In 1974 I was born in Carrollton, MO.  9 pounds, 8 ounces, featured in the local paper as The First Baby Born in Carroll County that year.  I was delivered by my grandpa, Dr. Rubey Hamilton Staton at the Carroll County Memorial Hospital located across the street from our farmhouse on 30 acres at the end of town.  The city limit stopped at the property line and every street in town that runs north dead ends into it.  The 30 acres was usually leased out to Frank Rae for cattle.  He would come and care for them and allow me to help.  For some reason I remember this one cow with two different colored eyes that I think I named blue. We also had another farm that was 407 acres that was a grain farm and dad would take me out there and put me up in the tractor or combine that was working in the grain.  These farms were eventually set up in a trust to give each of us $150 per month and occasionally a Christmas bonus until I was 18 years old.
In our household, mom made our clothes, cut our hair, mowed the grass, cooked the meals, cleaned the house and was a full time schoolteacher.  Dad on the other hand, was not so productive.  I would come to find out later in life that he was a diagnosed Paranoid Schizophrenic and this altered his ability to function normally in life.  They also owned a dance club for kids on the square in Carrollton called The Oscillator.  I remember going up there with my siblings in the daytime and my sister playing these top 40 songs of people like Barry or Andy Gibbs that would drive us crazy.  My mother worked up there at night and taught people dance lessons.

My next in memory was at five years old. I remember laying on the couch in what was called the new room in our house in Carrollton and I was a sleep on the couch and I woke up and mom and dad set out to find a new place to open another Oscillator type place, only this time it would serve alcohol and be more of an adult, bar type setting.  They had set off on I-29 heading north looking for the perfect place.  Somehow they wound up in Watertown, SD at an established restaurant that had closed.  It had a huge sign on the corner of the building that said “Café” and that would become the name of the bar.  Mom coined the phrase “a diet of Rock n’ Roll at The Café”.  It was the Hard Rock Café before the Hard Rock Café existed.  We had the famous albums glued to the walls, one of the largest lighted dance floors in the country, a disc jockey booth that had a brick face on it.  There were games up in the front part for people to play.  I specifically remember Duck Hunt.  My dad had this Duck Hunt game that seemed to take up the whole wall!  Nobody could beat me at that game.  These guys would get drunk and get running their mouth and dad would come upstairs (we lived above the bar) and get me to come down and beat them.  Man that would make them mad for this 6 or 7 year old kid to beat them.

