“I can't even look at myself
in the mirror”

Missy Shivers

Thirteen years ago, Missy Shiv-
ers was assaulted and held cap-
tive for four days by an ex-
boyfriend. Missy lives with her
family in Ft. Dodge where she
home-schools her youngest chil-
dren.

| can’t even look at myself in
the mirror.

It started when | was dating
this guy, “X”, for a while, not
even six months. One evening
we left my place in Ft. Dodge
and drove to Des Moines to go
out. We stopped at his mom’s first. But then X left, and he didn’t come back. Inrm/itla all my keys. | was
stuck.

It took all night and the next day, but I finally found my car and got home to my apartrgetin and all my
money is gone. | needed it to pay rent, and it's all gone. So | try to call the ceps.Midre two guys that came,
and they say “it sounds like a relationship gone wrong” and that | wasyjast to get him for trying to break up
with me. He had kind of roughed me up a little bit and so | still had bruises on myaawdrstill they didn’t be-
lieve me.

| went back in and cried and cried and cried. | was like, “Fine. You stole all myyanelone with you.” |
unplugged my phone so | wouldn’t have to deal with X. Everything was fine, cool, fordeksw

Well, I'm sitting outside because it was summer and it was really fieail | used to put the kids to bed and
then I'd sit outside. It was like, midnight. This car pulls up. | went to run in theehamg X came after me and
started beating on me. He was just whaling on me, I'm like, “Whatever. | wvaetdone with you.” He’s just sit-
ting there hitting me, and threw me on the floor, then taking me and pounding my rteadloar. It was very
very thin carpet and concrete underneath. Then | tried to get to my phone, becadusestl flagged it back in. |
went to go grab my phone and he yanked it out of the wall and then started beatiitly the phone. Beating me
and beating me. | blacked out. | woke up and he was still beating me. He had gone inthémeskitl grabbed
my biggest butcher knife that | had. He came up to me and was like, “I'm goingeddlaill you now.” And my
kids are upstairs. They were four and five at the time. They were gpstEping.

| started begging for my life, begging him not to do it. That wasn’t working. Hesittasy there with his fist
to my face, with the knife. “I'm going to have to kill you, I'm going to have tbykili, I'm going to have to kill
you.” Then, | was like, “Please, my kids are upstairs.” | was like, “Bldag’t let them come down and find me
laying dead in a pool of blood.” So he dropped the knife and started beating me s@mktoudran all-night
beating. | kept blacking out and then wake up and blacking out and waking up.

Then he took me upstairs and raped me. And then beat me.

Anyway, he kidnapped us for four days. It seemed like forever. He hid my phone. Irstikntmy where he
hid it. My kids were in pre-school so when | went to take them to pre-schoothpitkup, he had to go with me.

He made me tell him I love him. He made me tell him | was going to rharryl was afraid of taking another
beating. So | was, yeah: “l want to marry you. | want to marry you.” Just like acilyst'You love me?” “Yes, |
love you.” “You want to be with me?” Yes, that’s all | wanted, was to be with him.

| remember it was on a Friday when he finally left. It seemed like eteBut | know he was there for at
least four days. He made me promise him that | was going to come back down toiDes tiat night to be with
him.

I didn’t. And | didn’t call the cops, because of the way they had treated me miidife® apart. It took me for
a complete loop. | fell apart. | started getting where | couldn’t get up imdineing. | was taking care of my kids,
but every day was a battle.

Family and friends? Nobody. And this whole time I'm spiraling downhill. You don’tgm fbeing a good
mom, an awesome mom, to not even wanting to do anything, period.



Shortly after this happened | started smoking weed. | just couldn'wdkbathe pain. It was an
every day pain for me. So | started smoking weed, and drinking. | was on a suidiemigured
that somewhere along the line | would get so high and so drunk that | would not wake upe&ry mor
didn’t want to wake up. | wanted to die. | just wanted to die.

It turned out that even though the cops had told me they thought it “was justcasébiat gone
wrong,” the county attorney or something must have gone ahead and had some chagdésibran
him for the night he took my car. A couple of months later, X was down in Des Moiné&seanid do a
U-turn or whatever and the cops pulled him over. Well, by God, they had a warrastdmelt for up
here. So he ended up being brought back up here.

He was sent back to prison. For the night he took my car, not for the four dél/salds’t told
anyone about that.

How he got my neighbor’s numbers, | still cannot figure it out. So he was callingeforver there,
because | wouldn’t answer my phone. The first two or three times he calhegkit, | was like, “Don’t
want to talk to him. No. No.” After several times, he was like, “Please ceenme. I've got something
| need to tell you.”

Even with him in jail | was still afraid: He's going to get out someday. Souladvgo up and see
him. This went on for about a year. He wanted me to marry him when he got out. By tlognif kcan
not figure out a way to get out of this, I'm going to die and the kids were goimgni® down some
morning and find me dead. | didn’t want them to have to deal with that the resir ¢iféh@hey were
five and six.

So | gave up my kids.

I made a verbal agreement with their father, my ex-husband, that when fag@titer, | was sup-
posed to get them back. That didn’t ever work out. So | went from trying tacproyekids to now |
can't even see my kids.

Somewhere along the line | got the strength to break up with X, while he wasan. My sister
had had a baby, she was still in the army in New York and she needed me to geedottdder care of
my nephew. So that was my break. X had just gotten out of jail and was in a hdibus®yin Des
Moines or something. He got my sister's number and he called me and | was so coldBothhat
was my break. That was my way out. | was done with X.

I've never had good self esteem . Even growing up at home, my mom favorestenyMy sister is
God, and I'm her shame. But my self esteem went really really down aftez\wtbatafter he was gone.

You feel so bad for still staying with somebody after they've done that to yuiaklitdidn’t really
tell a lot of people, too, exactly because of the fact | stayed with fign, ‘@h, yeah, dummy me: | still
stayed with him after...” But if | tried to break off with him, as long asrifemkwhere he could find me,
he was going to kill me. So | stayed with him.

After X, there was still a lot of punishing myself. | re-punish myself bsed can’'t get my kids
back. Missy punishing herself.

Then one day, about three years ago, my kids had come to town and | was trying to@getitdan
or something. Well, it wasn’t going well, and | called the cops and I'm just ¢riyindpawling my eyes
out. This one cop looked at me and he goes, “You've got a lot of hurt and pain, don’t ymlPvAs
like, “Oh, you just don’t know.” I'm just crying my eyes out. And he said, “Have yauchef the Do-
mestic and Sexual Assault Center?” | was like, “Yes, but I'm not being dibbassv.” And he’s like, “It
doesn’t matter. You can go there,” he says. “They can help you. You can talktd That's when |
called.

That was my turning point. If | hadn’t gone through that, and he hadn’t done that, | probaldy woul
still be where | was at. Only three people knew until | started seeing my tmuhkav, maybe 10 peo-
ple know.

I have carried so much shame and guilt the last 13 years. It still hauntdigneeedly bad. For a
very long time nobody knew, because | didn’t want the embarrassment of somehngynask'Well,
why did you stay with him?” Well, you don’t know. You don’t know the hell | went thrdhegtauseof



trying to get away from him. | paid severe consequences for trying to be dbriénu You're scared to
be done with him because, well...l got a taste of that.

| didn’t give my kids away because | didn’t love them. It's weird how yourchie spiral down so fast
because of horrible events.

My advocate, she’'s awesome. For the first time in my life, | have somebodgbda, who is always
there for me. She helped me deal with something that | was keeping a deep @ark secr

And the cop. | would like to thank him. | don’t even know his name.

Looking in the mirror? I'll get there.
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