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To my son Jacob and all the kids in the
world. Dream your
dreams and don’t let anything get in the
way of making
your dreams a reality.
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PROLOGUE

Gimme Some Truth

When1was a kid I had lots of dreams.
I was nine years old and running with
some friends who used to sniff glue all
the time. In hindsight, it was a dumb
thing to do, but back in the day, that’s
what kids did and I was right there with
them when they did it. When I would
sniff glue, [ would get real high and
hallucinate. I would hallucinate that
people were all around me, taking my
picture and saying, “Tito, look this way!
Look this way!” I would look up and see



my name on a marquee. In big letters it
said: TitTOORTIZ. | had dreams. I had lots
of dreams about growing up and being
famous. I didn’t really know what it
meant to be a star when [ was nine years
old, but just thinking about it made me
feel real good at a time when my life
was shit.

I remember realizing years later, long
after I stopped sniffing glue, got a lot
smarter, and began taking the idea of
being an Ultimate Fighter seriously, that
the dreams had become a reality.

I was defending my Ultimate Fighting
Championship belt against Elvis Sinosic
in a packed arena in New Jersey. I had
defended my title several times over the
years, and once I became the top dog on



the mixed martial arts scene, I brought
fans down on both sides of Tito Ortiz.

Some people hated me and booed me
whenever | fought. Some people loved
me and cheered. There was no middle
ground. But the main thing was that
people knew me as the champion. It was
my hand that was inevitably raised in
victory and it was my opponent’s body
that usually ended up on the floor at my
feet.

I have a high opinion of myself. Call it
ego, cockiness, whatever the hell you
want. But the reality is that [ am the best
of the best in a very brutal sport.

At the Sinosic fight, the cheers easily
outnumbered the boos as [ walked down
the stage and into the caged-in Octagon.



Flames from my pre-fight entrance shot
up toward the ceiling. That night my
entrance music was “Ortiz Anthem” by
Fieldy’s Dreams from theRock N Roll
Gangster album, and it was bumping. I
entered carrying my trademark American
and Mexican flags, the symbols of pride
in my mixed heritage. Thousands of
people were screaming my name. The
lights went out. I was all caught up in the
electricity of the moment.

And I started crying.

I had gone from being this little punk
kid, whose parents were heroin addicts
and whose mother was seeing men for
money, to being here at center stage. All
I could think of at that moment was that
all these people were here for me. It



touched me. I had made it.

I had lots of dreams when I was a kid
—a kid whose future looked like a road
map of addiction, prison, or death. Now,
barely in my mid-twenties, [ was living
the best possible dream.

Success.

It’s been a few years since then—a lot
of fights, a lot of ups and downs. I’ve
made it to age thirty-two.

I’m sitting in my home in Huntington
Beach, California, getting ready to tell
the stories, good and bad, that have
made up my life. Writing this book is
like therapy for me. And I’ll be honest
with you, I feel more than a little bit of
anxiety at the idea of opening up my life
to countless strangers.



People are going to feel things when
they read this book. People who thought
they knew everything there was to know
about me, the people I consider close
friends, are going to learn things that
they didn’t know before. By the time you
finish this book, you are going to know
everything there is to know about me.

And maybe more than you want to
know.

I’m not afraid to say these things, to let
people know where I really came from
and how I got here. All the material stuff
—the cars, the houses, the money—ryeah,
I have all that and I’ve worked real hard
to get those things. But that’s the
superficial shit. What’s important is to
explain how I got to this point...and to



clear up all the misconceptions.

This book is going to let people know
who Tito Ortiz really is.

To the people who pay good money to
watch me fight and who read the stories
in magazines and on the Internet, ’'m
known as the big, strong, and, yes, cocky
fighter who kicks people’s asses for
money. The Huntington Beach Bad Boy,
a larger-than-life professional hit man
who bloodies people and breaks bones.

But for me it really isn’t about the
fighting. Because I’'m not really a fighter.
I’m an Aquarius—an Aquarius to a T.
I’m a soft-spoken, cool guy with all my
friends. Before just about every fight
I’ve ever had, I’ve cried. A lot of times
I’ve even thrown up. But that was just



the fear leaving me.

When it’s fight time, I flip the switch
on and there’s this character that comes
out of me that’s not me. I have an out-of-
body experience when I fight. I see
myself fight from a place outside the
ring. It sounds like some kind of fantasy.
But make no mistake, when I fight it’s a
brutal reality.

Months and months of training go into
that fifteen minutes in the cage. When
I’m in the Octagon and I’m repeatedly
punching a guy in the face, there are no
pulled punches, no screwups, and no
thrown matches. At that moment, I’'m
doing everything in my power to break
down my opponent and destroy him.

But then it’s over and I go back to



being the guy I’ve always been. I’ll go
out and party. I’ll drink and, although I
don’t do it much anymore, I might smoke
a joint. I’l1 hang out with my friends and
spend some time with my woman. In
other words, when the fight’s over, I go
back to being Tito Ortiz. Regular guy.

This book is not intended to make me
out to be some kind of saint or role
model. I couldn’t be either if I tried.
Because I'm flawed. I’m imperfect. I’ve
made mistakes. Lots of them.

By the time I reached the sixth grade, I
had done just about every drug there was
to do except heroin. [ would never do
heroin because I saw how it had
destroyed my parents’ lives and I didn’t
want to go down that road. But pot?



Acid? Mushrooms? Sure, I did it all.
Especially when I wasn’t drinking. I was
a drug dealer for a time, selling
marijuana, cocaine, and
methamphetamine in order to survive.

I was a tough, streetwise kid who ran
with a gang called F Troop, and we did
a lot of bad shit. I did two sentences in
juvenile detention centers. I almost died
twice. And in one of those instances
someone | cared deeply about nearly
died.

