Hendrix Serendipity Thompson

I am the illegitimate child of Mary Jane Tuttle, a young black hippie originally from Georgia, and Hunter S. Thompson, the world renowned Gonzo author.  I didn't meet my dad until I was 11, but from that point on I spent my time shuttled between Thompson's home in Woody Creek, Colorado and a hippie commune in the Haight-Ashbury area of San Francisco with my mom.  I absolutely loved both parents and both homes.

Thanks to my eclectic upbringing, I have many varied interests and hobbies.  My dad taught me how to shoot, ride a motorcycle, enjoy the wilderness, and appreciate the written word. From my mom I learned how to surf, garden, and developed a love of music.  Both of them taught me how to enjoy the effects of pot, alcohol, and the occassional tab of acid.  

However, I also developed a great love for and aptitude towards dance.  I dabbled in all different types when I was younger from belly dancing and break dancing to ballet and tap.  But wanting to live a semi-hippie lifestyle without many restrictions or random drug testing I entered a career as an exotic dancer.  But thanks to a sizeable inheritance from my dad I don't have to work all the time, just when I feel like it.

Also, thanks in part to my inheritance, I live a somewhat gypsy lifestyle, never staying in one place too long.  But I still make a point to spend as much time as I can in Woody Creed and San Francisco, staying for weeks at a time throughout the year.

My mom is still alive, so I do visit with her at the commune when I’m in town.  My dad, Hunter, killed himself in 2005, so when I go to Colorado I sometimes stay at his old home with my step-mom, but we’re not exactly the best of friends, so sometimes I’ll stay with my brother Juan, friends, or just go to a hotel in Aspen.  But I will still spend hours hiking or around dads huge property.

My dad’s suicide still troubles me.  I always knew that’s the way he’d go, and I didn’t expect him to stay around as long as he did, but it still left a huge, gaping hole in my soul.  Possibly because of this, I often become withdrawn and have started drinking or getting high (or both) a lot more often than I already did.  I spend a lot of time smoking and meditating trying to find my center and mend my soul the only way I know how.
