
With The Blackledge Clan 

by Chuck Price 

I have penned some of my memories covering my relationship with the Blackledge Clan – my former in-
laws, the “Captain” (Allan Douglas Blackledge – known by some of his Naval Officer contemporaries as 
“Blackie”), Missy (Dorothy, his wife), Patti (my former wife), you, Mike, and your other two (2) siblings.  
This narrative will be predominately linear in character.  I originally wrote this in cursive with the intent of 
having it typed, but decided that it would further extend the time past your desired receipt date.  I think 
you will at least be able to read this – the cursive effort was a little problematic. 

   The Captain and his family arrived in Houston, TX the summer of 1951 following the conclu-

sion of his final Naval Command in Indianapolis, Indiana, so that the twins, Patti & Penny, and 

the two (2) boys, Michael and Peter could begin their respective schools in Houston. 

   The twins were competitive swimmers as was I; I met Patti at the summer swim meets in 1952 

– the summer between our sophomore and junior years at Lamar High School  I think Patti and I 

had a math class together the 2nd semester of our junior year at which time I came to know her 

better.  In fact I began “showing off” to gain her attention in class.  At some point, perhaps the 

summer of 1953, we began dating and started “going together” our senor year – I was smitten 

with her.  So, my spare time that year (and succeeding years) including weekends were spent at 

the Blackledge house at 2307 Gramercy.  I was mobile because of my 1940 Ford … with the 

holes in the floorboard. 

   During the beginnings of my relationship with Patti and the Blackledge Clan I saw Peter (about 

6 or 7) building cardboard box forts in a corner of their dining room.  Mike was 10 or 11 years of 

age and still in grade school. 

   On Saturdays at the Blackledge house Bertha, the maid, would always fix an oversized pan of 

fried chicken which was enjoyed by all…including me.  I noticed at the time the Captain had 

recovered the kitchen floor of their house with a rubberized, interlocking series of commercial 

grade squares – not linoleum or tile I was familiar with – a better material if standing in the 

kitchen for long periods, nonetheless curious. 

  Our senior year at Lamar was full of excitement, dating and activities.  Penny was dating at the 

time Sonny Stribling – “The Strib” – which was somewhat puzzling to me; he was somewhat 

“rough cut” and did not seem to me to be the right guy for her.  Anyway, the senior prom and 

graduation rolled around and a number of us were going to the beach in Galveston after the 

dance to stay out all night in celebration.  I asked Patti whether her parents would allow her to 

stay out all night.  Initially, the twins told me they did not think so – I was willing to abide by that 

and not join our friends on the beach.  However, the night of the prom Patti told me it was okay, 

they could stay out all night.  I do not remember whether we double-dated with Penny and her 

date (The Strib I think).  The night at the beach was just spent around a fire talking and having a 

good time with friends – not really any drinking etc.  We decided to head for the house about 

6:00 am; both Patti and Penny were in my car – not sure what happened to Penny’s date.  I 

pulled up to the house about 7:00 am to let the girls out when their father busted out of the front 

door of the house in his skivvies with a few choice words, grabbing the girls’ arms and quickly 



ushering them into the house.  I did not know what to say – a little, no a big fib – the girls did not 

want to miss out on the celebration…or thought to have priggish parents?  I do not recall the 

Captain’s directing any invective my way.  Things settled down in a few days – I was back in the 

good graces of Captain Blackledge and a privileged guest once again. 

   I spent the summer working at Hughes Tool Co. on Polk Ave. … dating Patti and wrecking my 

father’s Jaguar, for which I lost my graduation present – a brand new Chevrolet Bellaire.  I was 

back to the 1940 Ford. 

   With the beginning of our freshman year in college, Patti and Penny enrolled at Rice Institute 

and I began my college experience in the Corps at Texas A&M College residing in the athletic 

dorm for spring sports (which includes swimming).  The main reason for attending A&M was its 

world class swimming coach, who had coached me some during a summer of high school.  

SMU and Texas U. each had offered me swimming scholarships…A&M did not – a picture of a 

salmon seeking to swim upstream.  Since I was in the athletic dorm I had Corps upperclassman 

privileges, allowing me to leave campus on the weekends, which I often did, pointing my 1947 

Ford toward Houston and Patti.  My brother Frank fell heir to the ’40 Ford, which he proceeded 

to strip the gears in.  It is beyond me how he did that because I had changed out the original 

gear box for that of a Lincoln Zephyr – a much stronger one.   