I’ve been unfaithful too many times to
count. Affairs meant nothing to me but
momentary sexual gratification. That
people were getting hurt in the process
meant nothing to me. After all, [ was
Tito Ortiz, a big kid playing in an adult



sandbox and trying to overcome the lack
of attention and the abandonment that had
haunted me since the day I was born.

The fact that my parents were drug
addicts is the one thing that haunts me the
most. It hurt, but it also changed my life.
If they had not been drug addicts, I might
have had a luxurious life. If they had not
been drug addicts, what you’re about to
read might never have happened.

My life has been the worst and it’s
also been the best.

I’ve had the love of a good woman
named Kristin, who remains an
important part of my life as the mother of
my son Jacob even though we are no
longer together. She is the daily
recipient of all the love and respect I can



give her. [ am in a committed
relationship with a wonderful woman
named Jenna, whose love and devotion
knows no limits. [ have made peace with
my mother. Sadly, my father and I remain
apart, but [ have good friends. I am truly
blessed.

And yes, there are people out there
who hate my guts. They’ve said horrible
things about me. They’ve said vile things
about the people I care for, which really
bothers me. But at the end of the day, I
don’t really have time for the haters.

Being a role model is definitely out of
the question for me. The best I can hope
for in writing this book is to be an
inspiration.

I think I’ve got the qualifications for



that because I’ve gone through the best
and the worst. I was planning to be a
teacher when I finished college. 1
wanted to take kids who were exactly
like me and pull them out of the streets
and the gangs and away from parents
who were drug addicts and give them
some idea of a better life. Being a
world-class fighter and someone in the
public eye has given me the opportunity
to make a difference in a lot of kids’
lives.

It’s impossible to reach them all.
Some have slipped through the cracks—
like my childhood friend Nacho, who is
currently serving twenty-five to life for a
crime I was nearly involved in but,
because I didn’t want to miss wrestling



practice, chose not to do. That day I was
awfully damned lucky. Or maybe God
was just looking out for me.

I’m getting ready to tell the stories
that, for better or worse, have made me
the person I am today. And I’ll have
some help.

Memories are often an elusive thing.
Perspectives and impressions are like
shifts in the wind. A lot of the important
moments in my journey came to pass
before [ was even born. A lot of
important moments were lost to me
through years of alienation and a refusal
to confront my demons. So at points in
my story, the three important women in
my life, my mother, Joyce Robles, my
ex-wife, Kristin Ortiz, and the love of



my life, Jenna Jameson, will fill in the
blanks and help paint a complete picture.

Because, in a sense, this 1s their story
as well as mine.

I’m secure. I’m happy. I sleep well at
night and [ work real hard for my family
and the people I love. Those are the
things that make Tito Ortiz tick.

I’ve had a lot of people tell me that
I’m living in hell, so I’m surely going to
heaven when I die. I’ll leave that
decision in the hands of God.

Because I know I’ve done my job as a
man on this earth.



CHAPTER ONE
What Did You Call My Mother?

I grew up in Huntington Beach,
California.

When you think about that city, certain
impressions come to mind. And one of
the most popular is surfing in the sixties.
White kids surfing. But it wasn’t only
white kids, even though that’s what the
Beach Boys would have you believe.
Believe it or not, Mexicans surfed too.
And fished. And hung out at the beach.
And drank beer or smoked a joint with
friends if there were no parents around.



If you were a Mexican kid growing up
in Huntington Beach, this is what you
did.

My father was Mexican. My mother
was Anglo. They liked the water, too. I
remember my parents this way...

My father’s name is Samuel Ortiz. He
was born in Santa Ana, California, in
1944. His family was also originally
from Santa Ana, although the Ortiz
family did come here from Mexico at
some point. Names, dates, and places
are hard to remember, but my father
would tell me stories when I was
younger. He was in the army in the
sixties. He ran with local gangs a bit
when he was growing up, but mostly he
hung out with car clubs like the Night



Owls, who would cruise around Santa
Ana in their tricked-out cars.

My father graduated from high school,
but he did not go to college. He started
out as a carpenter and worked as a
contractor before forming his own
company. He was a successful craftsman
and a great artist.

JOYCE ROBLES

He made a lot of the family’s
clothes. He was a designer, an
artist. He was totally outrageous.

My mother’s name is Joyce Robles.
Before that she was Joyce Johnson.
Before that she was Joyce Simmons. She
was born on the island of Hawaii, in



Hilo, in 1948.
JOYCE ROBLES

My father was a missionary. We
would travel a lot. Some days we
would have these tent services. On
other days we would stand on street
corners, swinging our tamborines.
We were doing our Pentacostal
thing, just trying to bring in the
sinners.

My mother was the oldest of six
sisters. Her father, Herman, served in
World War II. Her mother, whom I’ve
only ever referred to as Grandma, died
when [ was nine years old.



JOYCE ROBLES

My parents would always say that
one day we would go to the
mainland. Which meant California.
Which meant Long Beach. We
moved there in 1965.

My mother did not go to high school.
Things were tight, moneywise, for a
family with six kids, so my mother
stayed home to take care of her sisters
while her parents worked. She did it
grudgingly. I remember conversations
with my mother where she said that her
dad was hard on her when she was
growing up.

Maybe that’s why she married her first



husband at such a young age.
JOYCE ROBLES

I met Louie Simmons when I was
fourteen years old. He was a friend
of a friend. By the time [ was fifteen
we were a couple.

Her first husband’s name was Louie
Simmons. I met him once, but I don’t
really know much about him. She was
with him for eight years and had three
kids with him, all boys. Jimmy, Mike,
and Marty, each born three years apart.

JOYCE ROBLES

Louie and I got married really



young. I was seventeen when I had
our first son, Jim. We were very
loving in the beginning. But then
things got tough. He was always
wanting to go out to the nightclubs
and act crazy. I wouldn’t go to the
nightclubs because I was a good
missionary girl. So I stayed home
and tried to be Donna Reed. Louie
Simmons was a cheater and a half.
I left him in late 1971 when our
third child, Marty, was eleven
months old. We divorced in 1972.

