Sheila Browning


Author’s Notes

   Please note that some of the names in this book have been changed in order to protect the dignity and privacy of others.  “Girl’s, it’s Time To Get In Bed With Daddy” is based upon my life for an 8-10 year span, from 1976 to 1984.

    You will notice in the book, that I occasionally seem to speak and describe things in the mindset of a child.  My inner child very much emerged from time to time while working diligently on these pages.  I do not excuse this at all, for it has served to be an incredible cleansing process.  I found and was able to retrieve many lost souls that had left me for one reason or another over the years.  They are slowly integrating back into me a little at a time serving to make me whole again.

   I want to say a few words regarding my mother.  My goal was not to put blame or guilt onto her as a result of this book.  She was very much an abused child in my eyes as we were.  I feel very strongly that my father manipulated and brainwashed my mother over the years just as he did us for they had more of a father/daughter relationship than one of husband and wife.  He coerced and controlled my mom and she just did not have the power within her to disobey him.  Her role in life was to “obey” him and he made sure that she was subservient to all his wishes.  My mother is one of the most wonderful, kindest people that has ever lived.  My father took advantage of her kindness and passiveness in order to control our home environment.  Today I live less than a mile away from and have a wonderful and loving relationship with my mom and her grandchildren adore her.

    I do not wish for the readers of this book to feel sorry for me or give me pity.  My goal is for the world to understand that not everyone is raised in a normal environment.  In fact, many are not.  I was looked down upon due to my circumstances at home.  I was judged and discriminated against by many people.  I want you the reader to beware of your thoughts when you are faced with dealing with a lost child.  This lost child may not be 9 years old any longer in the physical appearance, but may very much feel trapped in the body of a 30-year-old adult.  This 30-year-old adult will exhibit many, many symptoms of entrapment.  It will manifest as anger, standoffishness, shyness or overbearingness, depression, obsessive/compulsive behavior.  Some turn to drugs and alcohol in order to ease the pain.  Some may even seek out an abusive relationship, because that is all they know.  I ask that you be kind to these people.  Get involved in their life if they are willing.  Offer your concern and services to these people, for many times they are powerless to ask for it themselves.  Many of us handle these people by eliminating them from our lives.  We just do not want to deal with them.  Think about what a difference you can make in their lives by befriending them.  I do not mean become their co-dependent, which would only cause further pain in their lives.  I mean help them in any way that you can, even if it is a simple caring hug.  Maybe you can bring them a brochure on how to obtain their GED.  Maybe you can carry them to the local health department for birth control if they are exhibiting sexual compulsions.  These children and people desperately want to help themselves; they only need a firm hand to help guide them.  

    My Higher Power has been very generous to me in my life.  After meeting my husband, Andy in 1984, he introduced me to his family, who for the most part welcomed me with unconditional love.  They were faced with an 18-yr. old single mother who had the social skills of a 9-year-old.  They embraced me and helped me grow and develop what I consider passable social skills today.  However, it was a 15-year process that served to wear on the patience of not only themselves, but also my future employers, friends and co-workers.  Social skills may always be a challenge for me, but I know that they can be learned if not only by trial and error.  When I blunder, I now know how to apologize and mean it and promise to make amends in the future.  I am very grateful for the love and devotion of my in-laws; they enabled me to see that there is life after abuse and that there is the potential for a better life, if one only desires it enough.

   My husband, Andy has been a rock for me all these years.  I grew up thinking that love was very much conditional.  I did not feel in my heart that Andy nor any other man could love me unconditionally.  I was not worthy of his love.  I put Andy through years of endurance tests, knowing that he had a breaking point.  I was convinced that he would eventually tire of me and leave me for someone else.  The harder I pushed the more concrete his place became.  He refused to play my game, refused to let me believe that I was correct in my assumption.  He has been by my side through thick and thin, never swerving in his love for me.  Andy very much made me realize that unconditional love does exist.  He has convinced me that I am a wonderful human being and that I very much am worthy of loving.  My self-confidence and self esteem soared as a result of his divine love.  Without these things, my soul would most likely be near death at this point.  

    I thank you for following along with my story.  I sincerely hope that you will write me and give me comments regarding my journey.  If you are an abuse/incest survivor, know that you are not alone in this world.  Know that you are worthy of all of God’s precious gifts and that you will arise above the rest and become a Shining Star!

Love, Light, Peace and Joy.

Sheila Bolin-Browning
     I would like to dedicate this book to my loving brothers and sisters, Mary, Doug and Vernon, who understand my pain more than anyone.  You have no idea how proud you make me each and every day.  I adore you all.

      To my mother, who tells me how proud she is of me and loves me for who I am.

     To my recently “found” sisters, Dee, Betty and Shirley, who have helped me to cleanse in ways that I can never fully explain.  I love you so very much.

      I cannot forget my beloved brother Donnie, who died in 1956.  I think about you everyday and wish with all my heart that I could have known you. 

     To Cole Lee, the eldest of the Bolin clan, who’s untimely death prevented me from reuniting in 1999 as with the other girls.  I will never forget 1976 when you visited and will always cherish you in my heart. 