   Toward the middle of the 2nd semester of my freshman year, I decided the Corps proper was 

the true school and transferred from Squadron 23, the Athletic Unit, into Squadron 21, the “real” 

Corps.  At the time I was also toying with the idea of going to the Naval Academy; I felt the 

Captain would get me an appointment for the following year if asked.  My relationship with Patti, 

a serious one, kept me from following through on that idea. 

   During my sophomore year I probably spent as much time at Rice seeing Patti as I spent 

studying and in those classes I did not cut.  This approach to my education came with a few 

problems – I lost my pilot’s contract with the Air Force because my driver’s license was 

suspended for a month due to excessive speeding tickets.  Also, I lost my argument with the 

Dean of A&M’s Engineering Department.  I posited that the Ivy League schools did not require 

class attendance if one could make decent grades on homework, tests, and the final exam.  So, 

the reasoning was that should be acceptable at A&M – not so, what a parochial school … no, 

what an immature lad!  Such activities, attitude, and some other things did impact my grades – 

hammering my high GPA. 

   I decided to change my major to math and squeeze a four (4) year college career into five (5) 

years due to the additional two (2) year foreign language requirement, etc.  During my last 

semester I was taking both Spanish and German. 

   During the years spent at the Blackledge’s I heard many stories concerning aspects of the 

Captain’s naval career.  Several displayed his stalwart character; two (2) really stick out.  One 

(1) had to do with his experience as a naval pilot (in training) a few years after his 1920 

graduation from the Academy in the fledgling Naval Air contingent of the “Black Shoe” Navy.  

The other was much later during WWII. 



In the first instance, the Captain (ADB) was in the back seat of an airplane behind the pilot 

when something went wrong – the plane was headed for a crash.  ADB told the pilot to shut off 

the plane’s engine; the pilot froze so with great presence of mind, he [ADB] reached over the 

pilot and flipped the switch to kill the engine, The plane did crash killing the pilot, landing (no 

pun intended) ADB in the hospital for a number of months because of all the broken bones in 

his body.  He said he thought there was not a bone in his body that was not either fractured or 

outright broken. 

   The other story had to do with his being Chief of Staff aboard a heavy cruiser during an 

amphibious landing by US Marines on a larger island in the West Pacific (part of the 

Marianas?).  The amphibious landing turned out to be somewhat of a disaster, resulting in the 

needless deaths of many marines.  ADB and his staff analyzed the situation and wrote a report 

making several observations and recommendations as to how such an amphibious assault on 

island beaches in the future could be conducted successfully with less loss of life. The report 

was used as a template thereafter and required study at the Naval Academy. The Marine 

General in charge of that operation was known as “Howlin’ Mad” Smith whom the report 

depicted in a “bad light”.  When ADB was up for promotion to Admiral, General Smith quashed it 

– not even a “tombstone” promotion was available because of his machinations.  

When Patti and I gathered with ADB in the evenings on occasion it was ice cream and TV.  

One time, and I am not exactly sure when this was, ADB had discovered a little device called 

the “Blab-Off”. He was quite excited to have it. The device cord plugged into the back of the TV 

and at the other end of its four (4) or five (5) foot length was a small ½  inch x ½  inch x 1 ¼  

inch plastic box with a small wheel extending out of its top surface.  When the little wheel was 

pushed forward, the TV sound would cease, but the picture remained. To return to sound you 

just reversed the wheel’s position (there were no remote TV devices in those days). |ADB got 

the biggest kick out of turning off those noisy, annoying commercials interspersed in the 

programs he was watching.  I could almost hear his thoughts, “That will show you!” 

Among many other experiences wild part of the Blackledge family circle were great 

conversations with Captain Blackledge, some during a lunch just between the two (2) of us (I 

considered him my surrogate father after my father passed away in the last month of 1963).  I 

learned much from him. 

During the earlier years I was invited a few times to enjoy Thanksgiving dinner with the 

Blackledge family.  On one (1) memorable occasion the Captain carved a ham right off the 

table.  Patti’s Mom, with aplomb got up from her chair, walked around the table to the ham on 

the floor, picked it up, brushed it off with her hand and placed it back on the plate – the carving 

continued … and the dinner continued.  I was a little nonplussed by the whole episode.  On 

another occasion when that happened again I think Patti’s mom took a turkey from the floor and 

ran tap water over it then placed it back on the plate for further carving.  By then such was “old 

hat” for me. 