That’s when she found my father.
JOYCE ROBLES

After I divorced Louie, I moved in



with my sister Shirley and later
moved out with a friend of mine to
a place in Huntington Beach. One
day I was on an outing with the
kids in Newport Beach when I met
Tito’s father. He saw my little boys
and he knew they didn’t have a
daddy with them. But that didn’t
seem to bother him. Two months
later we went on a date and after
that we were like glue. He was a
very handsome man. A mixture of
Carlos Santana and Jerry Garcia

of the Grateful Dead.

My mom and dad’s courtship was
simply a matter of my dad sweeping my
mom off her feet. He was a good-looking
guy and he was very nice to her. They



started going out and one thing led to
another and they became a couple.

They began living together in 1974.
They were never married on paper—it
was like a common-law relationship.
They were very loving to each other. My
father never cheated on my mother and
he never beat her.

In 1974, my father went to prison for
eleven months. It went down like this...

He and some of his friends were
driving to a rock concert. They had some
pills and some dime bags of pot in the
car. The police pulled them over, took
one look at my father with his wild hair
and crazy looks, and thought that the
weed belonged to him and that he was a
dealer. The weed wasn’t his and he



wasn’t dealing, but he was found guilty
and did his time.

The first house my parents lived in
was this real nice place in Huntington
Beach. They stayed there for a while and
then they moved to Santa Ana. My
mother got pregnant and she had a baby
boy. They named him Cesar Sebastian
Ortiz. They were ready to stop having
children at that point, but Cesar died of
SIDS when he was four months old.

JOYCE ROBLES

When Cesar died, we were not
thinking about having another
child. I was in shock. It was hard to
get through the day. For a while |



would go to the cemetery where
Cesar was buried and it would
mess me up for weeks afterward.
After a while I just stopped going.
All of a sudden I got pregnant
again. It was like God had sent me
an angel.

If Cesar had lived, I never would have
been born. But after Cesar died, my
parents wanted to have a kid together so
badly that they tried again.

I was born Jacob Christopher Ortiz on
January 23, 1975.

My dad was six foot five and my mom
was five foot seven, and I was a very
big kid. I weighed eleven pounds, eight
ounces at birth, and by age one, I
weighed forty-five pounds. I wasn’t fat; I



was just this husky kid. When my mom
held me, I measured from her kneecaps
to the top of her head.

My father gave me the nickname of
Tito when I was about a year old. Tito
translated into “tyrant,” and it kind of fit
because even at age one [ was a very
bold and bratty kid. But it was
apparently mostly in a good way.

My mom would always tell me that
everybody always wanted to be around
me and talk to me because I constantly
gave off this positive kind of energy.

I had a typical relationship with my
older brothers. They would beat me up
and then turn right around and take care
of me. Jim was eleven years older, and
he seemed to be the one who would



always look out for me. Mike would
always tease me and mess with me, and
Marty used to beat the shit out of me all
the time.

As the youngest, it always seemed like
somebody was doing something
outrageous to me. Like the time my
brother Mike and I were playing on the
roof of the house. He thought it would be
funny to tie me to the chimney with duct
tape and leave me there. I was scared
and started screaming. I must have been
up there screaming for two hours before
my aunt Linda heard me and came to the
rescue.

We led a pretty idyllic life. We were
living at the beach. My father went to
work every day and my mother was a



stay-at-home mom, taking care of us
kids. As I got older, my brothers and I
would spend a lot of days walking down
the alleys behind our house to the beach.
I used to go swimming and do a little
boogie boarding. We would go lay out in
the sand and play like regular kids.

Sometimes we’d bring a football and
every once in a while one of us would
throw the football at somebody’s stuff
while they were in the water. When we
went to retrieve it, we’d grab people’s
wallets so we’d have money to buy stuff.

I was too young to know that what |
was doing was a crime. It just seemed
like another fun thing to do.

We were always going on family trips.
We’d go to Disneyland and places like



Casper Park and Lake Elsinore, where
we did a lot of camping and fishing. We
liked being outdoors. One time we drove
up to Pismo Beach, which is up the
California coast, in our VW bus; this
was when you could still drive your cars
on the beach. We went out there and our
van got stuck in the sand and we ended
up waiting there until late at night when
a bunch of bikers came by and helped
pull us out. Those were the good times.

JOYCE ROBLES

The holidays were always special. |
remember one year Tito’s father
spent weeks fixing up the backyard
for Halloween. One year the entire



family piled into the car and went
to this place where there was this
old broken-down coffin. We
grabbed the coffin for our
Halloween party while the kids
looked out for the police. There
was a very welcoming attitude in
our house. All the neighborhood
kids hung out there. Tito’s father
made the kids a tree house. He was
always good to my children. But for
him, Tito was like his magic child.
He truly loved him.

Even though they were not his
biological kids, my father took in my
mother’s children and basically treated
them as his own. And for the most part,
my half brothers treated him with



respect. There were the arguments, but
for the most part things were settled
peacefully. Except for the time my
brother Mike, who was always a little
crazy anyway, got mad at my father and
tried to set him on fire.

My dad had gotten into it with Mike
for some reason. When it was over my
dad went to bed. But Mike was still
pissed. So he snuck into my dad’s
bedroom, splashed some lighter fluid on
him, and threw a lit match at him. My
dad jumped up and put the fire out
before he was seriously burned. Mike
got a serious whipping for pulling that
stunt.

At one time or another we all acted out
and got punished. I remember getting



whipped with a belt once because I stole
some money from one of my father’s
friends. Whenever we would get a
whipping, it wasn’t about abuse, it was
about us learning. And I definitely
learned not to steal money from my
dad’s friends.

Dad and I used to go hunting quite a
bit, and he would let me shoot guns even
though I was still a tiny kid. I remember
one day we were out hunting and my dad
let me fire a twelve-gauge shotgun. I
fired and the kickback from the shotgun
knocked me on my ass and I started
crying. My mom was pissed off when
she found out.