     To Carol, Dick and Jan who allowed me to see that there is life after abuse. 

     To Jenny, for being my spiritual Guide and teacher for 15 years of my life.  Your love and patience has enabled me to grow and accept my spiritual life path.  

     To my wonderful children, Rachael and Jordan, who have given me a reason to shoot for the stars.  I love you with all my heart.

   To my husband, Andy, who saved me from myself.  You are a blessing, an angel here on earth, my Soulmate.  You complete me.

   To Dave Pelzer, a virtual stranger to me, but who inspired me to have the courage to release these pains from within my soul.  Author of “The Child Called It” and the “The Lost Boy”, touched my heart in so many ways.   There is life after abuse.  Thanks to my sister Dee, who introduced me to this wonderful author.

Introduction:

“Girl’s, It’s Time to Get In Bed With Daddy” is an autobiography written by Sheila Bolin-Browning, 33 yr old wife and mother of two children.  Its setting begins in Ft. Worth, Texas at the “Green House” which is where the author recalls the last time she was physically, sexually abused.  The story begins in 1975 and ends in 1984.  The author reenacts the abuse to the readers and recalls her reactions for years after.  The perpetrator, her biological father, begins a lifelong chain of emotional and physical abuse towards his daughter when she refuses to no longer participate in the “breakfast bed”.  The child’s mother stands by and rarely does anything to prevent the endangerment to her daughter and other children.  

      The author somehow survives the night terrors that her father forces her to endure for many months after the original abuse.  She bravely recalls wetting the bed from pure fear when her father spent hours pulling the blankets off the bed and making ghost noises in the night.  These night terrors were a silent message to the child NOT to ever “tell” or face the consequences.  The child sits back and has no choice but to watch her father move onto her younger sister as a replacement.  Read and feel the fear that engulfs her that makes it impossible for her to alter the situation.  Feel the discrimination shown to this child by both mother and father and siblings for bucking the “system”.  Follow along as she reveals her father’s sexual abuse toward neighborhood children and friends.  Feel the powerlessness the child feels as she watches her brothers endure horrific physical abuse.  Follow along as the child submits to her emotional turmoil and begins self-mutilation for over 17 years as a coping mechanism. 

     The author continues describing her situation in chronological order by age.  You will read and try to solve the mystery as to why her father bought a tiny travel trailer and began moving from place to place.  You will be witness to the horrible conditions this family was forced to live in.  No toiletries, no bathing facilities, no electricity.  Drinking water was obtained from dirty; murky creeks instead of the common tap that so many of us take for granted.  Be aware that these conditions took place in the late 70’s early 80’s, NOT the 1800’s and feel the discrimination and stigma associated with poverty.  

     You will read about the terribly controlling environment in which this family had to live.  You will watch, as the child becomes an adolescent and rebels against the system even further.  You will relive the rape that she endured as a teenager and the future proposal by her father to perform a back alley abortion on her.

    I will describe to you why I had to leave home and how I came to marry at the age of 16.  You will watch as the marriage falls apart and how my married environment became a mirror image of the horror I had just left.  You will see why I had no choice but to move back home and how I was forced to pick up the pieces when my father became terminally ill.  

   You will clearly see that this womanchild never had the opportunity to be young, to be a child.  You will see the effects that it had on her for years to come.  You will watch as she attempts to confront a “ghost” after her father’s death and how she eventually did.

   You will see the inner strength that all children have as a result of years of abuse.  You will laugh, you will cry…but mostly I hope you will leave with the feeling that there is nothing that the human mind cannot overcome.
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CHAPTER 1

The Green House

      I awaken to my mom’s voice.  “Sheila, Mary, time to get up.  Get up!  Get up!  Go lay down with your daddy until I get breakfast done”. These words still haunt me to this day.
     Without a second thought, we did as we were asked, as we had done so many times in the past.  We sleepily walked to the front of the large, expansive “green house”, as we so fondly called it.  The nickname came about from the color of the exterior.  The old slate sliding was an awful sage green color.  It sat up on a hill in Samson Park, a suburb of Ft. Worth.  There was no missing or mistaking this house.  Anytime we were giving directions or explaining where we lived, we always referred to the color.  Even today when I refer to it, I call it the “green house”.  The house was huge…..I guess because it was old and big and “green”, dad must haven gotten a good rental price on it.  It was much more "house" than we ever needed.  The dining room alone must have been 700-800 square feet.  I would guess its total square footage to be more than 3,000.  It was SO big; it was kind of spooky.  I recall the floor being made of old, hard tile of some kind.  It was very cold, even in the summer months of Texas.  The boys, Doug and Vernon had their own bedroom and Mary and I shared one.  Mom and Dad’s bedroom was a good 75-foot walk up toward the front of the house, off the living room area.  I recall that soon after we moved in, dad built a petition wall in the living room area, to knock down the size some.  When completed, there was another space between the living room and mom and dads room.  I don’t recall the space ever being used for anything in particular.  Just empty space.  Lord knows we didn’t have the furniture to fill up the space.  What little furnishing we had was already utilized in the living room.  I only recall one bathroom, off the boy’s bedroom.  There may have been another off mom and dads room that I didn’t ever use, maybe that’s why I only recall the one.  There was a tub, sink and toilet.  Lots of shelves and even room for a washer and dryer if we had had one.  The kitchen was rather small in retrospect to the rest of the house.  It had a walk through, from the dining room and then into the living area. There was plenty of room for the table and that’s where we usually ate.  I don’t recall eating in the big dining room.  I do recall the ugly, flower print counter tops in the kitchen.  Very 60’s.  Yellow, green and orange. It was hideous by any means.  Mom was the cook and dishwasher, so I don’t recall going in there much except to eat.  I was young enough as not to worry myself with domestic chores and mom never asked for any help, nor did I offer.  All the closets and little nooks served to entertain us forever when we began a game of “hide and go seek”.  I could hide for hours.  Until the others grew tired of looking and went on to find another game.  