Well, the spring of 1958 arrived.  I was in love with Patti, and Penny with Fred Woods, a Rice 

basketball star affectionately known by some as “Strap”.  We all wanted to get married; the 

Captain wanted a “two-fer”, i.e., a double wedding … and that happened on June 13th that year.  

Patti and I drove to Monterrey, Mexico in our wedding present, a 1958 Chevrolet Impala from 



my parents, for a few days of honeymoon while Penny and Fred headed to Long Beach, 

California where Fred was to report onboard a minesweeper as a “fresh caught ensign” from 

Naval ROTC. 

In September 1958, for Patti and me it was travelling to Texas A&M in College Station so that 

I might complete my studies in my changed major.  We rented an old clapboard farmhouse in 

the country for quarters.  If I had to guess I would say the house was at most turn of the century 

(1900) vintage.  What an experience – it was pitch black at night and for us city folk rather scary.  

I slept with a hammer under my pillow.  That did not last long – we moved to a somewhat 

rundown apartment close to the campus.  A little later, because funds were limited, we decided 

that Patti should move back to Houston where she began teaching school. 

Gradation came, with that an appointment in July of 1959 for my reporting to Naval OCS 

[Officer Candidate School] in Newport, RI with a view of beautiful Narragansett Bay.  Indoctrination 

in the Navy way, new subjects to be embraced – naval nomenclature, naval leadership, watch 

officers’ manual, navigation, signal flag representations, etc. – “good stuff!”  With graduation 

from OCS in November, I selected the EOD [Explosive Ordinance Disposal] component of the 

Navy for further training.  Since we had 30 days leave upon graduation, I returned to Houston 

and my wife – I had so missed her.  When my parents heard about my selection of Explosive 

Ordinance Disposal Training in Indianhead, Maryland upcoming, they were horrified.  My Dad 

immediately called his friend from the days of his California upbringing, Lefty Nation, now an 

Admiral, to see if he could cause my orders to be changed. He was successful in having 

BUPERS [Navy Personnel Command] do that. 

At the end of leave we struck out for Long Beach, California and my new duty station –  the 

USS Hornet, CVS-12, a WWII aircraft carrier refitted with a canted deck in 1953, now part of an 

anti-submarine warfare task force. I was immediately made the JO [junior officer] in charge of a 

deck division upon reporting to the ship.  And thus began my schooling and “training” under a 

grizzled old bosun's mate first class adorned with a number of interesting tattoos. Through a 

series of events I became the legal officer of the Hornet within six (6) months of reporting 

aboard ship.  Later I was certified as officer of the deck, task force operations and GQ [general 

quarters] – great duties, great set of experiences; the master-at-arms were my police force, so to 

speak, on ship.  I conducted captain’s mast with the ship's captain, appointed officers to conduct 

summary and special courts-martial, reviewing the holdings after completion and advising the 

convening authority (the ship's Captain) of the results.  Additionally, I interfaced with NCI (Naval 

Criminal Investigations), agents of the FBI and local police officers of the Philippines and Long 

Beach as well as civilian lawyers on occasion who represented a couple of EMs [enlisted men] 

on civil/criminal charges, and a lieutenant charged with murder of his wife's paramour after we 

returned from WESTPAC [Western Pacific]. 

When Fred and I were in port at the same time we would get together with our wives (the 

twins) and enjoy each other's company and swap stories ... and there were a number. 

One day while the Hornet was in port, I came home to find Patti vacuuming our apartment. 

She immediately remarked that the vacuum cleaner was working so smoothly. I did not hear any 

motor noise. Looking at the wall socket I saw the vacuum cleaner was unplugged. We had a 

good laugh on that one. 



The experience of being Legal Officer on the Hornet for 2 ½ years, which also allowed me to 

attend Naval Justice School while the ship was in dry dock at Bremerton, WA being refitted, 

caused me to change course from considering graduate school in math to making plans to 

attend law school following being discharged from active Naval Service. With the LSAT being 

taken I was accepted at Baylor University Law School where my younger brother, Frank, had 

already completed his first year.  Of the 94 students in my class, only 42 graduated. Three (3) or 

four (4) transferred to UT [University of Texas] Law School where they experienced a letter 

grade higher in their courses as compared to Baylor – most of the 52 busted out.  Baylor was/is 

an excellent law school ... and certainly no “cake walk”. 