“Why in the hell did you let him shoot
a shotgun?” she yelled at my dad.



But I got into plenty of trouble on my
own. [ was kind of a smart-ass even at a
young age. There was the day that I
almost set the backyard on fire. A bunch
of cut grass had dried and had been
piling up for a couple of weeks. I
stacked up all the grass and started
flicking lit matches at it. The pile caught
fire just about the time my mom came
home. She yelled at me and gave me the
“Wait until your father gets home”
speech. My dad came home and I got a
good ass-whipping.

Sometimes it seemed like we got hit a
lot. But my parents never really beat us.

We would get a whipping if we got out
of line, but it was never anything
serious. It was more of a serious



scolding than anything else. I remember
my mom slapping me in the head a
couple of times when I was younger.
While I’m not in favor of physical abuse
of any kind, I do believe that a good
whipping once in a while helps keep a
kid in line. So I believe my parents were
right in what they were doing.

I started preschool at age five at Eader
Elementary, which was at the
intersection of Pacific Coast Highway
and Magnolia in Huntington Beach. My
parents were kind of into the hippie thing
back then, so haircuts were not a big
priority. Consequently I had hair down
to my ass on that first day of school.

The other kids jumped on that and
began making fun of me. They would say



things like, “There was a little girl and
his name was Jacob.” I remember
coming home crying and telling my mom.
She said, “Well, I guess we’ll just have
to cut your hair.” So they did and I ended
up with a Mohawk. That worked out
pretty well for the weekend, but by the
time I went back to school the next
week, my head was completely shaved.

And then I was teased for being bald.
Kids can be pretty cruel even at that
young age. But for the most part I got
along pretty well with everyone. [ was a
leader in school, probably due to a
combination of my size and attitude. I
wasn’t afraid of anything, and if I told
somebody to do something, they usually
did it. Sometimes there would be



problems with the other kids. One day |
was playing on the playground slide and
one of the kids called my mom a bitch.

“What did you say?”’ I remember
saying.

“I said your mother is a bitch,” he
answered.

Well, I got real mad and pushed the
kid off the swing he was on and made
him cry. I got in trouble for that. The
teacher wanted to know what happened,
but I wouldn’t tell on the guy. There was
a code even at that young age that you
did not snitch on anybody.

I told the teacher that he was talking
about my mom, but I wouldn’t tell
anybody what he said. My mom got
called to the school to pick me up and



she wanted to know what happened. I
said, “This guy called you a fucking
bitch.” She told me to watch my mouth. I
cussed a lot back then and the teachers
would always wash my mouth out with
soap.

Then there were the drugs.

My parents smoked pot. It was part of
that seventies hippie thing that was going
on at the time. My dad and mom grew up
in the sixties and they always used
drugs. They were real stoners. In fact,
there was an issue of7ime magazine in
the 1970s that covered this big outdoor
California rock festival called the US
Festival. And if you look real closely at
one of the pictures, you can see my dad
with his big Afro and he sure looked like



he was having a good time.

They would smoke with their friends
at parties and after work. It wasn’t an
addiction so much as a lifestyle; it
wasn’t hurting their day-to-day lives.
Dad would always get high, but he was
able to go off to work each day and do
his job. Mom was always good about
getting us up and making sure our clothes
were clean, we were fed, and our needs
were taken care of. We would always
see them smoking. It didn’t mean a
whole lot to me at the time. It was just
something my parents and their friends
did, and it always seemed to make them
mellow.

JOYCE ROBLES



Sam and I were hippies. Stone
hippies. Marijuana was a very big
part of our lifestyle. It was all
about the herb. The kids had things
to do so they weren'’t sitting around
watching us smoke all day. When
Tito was real young, a couple of
years old, he was not aware of our
lifestyle. But when he got a little
older, he knew it was a natural
thing in the home. He was a very
wise boy.

The reason my parents’ smoking pot
was not a big deal to me was because
my brothers used to smoke pot and they
turned me on to it when [ was five years
old. Getting high at age five was not so
great. | would remember getting head



spins that would knock me over and I
would have these real bad headaches
afterward. It sucked. It just didn’t feel
good. I also started drinking beer at age
five.

JOYCE ROBLES

I wasn’t aware that Tito was doing
drugs and drinking that young. If |
had known, I would have done
something about it.

My parents weren’t concerned
because they didn’t know we were doing
it. They never knew about it at all. We
always got away with it, though I never
thought about it in those terms. Maybe it
was because [ was so young,. I just felt



like they were doing their thing and |
was doing mine.

Everybody was getting high and
loaded. It was a carefree life.



CHAPTER TWO

Daddy’s Not Right, Mommy’s Not
Right

W hat my parents went through in the
sixties with drugs was kind of what my
brothers and I were going through in the
eighties. We grew up in the punk rock
days. The music and the lifestyle were
huge in Santa Ana and Huntington Beach.
There were these record stores all over
the place, and bands were playing in
clubs and in people’s backyards. Punk
rock was not about peace and love, as
our seventies childhoods had been.



The punk thing was very much about
rebellion and aggression, something that
kids in our neighborhood could relate to.
Everybody was into the scene. The
music was wild and crazy and had a
message that kids were into. Drugs and
booze were a big part of that scene. It
was all about getting high, being into the
music, and partying. But it was still the
mellow stuff, pretty much pot and beer
for me. I had no i1dea about things like
heroin.

Until my parents started mainlining.

But for my parents, getting into heroin
and ultimately becoming addicts was a
gradual thing. And not by design. At
least not at first. In fact, I guess you
could say that my parents became



addicts by a simple twist of fate.

It was around 1982 that my father had
a cyst removed from his tailbone. He
was in a lot of pain after the operation,
and the drugs the doctors were giving
him weren’t easing his pain.