    The yard was as enormous as the old house was.  We must have had at least 2 acres of land at which the house sat upon.  I recall an old barn being off to the side, a little ways from the house. Mamosa trees, with the wonderful beans and pretty pink flowerets.  There were several cedars lined along the street at the front of the house.  Other assorted trees near the old barn.  I vividly recall an old thorn tree patch, Mesquite most likely.  We avoided that area, due to nicks and cuts we had received after exploring them one day.  The old barn was neat and served as a playhouse for us most days.  It had a loft area, and a sand floor.  We had hours of fun watching the doodle bugs kick up dirt in the little sand dunes that they made.  And never tired of watching the roly poly’s curl up into a little ball as we handled them.  We made pretend “salad” with leaves and beans from the Tamosa trees and pink flowers.  Sometimes we would have a “special salad” and add little broken pieces of sticks or wood or pretty rocks that we happened upon.  All in all we were in a child’s heaven, without a care in the world.  Except for the tarantulas.  Oh they were awful, scary things.  We NEVER went outside to play after dark.  There were thousands of holes all over the yard, the furry spider’s home.  When nightfall came they all came out, crawling all over the yard.  I was convinced that they were after me, and only me, and avoided them at all cost.  The boys used to play with them.  They would fill the holes with water and wait for them to float to the top.  Then they would then tease them with a long stick or kill them.  The boys made spider catching a game.  I just went inside and shivered at the thought. 

     All of us except, Vernon, who at 4 was too young, attended a local elementary school about a half miles walk from home.  Sometimes we would catch up with friends near our street and walk with them.  Other times we would walk just the 3 of us, me making sure that the younger kids stayed out and away from the street.

      Dad was born in the foothills of Kings Mountain, North Carolina on October 16th, 1915.  He grew up on a small cotton farm, or so the story goes.  He was the oldest of 5 children, the youngest, Odell, born 18 years after dad.  He was born, Cole Blease Bolin, although by the time I came along he had changed his name to Clyde Boyd Bolin.  The reason for the name change is still somewhat a mystery, although by the year 1999, I would begin to make some educated guesses as to why he was compelled to use an alias.  Dad stood at over 5’11’’ tall, was slender by nature and had the most beautiful, compelling blue eyes.  He had coal black hair, that was very straight and a slightly long face.  His skin was fair, although heavily freckled.  He always wore a white or blue long sleeved dress shirt with slacks and dress shoes.  Not once in my life did I ever see dad in blue jeans or sneakers.  Even while out performing manual labor he wore the dress shirt, although he would slip into more casual, Docker style pants.  An accessory that was included in the ensemble was a straw hat and/or baseball cap depending on the occasion.  Where he was from, you dressed like a gentleman at all times.  Anything less was uncouth in his mind.  

     All in all, my father was a nice looking man.  Great looking in fact, no one could say that dad wasn’t.  Even into his late 50’s and 60’s dad kept his good looks.   He was 50 years old when he married my mom, she a mere 20.  I use the word “married” loosely for I am still not convinced that it was legal.  According to mom, after meeting dad in Ft. Worth, and agreeing to marry him, they drove all the way to Mexico to get married, although the JP was right down the street in from where they lived.  After the short ceremony, they turned around and drove right back, not even spending the night anywhere along the way.  May just be my suspicious mind at work, but that story sounds a little fishy to me.  Mom tells a story of how Dad saved her from an abusive marriage to her first husband, David.  Even going so far as to move her out one day while David was gone to work and paying for her an apartment and the divorce from him.  Mom says that she knew that Dad was the one because she had visions of him.  She said that she awoke one night from her bed and saw dad sitting in a chair near the foot of her bed.  She said that it wasn’t him in the flesh that it was very peaceful looking and had light around him.  She said that her “bed covers” were pulled at night until she agreed to marry him.  Knowing dad the way I do, I am convinced that he sneaked into her apartment and pulled a very elaborate joke on her, trying to convince her to be with him.  Mom swears to her story that it was GOD that did these things in the night, not Dad.  God was trying to tell her that he (dad) was the one.  I think otherwise.