During law school and subsequently studying for the Texas bar exam several things 

happened. Patti began teaching school in Waco; I spent much of my time outside class in the 

law library studying; I became business manager for the Baylor Law Review, helping to edit 

student case studies for publication from time to time; worked at Montgomery Wards Saturdays 

selling clothes; trips back and forth from Waco to Houston and the Blackledge house between 

school quarters and on holidays – Baylor was on a system of 4 quarters a year and every time I 

“turned around” I was studying for final exams (the only tests given in the various law courses); 

my father passed away December 3, 1963 – waves of sadness and felt loss; our son, Alexander 

Stevenson Price, was born 4 February 1964; I was elected president (called Magister) of my 

legal fraternity, Phi Delta Phi; graduated August 1965 and began studying for the bar exam; 

took the bar exam in early October, passing it with a good grade even though I did not complete 

two (2) questions; licensed as a lawyer on 16th December 1965. 

I should mention that during Patti’s pregnancy we had considered naming our child to be 

born, if a boy, Jason –  there was no name at that time for a girl.  The Captain somewhat 

humorously said people might say of our son – “Jason, Jason, bring the basin” – I think he really 

did not like that name for his grandson – not masculine enough.  He also allowed that if a boy 

he might be given a nickname such as “Hambone”.  Close to the time of birth I came across the 

name of one of my ancestors, Alexander Stevenson, who lived in the 1850s (the date of a 

journal of his given to me by one of my aunts) – Patti and I decided that if a boy he should be 

named after my ancestor, Alexander Stevenson Price ... and so he was – our blessing. After we 

suffered through a period of “Hambone” he became Alex and Zander as a little guy growing up. 

To me he has been and is Alexander, my son of promise with whom I enjoy a closeness not 

only as father and son, but as Christian brothers in His love. 

After graduation from Law School a lawyer friend of ours – licensed 5 years ahead of me 

(and later to serve as a federal district judge for a few years, then becoming director of the FBI – 

William Steele Sessions) recommended a small law firm (Finley & Finley in Lufkin) hire me 

pending the outcome of the bar exam.  So, I was hired and given the job of examining close to 

200 land title abstracts on a $32 million land deal.  An abstract consists of a compilation of all 

the documents filed in the official public records affecting the title of a piece of land from 

sovereignty of the soil to the date of examination. The law firm received cash title insurance 

premiums through the firm’s Title and Abstract Company on my title examinations.  I received 

$575.00 per month for my three months of title work, after which my monthly salary as junior 

lawyer in the firm became $500/month. I later found out that Old Man Finley made $100,000.00 



in title policy premium fees.  Still, I was gratified to be practicing law where I thought I could 

grow as a lawyer. Patti was teaching school at the adjacent Houston ISD. 

We bought a small house with a separate bedroom for Alexander.  As time went on we 

began attending the local Episcopal Church shepherded by Father John Caskey, the rector – 

we became friends and I became his lawyer for legal services.  After the passage of almost two 

(2) years the bloom was off the bush so to speak – I became disenchanted with 50+ hours a 

week devoted to the practice of law in a town of 17,000 souls.  Further, a strong desire within 

me grew to attend Seminary – perhaps Father Caskey's influence. However, I know I just could 

not put Patti through another 3-4 year school stint.  So, I did the second best thing – consulted a 

family friend for a job in Houston. The company was an high-powered mortgage banking firm 

with a stable of big time real estate developers – Jerry Hines (who built high-rise office buildings 

in downtown Houston and developed Galleria); Wayne Duddleston, a large apartment 

developer; the Finger Brothers (Finger Furniture), Don Mullins, a former football player, and 

others. It was a good fit, I learned a lot.  Within two (2) years I was approached with a job offer 

as an attorney closing large real estate transactions on behalf of the advisory arm for an REIT 

owned by several Florida lawyers in Coral Gables, Florida.  I took the job but Patti remained in 

Houston teaching school and being a mother – we had purchased a house in southwest 

Houston close to the Memorial Park area.  As a result of having developed friendships with a 

couple of our neighbors I felt they would look after her and Alexander in my absence. I wanted 

to make sure the Florida position was the right one for our family. Within two two (2) months I 

put a contract on a house under construction.  During discussions with the builder I showed him 

how he could get an extra 70 square feet of living space without increasing his construction 

cost.  He liked the idea and incorporated in his various house plans. The house contracted for 

had an attached screened in pool and backed up to a canal; Patti and I were excited about the 

house – she had flown to Florida for a few days to meet company people, schmooze with clients 

and go deep sea fishing with them. 

