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Sixty years ago today, my father 

killed my mother in front of me. 
I was ten. 
My mother was abused by her 

brother when she was growing up, 
apparently. And that’s why she quit 
school. To get out of that house. She 
married my father. She was 18 and 
my father was 30. 

I had two brothers. He was not 
sexually abusing them, like he did me, but he was physically abusing all of us. 

Anyway, he had the farm, but he didn’t like to farm. What he liked to do was drink and carouse 
around. So my mother was actually the breadwinner. 

We had milking cows, seven, and we milked cows and we delivered milk every night, and butter or 
eggs or whatever people wanted. My father’s pattern was to go to the tavern and get drunk and stay till it 
closed. 

He had a favorite crony who became one of my sexual abusers, too, that he would bring home. Or, 
he’d still be drunk, and he’d come home earlier, and my mother would fix a meal or something. And 
whatever it was that was disagreeable with him, it was enough to start a fight. One time he had my 
mother down on the floor choking her and I was hitting him to no avail, and I started biting his thumbs, 
around my mother’s neck, and he let go. Bites work. 

Then his thing was, “I’m gonna get the gun and blow you all to hell and back.” So he would run in 
and get his shotgun and he did keep it disassembled, you know. So while he was trying to get his gun and 
that, then we’d all run up the road and hide from him until darkness. And we’d creep back, to see if he 
was asleep. When he was asleep, then my thing was to say to my mother, “Let’s tie him in bed with a 
rope and I’ll beat him to death with the ball bat.” And my brother was, “I’ll stab him to death.” And my 
mother’s thing was, knowing that’s not going to work. The law. What would happen to us. 

The law was the mayor. The mayor was my father’s first cousin. 
The other thing my father would do is that we would go to the tavern to get him to come home, and 

he would set us up on the bar and make us drink. We would try to fake it. And he’d say, “Drink or I’ll 
beat your little ass.” 

He had people in that community terrorized and yet ‘he wouldn’t do anything bad,’ they said, 
because at one point, his first cousin took his guns away from him, but his sister got them back. She went 
down and said, “He needs his guns for when he goes hunting,” and the only thing he hunted was us. And 
my mother. 

Can you imagine how we were in school? I was a terrible student. We were all terrible students. 
Because we might be up half the night, fearful or in a brawl or who knows what. I remember when I’ve 
been drunk. Less than 10 years old. 

Friends? No, I didn’t want any friends. I didn’t want to get close to people. 
This went on until July of 1947. That’s when I’m 10, my youngest brother’s eight, and my oldest 

brother’s 12.  My mother decided to divorce him. Always the threat was, “You know, if you leave me I’ll 
kill you. If you go to your family, I’ll kill them too.” 

Anyway, she left him. And she divorced him. And he let her live from July to October the 21st. And 
he killed her on her mother’s birthday. He knew that. 



We had gone to bed. We were upstairs. It was late at night. I awakened to hear my mother 
and my older brother at the window. 

My mother said to me, “You stay here and watch.” I thought, “I’m not staying here.” So 
when she started down the stairs, she was going down the stairs and it was my brother and then 
I was right behind her. And we went to the door and opened the door and my father fired. My 
brother and I are in front of my mother. And my father fired with a 16-gauge shotgun and it hit 
her in the side. And she exclaims, “Oh my God kids, he shot me.” She knew who it was there. 
She knew. 

My father came charging through that door, the screen door, because the regular door was 
open. My brother has run to the stairwell, I didn’t know that, that he had some more shells, he 
had a .22 single shot rifle and he fired right after my father fired. I couldn’t see anything. It was 
absolutely dark. I had poor vision, I didn’t have my glasses on. My father came charging 
through and I grabbed the gun. I was holding on for dear life, to the gun. The shotgun. I am 
fighting him, holding on for dear might. He hits me in the head with the shotgun barrel and 
knocks me to the ground. To the floor. And walks right over to my mother. 

I find myself--I don’t know how I got there--I find myself in the stairwell screaming.  And 
my father walks right over to my mother, who is unconscious. He walks right over to my 
mother and puts the shotgun right down to her chest and fires again. 

By that time, my brother has found the shells. And my brother then shoots him in the head 
(with the .22). And my father keeps walking and falls down on the porch and my brother gets 
the shotgun and puts four more shots in his head with that 16-gauge shotgun. And disappears. 

Blood, I was covered at that point, because I was down at my mothers’ side. I knelt down in 
the blood, it was everywhere, just pouring out of her. Just a lake. I knew she was dying. Oh, I 
knew she was going to die. 

After my mother’s murder, we were separated, we went to different homes. I went to my 
mother’s sister, my aunt. 

In seventh grade I decided I would learn to read, and I did. Later I had to put myself through 
school. It took me nine years to get my bachelor of science degree. I wasn’t prepared. But I told 
one teacher, “Don’t ever ask me if I want to change my  major again. I am going to be a 
medical technologist if it takes me a hundred years.” I think the drive to succeed and do 
whatever you had to do came from my mother. Because I saw her live that way. Whatever she 
had to do, she did it. She did it. And so, I did it. 

I coped by being an overachiever, a workaholic, a controller, the perfectionist. But it didn’t 
work forever. When I was 51 I started counseling and then the counselor sent me to Polk 
County Victim Services to attend the sexual abuse and the homicide groups. 

It’s no longer tortuous to me anymore because I’m in a safe place. It can’t hurt me any 
more. 

The day I retired I drove over the southwest 9th bridge and went right into Polk County 
Victim Services said, “I want to volunteer.” 

I’ve been talking ever since. Well, I’m 70 years old, you know. If there’s something to be 
said I’d better be getting it said. Hesitating is gone. 

If I get lonely and discouraged all I have to do is ask for Him to come and hold me and I go 
right to sleep. Or, “Send some angels,” I say, “if you’re too busy.” I used to ask for my mother 
to come. And she did. I kept her until I found Christ. 

But I never ask her now. I let her go. 
 