I went to school in Watertown and learn to ride my bike without training wheels and took swim lessons there, flunking them twice, and competed in gymnastics on the pommel horse and parallel bars.  While working the horse in competition I remember looking for my parents in the crowd and missing the handle, then falling off.  I won the spelling contest for the city and placed 3rd in the state, misspelling Chairman… chairmen… anyway.  
In the summer of 1980 or maybe 1981 mom and dad divorced.  Mom took my three brothers and my sister and moved to Odessa, Texas to live with her brother Sylvan. I stayed with bad we then moved back to Carrollton for a little while then moved back to South Dakota.  During this time we lived without heat or hot water and would walk down to the corner store to use the bathroom because our toilet was a block of ice.  I remember standing outside with dad, looking at the temperature gauge showing negative 43° and him saying “take a good look at that son you may never see it that cold again in your lifetime”.  I spent a lot of time with my friend Chad Hauger playing football or games at the boys and girls club.  I didn’t go to people’s houses much because dad would say “you can’t go play at their houses, because you can only do that so many times before they want to come to our house and they can’t.  People can’t come over here and see how we live.  If anyone found out how we live, they would take you away from me”.  Which I have to say, now as a parent myself, that seems odd.
From there we went to Fairbanks Alaska in 1983.  We drove the Alaskan highway while it was still being built and at least the last half was gravel, if not the whole thing.  We drove up to Alaska in my dad’s 1971 Mercury Capri pulling a 12ft. trailer sleeping along roadsides going up and down grades of  incline that seem insurmountable to me today.  We stopped at Lake Muncho to fish and met many people on the way at campgrounds and along the highway in even the 3 hitchhikers we picked up along the way we’re very nice.  It seemed that every place we stopped people told stories of how clear and clean the water was going nowhere and how you could actually put your faith in their river or lake and drink right out of it.  As a child yet to experience what the world had to offer this seemed so strange.  Dad’s car struggled so much to tow that trailer. It did not have working wipers so when it would rain, ad would lean out the window with a rag of some sort and wipe the window. One time going through Canada at night in the rain we came upon what had to be a moose but all we saw were legs in front of the car I remember yelling and my dad swerving and thanking me.  The engine on that car would get so hot that dad would drain the oil into bottles like old two liter soda bottles and replace it with other oil that he may have previously drained in attempting to cool the engine of that car.  I remember going down hills where he had down shifted in addition to using the brakes and the engine RPM’s continuing to rise and knowing that was not suppose to happen, yet knowing that my dad had it under control.  He would figure it out and I would be safe, I just knew that somehow. We left South Dakota with signs in the windows that I made that said “Alaska or Bust”.  People would honk and wave as they went past because of these signs.  Every place we would stop it seemed dad would play the game of “guess how old my son is” because I was big for my age.  To which people would respond older ages, sometimes as high as sixteen.  We left Winnipeg one morning in route to Alaska and drove most of the day to end up back at almost the exact spot that afternoon, it seems we were lost and I was reading the map.  We also had to stop and wait one day because we ran out of money dad called Aunt Ruth, his dad’s sister, and sheet wired us money so we could keep going.  We also stopped in British Columbia thinking that maybe we would stay there for awhile because we really liked it.  So dad enrolled me in school, in the third grade where the kids all teased me about how big I was and say that I was supposed to be in the sixth grade, not third.  During this time dad went to get his job situation worked out but he could not get a work visa fast enough for us to stay there because we didn’t have any money to live on while he got his work visa.  So one day of school was all I did there and we continued on to Alaska.
While in Alaska we lived at a place called Road’s End RV Park that was about ten miles outside Fairbanks and there were railroad tracks that went right by where we lived.  My dad and I would walk all the way to Fairbanks and back, all along the way we would stop for interesting things that we would find.  I remember a salvage yard that had all these all army helmets and army vehicle’s it was full of that sort of stuff.  While walking by, I took this old metal army helmet and some of these conductors, glass type things that go on power poles.  Dad had a job washing dishes at a restaurant in Fairbanks.  I forgot to mention that we also stopped at some other lake that I can remember and there was an airplane with pontoons on it and out in the water and the pilot let me climb up in it.   I remember along the way there were always animals like mountain goats and mountain sheep.  There would be a whole herd of them blocking the road and what seemed like 100 or 200 of them looking back, but who knows sometimes things grow in the memory of a young boy.  We stayed there for the summer met some friends that were heading further north to Barrow Alaska to which we wanted to go at the last minute that decided we needed to go back to south instead.  So after a brief three months stay or so winter would soon be there and dad told me that we didn’t have the proper car or living conditions to withstand a Fairbanks winter so we would now head back to south Dakota, only this time south through the state of Washington and over.

On the way back we stopped at a place in British Columbia that I remember being called Hell’s Gate which was one of the neatest places I have ever seen.  It had mountainsides with small malls built in them for people to shop and elevators that were more like ski lifts on cable’s that take you from one level to the next two shop.  I have looked online to see this place but cannot find anything under the name Hell’s Gate, so I can only think that it must be called something else or maybe I have the name wrong.
At some point along the way the exhaust pipe on dad’s car broke and we lost the muffler. There was about half of the exhaust pipe hanging down under the car, so dad wired the pipe up under the car.  Coincidentally it was under my car door so the fumes eventually a made me sick enough to where we stopped at a vacant field, out in nowhere with these huge birch trees. We stayed there for three days with me very, very sick.  I remember my dad holding me up walking with me teaching me how to walk again inside the trailer.  Then he got me outside in the fresh air walking or running, all the while carrying two pans to bang together as you walked ensuring you don’t startle a bear while on your nature walk. Making noise is one of the bear safety tactics you learn up there.
We then went down through Washington stopping at Puget Sound Washington.  There we went to a fishing dock and when the commercial fishermen were heading out, my dad and I had the privilege of going out on a humongous ship. While on this ship, it had a huge net on the stern that was there to catch somebody should they climb up over the stern of the very front and fall off. Well as a nine or ten year old boy I wanted to lay in that net and the ship captain obliged letting me lay down in this net, going over the ocean with the water splashing on me, it was awesome.  Then this ship met another ship full of people maybe it seems like twenty or more people on these big fishing ships and the two boats were friends and began this huge water balloon flight.  They had these long pieces of elastic or rubber band type material and two guys would hold the sides of these rubber bands and a person would get in the middle with a large water balloon draw it back and let it go launching it to the other ship.  The other ship would of course return fire.  I will never forget this as I was taught even on the hardest jobs with the strongest and toughest people can be fun and life does not have to be taken so seriously.  We left Washington and finished our trip back to Watertown South Dakota where I returned to go to school and live for the next little bit.

