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I went to my daughter’s first day of school with 

a black eye. 
How did it start? Here, I think: I had a sister that 

passed away when she was 17 and I felt responsible. 
I was 10. I guess I was being a brat and she hit me 
over the head with a hairbrush. I screamed, “I wish you were dead.” And she died the next week. 

At the funeral home, I was standing there. I just remember finally looking at her and thinking, “What 
have I done?” My mom came up, and I’m sure she was in shock, probably on tranquilizers, I don’t know, but 
she came up to me and said, “What are you looking at?” And I just collapsed. I just started bawling. I re-
member it, just like it was yesterday. 

I think that’s where, mentally, something happened. From then on, it was “I’m going to be the best and 
make up for this.” I was a horrible over-achiever. But when I went to college, my mom didn’t want me to go. 
So I quit college and came back. Then Mom wanted me to get married. So I got married. 

Two weeks before the wedding, I told Mom, “I don’t want to get married. There’s something wrong with 
him.” But she said, “You made your bed and you’ve got to lie in it. Invitations are out and you can’t back out 
of this. It’s too late.” 

I got married, and he instantly changed to the worse. It was so private and hidden that I didn’t tell any-
body. Nobody knew. I would go home and tell my mom and my dad, “There’s something wrong. I’m not 
going back.” And they’re like, “You need to go back. It’s your bed, you made it, you lie in it.” They would-
n’t believe that he was acting this way. So when he was in one of those really bad rages, I said “Screw this” 
and I recorded it. I took it home to my family one weekend. I played it and they came and moved me out the 
next day. And it was nasty. 

Eventually I started seeing another guy. My grandma was dying and my mom says, “Oh, it would be nice 
if you could be married before grandma dies.” We got married. 

I was happy with this guy, but he turned out to have a drinking problem. Then my mom was diagnosed 
with cancer. In that one year, I lost my brother’s best friend, my uncle committed suicide, then my best 
friend died, my mom died, and then shortly after that my grandma died. She’s the one that I confided in, who 
always understood everything. She was there when my sister died, she knew what happened. 

At this point, I’m shot. 
We ended up getting a divorce and that’s when it got really bad. I was so grief-stricken. 
I meet this guy, “X”. Why we had a relationship, I don’t know but he was very persistent, very charming. 

Back then, I was real tall (6 feet), blond, and thin, and whatever. So when we would go out, I would get no-
ticed. And then I would get hell when we got home, because if someone noticed me, it was all my fault. 

It really got bad one night when X took me up to the bar. He left me up there with this guy he knew and I 
didn’t have a ride home. So the guy gave me a ride home, and of course he made a pass at me, and I’m like, 
“Knock it off.” And he did. He left, and it turned out he went and raped a woman at Jester Park. 

I went to bed and X came in while I was sleeping and started beating me. He was drunk and went in and 
passed out and I called the police. The police came and arrested him and he gets his one phone call, and he 
calls and threatens me, so I bail him out in the morning. From there, he knew: “Oh, I’ve got her. She’ll do 



whatever I want.” 
The cops were at my apartment a lot. It was always when my daughter was gone, when I got the 

worst of it. I had no one to turn to. Absolutely no one. 
It was getting more dangerous. It was getting more violent. I was afraid he was going to start hurt-

ing my daughter. And I didn’t want to lose her. The situations that he put me in were dangerous. I was 
hanging out with meth dealers and I didn’t even know it. And rapists. 

There were times I wanted to kill myself: “I can’t get out. I don’t know what to do.” And he’d tell 
me, “You’re worthless, you’re never going to make it.” 

Then one day I had a company physical. I was really thin and just tired looking. The doctor was 
examining my heart. I think he asked me, “What’s going on?” I finally confided in him. He put me on 
Xanax. And he was right. 

It didn’t take very long where the Xanax was working and I’m like, “You’re...a scum!” I’m like, 
“What in the hell have I been doing?” 

I remember him passed out on the living room floor one night. Somebody, through all this, had 
given me a name. I think by then I had been going to the family violence center, talking to a counselor. 
He was passed out right there on the floor and I was on the phone saying, “I want out of this. Help me.” 
I got the police involved somehow. There was a no-contact order. Again. 

I finally came to my senses. Not only the abuse part. You’re done with the abuse part, you’re trying 
to heal, you’re trying to move on, and you still make mistakes. 

Why did I stay? Fear and insecurity. I had nowhere to go. I had no money to just go buy my own 
house or get another apartment. They beat you down to the point where you believe what they tell you: 
“You can’t make it. You’re fat. You’re ugly. You’re never going to be anything.” You start believing 
it. 

If it weren’t for the people that helped me, I don’t think I’d be alive today. I still go to counseling 
sometimes. 

One thing that’s come out of this: I don’t take crap from anybody anymore. And I don’t take being 
yelled at because it does bring back so many things. 

My new husband has been through a lot with me. But it’s the first time I feel like I’m uncondition-
ally loved, where it doesn’t matter. He’s never yelled at me. He knows about ‘fight-or-flight’: I don’t 
fight, I’m gone. 

I kept a picture of my black eye for a long time, just to remind myself. I think I threw it out when I 
moved to this home after my wedding. I don’t need that to remind me I’m not going back to that. 

From here it’s all up. It’s whoever I can help and whatever I can do, now. 
 

----________ 
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