As time passed with my closing construction loans for the REIT in Boston, MA I realized that 

those lawyers had little knowledge of how to underwrite the loans they were making on large 

projects in South Florida, Puerto Rico, and elsewhere. My thought was:  it is only a matter of 

time before the REIT and Continental Mortgage Investor, the advisory arm to the trust, will crash 

with bankruptcy the end result, having foreclosed on much of their clients’ properties / 

developments due to non-performance of the loan document provisions with the trust no longer 

having the funds to complete some bad projects. 

I called my former boss, Norman L., at Ben G. McGuire & Company, the Houston mortgage 

banker, that has been my employment home before the REIT.  He had moved back to his 

hometown of Dallas, taking a position as the right hand to the owner of a large Dallas apartment 

developer. Norman welcomed me into the development group with open arms. 

After giving notice and finishing the work assigned I left the trust and Florida the following 

morning, driving all night to arrive at our house the next morning. I might add, the house builder 

I had showed how to increase the living area (in the dining room) in his homes without 

experiencing additional construction costs refused to return my earnest money on the house 

contracted for.  Further, within 12 to 14 months of my leaving the REIT it did go bankrupt. 



So, I would be working for my old boss again, the primary executive to Irv Deal, the owner of 

the apartment development company, which happened to be a subsidiary of Penn Central 

Railroad Co. 

With the new job in hand but before returning to Houston Patti began taking action to sell our 

Houston house in earnest. The sale was consummated a week before our move to Dallas and 

my new job – all things just fell into place. 

My position with Irv Deal’s company was an opportunity to learn more about the “warf and 

woof” of commercial real estate development ... even a couple of things a little shady in nature.  

The ground in areas of Dallas was expansive with moisture so, with expansion and contraction 

seasonally there is a good probability of foundation slabs cracking and thus walls of structures 

cracking, doors out of square, etc.  Normally this is combated by piers interspersed around the 

perimeter and interior of the slabs, which increases construction costs.  Instead of that Irv Deal 

injected lime slurry under the slabs to stabilize the soil for a few years. Of course, his business 

plan was to build the apartments, rent them and then sell them to investors. I had no part in 

such decisions. As two years in Dallas passed I felt something was missing in my life – the need 

to give back to the community I was a part of became a somewhat constant tug on my heart.  A 

decision was finally made to join suicide prevention. Having participated in a required months-

long psychological orientation – both with respect to my psychological fitness and Suicide 

Prevention's processes and goals, I was assigned to a four (4) hour evening telephone shift one 

(1) or two (2) nights a week. 

There truly are hurting people who need help – perhaps a great many ... some are suicidal. 

To the telephone call-ins I was Alex Cord.  I like to think I was some help to a few of those 

hurting souls calling in to our group ... one (1) or two (2) of those over the one (1) plus years at 

Suicide Prevention I believe to have been truly suicidal; I was able to stop their desire at that 

time to leave the Earth.  If I had been a Christian then I would have been much more effective 

overall in dealing with the Kingdom of Darkness by bringing the Kingdom of Light to bear. 

Within some 16 months of our moving to Dallas, Irv Deal’s company went bankrupt because 

Penn Central – the “Money Tree” – went under.  Norman paved the way for me to get a job with 

a vertically integrated real estate development company that had grown out of an architectural 

firm – EnvironDynamics, Inc.  This was something he would have done for any good Jewish 

brother... except I was goy. 

What a great job Norman opened the doors to ... while it lasted.  Several million dollars of 

construction loans for the firm's commercial real estate projects were obtained through my 

written loan presentations.  I then became a project manager causing to be a $1.6 million 

townhome and patio home development on Eagle Mountain Lake in Ft. Worth and an eight (8) 

modular building office complex on Camelback Road, Phoenix valued at $2.8 million dollars.  

Alas, good thing (perhaps not all good things) come to an end. The company was highly 

leveraged with the result there was more debt than cash flow to cover it – the company ceased 

to exist and I ceased to get paid. I turned back to the law I had been trained in and started a law 

practice from zero – tough, tough sledding. 

During those years it seemed that Patti and I were growing apart. Admittedly, I was difficult to 

live with; effective, personal communications were neither of our “strong suits” ... in fact, as the 



saying goes there was “sparse and none”. She needed my attention and connectedness with 

her – I needed the same.  It was woefully missing.  I should have been aware of these things 

while in Houston, before Dallas, but was not. Patti, seeking to deal with this in her way – to 

establish independence and her identity – went and purchased a basset hound, Hildegard, a 

long-bodied, short-legged, big-eared brown hunting dog, bringing it home as our family dog. The 

dog was a clown and brought many hours of amusement and hilarity to our family.  One time 

Patti had bought groceries and placed some of them on the chopping block in our kitchen. 