JOYCE ROBLES

While Sam was in the hospital, he
came down with pneumonia. At that
point the doctors gave him
morphine, and when he came out of
the hospital, he was so strung out,
he couldn’t sleep or do anything.
So he called his brother Reuben.

One day my uncle Reuben came over
and said, “Try some of this stuff. This



will take away the pain.”

What he gave my father was heroin.

My father tried it. It worked on his
pain. But he also got hooked pretty
quickly. Then he turned my mom on to it.
I don’t know if they were hesitant to try
it at first. After all, this was 1982 and
nobody really knew how addictive that
stuff was.
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I was in love with Tito’s father. If
he had said let’s jump off the
Empire State Building I would have
done it. So when he started
snorting heroin, I started doing it
as well.



Pretty soon my father and mother were
both hooked. And things began to
change.

All of a sudden I noticed things going
missing around the house, things like
TVs, and I soon figured out that my
parents had to be selling our possessions
to get money for the drugs. Then there
was no food in the house. Things got so
bad that we’d sometimes go through
people’s trash cans to try and find
something to eat. And when we did have
a few bucks for food, we would always
eat things like beans, rice, and tacos. But
mostly any money my parents had was
going toward feeding their habit. It
wasn’t long before I realized that they
seemed to be high all the time.
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At first the kids didn’t notice the
change. We would still go camping
and go out on fishing boats and
continue to do normal family kinds
of things. The only difference was
that we would make sure we
brought some junk with us. We
would be on a fishing boat, and
we'd sneak into a bathroom to do
the heroin and then we’d be able to
get through the rest of the day
without any problem.

My parents had started out just
smoking it. But they began hanging out
with people who were mainlining it and
pretty soon they were mainlining it too.



Heroin had become a big part of their
lives and so it became a big part of their
kids’ lives as well.

Dad and Mom didn’t even try to hide
their drug use from us. I knew when they
were doing drugs because there was
always the smell of matches. When |
smelled the matches I could tell my
parents were cooking up the drug, which
is why, to this day, the smell of burning
matches makes me very sick.

It had reached a point where watching
them shoot up became a part of my daily
life. After school or playing outside, I
would walk in on them and they would
quickly hide their works and try to act
like nothing was going on. But I knew.
There were times when they were



getting high right in front of me; the only
thing that separated us was a curtain.

I remember looking at that curtain and
seeing the outlines of the spoon and the
needle as their habit grew worse.

My father stopped showing up for
work. He had gone from having a full-
time job to just doing occasional odd
jobs—a couple of weeks here, a couple
of weeks there. He was doing just about
anything he could to bring in money to
feed their habit while my mother
continued to stay home.
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Anything we had of value in the
house would be sold for drug



money. At first Tito’s father would
steal things from work to sell.
Eventually things got so bad that
he ended up selling his business. It
reached the point where he was so
hooked that he would just lay in
bed for days. And besides, he didn’t
have the guts to do any big things
to get money. So I was the one who
kept a roof over our heads. I was
the one who would go out and steal
stuff from stores and then take it
back and try to get a refund. At that
point everything we did was on the
sly. We did not want the neighbors
to know, so we did whatever we had
to do to hide it.

By the end of the first year of their



addiction, it had gotten so bad at home
that I did not want to be around my
parents at all. Especially when they
were high, which seemed to be all the
time. [ would come home from school
and as soon as they came home I would
leave and go hang out with my friends or
just wander around the streets.

My parents didn’t care. As long as |
was home before the streetlights went
out in the morning, they were fine with
me being gone. I tried to stay away from
them and what they were doing as much
as possible and tried to lead as normal a
life as I possibly could.

I was always getting into mischief,
nothing real heavy, just kid stuff.
Sometimes it would involve drugs. One



time I snuck out of the house and went
down the street with a friend to a place
that had pot plants growing in the yard.
In our neighborhood at that time, drugs
had become a part of a lot of people’s
lifestyles and so it was not uncommon
for people to have pot plants growing in
their yards. And no one was trying to
hide them either. My friend and I
decided we were going to steal the
plants.

So we went to this house, jumped over
the fence, hack-sawed the plants off,
threw the two big bushes over the fence,
and took off. As we were going home,
we were trying to decide where we
were going to hide the plants. Then I
looked up and saw my dad walking



down the street toward us. He looked
pissed.

“Tito, get your ass over here right
now!” he yelled at me.

I was kind of scared. I didn’t know
what to say. So I held out one of the pot
plants.

“Dad, look what I got for you,” I said.
He wasn’t mad anymore.

One time my brothers Mike and Marty
and this friend of ours named Larkin
found out that this house in Lake
Elsinore had these huge pot plants
growing. So we drove all the way up to
Lake Elsinore, snuck into the yard,
chopped down this huge plant, put it in a
tarp, and drove with it all the way to
Huntington Beach.



All the way back, we were praying
that we wouldn’t get stopped by the
police. When we got back, we all took
some of it. I gave some to my mom and
dad, who were stoked, and then ended
up selling some to a friend of mine. I
was supposed to get twenty bucks for it.
But he only had ten so I let him slide.

I guess you could say that was the first
time I did a drug deal.

The obvious sign that my parents were
full-blown addicts was that they barely
smoked pot anymore. They used to
smoke around us all the time and there
would always be weed laying out all
around the house. But now it was mostly
heroin. And heroin cost a lot of money.

Since all the money we had was being



spent on drugs or, if we were lucky,
food, my parents never had money to pay
the rent. We started moving from place
to place on a fairly regular basis. We
must have moved at least four times by
the time I turned seven. We would get
into a place, fall behind on the rent, get
kicked out, move to another place, have
enough for the first month’s rent, and
then the same thing would happen again.

And because we were moving around
so much, [ was always in and out of
different schools. By the time I reached
the second grade, I had been in and out
of Keppler, Smith, and Wilson in Santa
Ana. Actually, I got kicked out of two of
those schools for not showing up.