    Dad was an intelligent man with a brilliant and creative mind, even though he only had a third grade education.  According to dad, his father made him drop out of school at that time to help on the farm.  With the Depression going on, all hands were utilized to the fullest.  A 9-year-old was perfectly capable of picking cotton rather than waste the day away studying reading, writing and arithmetic.  When dad talked back or exhibited laziness he was switched and beat by his father.  Children were to be “seen and not heard”, as my father reminded us on a daily basis.  Children were expected to perform daily chores, beginning at dawn and ending at sunset.  Anything less than total subservience was forbidden or one would face dire consequences.  This value system was passed on to his future children.

       I have no doubt my dad had a hard life.  I also have no doubt that he was abused, severely so for even minor indiscretions.  I know that he must have grown up in a very controlling environment as well, feeling the wrath of his own father.  BUT one can grow up and recreate their dysfunctional environment with their own families OR they can make a choice to break the chain of abuse.  My father grew up to repeat all the injustices did to him, although he hated and resented his father for it.

     Mom was born Shirley Ruth Washington on June 4th, 1944 and grew up in Athens, Texas.   She is the oldest of 11 children.  She grew up with a stay at home mom and her father worked on the railroad.  Mom speaks highly of her father, says that he was a wonderful, kind man.  In the same breath she will tell me how her younger sister used to come to her for safety, begging her not to tell “daddy” where she was.  She would cry, “Shirley, Daddy’s after me again, please let me hide in your room and don’t tell him where I am”.  “After me” of course, meant that good OLE dad was looking for her so that he could molest her.  All mom says now is that “daddy had a thing for Joy, she was always so pretty and had the best figure”.   Mom was no fool to incest, she lived with it everyday.  She swears that her daddy never touched her, he was more interested in her sisters.  I can’t say one way or the other, but she did live in the midst of it and was well aware that it was going on in the house. 

    Grandma Washington is a diehard Christian, never missing a day at the Pentecostal Church.  She can speak in tongues and holy roll with the best of them at age 75.  She’s one of the strongest ladies I know.  Anyone that can spit out 11 children in 18 years gets my vote for stamina.  Mom says she can be a spitfire when riled, but I always remember her being kind to me.  Grandma Washington, along with mom and two of her brothers were born with a crossed eye.  Mom went on to give birth to Doug, who was also born with the affliction. They never had surgery to correct it and now live with nearly total blindness in one eye.  Grandma and mom also have Obsessive/Compulsive disorder.  Grandma’s got so bad at one point that she was briefly hospitalized in a psychiatric center for bathing and washing dishes in pinesol.   Mom obviously exhibits some symptoms as well, although neither one take any type of medication to control it.  I will also admit that I have mild OCD as well; however, I have no issues about taking meds in order to control it if it escalates.   

      Mom spent most of her growing up year’s babysitting.  There were SO many children, that she and her two oldest sisters became responsible for 2 or 3 of the younger siblings.  Their job was to help take care of their day to day living; baths, dressing, diaper changing, feeding etc.  Mom had barely entered high school before she was asked to drop out to help out at home with the kids.  Grandpa Washington passed away at the age of 42 of a massive heart attack, leaving his widow with 11 dependent children.  Mom had just turned 18, and the youngest, a brother, still in diapers.  I have no idea how grandma managed to feed that many children all those years or get from point A to B.  Grandma never worked a day in her life and has never driven a car.  I suppose she had a lot of help from the government and she did receive a small retirement check from the railroad pension grandpa had left.  Shortly after the passing of her father, mom ups and married a man 20 years her senior.  She described him as a drunk and a wife beater.  Fortunately she met dad not too long into this marriage and he did help her out of it.  I say fortunately….maybe I should have had, she jumped from the frying pan into the fire.

     To my knowledge, Dad did not “work”, meaning he didn’t have an 8-5 job that he attended daily.  I remember him always tinkering with old lawn mower motors.  He would fix them up and return them to some eager neighbor or friend for a few dollars.  There were always 10 or 12 motors in various stages of repair lying in and around the garage and yard.   I think that this was around the time that he officially “retired” at age 61, managing to get his social security, claiming disability.  I still do not know in what way he was disabled, for he seemed awfully active to me.  I think he got something extra on his disability check because he had 4 minor, dependent children.  All together though, his pension check was under $400 a month.  Mom of course did not work, that was not allowed.  Nor did she drive, for she had no driver’s license.  Dad was the breadwinner and chauffeur.  Mom didn’t seem to care either way.  I suppose the lawn mower repair was supplementing his pension.  Off the books of course…. Dad never paid taxes.  Those sons of bitches would NEVER get a dime of his money: his words not mine.  At age 9, I wondered who the sons of bitches were and why they wanted my dad’s money?  He sure does get red in the face when he talks about the sons of bitches.  At age 9, I decided that all these men had grown up to be mean, because their mom’s were mean and grouchy and yelled a lot.  The next time dad got red in the face about taxes, I ignored it and knew dad would beat the sons up so they wouldn’t take his money. I didn’t worry about it anymore after that.  

