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I grew up in Kansas City but 
my family moved to Des Moines. 

My parents had found out my 
new boyfriend, “X”, had a record. 
Something rubbed them the 
wrong way about him. They 
checked him out and he was no 
good and I didn’t care at the time 
because I was young and boys 
were more important. We didn’t 
even date that long at that time, a 
total of three months. 

One night we got into an 
argument and he elbowed me. At 
the time it just threw me all off and so I left and didn’t talk to him again. I moved back to Kansas City right after that. 

After a couple of years I came back to Des Moines. Then I saw X when we were out and started a relationship again. 
He never had a job. I was the one that always had the job, always paid for everything. He had a 7-year-old son that lived 

with us the entire time, who I basically paid for everything: schooling, clothing, everything. My reasoning was that “guys all 
the time have jobs while women stay home.” 

There were more arguments, he never wanted to accept that he was wrong, and progressed from arguing to the violence 
against me. He had at one time put a gun to my head. He was just a bad guy. He’s put knives close to me, threatened me with 
them. He would do a lot of grabbing inside my mouth, putting his fingers so everything would be inside my cheeks, no real 
marks outside. Pulling my hair, I had lots of knots on my head from that. Pushing, poking, hand hitting, using items, throwing 
stuff at me. 

I went from a very social being, going out all the time, to one by one, just, I stayed home all the time. Normally I was 
staying at home while he was out driving my car and I was with his son. 

I kept all of it to myself. I would sit there and be depressed and cry about it. And I didn’t tell my family. They already had 
these doubts and I was always trying to talk him up. 

One night was probably one of the worst episodes of abuse. From that point over I didn’t know what to do. I was scared. I 
just basically stayed in the house and I would go down to the payphone every morning to call in to work. I told them, “I’ve 
been involved in domestic violence and I just need some time.” 

I missed like a week of work because I was very depressed. I wanted to leave, didn’t know how to leave, didn’t want to 
leave the son by himself with him. Yeah, I know. And it was my place, just kick him out, right? But I was scared, probably 
more than anything. 

Meanwhile, my best friend here in Des Moines had called my friend in Kansas City and they had talked. And my friend 
from Kansas City called my parents. 

At the end of that week of me staying home, my mother showed up at my house and told me she was going to take me out 
to lunch. It ended up that we went to a counseling office. Mom and Dad are there. I go in and it’s all about me. I was angry. 
“Don’t lie to me if you’re going to do this!” I was very mad the whole way home. I wasn’t mad at my friend. Putting myself in 
her shoes, I probably would have done the same thing, eventually. 

Then that night my friends from Kansas City had driven up and came to my door. I was expecting maybe they want to go 
out and hang out. I was excited: “So we’re all going to go out!” 

So I’m inside getting ready, and my friends are packing my stuff, and I have no idea it’s going on. Meanwhile, I’m in the 
bathroom, wondering what I’m going to wear, and they’re like, “Oh this is cute, can I try it on?” So then, they’re packing up 
stuff, and my other friend is going out the door, and I’m not paying any attention and this is going on. They’re loading stuff up 
(in the car) while my boyfriend and his son are in his bedroom playing video games. I had no idea at the time, but my parent 
are outside, parents, grandparents, uncles, everybody was outside just in case something happened. They’re waiting outside 
the apartment. The friend would go downstairs and put stuff in the car and she’d be like (thumbs up) “Everything’s okay,” and 
go back up and get another load of stuff. 

I think we’re going out for a beer, and we leave. 
From there, we start driving, and I’m like, “Where are you going? There’s nothing out here.” We start heading on the 

bypass on the south side and I’m like, “This is not...we can’t find anywhere to go out here,” and they get on heading towards 
Kansas City and I’m like, “What’s going on?” and they’re like, “Well, we’re taking you to Kansas City.” They had my stuff, 



about two little suitcases full, in the trunk. 
Since that day I have never seen him again. It was “I’ll be back,” and, no, I wasn’t. 
 
*** 
 
Would it have worked earlier? Maybe not. I think I was so fed up and ready. I had been off work a week at 

that point. It was a sign there was something wrong in me, something had clicked. 
I wasn’t very upset with my friends. They were worried I was going to try to jump out of the car. But I was 

like, “Okay. That’s okay.” I think I was ready for it. I just didn’t know how to do it. 
It was very sad. I was very sad. Just depressed. 
It ended up that it was decided for me that I should stay in a battered women’s shelter to get help. I wasn’t 

happy with it, but everybody had done so much, it was the least I could do. Try it out. So I did, I went there. 
It was ten at night when went to the shelter, but it turned out we had to go first to the police station. The first 

time I ever rode in the back of a police car was when I got dropped off at a shelter. It’s little back there. 
I was very nervous. 
By the time I get in there it was probably 11 o’clock, maybe even midnight, and everybody’s sleeping, and so 

I have to go in this room and climb up in the top bunk, and make all this noise. That was a rough night, because it 
was just all new and kind of scary. 

It was a pretty big place. There were different little areas, and then there would be like rooms in one pod, I 
guess. There were lots of children. It was full. Most of the time I was there, there wasn’t an empty bed. Some of 
the women were only there a night, but there were women who had been there for six months. 

The shelter was probably the best wake-up call. Things you’re going through, everybody there is going 
through. You’re not alone. Just hearing some of these other people’s stories compared to you, it’s just like, 
“Wow.” A lot of babies involved, things like that. 

At the same time, you didn’t always have to be thinking about what you left. They had different sessions, and 
different activities. They had classes on budgeting, they had classes on all kinds of stuff. And then you would have 
your own personal sessions with counselors, and then you would have group sessions with counselors. They would 
basically give you tests when you got there to tell you what the issues are. You just kind of go with your different 
groups. Kind of like camp--“grown woman” camp. Overall a pretty good experience. Although I was very angry at 
the time to even have to be in there. 

