s
first page had language confused me brainless with words thou for
you that took me twice reading the sentences to figure out what it
meant. I gave up reading the bible and stuffed the book back into
my bag. I got up and paced on and off with breaks to resume
sitting. Once the wall clock showed that twenty minutes was up in
resumed the registry office to the cheeriness of the officer. The
officer handed me the ID card having my picture of myself with hair
raggedy in a mullet style I resolved to cut to look neater once I
had the money to give myself a makeover. I admit I changed my name
to Ted Edge to be appealing as an actor as my goal. I registered
legally in Sidonie with an ID card saying the name of Ted Edge to
my relief of thinking of hating my original birth name of Ashley
Bald. Once the ID card was in my hand, I sought out a movie studio
walking distance from the registry office to try out for an acting
job. I was determined to be an actor as a screw you towards my
mother refusing to let me act out parts in plays in the high school
I attended.

I tried to try out for parts in a high school
play only to be told by the teacher “Sorry your parents said not to
let you play any parts in the plays this high school offers. I
can’t give you anything from your parents’ refusals to give
permission.”

I was furious with mother. I blamed mother
for not letting me be an actor in high school’s plays.

I confronted that miserable excuse of a
mother once home yelling at her “You’re not letting me spread my
wings to become an actor like I wanted!”

Mother just calmly said “Go to your room till
your thinking smartly from your rude attitude.”

I tried to talk back saying “I’m not going to
my room till you let me act in a play the high school is
offering.”

Mother said “Children don’t make the rules.
You’re going to your room as your punishment for your rude
attitude. Once dinnertime arrives, I expect you to apologize for
your rudeness.”

I went to my room upstairs with refusals to
come out, but my hungry stomach made me come downstairs to sit at
the dining table in the open plan living and kitchen room on the
main floor. Father looked at me with a pitiful expression like he
felt sorry for me but couldn’t go against mother’s order towards us
both.

Mother said once we sat down with plates
filled with food “Something Ashley needs to say hmm?”

I was forced to say, “I apologize.”

Mother said with a smirk “Good apology
accepted.”

I swear she was happy to bring me down a peg
from her attitude of finding me a useless child of hers she didn’t
want in the first place. My parents from what I discovered from my
research on them using the internet at the town library saying
birth and marriage records in Sidonie during breaks of working
acting jobs. They had met at the young age of sixteen then soon
afterwards they married each other when she was seven months
pregnant with me. I swear I was a spur of the moment conceiving
creation that caused problems for my parents’ families from mother
pregnant out of wedlock with me. I figured my grandparents and
other family relatives’ outcast my parents to not be a part of
their family from them conceiving me at their young age of sixteen.
Mother, as the dominator of the relationship, was apparently
holding over father, making her pregnant with me. Her pregnancy out
of wedlock wound up wrecking her relationships with her parents and
family relatives to outcast her. I figured that was why my parents
refused to talk to me about any details of their family
history.

Anyway, once in the Sidney movie studio in
front of the executives they said, “Your hired for this part.”

The parts I got offered weren’t much in
paying me money to live comfortably. I was offered only one
thousand dollars each time I got a part. Suchlike playing a drunk
homeless bum in a city metropolis setting weave walking while
holding a bottle of alcoholic drink at nighttime. My character got
shot to death by a bad guy character shooting a handgun at me that
made me play a death scene of sliding to the ground surrendering to
death. I swear I was the type of actor that executives agreed for
me to play throw away characters receiving death scenes. I confess
I was debating on what to do to prolong my acting career despite
playing small parts in TV shows of playing death scenes that
weren’t giving me much monetary wealth. I tried to try out parts in
the soap opera Lovely Doves offered in the city where the Sidney
studio is held.

The Sidney executives said, “Nope you’re not
ideal for the part.”

One executive a man named Rod Rodney
privately said to me “Go work out in the gym to bulk yourself up
with muscles. You to get a makeover and fix your raggedy appearance
then we’ll consider you for parts in our soap operas.”

I was frustrated to think “I’ll do what that
executive suggested. Join a gym membership to work out and get a
makeover.”

I got my raggedy mullet black hair cut into a
short style copying an actor on the soap opera had looks. I figured
I would pay attention to the hygiene looks of my face and body. I
proceeded to do that paying attention but was still rejected with
lousy excuses by the Sidney studio executives refusing to let me
act on any major parts.

“You’re not ideal for the part.” said an
executive for a thriller action movie of guy saves people from
mortal disaster.

I found out a year later from watching the
movie that the main lead character lookalike to me by facial with
black hair styled exactly like mine with brown eyes. The actor from
research on him was known without my facial appearance as a
six-foot-tall blonde with blue eyes playing medieval romances and
not in that thriller.

I raged angrily “You’re copying me by having
another actor play me!”

I tried to talk to a lawyer of McBroom and
Associates about copyright infringement.

The lawyer Augusto McBroom when contacted
said “Your nothing but a wannabe actor trying to gain monetary
fortune from someone else thinking their ideas you’re copying to
gain moneys from.”

I was forced to give up McBroom’s lawyer
business from sure they wouldn’t support me.

I found another lawyer business named
Beatrice Bee that was created by a woman that had people working as
lawyers for poor people unable to pay for services.

The lawyer Jon Jones when told of this
situation said “I agree with you on the copyright infringement. I
warn you that your case, going your way as judged, isn’t likely to
be because of how well-known the Sidney studio executives are among
the public. Their seen as good guys while you may be seen as a bad
guy.”

I was forced to concede defeat in that
matter. I kept Jones on as my personal lawyer who seemed supportive
with loyalty towards me achieving goals. Such as a goal of gaining
a monetary fortune of one hundred million dollars in my acting
career that was stalling with only twenty thousand dollars to my
name saved up so far.

“No! Next! Get out of here!” I got from
executives belonging to Sidney studios.

I was there at the studio intending to get a
part of a movie of a hero fighting a villain acting as a poor man
targeting an heiress socialite woman to marry to impregnant then
brag he’s got money in a greedy way of world domination. The hero
was another poor man that fought the villain to stop his plans for
world domination like a thriller action type movie. There was
nothing involving that movie involved the villain giving his wife
with divorce once she was visibly pregnant in her last trimester
with her hit with accusations of cheating. I never did this
literally as tabloid story said accusing me this onto one heiress
socialite named Jennifer Owens I saw working out in a gymnasium. I
do confess I did realize from the looks of her workout suit that
she was richly well off in money. I never was planning on stealing
her monetary fortune for my ambitions of furthering my movie and TV
career that stalled with multiple executions rejecting me by looks
of my appearance. Once time I went into the executives’ presence in
the meeting room as their office intending to try out for a part in
a romance thriller movie as guy saves girl and saves the world in
the process as the man lead.

One executive saw me before could say
anything and said “No! Next! You’re done!”

I tried to
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