      I really don’t know what mama did all day while dad worked on lawn mowers.  I stayed outside a lot and wasn’t the sort of kid that hung on her mamas shirttails all day.  I needed the freedom of the wind and sunshine on my face.  I suppose she cleaned and washed dishes and cooked all day.  IT was a big house.  I was glad that I wasn’t a mama and I didn’t have to do that.  Climbing trees and making pretend salad was a lot more fun.  When I had a yearning for domestic activities, Vernon served to be the perfect pretend “baby”.  Mary and I would dress him in pretty dresses and put pigtails in his hair.  When we had access to makeup and lipstick, yes, he got a makeover.  He looked so much like a little girl when we got through with him that no one would have known any different if we had not told him or her the truth.  We even gave him a girl’s name, but I can’t recall what that was.  We even paraded her up and down the street telling everyone that this was our baby sister. I think that Vernon enjoyed all the attention.  He never seemed to complain that I recall.  

  I had a lot of fun and led a pretty normal life…until that day.

Chapter TWO

THE DAY THAT CHANGED MY LIFE FOREVER

     I awaken to my mom’s voice.  “Sheila, Mary, time to get up.  Get up!  Get up!  Go lay down with your daddy until I get breakfast done”.  Her voice always seemed a little shrill and hurried.  As if it were important that we do what she asked now.  The boys were left to sleep a while longer until breakfast was ready.  Why, I don’t know, it never occurred to me to ask.  I guess I assumed all families had this ritual.

     Without a second thought, we did as we were asked, as we had done so many times in the past.  I don’t recall when we began this ritual of making a trek to dad’s bed in the mornings.  Upon questioning mom in later years when I grew up, she shared that we had been doing it since we were small, two or three years of age, a long time considering I am 9 now and Mary, 5.  Today was no different than any other day.  I don’t recall feeling afraid or being apprehensive at this request.  It was normal for me to do this.

  We walked to the front of the large, expansive “green house”.  We opened dad’s door and crept into bed with him.  Mary laying on his left side, me on the right, leaving dad in the middle.  His arm was outstretched, which we used as a pillow.  We snuggled into the already warm blankets to rid us of the chill that had begun to set in during the walk from our bed to his.  As I warmed, my eyes shut as I began to drift off into slumber for a quick nap before breakfast.  

    I must have just been on the brink of falling asleep, for I recall coming back to an awakened state with a start.  Maybe panic is a better word.  I realized within moments what had startled me so.  My dads hand, which had been resting beside me a moment before was now in my panties!  I immediately tense up.  I can feel every muscle in my body responding.  I am clutched with fear.  I am very confused.  I am near panic!  I am literally frozen and cannot move a muscle in my body.  Everything inside me is screaming that this is WRONG!  Why is he doing that?  I can feel his hand resting on my naked skin underneath my panties.  He is not rubbing or fondling, he is patting me and his hand is actually touching my most private parts in the world.   A million things go through my mind.  MARY!!!!  Is he doing this to Mary as well?  I have no way of knowing, for dad’s body is between us.  I do not recall dads breathing changing, no movement, and no nothing.  As if this was an everyday thing to him.  I do not know how long I laid there.  I do not even remember getting up. I don’t recall mom calling us for breakfast.  I do not recall anything that happened that day at all afterwards…

     I awakened the next morning, with mom calling my name.  Along with the call to get up is her request:  “Go get in bed with your daddy”.  Only one thing went through my mind this particular morning…GOD HELP ME, NO MATTER WHAT…I AM NOT GETTING IN BED WITH DADDY THIS MORNING!
     This was a final decision that I had made and I was ready to fight anyone who tried to make me do it.  I realize that I am wet.  I have wet the bed.  I don’t really recall this being anything unusual, so I can only assume that it wasn’t the first time.  I see Mary getting up, at mom’s request to go to daddy.  I quickly shed my wet panties and retrieve some dry ones and run toward daddy’s room to catch Mary.  I have to warn her!  I can’t let her go in there with him, so he can touch her!  NO, no!  I catch up with Mary just as she is nearing his door.  I call her name in a scared, panicky tone.  “Mary, DON’T GO IN THERE!” I’m half shouting, half whispering.  I recall Mary looking at me with sleepy eyes, that seemed rather indifferent to me, and a little confused.  She turned to go in dad’s room anyway, ignoring me.  Even more panicked now, I tell her again.  NO!  Mary, don’t go in there!  Please, I’m begging you, just don’t go in there anymore.  I’m not going in there anymore, lets go play or get dressed.  I am in tears now, begging and pleading with her.  But I could not muster up the courage to say what was on my mind.  Still confused, Mary asks, “ why”.  I think for a moment…what should I tell her?  She is only 5, and doesn’t understand, and I am still way too afraid to say anything to anyone.  I lamely say “just because”, just don’t go in there!  For whatever reason…I was not convincing enough…. She turned away walked to the bedroom door and went inside…to lay down with daddy while mama got the breakfast ready.  I handle the situation by bursting into tears, feeling anger, resentment, but mostly…GUILT.  I know what could happen behind that door and I didn’t do anything to prevent it.  I am the most horrible person in the world.