[ was feeling so insecure and sad



about what was going on with my
parents that I basically had no interest in
going. A lot of times I would leave for
school, decide I wasn’t going to go, and
end up jumping on a bus that would take
me down to Newport Beach, where I
would spend the day fishing,

Shortly after I turned six, my three
older brothers went to live with this guy
named Walter Blanchard. It had become
impossible for my parents to support all
of us kids. Walter Blanchard was not
any relation to us. He was like a friend
of a friend who said he’d take my
brothers in and watch them while my
parents did what they had to do to get to
where they needed to be. He knew what
was going on. By that time a lot of



people did.

The thing with Walter Blanchard was
not done legally. It was as simple as my
parents approaching him and asking,
“Can you do us a favor and watch our
sons?” Over the next few years, [ would
get together with my brothers for
birthdays and holidays like Christmas
and Thanksgiving. It was fun seeing them
when we got together, but I really didn’t
have any feelings of loss when my
brothers left. I just felt that [ wanted to
be with my mom and dad.
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Tito was my baby. That was the
only reason I kept him with me



when the other kids went to live
elsewhere.

By the time I reached age seven, my
parents were always fighting about
money or some shit about drugs. They
could have cared less about what was
going on in their kids’ lives and we felt
it. One night [ heard them screaming at
each other and I was like, “Gosh! I wish
they’d stop fighting!”

Then all of a sudden I heard this loud
bang.

Not too long before, my mom had
gotten a car from my grandpa, an old
Buick. My dad had parked it on the
street by our house in this really dark
area. That night when my dad heard the
bang, he yelled, “What the fuck!” and



looked out the front door.

The Buick grandpa had given us was
all the way up on the driveway, and a
Mustang had crashed into it from behind.
This guy staggered out of the Mustang,
all bloody from head to toe and totally
hammered, and took off running. My dad
was so pissed off that he ran after him,
grabbed him, and brought him back to
our house, where he held him until the
police arrived. The guy was arrested for
drunk driving and for totaling our car.

My parents got some money from the
accident and they went right out and
spent it on drugs. But the relative peace
of their newly funded high didn’t last
very long. Pretty soon they would be
screaming and hollering about money



again. They were running out of ways to
feed their habit.

Sadly, my father came up with one
more idea.



CHAPTER THREE
Street Life

Ive always been a person who speaks
his mind. Ask me any question and I’11
give you an answer. As far as I'm
concerned, nothing is off-limits.

But there’s one thing about my life that
really touches me and it’s something that
not many people know about. I am kind
of reluctant to talk about it. But I don’t
feel as though people will truly
understand what I’ve gone through in my
life unless they hear this too. So here it
is...



My mother became a lady of the
evening when [ was eight years old.

My father was barely working and
wasn’t bringing in much money. So he
and my mother started talking about her
going with men for money and eventually
my father pushed her into it. My mother
never wanted to become that kind of
woman. But at the time, for them, it
seemed like there was no other way to
support their drug habit.
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I know I made a lot of bad

decisions, but I never slept with
men for money. I would go with
men, play games with them, and



then rip them off. But as far as
laying down with men for money?
No. I ripped them off. They left with
no money but they left without me
too.

It started gradually at first, but it
would get worse. I remember I would be
at home and I would look outside and my
mother would be waiting for guys to
come and pick her up. I pretty much
knew what was going on, and it was
painful for me to watch.
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Of course Tito knew what was
going on. I'm sure in his mind, he
had to know. He worried about



where I would go at night and
where [ was coming up with all the
money.

There were times when I just had to
get away from the situation and I would
go down to Newport and fish.
Sometimes [ would be fishing on the pier
and a car would pull up and it would be
my mom with some guy. She would take
me to someone’s house and I would stay
there until she was finished, and then she
would come and pick me up.

The way it worked was she would
come home after being with a customer
at night and would give me money to go
get some food. I usually went to the
Mexican restaurant that was about five
blocks away from the house. Then, with



whatever money was left, she would get
her drugs and get high.

I know my mother hated what she was
doing. She hated every second of it. But
she also knew that the money she was
making was supporting her and my
father’s drug habit. My father didn’t feel
any jealousy or anything about pushing
her into that kind of life. None at all. All
he cared about was getting the money
and getting high.

I found out years later that when my
mother went with men, she would act
like she was somebody else. She would
play out a fantasy in her head so she
could escape the reality of what she was
doing.

My mother had some run-ins with the



law, but she was never in jail for more
than a night. My father never went back
to jail. Considering the shit he was
doing, I guess you would have to say he
was lucky.

But the one thing about my parents,
even with all the shit that was going on
with them, was that they still insisted
that I go to school. Nobody in school—
not friends, not teachers, nobody—knew
what my life was like. They didn’t have
a clue because [ wouldn’t talk about it.

Kind of like what my mother was
doing when she was with men, I was
living a fantasy when [ was in school.
When I went to school, I would think that
I was just like any other kid. My mom
would pick me up and drop me off. A lot




of times I would just walk.

I was pretty much a C student. I had a
lot of problems with English classes
even though my parents were strictly
English-speaking and that’s what was
spoken in the house. | had problems
reading. My favorite subjects were
geography, science, and math. But
learning was tough for me. Between the
second and fourth grades, I never went
to school for a full year. But I made it to
enough classes and got good enough
grades that somehow they passed me.

Sometimes I would get suspended
because I acted out, looking for the
attention I wasn’t getting at home. |
would start fights, sit in the back of the
class and throw things, stuff like that.



When I wasn’t in school, I was
stealing. I would go to places like Kmart
and steal clothes and food. I had picked
up on my parents’ habits. Stealing was
the only skill I had. When we didn’t
have the money to buy things, we would
steal them.

