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My parents were doing very well 
financially and my mother was going into 
politics. And she’s strapped with a kid, me. 
She really didn’t have that in mind. 

If you beat a dog every day, eventually 
the dog’s not going to come. That’s pretty 
much how my childhood was with my 
mother. I would go to my room to get 
away from my mom and just draw. Draw draw draw. 

My parents got a brand new car and it had a white interior, and I had a ballpoint pen, and I was in the back seat. I drew 
horses running across the back of the seat and I think I still have scars from that beating. I would draw, draw, just constantly 
draw. 

When I was nine my friend’s brother began sexually abusing me. I just felt, “My God, I’m getting all this attention.” He 
was 15. This continued for two years. 

At age 15 I had started to date. I was at the local park where the cool kids would hang out. Got picked up and was badly 
badly beaten and raped. And just left, on the road. And walked home. 

I have no mother to tell. I have nowhere to go. I didn’t know what to do. So I did drugs. I did a lot of drugs. Drugs made 
all of that go away. 

After that I didn’t really date much. I just didn’t feel...I couldn’t...just couldn’t. Just...sex changed into this horrible thing. 

Then at 17 a friend introduces me to this guy and he’s just the biggest loser. But I didn’t care. He started out in the hero 
role, which quickly changed into the control mode. He’s telling me, “Well, you should wear your hair different,” or, “God, 
your mom’s so mean.” 

He came from a very poor family and I felt sorry for him.  I thought I could make a difference in his life.  I didn’t know 
he was married and had two kids for a long time.  He was abusive to me but abuse was normal.  I thought it was something I 
made people do.  I didn’t know what love felt like and I thought I loved him, but looking bad now I realize I just felt sorry for 
him.  

My mother had a fit because this guy was such a low-life. So not unlike any other defiant child I said, “Good.” So I 
stayed with him and the abuse got worse. And it got worse. It became physical abuse. It became sexual abuse. Mental and 
emotional abuse. I had just always thought, “What’s wrong with me? Why do I make people so mad?” 

When I graduated, my mother, she said, “You want to be with this guy? You’re out.” So I have nowhere to go. I have no 
job, I have nothing, so I move in with him. 

Now I’ve got this baby on the way and I’m thinking, “Well, the baby deserves its father.” I was raised Catholic  plus I 
believed that I had gotten myself into this, so I had to stick it out. I was already in trouble, God’s already angry, I have not 
honored my father and mother, I had committed adultery and I’m already in so much trouble with God that I felt I had to stay 
plus I’m thinking, “As soon as the baby comes, surely he’ll love the baby. Maybe he’ll love me. Maybe I won’t make him 
mad any more. Maybe we can be a family.” But he had already left a wife and two children.  Children he gave up for adoption 



to the man his ex married so he wouldn’t have to pay child support.  But I thought I could make this time 
different.  I believed he would eventually mature and become a good parent, partner and provider.  I was so terribly 
wrong. 

Here comes labor. I’ve never even held a baby. Ever. Labor lasted 26 hours. He sat out in the parking lot with 
his father drinking beer. So here comes the baby. She’s 6 pounds 6 ounces, 21 inches long, and they placed this 
little thing in my arms. I was scared to death. 

Then she was 2 weeks old and I said, “Do you want to hold her?” He said, “I guess.” He looked at her and 
handed her back and went drinking with his dad. And I’m looking at this precious beautiful little human being and 
discovering a love I never knew. And I’m wondering how he couldn’t feel it too. 

Seven years later, along came my second precious sweet little girl. I had a really tough time carrying her. I 
almost lost her many times. I could just sit there and do nothing, they’re like, “Don’t move.” But she was worth 
every bit of it. 

Finally one day the Pope said you can leave your abusers. So I started seeing a Christian counselor and telling 
him this whole mess. And he said, “You married your mother.” I felt shattered inside. And I thought, “You did this 
to yourself; deal with it.” 

But the abuse got worse. I didn’t go back (to the counselor) and just went on with the facade of the family. 

Eventually, after all these years, I’m reaching my breaking point. I’m taking care of kids all day with my home 
daycare and I have a night job as a horse-and-carriage driver, down by the gambling boats. The facade of a family 
and marriage are vivid now. The years I’d wasted with this selfish, cold man trying to pretend we had a life and 
family together was more evident than ever and I was just sick of his control and abusive behavior. My younger 
daughter was eight, and the older was just getting ready to go into high school. 

So I get brave now. I finally get a little taste of what it feels like to meet some people, and I’m thinking, “It’s 
time to go.” I told him I want a divorce and he said, “Don’t even try to leave me. I’ll take everything you’ve got, 
I’ll take these kids and you will never see them again and I will make them hate you.” 

The guy who ran the horse and carriage business could clearly see I had marriage problems because my 
husband would come down and just stand there and stare.  He would never come up and visit.  He just stood off in 
the distance and watched us.  After working at the horse-and-carriage job and I came home and my house is empty. 
The kids are gone. Bank accounts are cleaned out. He even took my religious belongings. My rosary, he took 
everything. I am standing there with the clothes on my back and what little was left that he could not take in the 
haste of leaving, wondering, “Where in the hell are my kids?” I just go into a panic, absolute panic. I call the 
police, and they’re like, “Huh, they’re his kids too.” 

  

*** 

  

I never got my kids back. 

I would try to get their Christmas presents to them, and letters. He would block it, and say, “See, your mother 
didn’t send you anything. Your mother doesn’t care. See how she is?” He moved them out in the country where I 
couldn’t find them. I was allowed to talk to my younger daughter on the phone once in a while. She was forbidden, 
absolutely forbidden, to tell me anything. 



Eventually I’m sitting there and I can’t sleep and I can’t eat and I’m a mess and my whole world has 
completely caved in. Everything that was my reality is now... I just want to die. I finally found my way to a 
battered women’s shelter, where I stayed for six months. They saved my life. 

Once my daughters were adults, and could make decisions of their own, and were free we were at long last 
able to see one another again. But it took them being separated from him to rekindle our relationship. We love each 
other. I’m so proud of them both. 

And it’ll never be whole, I don’t think. I don’t think that my kids and I will ever be able to sit down and talk 
about it. We’re just so happy to be back together and that we all lived through it, so let’s have a new beginning and 
pick up the pieces and go on. I don’t think I could bear to hear everything that happened to my youngest daughter 
as the woman my ex married was very cruel to her. He told the kids he had to “protect them from me”, yet allowed 
a mentally sick woman to abuse her so horribly.  But he had taken the kids to hurt me.  That was his sole purpose, 
so what happened to them really didn’t matter as long as he got his revenge for my leaving him.  Abusers are only 
concerned with their own feelings. 

I’m just thankful that now I can see. I was so so so in the dark. 

I live alone. I can paint whenever I want. Every spare second I have. I just kind of go from work to home, and 
paint, and back to work, and home and paint. 
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