    I gather myself and walk into the kitchen.  Mom is immediately taken back to see me. “What are you doing”?  “Why aren’t you in bed with your daddy”?  She is shrill and loud and speaking in a hurried fashion.  With a tone, daring her to force the issue, I say “NO”!  NO, NO, I will NOT get in bed with daddy EVER AGAIN!  NO NO!  I burst into tears all over again.  Mom says, “what’s the matter with you?  “Nothing”, I say.  “ I just don’t want to go lay down with daddy anymore”. Mom says, “well I don’t understand why, you always go lay down with your daddy”.  I respond with “ I don’t and won’t do it anymore”.  There were no hugs or “I love you’s” this morning, no attempt to make me feel better by any kind words.  Mom just didn’t do that.  She had a mental block where affection was concerned.  She acted as if she didn’t know how or that it made her very uncomfortable.  Mom and dad never showed any type of affection toward one another either.  There were no random hugs or kisses between them.  If they did that, it was behind closed doors.  The lack of hugs and kisses as a child made me grow up to be standoffish.  Hugging for me was painful when I grew up.  When someone came over to me for a hug, I would tense up and feel anxious.  I would return the hug and give them a quickie but I rarely initiated one myself.  It was strange to me knowing that this was such a common practice outside of the Bolin house.  At age 33, I have now learned to love hugging and seek it out whenever possible.  My children were always the recipients of plentiful hugs as well as my hubby.  My mom still can’t hug me nor say I love you. My sister also has a hard time with it.  My brothers however ALWAYS hug and say I love you when greeting and departing from me.  Mom is missing out, because hugs are wonderful, they can make someone’s day.

     Getting back to mom and the morning after.  I think that the tone and assurance in my voice, and my stubborn stature that morning, convinced mom of something.  She dropped the subject and rarely mentioned it again.  I would no longer have to go get in bed with daddy in the mornings.  Did I feel relief?  Maybe.  I knew that I would never again go in there with him, unless he or mom bodily forced me.  Maybe if they had forced me, I would have told someone and saved my sister from years of abuse.  I did what my 9-yr. old mentality allowed me to do.  To take a stance and stop it from happening to ME again. Although I approached Mary, each and every morning for a long time, she ignored me and just didn’t understand.  At some point, I gave up, and stopped hassling her. 

     When I could see her and daddy together, during the day, I watched them like a hawk.  I wasn’t just watching for signs of sexual abuse.  I was looking for other things as well.  Subtle things.  Like a hug that lasted too long.  The placement of his hands while she was on his lap.  I sneaked behind doors, watched through keyholes, peeked silently above a book, I was “pretending” to read.  I never let them out of my sight for one second.  If he was doing something to Mary, I was going to catch him at it.  I would know and someday Mary would get old enough to understand. 

      Sometime during this period I recalled living in a house prior to the “green house”.  It was a small house in Ft. Worth somewhere.  The neighborhood was sort of run down.  I had some friends, 2 girls that lived across the street, the Calhouns.  My dad referred to them as “hippies”.  They were loud and fought and yelled a lot and openly drank liquor in the front yard.  The two girls came over and played with me occasionally.  There was one girl my age, about 7 or 8 and another maybe 13 or 14.  I can recall them accompanying us to the lake for a swim one time.  When we returned, the older girl told me a story that I really didn’t believe at the time.  She told me that my dad had put his hand on her “pu---“ while we were at the lake. She used the slang word for girl’s private parts.  She said she had told her folks about it.  I recall dad and mom and the “bad” neighbors getting into a heated argument over the accusation.  Funny thing, we weren’t allowed to play with them anymore after that and we moved to the green house not too long afterward.  Even stranger, I can recall the younger little girl, coming over to spend the night with us, while we lived at the “green house”.  She wanted to play a game called “mommy and daddy” while she was there.  This game involved kissing and touching.  The little girl always insisted that she be the “daddy”.  I didn’t like her game and stopped asking for her to come over again after that.  I never saw her again.