I really didn’t want to spend time at
home—except when it was time to
watch pro wrestling on television. My
mom told me that when I was young, I
would come into the house, get
completely naked, grab my blanket, and
sit in front of the television watching
wrestling. [ was fascinated by it. I loved
Hulk Hogan and all the trash talking and,
of course, the action. I was convinced
that it was all real. My mother once told



me that I turned to her one day and told
her that my name was going to be up in
lights someday. I guess that’s when the
dream was born.

It was about this time that my parents
were finding it impossible to keep a roof
over our heads and we basically became
nomads. Between the ages of eight and
nine, [ remember staying in a lot of
motels, places like Motel 6 and Best
Western. When we couldn’t afford a
motel we’d sleep in our car. For a time
we had this tiny trailer that we would
park in people’s backyards and stay
there. Sometimes we would stay in
people’s garages.
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We lived in a trailer for a while
that was next to a campground.
Haitian gypsies were living right
next door. One day Tito came
running up to the trailer and told
us that there were narcs in the
front yard. We all ran out of the
trailer, jumped a fence, and ran to
a friend’s house to hide.

I had friends, but I always made some
kind of excuse as to why they couldn’t
come over to my house. I was ashamed
and embarrassed to have them see that |
was living in a motel or in somebody’s
garage.

We used to get food stamps and
government cheese and milk. We were
on that whole government-issue deal. On



Christmas, we’d go and have Christmas
dinner with homeless people. That was
my memory of Christmas for a lot of
years. It was all pretty sad.

I had been getting high for a long time,
but [ was eight when I started getting
heavily into shit. [ was hanging out with
these guys who were always looking for
ways to get high. I started off sniffing
paint and glue, but eventually we did
whatever we could get our hands on. I
wasn’t in a gang, but [ was definitely
hanging out with some tough street guys.

Things were bad, but I can remember
some bright spots.

Every once in a while my father would
take me out on a fishing boat called
theHellena with his friends. We had



done a lot of fishing before, and it had
become my thing. I would read about
fishing a lot. We would be out on the
ocean catching fish and as they were
pulling them in, I would be able to call
out their names. One of the deckhands, a
guy named Mark Thompson, said, “How
do you know about those fish?” When I
told him I read about them, he was real
impressed.

“Have you ever thought about working
on a boat?” he asked me one day.

I told him I hadn’t.

He said, “Why don’t you come out and
I’1l show you a few things. You can
scrub the boat down and I’ll let you fish
for free.”

That sounded cool to me. So every



chance I had, I would go down to
Newport Landing. My mom would drop
me off, I would work on the boat, and
my mom would pick me up at night. For
me it was a total getaway. It was a few
hours where I didn’t have to see my
parents doing drugs.

My mother did her best. She tried. But
to this day, I still have hatred toward my
father.

I hate him for what he put us through
and because he could never be man
enough to talk to me about it. But when
my dad wasn’t high on drugs, he could
be very loving toward me.

I remember the times when I would lay
on his chest and we would watch
television and just talk about things. I



remember his smell and his hairy chest.

At that time, those things were very

comforting to me. There was a little

happiness for me with my parents.
They had good hearts.



CHAPTER FOUR
F Troop

M- y family had just made our latest
move to a house on the corner of
McFadden and Bristol in Santa Ana.
Nothing had changed. My parents were
still doing drugs and doing whatever
they had to do to get the money for the
drugs. And because of that [ was
spending a lot of time on the streets.

The first time I got into a one-on-one
street fight I was twelve years old.

It was in Garden Grove, California,
and I fought against some Asian kid. |



don’t remember his name. But |
remember that the whole thing was as
simple as him saying something about
one of my friends and my sticking up for
him. We were standing face-to-face and
then all of a sudden he slapped me real
hard in the ear. I started crying and I ran
home.

I learned something that day. You’ve
got to watch out for those ear punches.

I never went back to try and even the
score with that guy because I was scared
to death of him.

Not too long after that, I got into my
second one-on-one fight. There was this
kid who was trying to bully me. I stood
up to him and punched him real hard. He
fell down, started crying, and ran away.



He never bullied me again.

That kind of evened the score.

By the time I had those fights, I had
already been jumped in and jumped out
of one of the toughest gangs in the Santa
Ana area. They were the baddest of the
bad. They were F Troop.

I didn’t really know who was who at
first. There were just a bunch of guys
hanging out and getting into shit. Most
days I was hanging out on the streets
with a lot of the neighborhood kids, and
some of the older kids, the guys fourteen
to sixteen, were in gangs. [ was nine at
the time but I was pretty mature and
streetwise for my age, so people thought
I was a lot older.

Most of the guys I was hanging with



were members of F Troop. Even before
[ actually knew anybody in the gang, |
knew what they were about. I heard all
the stories, how they were the in crowd
at the time. Those were the people |
wanted to be around. They were one of
the biggest gangs in Santa Ana.

It wasn’t like I asked to be in F Troop,
and they didn’t exactly approach me to
join the gang. | had been hanging out
with some of the members for a while
and they basically said that if I wanted to
keep hanging out with them, I had to join
the gang. So finally they asked, “Do you
want to get jumped in?”” And when I said
yeah, they said, “Okay, tomorrow we’re
going to meet here and you’d better be
here.” I looked at it as a friends kind of



thing and wasn’t really afraid.

Being jumped in is an initiation
beating. You have to walk this line of
about eight kids, usually four on a side.
As you walk the line they all beat on you
and sucker punch you and you have to
take it to prove you’re strong enough to
join their gang. At the end of this line
there’s always one guy who gives you
the final beatdown.

At first, [ wasn’t really afraid—I
didn’t give it much thought. But all of a
sudden, that night, | started getting
scared. I wasn’t sure if they were going
to shoot me or stab me.

According to the rules, I basically had
to let them beat the shit out of me and I
could not fight back. But I kind of got the



feeling that they would look up to me if |
did fight back. So I started walking the
line and as I was getting hit with all
kinds of punches, I started getting angry
about halfway down the line. I knew if |
didn’t put up a fight, these guys were
going to beat the shit out of me. So I
started trying to defend myself a little bit
and I hit a couple of guys pretty hard. I
reached the end of the line and the
beating stopped. I had a bloody lip and a
swollen eye, and they told me I was part
of the family now.