While in South Dakota my sister, my mom and my brother all had apartments in liberty, Missouri.  I came and stayed with mom and Pleasants, as they shared an apartment in 1985, it was the year that new Coke came out and failed.  I remember them talking about how dirty I was and making me shower, because I hadn’t in a while.  Dad and I didn’t shower, due to the absence of hot water.
My brother Townes was living in Salt Lake City, Utah and I went to stay with him for that summer.  I was ten years old and having a blast.  I met a girl that I had a summer crush on while staying in Salt Lake City at Lost Creek Apartments.  My brother Townes and I would go and cruise State Street and it was like no other cruising spots.  People would line the sides of the street with their cars to the point where there were no spots left and then people would cruise down and back this busy street.  There would be vans on the side of the road with couches on top of them where people would sit and hang out while everyone was cruising.  It was amazing.  My brother had a brand new 1985 I-ROC Camaro, burgundy with T. tops, very fast and a chick magnet.  He had a trucking company with a guy named Ken called Redke trucking.  We would go over to Ken’s house and hang out answer phones talk to the drivers.
After that summer I moved back to Kansas City you with my mom and we move to Argentine Kansas and I attended Argentine middle school for sixth grade.  It was primarily Hispanic or African American kids that attended there, making Caucasian kids like myself a minority.  During this school year I got in 4 fights and lost three of them. I had a gun pulled on me at point blank and lived to tell about it.  My mom was dating and that a man named Gary Pugh.  He stayed at our house and I met him while leaving for school one morning.  I went to put my shoes on and they were full of cigarette butts which as you can imagine didn’t make me very happy.  My mom said he just did that trying to be funny and Gary just laughed and laughed. I however dumped out my shoes and went out the door to school not laughing.  At eleven years old in Argentine, my mom and Gary married and we moved to his house in Roeland Park, Kansas, where I attended Antioch middle school for seventh grade.
I did poorly in school this year, got in a fight, punched a kid and broke my knuckles on my right hand.  Halfway through the school year I moved to Carrollton, Missouri with my dad to see if I could do better in school down there.  I went back to our farmhouse again different location same story, no heat or hot water, no showering.  We tried to use those little portable heaters to keep warm but they use so much electricity that we had one in the bathroom that we kept the door shut and I can remember trying to get away with leaving it on so that the bathroom would stay warm.  I would sit in there for extended periods, or until dad wondered what I was doing.  However, I was just keeping warm. We were to have that on only when we were in the bathroom, but of course by the time you were in the bathroom and did your business and got out, the bathroom would start to get warmer but it was time for you to leave.  You would set your clothes beside your bed so that in the morning when you got dressed you could pull them under the covers and warm them up before you put them on.  This tradition was continued from Watertown; just as we made sure to sleep with an insulated vest on to keep our chest, lungs and other vitals warm.  It began to be too hard to keep a heater running in any room of that farmhouse, so down in the basement there was a separate room (I think for canning stuff) and the basement, being underground was warmer most days and nights.  So dad moved our mattress down in the basement where we lived and stayed and it was somewhat warm I guess I don’t really remember.  I remember the water would back up from the house for some odd reason the sewer of the house would come back up through the floor drain every once in awhile and then we would have to get out of there before this nasty water got two us. That happened twice that I remember, but we got out of basement before the water to get up to our mattress.  The second concern besides just being in the nasty water was making sure that the water did not get high enough to hit the electric box on the wall.  After doing this a couple times, we moved in to Uncle Guy’s house.

Guy was my Grandpa Staton’s brother and always there to help out.  I would always look forward to his stories, like how he would get an estimate for a paint job and it was just crazy expensive.  So, he would use an exterior house paint and brush and paint them himself.  We would get in his car and just cruise around looking at the town, river levels, etc at a rapid pace 5 mph, all the while ducking from friends that would drive up behind us and laughing with each other.  Uncle Guy was a generous man, who let us move into his house in Carrollton. We stayed in his spare bedroom and had cable television and heat.  We still didn’t bathe though, dad didn’t want to be overbearing. Dad and I would stay up to watch MTV and were huge U2 fans.

I had a love interest named Buffy Gerry, who was a beautiful blonde girl a few years older than me.  We were great friends and would do everything together.  She would ultimately have to go live with her dad in an apartment off the Country Club Plaza and we would lose contact with each other.  The last time we spoke, she said she was moving to Texas to attend Texas Christian University.
During this time period in Carrollton, I ran in my brother Fielding on the town square, only it had been so long since I had seen him that I didn’t recognize him.  He walked up and said hi and told me who he was.  He tells the story that it was at that point he felt he needed to intervene. 