     Mine and dad’s relationship changed drastically the day I refused to go into the bedroom anymore.  He never pushed the issue, which I still find very odd.  He would occasionally remind me that I could come in there anytime in the mornings “ to warm up”.  I always had an excuse for him as to why I couldn’t.  My heart would beat a little faster and a little panic would come over me everytime he mentioned it.  I was afraid he would force me.  But he never did.  He never once, said anything to me about what happened that morning.  If he and mom talked about why I stopped going in there, I wasn’t aware of it.  If mom thought something strange went on that day, she never let on.  She would just look at me real funny sometimes, but anytime she mentioned me going back in there, she got the same quick answer…. NO!  I will not go back in there”.
   Years later, after growing up, I asked her one time if she thought it was strange that I suddenly refused to go in their one day, out of the blue.  She said that yes, she thought it was strange, but never read anything into it at all.  Never once associated it with daddy touching me.  Her exact words were “Your daddy loved all you kids very much, with all his heart, he liked to have you close to him and hugged you all the time”.  To this day, I think that she might have had a suspicion that day.  But she was too scared to buck the system, too naïve to realize OR  it had happened to her when she was a child, therefore she thought it to be “normal behavior”.  Apparently it was a hush hush matter that no one talked about, but it was allowed.  I sometimes wish that she had been stronger and had stopped it.  But it wasn’t meant to be.  I knew at a pretty young age that mom was “different”.  She was very child like and very much treated dad more like a father than a husband.  I knew that even if I had told mom what happened that day, there was nothing that she could or would have done.  She just didn’t have it in her to take charge of a situation like that.  I have no doubt that I might have been discriminated against by mom as well if I had had the courage to confess to her that day what daddy did.

     I mentioned earlier, dads and mine relationship changed rapidly on that day.  In my mind, he was no longer my hero.  He went from knight in shining armor, to dirty old man overnight.  I had adored my daddy.  He was so big and strong and smart and would protect us from virtually ANYTHING.  

(I thought it to be important that I share with those reading this book, what I am feeling at this very moment.  I am not even sure if I can describe it in words, but I will try.  Several times during writing this book, I have strange stirrings.  I would not call it arousal, but I can only explain it as “old body memories”, physical memories from recalling so many details regarding the past.  I absolutely hate the feelings.  They give me the creeps.  It makes me want to come out of my skin.  From the time that I spent with a psychologist who specialized in sexual abuse, I know that these feelings ARE memories.  My mind may not recall any abuse prior to the day that I have explained to you in this chapter, but my body cannot forget.  My therapist informed me that these stirrings prove that this was not a one-time occurrence, which I had thought to be true for many years.  That this incident was the “last” time that it occurred.  I find myself having to stop writing and take a break before I can continue.  I do not cry on these breaks, usually.  I just take a few minutes to reflect and breathe.  Occasionally I have to stop altogether for several days, before I can continue with the story.  ) 

     Now, the man that I trusted with my life, I now feared.  The trust was gone, replaced with suspicion.  Every touch and every word he said to me now, I was feeling or listening for overtures.  After several futile attempts of him trying to entice me sit on his lap, only to hear me quietly decline with my chin on my chest, he decided to begin a psychological game with me.  Upon my refusal to go to him, he would say, Mary will come sit on my lap…. He would then call her and she would happily crawl on up, taking in all the newfound attention.  He would cuddle and kiss and speak sweet words to her, telling her how much he loved her and how pretty she was.  You could see the adoration in Mary’s eyes as she looked up at her “hero”.  Dad made a point to smile and laugh and do this right in front of me.  He was telling me that I could have all this love and attention as well, it was my choice.  He began to “take” Mary with him to the store, or the candy store.  She would comeback with handfuls of goodies that either she couldn’t or wouldn’t share.  The invitation was always laid out to me.  I always declined.  Something inside of me told me that the price I would have to pay for his love was mind boggling.  I could be his little sweet pea too, all I had to do was “crawl in bed with him in the morning and warm up”.  Something inside of me had set off an alarm, a very loud, constant siren, and I could not trade places now.  I would NOT trade places now.  I chose to sit back and quietly observe.  And observe I did.  I got really good at it.  I knew where he was at all times; I also knew where Mary was at all times.  Sometimes I would be in the same room with him, not 10 feet away from him and Mary, and he wouldn’t even know I was there.  Sometimes I was even out in the open, not hiding, but I had a way of blending into whatever environment I was in at the moment.  I learned to be quiet as a mouse and walk with the silence of an Indian brave stalking a shy deer.  I took mental notes of what he did while cuddling Mary on his lap.  I could see through the tickle game.  Why did the tickle game primarily involve tickling her inner thigh area?  I saw him pat Mary between her legs, while sitting in front of the TV, Mary sometimes sleeping, sometimes just laying there contently sucking her thumb.  I saw him pick her up, not by the waist, but with his arm across her shoulder and waist area, and his hand clasping her private area on top of her panty. I began watching mom too. Dad was SO bold, doing it right in front of her.  I watched her expressions and eyes, to see if she ever caught his indiscretions.  Again, if she did she never let on.  She ignored it or just assumed it was the playful antics of a loving father.  As time went on, I grew quiet and withdrawn, lonely and more distrustful.  Mary would no longer play with me.  I don’t know if she just choose not to or, if dad had a hand in it.  Maybe she sensed the prejudice that dad had toward me, and subconsciously she alienated me in order to keep her celebrity spot with dad.  I just knew that she was the Princess and I was Cinderella, no question there.  I assumed my new role, not knowing what else to do.   