Among the food was some link sausage – 6 or 7 links.  That basset, the hunter, smelling the 

food jumped up, planting her paws at the top edge of the chopping block, grabbed the link 

sausage in her mouth and was off, ears flopping, through the kitchen door, the sausage links 

trailing – but for the aggravation, a true Norman Rockwell moment.  When we caught up with 

her – though her legs were short she was fast in her mission.  She had chewed up a couple of 

the links. 

In growing up my family was not “touchy – feely”, nor was Patti’s. She sought attention and 

adulation and when it was not available in the quantities desired from me she sought it 

elsewhere – her coterie of friends growing out of those who were runners having, in part, some 

affiliation with Dr. Cooper’s Dallas Aerobic Center.  It was like a “you chose me” relationship on 

both of our parts. “I chose you” seemed to have lost its vigor – it became a diminishing force in 

our relationship. For marriage to work you have to work at it – we really were not.  There is a 

volitional component to Love.  Basically, five (5) types of behavior may be considered Love 

Language in a marriage relationship – 1) touch, 2) gifts, 3) quality time together, 4) acts of 

service, and 5) words of affirmation – these were predominantly missing in each of us regarding 

the other. Such behaviors (we do not usually have a need for all five (5) at once) are used to 

send the message “I love you”. There essentially was no longer that fabric of connectedness in 

our lives.  The result: divorce in February, 1976.  Alexander was overwhelmed and hurt, but I 

needed to be free from a marriage I had no idea how to repair ... my selfishness met my great 

sorrow for what I was putting Alexander through ... and Patti.  I wanted Peace, things to change, 

notwithstanding that I was a prime mover in the mess that had developed over the years. 

Monthly child support and visitation rights became part of the outcome ... aside from, but not to 

be diminished, the emotional upheaval in our lives – Patti's, Alexander's, and mine. 

Patti and I each remarried. I wanted someone to “choose me” as I “choose her” – Penelope 

Smith became that one.  I was determined that I would not repeat my mistakes.  A noble goal 

but standing on feet of clay and pot metal prior to Christ in our lives.  In due course a son was 

born to us - Mariner Graham Price – truly God's blessing – that incredible little bundle of Life 

entrusted to us, who has matured into a fine principled young man, father and husband with a 

good heart. 

The story with respect to my relationship with the Blackledge clan in my relationship with 

Patti could end here, but it does not.  I have continued to inquire of Alexander regarding his 

mother's well-being.  My heart has been and is that she have all good things in life that should 

be her inheritance – both emotionally and materially, but most of all, spiritually for that will bring 

eternal life instead of wailing and gnashing of teeth in utter darkness ... forever.  I do not wish 

that to happen for her or anyone.  God has made a way for every living human being on Earth to 

escape the eternal lake of fire – “for whoever will call upon the name of the Lord will be saved” 



(Rom 10:13; Acts 2:21; Rom 10:9-10);  a choice – all have that right to choose Him ... but not all 

will invite Christ into their life as Lord.  My heart as I have said, is that no one, no matter the 

blackness of heart or absolute feelings of unworthiness, should choose eternal damnation ... 

now should ignorance of God's existence and exorbitant love and his everlasting desire that 

none should perish, but all have eternal life through his son, Jesus, who forgives our sins – that 

be operative. My unquenchable desire is for Patti, a delightful person, full of Life’s expressions, 

joy and at times even wonderment ... and Dick, not fail to make the right choice. And, that has 

been my prayer for both from time to time over the years – choose Christ. 

Because of our divorce, Alexander lacked my guidance from the age of 12 years on ... even 

earlier.  I am grieved in my heart for his having such short shrift.  Out of my mess he became an 

alcoholic, wrecked his mother’s VW Rabbit, which in the natural, but for required seat belts for 

the car to operate, would have become an “accordioned” mass of metal sealing his death – he 

ran into a parked car at some speed.  God’s hand was on him!! 

By the time Alexander was 15, before the crash, I had become a Christian ... a new creation 

spiritually – “All things passed away, new things have come” –  my Spirit Man was reborn. 

Shortly after that I sat down with Patti one day in her classroom after school and told her I had 

become a Christian and had come to the realization of how imperious, controlling and otherwise 

selfish I had been as her husband, the suffering I had caused her. I asked for her forgiveness. 

