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We’ve been gone since 1999. My daughter still struggles at points, 
still has counseling. Every day gets better, but… They have all kinds of 
issues when they see stuff like that. 

I met “X” and he seemed wonderful, said all the right things. I was 
single at the time, with my oldest three. 

The very first incident was the night of our wedding. Because I 
forgot to pack his tie for his suit. I thought, no, I’m too embarrassed, I 
can’t tell anybody that on my wedding night he unplugged the phone in 
the motel room and threw it at me and hit me in the head. I can’t tell 
anybody that. 

It just got more controlling. Cars couldn’t be in both of our names; 
everything was just totally in his name. Checkbooks, savings accounts, 
home, you get $10 a week allowance; was jealous if I did things with 
my older children, just their baseball games or school functions. If I did 
any of that I was out messing around with somebody. 

I wasn’t ever allowed to talk on the phone with my friends. If he’d 
find out about it, would be a big fight. It’d be huge. And the 
consequences of that was not worth making that phone call. 

He searched everything. When I’d be asleep, he’d search my purse. 
I’d have to hide my purse. He’d search my car. 

I filed lots of order of protections against him. He’d always get off, 
because he’d tell the officers, “She hit me first.” But I’m the one with 
the bruises, and the bumps, and I’m the one that weighs 125, and X 
weighs 350 pounds. Yeah. 

One time when Brittney was three years old, I went down to the drugstore. He left her alone because he thought I was at 
the drugstore too long. 

I wouldn’t say anything to anybody. If I had bruises, I just wore long sleeves. I had been married before, and I just didn’t 
want to fail again. My family didn’t know any of this was going on. You don’t tell them. 

I left him different times but he’d always reel me back in. He stole my car one time, because it was in both of our names. 
X had it towed, right from my apartment, nothing I could do about it, because it was in both of our names. What can you do? 
There you are, with little kids, no vehicle. No money to go buy a car, no credit to go buy a car. What do you do? You go back. 
I went back. 

He was very well known down in that area. All the police officers were his friends. The chief of police was his friend. 
The final trigger, I don’t even remember what the argument was over. The older kids were all out on their own. Brittney 

was about four. 
X kicked me in the head, threw me against the wall, kicked me in the stomach. He pulled the phone out of the wall and 

then threw it. Then he threw me out of the glass window screen door in front, I was unconscious. I just remember waking up 
and running to the neighbors and asking for help. Brittney was still inside the house. 

The police came. 
But the house was in X’s name. So the police officers wouldn’t let me go in and get Brittney. Even though we’re married, 

I’m not on the house. So I had to leave her behind. it was horrible, horrible.  I had to leave my daughter behind. 
 
*** 
 
The next day I got a court order and got Brittney out. We never went back. But he didn’t stop. The last three years it’s 

been more quiet. 
I think a lot of people don’t get it until they experience it. It’s so hard to even explain, really. You just get your support 

where you can get it from. 
My family, some of them understand. If they don’t understand it, that’s fine. Someday they will. 
 
*** 
 
Mother and Daughter speak: 
 
Mom:  She’s stated that before: “How come he doesn’t get in trouble?” I wish I could answer that one. 
Brittney: That’s a question the president should be answering. 



Mom:  What did I tell you the other day, become a judge! 
 
Interviewer: What would you tell another girl with problems? 
Brittney: I would tell her to go find help for her and her mom. Like go talk to somebody. Instead of 

keeping it a secret. A counselor, or even a neighbor, like I had to do. I was really close with the 
neighbors. I went to their house every day. 

Mom:  When he’d start screaming and yelling and that, she’d go over there and play. She’d always use 
the excuse that she was “playing with the dog.” And the neighbors knew. 

Brittney: That’s the only reason I went there, because I knew I’d be safe if they were there, that I could run 
to their house. That was the only thing that kept me from going over the edge. 

 
Mom:  One time she called next door because he was hitting me. She was 3, something. 
Brittney: It was the first time I used the phone. 
Mom:  Because I used to write down, at age 3, phone numbers, and hide them, and told her if there were 

ever emergencies to call this person, that person. That young of age. 
Brittney: I memorized it. Every time I went over there, they would go over the number with me and teach 

it to me. 
Mom:  I’d tell her, run out of the house if he ever starts hitting me bad. And I’d tell her who to go to. 

“You’re not going to get in trouble for going out of the yard, this is what I want you to do.” I 
totally trained her, how to get out. Instead of taking us out of it, I trained her how to get out. 
Because I didn’t know any other way, but I wanted to protect her. 

Brittney: I don’t talk to people much about it except my mom. But I talk to some of my counselors about 
it. They told me that I’m not with him now, and I survived it and everything, and I’m a really 
strong girl. Some of my friends, like my friend L., knew about it, because she asked me what was 
wrong one day, because she called me at home, I was crying, because I didn’t want to go to his 
house. 

 
Mom:  She was very good at writing in her journal, writing how mad she was. 
 
Mom:  What I always sensed from Brittney is that she felt like she had to protect me. And she was just a 

child. She’d be jumping on his back, pounding him. 
Brittney: I sprayed Lysol in his eyes. 
Mom:  But then she would get her butt smacked. 
Brittney: I didn’t care. I just wanted his attention off of you. 
Mom:  It just becomes a vicious circle. Because then I’m going to go after him if he touches her. 
 
Mom:  She’s very strong minded. 
Brittney: I speak what’s on my mind. (And boys?) They have to deal with that. I don’t care what they 

think. They’re going to have to deal with that. 
 
 