I was in the shelter for Thanksgiving. They had a big Thanksgiving dinner where a bunch of shelters went. 
That was definitely a different experience. 

But it was very hard being down there, because my sister was so pregnant with my first nephew, at the time. 
That was hard, because I wanted to be here for all of it. 

And I lost my job. I had called and asked for 30 days and they wouldn’t grant it. I told them everything. They 
terminated me. Over the phone, after I told them everything. 

Also, the apartment we were in, I was still on a 12-month lease. At the time, the manager there, my parents 
had gone in and explained what was going on. The manager was like, “Just pay the back rent and the month that 
you’re in and you can get out.” My parents didn’t get anything in writing at the time. 

I stayed in the shelter for probably 30 days or so. 
If somebody would have snatched me out of my situation and put me somewhere else in Des Moines (instead 

of Kansas City), I can’t say that it would have resulted in the same thing. I think it really was being physically 
away and physically in a shelter, where you don’t have normal access to things you would have. 

It was (hard for my parents) because they were right about him all along and I just wouldn’t hear them. I’ve 
always been hardheaded and I always learn the hard way. 

When finally everything got done, the shelter and everything, my mom came down and got me and brought 
me back up here and I haven’t contacted him at all. 

The stuff they took out my apartment, clothing-wise, was all I got out of it. When my parents went back to 
move out my stuff, all my clothes were gone. My shoes were gone, everything was gone. Big stuff was still there, 
but my car, all that stuff was gone. My car? I did get it back eventually. It was stripped. 

 
**** 
 
I was always told I couldn’t have kids, when I was younger. I have polycystic ovaries. I could go years 

without having my monthly. 



I left him in November, stayed at the shelter, came back here to Des Moines before Christmas, probably a 
week before Christmas. 

On January 14th I was having the worst cramps and I thought I was getting ready to start my period. I was 
downstairs, because my bedroom was downstairs at the time. The night before was when it started. My water had 
broken, but I didn’t know that was water breaking at the time. I was like, “What is going on? What is wrong with 
me?” Maybe my bladder was weak? I had no idea. And then, when I went into the restroom, on the toilet, that’s 
when I had... yeah. So I come running up the stairs, screaming, “I have a baby,” and my family’s up here, and my 
dad opens the door, and he’s just like, “What?” 

We called 911, they told us what had to be done. The baby was barely breathing, too. My dad gave mouth-to-
mouth. He was alive when we were at the hospital. Everything was just such a blur that day. 

I was at about six months when I had him. He was just too little. I named him Anthony. The most difficult 
thing I’ve ever had to do was planning his funeral. 

It’s going to happen some day, though. That’s what I think I got out of it. I think I got more hope that I can 
now have kids. Not that I wouldn’t have loved my son. But I would have had that tie to X, forever. I think it was 
just God’s plan. 

If it weren’t for my family’s pastor coming to the hospital room...that night, when everything went down, he 
came in and made me realize that. I think that’s helped me deal with things so well, and I’m able to talk about it, 
and something I talk about often to people. If they ask, I’m pretty much an open book. 

My sister has a son who is about the same age. It’s a reminder. I would say at the time, it was probably the 
best therapy for me, because I had her baby around me. 

At first, after I came back from the shelter, it was like, “It can’t get much worse than this. I’m going to start 
here.” Then it’s two weeks later, something else, and I’m like, “Wow, no, it definitely can.” It started off my year. 
I was ready for 2006, we were going to make a different year, and... 

X had no idea about the baby. He still has no idea. 
When I had my son, we pushed a lot of things away that we probably should have been dealing with at the 

time. Like that lease. The property manager was calling, trying to get (it settled) but it wasn’t the time for it. We 
were all trying to deal with what was going on. I ended up paying four thousand something dollars. 

And the job I lost. They had denied me my claim for unemployment, so I had to appeal it. 
I grew up in a very loving family, always there for me, you know? Some people in that situation, they couldn’t 

have overcome it. But it was definitely due to my family that I was able to. 
 
*** 
 
I learned there are some things you have to have in order to date me. Like, a job, and a car, and things of your 

own. And then, from there, I have to get to know the person, but yeah, I don’t take a lot of crap like I used to. 
That’s for sure. 

His son. That was probably the main reason I stayed, was for him, his son. It was probably harder getting over 
losing his son in the relationship than losing him in the relationship. Yeah. 

My biggest challenge now? Getting over missing his son, that was probably the hardest for me. Other than 
that, it was getting over my own son. I think that that happening took a lot of the focus off the other stuff for the 
time being, getting over that. It was like that was something that was way more important and way more.... 

I think eventually it’s going to happen that I will see him again. I just don’t know how I will react. I don’t 
mean run towards him or something like that. I ran into his aunt and uncle and my body started shaking, and that 
was just family. It was just seriously uncontrolled. It wasn’t that I was scared of them, I don’t know what it was. 
My body just reacted crazy. So I’d say that’s probably my biggest concern, is just I don’t know how my body will 
react if I run into him. I used to be scared to even drive near that side of town. I would totally avoid the area where 
his mom lives. 

I never filed charges, even when he had my car and my parents thought I should, to get it back, I wouldn’t. I 
didn’t want to get him in trouble, still at that time. And I didn’t want repercussions on me or my family. He was 
just the type. 

The son’s mother had filed charges, which is what my parents saw. If I met a guy now with a record of abuse, 
even a charge that got dropped or might not be real? I wouldn’t even risk it. If it’s on there, keep on shopping. 
“Iowa Courts Online” is what you can look at. You just need first and last name. That’s it. 

 
 