She acknowledged and she forgave me but I am not sure she understood what had happened 

in my heart. 

However, I still had a monthly child support obligation for Alexander until his 18th birthday –  

a really tough obligation for me to meet on occasion.  Sometimes I fell behind and had to bring 

the payments current. One (1) time, when I had fallen behind and failed to make payments for 

two (2) months Patti’s running buddies convinced her to sue me for back child support, court 

costs, etc. By the time I was served with process to appear before a judge with Patti I had 

enough funds in hand to bring things current. On appearing before the court I tendered my 

check to the judge; he then proceeded to ask Patti whether she had given me notice she was 

going to sue me for back child support –  she replied “No”. The judge gave her the funds I had 

tendered into the court and required she pay court costs and her attorney’s fees. Patti was 

crestfallen – I was filled with empathy for her.  

Just prior to Alexander's graduation from high school we drove to Tulsa, OK to check out 

ORU (Oral Roberts University) for his college adventure. He liked the school, its buildings 

modern architecture and stated he would begin to attend the school in September. However, 

other events intervened. That summer prior to enrolling in college Alexander was living in 

Houston with us.  He was picked up for public intoxication during which he slugged one of the 

arresting officers – they threw him in the downtown Houston jail “tank,” handcuffing him to one 

of the iron bed structures – a really bad experience for him as he relayed to me later. By the 

time I got to the jail the next day he had already been released and thumbed a ride to our 

house. 

That, with other events in our home that day convinced me Alexander had some problems in 

his life that Patti and I had to address immediately. She wanted to put him in a hospital 

lockdown ward where he could receive help and counseling.  I was in agreement with the 



proviso that the counselors, either psychiatrists and/or PhD psychologists, be Christian – done. 

But the assigned counselors were not very helpful.  First of all they gave him a weekend 

furlough from the hospital unit; Alexander went to his mom and stepdad’s house in Richardson 

and took some drugs available in the house.  Dick, a doctor, came home and found him passed 

out; he got him up and made him walk around the house for a period of time.  I am forever 

grateful for Dick's actions that day – they probably saved Alexander's life.  After about five to six 

weeks of the hospital program and costs of $20K+ split between Patti and me I could not see 

any appreciable improvement in Alexander's condition – he was not receiving the help 

envisioned.  I decided to obtain his release from the facility as his father and find the help he 

needed, for I was not able to give him the constant help, counseling, and attention required due 

to my law practice.  Patti and I met at the hospital and she began crying and told me I could not 

have him discharged. I said “Watch me.”  The doctors met us there and strongly advised against 

my obtaining his discharge.  Alexander needed 24/7 help on a Christ-centered basis – I had a 

couple of facilities in mind.   

Once discharged I took him with me as I interviewed two (2) such facilities in the Dallas area.  

I called and talked with others in two (2) adjacent states during the following days.  Finally, Teen 

Challenge in Hungerford, TX, close to the town of Warton, agreed to see us and interview 

Alexander for possible admittance to their 18-month program lived out on Teen Challenge’s 

campus.  Their success in helping people turn around their lives from drugs, alcoholism and 

other high-risk problems was, percentage-wise, in the high 80s – no other programs’ successes 

were even close to that; it was because Teen Challenge’s program was Christ-centered with an 

initial requirement that each person admitted is to receive Christ as his or her Lord and Savior.  

After a two (2) hour interview Alexander came back to where Penelope and I were.  I could see 

a definite difference in his countenance, demeanor and attitude – the combative arrogance was 

gone.  He was admitted to Teen Challenge, progressing through its 18-month program; 

thereafter he was elevated to a staff position in which he ministered for another 18 months.  

During his first 18 month tenure, among other things, he was given responsibility for taking care 

of a large hog owned by Teen Challenge – an important duty for him and one he fulfilled with 

pride. 