That next summer I went to live with my oldest brother Barrett and his girlfriend Robin in Bellflower, California, where he worked building the light rail system that currently runs in the Los Angeles area.  We visited Knott’s Berry Farm, White Water, Hunting Beach, Redondo Beach and many others I cannot remember.  They made sure that I had a fun time and helped me explore my ideas of music, clothing, etc.  Robin took me for a haircut from her friend at Long Hair Rocks, where the walls were covered with signed pictures of the famous clientele.  Some of these same famous clients I got to see in concert, the most memorable being Ronnie James Dio at Irvine Meadows.  This was the first and only shows he did on the Dream Evil Tour, due to him not being able to bring all his snakes, etc that were used as stage props.  I got my ears pierced and listened to 105.5 KNAC religiously.  We were never sure how long I would stay in CA, but soon my presence was requested back in KC.
I went back to live with Fielding and his girlfriend at the time, Darla Swift, at 6908 N. Mercier, Gladstone, MO.  I remember feeling close to my family and seeing them regularly.  Townes and Barrett were driving trucks and would stop in to say hello.  One time Townes brought over cases of oranges and grapefruits for us to eat.  They were left from a load he hauled and there were more than easily consumed, so they sat in the garage.  This was one of my fondest memories, as we took those rotting fruits out in the front yard and using them as baseballs.  I will never forget Townes, Fielding and I laughing and having so much fun smacking those juicy things all over and sometimes at each other.

Here I became part the first class at New Mark Middle school, where my rock n’ roll hair, earrings and clothes would set me apart and make all the girls want me.  This was the first time anything like this had happened.  That year was the first year of exploring sexuality.  I had girls tell me things that I had never dreamed of.  Things they wanted to do to me, things they wanted me to do and countless invitations to come over while they were home alone and have sex, which I did not oblige.  There was no mistaking that California had made me a hit.  I was no longer fat, non bathing and ashamed of my current self.  I didn’t have to worry about having friends over.  I can remember how it felt to actually have friends like David Kerr on the next block that could come inside the house I was living in, something I had never experienced before.
David was my best friend.  He was a great soccer player, great saxophone player, listened to all sorts of music and was cool at school.  He was just a great guy.  We would listen to the love song request show at night on 93.3 regularly and make requests to girls we knew.  I used to make these mix tapes of all the best love songs and he loved that shit just as much as me.  We were like brothers that shared the same likes, dislikes, loves and hates, the whole while just wanting the best for the other.  Fielding would take us to the mall on Friday nights where we would go cruise inside and flirt with girls while waiting for a movie to start.  Of course most nights we ended up getting side tracked with girls and not seeing a movie.  We would play football out in the front yard with Fielding and some other friends.  We would put a slip and slide on the hill on the south side of the house and slide until we were muddy.  But the time would come that our friendship would be challenged by distance. 
For the 9th grade school year I attended Shawnee Mission North while living with my mom, who is now married to Gary Pugh and living in Roeland Park, KS.  I don’t really remember much except that this was when Gary started to be abusive to my mom.  He would throw dishes, grab her, push her and hit her. About mid-year my mom got a teaching job in Belton, MO and we rented a house out there, using my Christmas bonus from our farms as the down payment.  That was short lived to though, as my mother, like most abused women, went back to her abuser.  The 10th grade was started in Shawnee Mission North also.  I would head up north to Townes’ house at 6445 N. Hope in North Kansas City, where we would spend nights working on my first car.  He was building me an engine for a 1970 El Camino and wanted to teach me how to work on cars.  I was up there most every night working on the car or just hanging out.  Halfway through the year, mom and I moved to Gladstone.  There I attended my second half of the 10th grade at Oak Park High School and was reacquainted with some of my old New Mark friends and had not completely lost my cool factor  While living there I had my first job as a telemarketer, making $4.75 calling for the Missouri Sherriff’s Dept. or something like that.  I didn’t have a drivers license, so I would either get a ride or drive my mom’s 1984 Buick regal that we brought back from California on a previous trip.  I was a rock star in my own head.  There was a band called Bango Tango that their bassist had straight hair, down to his waist that was orange.  You can see where I am going and it did seem like a good idea at the time.  My end result looked for like Ronald McDonald, than a rock star and left me no choice but to bleach it out.  Unfortunately for me, the orange stuck real good and it took a couple bleachings.