I liked the idea of the family thing. My
parents knew nothing about F Troop or
what I had been doing with them. They
were too busy getting high all the time to
care about me. So it was like F Troop



had become my family.
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I had no idea that Tito had joined
that gang. It was all a secret. |
wasn’t all there in my mind so [
really didn’t know. When I did find
out later, the idea that he was in a
gang scared me to death.

F Troop was always into some kind of
bad shit in the neighborhood, and I got
right into the swing of things. We would
tag and spray paint on walls. We did a
lot of drugs. I did pot a lot and PCP a
couple of times and, of course, I drank. F
Troop was also into stealing things to
get the money to buy drugs and stuff.



Sadly, given my background, I was
pretty good at stealing. I would steal
stereos from cars that we’d break into,
or we’d go into stores as a group and
walk out with car stereos, candy, and
alcohol. It wasn’t like we were stealing
and then trying to sell the stuff. We
would take orders from people wanting
certain things.

Stealing was easy for me because
nobody really paid any attention to a
small kid. Once in a while we would get
caught, but we would just get a slap on
the hand and then they’d kick us out of
the store.

There was a lot of violence in and
around F Troop. But it never seemed to
go beyond just beating the shit out of



people. A lot of the violence was gang-
on-gang action. If other gangs were on
our turf, we’d beat them up. That
happened a lot in Centennial Park,
where we hung out. It was pretty much
our turf. One day we came across three
members of a rival gang there, so we
just beat the crap out of them. That they
were there was all it took to justify a
beatdown.

There was no technique involved in
gang fighting. You would just sling,
throw blows, punches, kicks, and
tackles. Sometimes we would use
baseball bats and chains. All we wanted
to do was hurt them, beat them down,
and make them cry.

But I never used a gun or a knife. I



never killed anybody or beat anybody
real seriously. There were a couple of
times when F Troop wanted to use guns,
but I said no way. I was afraid; using
guns and knives was way too serious for
me. But [ was more than up for throwing
blows.

When I was in F Troop, there was
always the chance of things getting out of
hand and going too far. I could have
ended up 1n jail or worse. I was an angry
kid, but it was a controlled anger. |
believed in what my gang stood for, and
the guys were friends and family to me.
So yeah, while I was definitely an angry
kid, 1t was never an anger that was going
to get me into real serious trouble as
long as [ was careful.



But the funny thing was that even
though I was into a lot of shit with F
Troop, I knew the stuff I was doing
wasn’t good. Something in my heart was
telling me that [ wasn’t being a good
person.

This went on for another two years
until I was about twelve. And the funny
thing was, by that time, [ was probably
doing more drugs than my parents were.

It still both angered and saddened me
that they were heroin addicts. But there
was really nothing I could do. Although I
would sometimes try. I remember
sneaking into the house sometimes when
they weren’t home and hiding their
works. But then my father would come
home and get real angry when he



couldn’t find them. When he asked me, I
flat out told him that I had hidden them
so they couldn’t do drugs anymore. But
all that did was make my father direct
his anger toward me and eventually |
would tell him where the works were.
But like all drug addicts, my parents
eventually reached rock bottom and
made the decision to try and do
something about it. They both started
taking methadone, which was supposed
to help you get away from the effects of
heroin. It’s hard to say what my father
was thinking at the time, but my mother
was just tired of the addiction and of
having to do what she had to do. Using
methadone was helping her, but my
father’s habit was just too powerful for



him to do what he had to do to keep their
relationship together. The methadone
treatment just wasn’t working for him.

That he continued to get high was very
obvious the few times we tried to have a
father-and-son moment. We used to go to
the movies a lot, and he would usually
be high as hell. I would be watching a
movie and [ would turn to my dad and he
would be nodding out. He did that
several times, and we would always end
up leaving the theater.

My mother was still seeing men at the
time, and she ended up meeting this guy
named Michael Johnson. He was a cool
guy who had just come out of a marriage.
They ended up falling in love, and
Michael asked my mother to marry him.



We were still in Santa Ana and [ was
still running with F Troop. But one day
something happened that changed all
that.

I was hanging out with a few of my
friends. We were all leaning against this
van and all of a sudden this car pulled
up. Someone in the car wanted to know
where we were from, which in those
days meant he wanted to know our gang
affiliation. I don’t remember who said it,
but somebody yelled, “F Troop!” The
next thing [ knew, I heard this bang and
the guy standing a couple of feet away
from me just dropped. I thought,Holy
shit!

All of a sudden there were bullets
flying everywhere.



Everybody scattered. I jumped over a
brick wall. You could hear the bullets
hitting the wall, the sound of metal
hitting stone. I took off running and
headed straight home. The guy standing
next to me was killed. A few inches the
other way and it could have been me. I
was lucky. Almost dying had a big
impact on me at that moment. I knew this
was not the life I wanted.

Word of the shooting got back to my
mother and she said, “That’s it, we’re
getting out of Santa Ana. Pack your bags;
we’re leaving.” I couldn’t argue with
her. Santa Ana was a rough place, and
there were rival gangs everywhere.

My parents had separated by this time.
My father had gone to live in my



grandmother’s house. To be honest, I
don’t remember much about the day they
broke up. I was excited that my mother
had given up going with the men and the
drugs and that [ was getting a second
chance to be around a lifestyle that was
different than what I was used to.
Looking back on it, all I can say is that
my mother getting up and leaving my
father like that was a very strong, brave
thing to do.

I wasn’t going to have to worry about
my parents doing drugs anymore and I
could stop making excuses and start
bringing my friends around to my house.
It seemed like for the first time in my
life, I would have a chance at a normal
life. But there was one more thing I had