Finishing three (3) years at Teen Challenge (working on Staff for the last two), Alexander 

entered Central Bible College in Springfield, Missouri.  During his four (4) years there he was 

president of the freshman class, involved in a travelling drama ministry, helped lead a student 

revival on campus and was named to Who’s Who on American College Campuses.  Much has 

transpired since his graduation in 1989 – by his training and relationship with Christ, he has 

travelled across country, doing Chorale, Vacation Bible Schools and Drug Education classes in 

various schools and churches (in Teen Challenge-based ministry liaisons), as well as 

participating in new church starts from the ground up. Additionally, Alexander has implemented 

programs and outreaches to children and their parents in underprivileged areas as well as 

ministering in teaching and worship-leading capacities. Following his locating to Cape May 

County, NJ, he has produced leadership training curricula and implemented various aspects of 

ministry, including facilitating a Men's Ministry for men from many denominations in the Cape 

May County area. In addition, he was the lead vocalist and rhythm player of Terra Nova, a 

worship band, performing throughout the area. This is alongside other teaching and preaching 



assignments in NJ, PA, W VA and Canada. Recently, he and another minister have started a 

house church, which meets on the Practicalities on the Supernatural Life and other topics. This 

is in addition to multiple mentoring relationships Alexander has developed throughout the past 

25 years, resulting in several Pastoral and Itinerant Ministry positions. 

During the time Alexander was at Teen Challenge, Captain Blackledge had an operation to 

relieve his pain from old injuries – probably as a result of the airplane crash he experienced 

decades earlier.  It was not successful in that it left him bedridden, requiring a caregiver. I had 

continued to keep up with what was going on in his life for he had been a widower since 1971 ... 

and he was my surrogate father. 

I have fond memories of Missy, Patti's Mom – we had many intellectual discussions over the 

years regarding literature, and I recall one story, quite humorous occurring when Peter was 

about nine or ten.  ADB was driving with Missy in the passenger seat – it was kind of a cold, 

blustery day and she looked out the car window exclaiming:  “Oh Allan, there's Peter and he 

doesn't have a coat on.”  It was not Peter but an orange fire hydrant ... she was not wearing her 

glasses.  When hearing this we all had a chuckle but not at her expense. It was just one of Life's 

humorous episodes. 

Back to my concern for the Captain and his need for a caregiver in his state of disability.  I 

introduced him to Vivian Linkey, the lady who had led me to receive Jesus Christ in my life 

years before – she was willing and able to effectively function as his caregiver.  He was all for 

her serving him in such a capacity.  During that time I had concluded litigation for a client that 

netted me a good fee, so I was able to pay ADB back the $2,400 he had loaned Patti and me 

years before – I think at the time the EnviroDynamics real estate company cratered and I was 

without employment.  He had graciously sought to help us financially during our time of need. 

Vivian, in her discussions with the Captain led him to receive Jesus in his heart as his Lord 

and Savior.  I explained to Patti her Dad would be well cared for, but she scotched the whole 

idea, moving him from Houston to an extended care facility in Dallas.  I can understand that but 

felt that he would just be another person in that facility receiving minimal attention ... no loving 

care.  My heart hurt for him but there was further nothing I could do to help the Captain. 

Because Alexander is our son Patti and I have continued to have conversations occasionally 

up to a few years ago.  One of her concerns early on was that Alexander was so steeped in the 

Bible and living a Christian Life that he would be unable to make a living.  And, Patti’s and my 

Dallas friend, Mary Amos Jones Speight of years gone by – who also became a Christian 

thought Alexander was too “charismatic”... until she received the infilling of the Spirit – the 

baptism of the Holy Spirit with evidence of speaking in other languages as described in the New 

Testament, first occurring on the Day of Pentecost, after Christ’s ascension. 

After the passing of Allan Douglas Blackledge my communication with members of the 

Blackledge family have been limited to less than a handful with you, Mike, the plane trip with 

Patti in 1989 to Casper, Wyoming for our attending the wedding of Alexander to Cynthia 

Cathcart, and a visit with Patti in the Lake Granbury community near Fort Worth several years 

ago.  While the foregoing represents some of my experiences, images, remembrances in brief 

(even a few of just my individual story) ... notwithstanding the great gap of years with very 



limited interaction after 1983, in my heart, the Blackledge Clan –  the Captain and Missy, Patti, 

Penny, Peter and you, Michael ... you all remain a part of me as family.  

Reference Stories 

 captain’s mast:  https://en.m.wikipedia.org/wiki/Non-judicial_punishment 

 Blab-Off:  https://www.earlytelevision.org/pdf/story_of_blab-off.pdf 

                 https://www.earlytelevision.org/pdf/blab-off_instructions.pdf 

 Howlin’ Mad Smith: https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Holland_Smith 

 William Sessions: https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/William_S._Sessions 

 

https://en.m.wikipedia.org/wiki/Non-judicial_punishment
https://www.earlytelevision.org/pdf/story_of_blab-off.pdf
https://www.earlytelevision.org/pdf/blab-off_instructions.pdf
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Holland_Smith
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/William_S._Sessions