    I recall one day, while watching TV, dad sitting on one end of the couch and me on the opposite side.  I became bored with whatever program was airing on TV, and being a child, began to get restless and start goofing off.  I got up on my hands and knees and then would sit down on my bottom again, then would return to the position of getting up on fours.  My bottom would be facing toward dad.  I then began rocking back and forth while on all fours, adding a twist to my newfound game.  I would rock slowly, then pick up the pace and rock back and forth very quickly.  My body would shoot forward on the down swing and then my butt would be up in the air on the backward rock, about a foot from dad.  After playing this game for a few minutes, on one of my backward rocks while my buttocks were up in the air toward dad, I felt the very painful blow of dad’s hand as he knocked the hell out of my rear end.  Shocked as to why I was in trouble, I quickly sat down on my butt, with my head in my chest.  Dad then began to rant and rave that I was nothing but a tease and a whore and that I got what I deserved.  I didn’t know what a whore was at the time, but I could clearly see that dad didn’t like whores.  Whores made dad all red in the face and made me get a hard spanking that day.  I stayed clear of dad even more after that day.  I never played the rocking game again.

     I can recall another time coming home from school, and doing some homework from my 2nd or 3rd grade class.  There was a note from school that day, asking my parents permission for me to be a part of a class that would teach young girls about their menstruation periods.  Dad took it upon himself that he would make sure that I was the most knowledgeable student in the class on the subject.  He pulled an old medical encyclopedia off the shelf that had very graphic photographs regarding a woman’s body.  I recall sitting down with him for over an hour, looking at a picture of a vagina, while dad instructed me where the vaginal opening was, the clitoris, the vulva, and the urethra.  When and where I would eventually grow hair and where a baby would eventually come out of me, from a tiny little hole down there.  I just stared big eyed at the picture the whole time, not knowing what to think about this newfound knowledge.  I felt very embarrassed and very uncomfortable the whole time, but sat quietly until he decided I knew all there was to know on the subject.  I decided that day, that I would be adopting my babies!  Needless to say, I aced biology 101 the next day.  I grew up to have my children vaginally in spite of knowing where they would be emerging.

     When dad saw that he was getting no reaction from me regarding pampering Mary.  He began a new game.  He became a night terrorist.  That’s the only title I know to give the game.  For I felt very much terrorized.  He began the game simple enough.  After we went to bed, when all was dark, he would creep to our door at night.  At first I thought it was a goblin or prowler, but soon figured out that it was dad.  He would stand at the outside of the door and make scary sounds.  He would make scary monster noises.  Wooooooooo, wooooooooo, wooooooooooo, WOOOOOOOOOO!!!!!!   There would be variations in the sounds he made, some ghostly, you know the sounds you would hear on a scary movie, the interpretation made by man of what a mean, bad scary ghoul would make.  He would sometimes add a twist and scratch on the door while making the sounds or pound loudly or tap lightly.  He would do this for hours on end, or at least it would feel like hours.  I would lay in bed, every muscle in my body tense from fear.  I would cover up my head and hide, trembling under the covers, as if thinking that if he couldn’t see me, I would somehow be safe.  I would be crying and begging for him to stop.  Pleading with him to stop.  At first I would shout out to him that I knew it was he, and that I wasn’t scared.  But after never getting a reaction or answer back, I began to wonder if it really was the boogieman.  It would go on for so long, that I would have the need to go to the bathroom to go pee.  But didn’t dare get up to do it while he was at the door.  I would hold it as long as I could until need mixed with fear would leave me no choice but to pee on myself in the bed.  As sick as it sounds, after a while I began putting a towel in the bed or on the floor to pee on while he did this, so I wouldn’t have to sleep in a wet bed and clothes all night.  Unfortunately I spent many a wet night before I figured out this survival technique. I even stole an old plastic pan from mom at one point that I kept hidden to use in the night, when she discovered it; I coerced her into giving me something to use at night because I was scared.  Either way, I had a porta potty in the room.  Because even after dad stopped the night terror attacks, I would be too afraid to walk to the bathroom alone at night.  Wetting the bed was a much easier choice.  Dad would grow bored of standing at the door making scary noises and would sometimes vary the technique by going outside the house to do the same thing at the window of our bedroom.  He would make the noises and scratch on the window screen until late in the night.  I would quietly beg God to make him stop.  After a few weeks of this off and on (we never knew when he would do it, it was random), he decided to get bold and actually come into the bedroom with us.  I would hear the door creak open ever so slowly, as he made the attempt to “sneak” in.  He would make his way to the end of the bed where the footboard would be.  He would then be very, very quiet and slowly tug at the bottom of the blanket where it hung over the end of the bed.  He would tug it so very slow, sometimes I wasn’t even sure if it moved, other times, it would move an inch at a time, him slowly pulling the blanket covers off of me, me clutching them as hard as I could to try to keep them from being pulled.  It was these nights that I hated most of all, for I could not get off the bed, or pull down my underpants to urinate, I would HAVE to pee on myself and be forced to lay in it.  Sometimes I would hear dad laughing uncontrollably in between his scratches and noises.  He thought this was the funniest thing EVER!  I thought that this was the cruelest most unusual punishment a person could endure.  And he struck such a fear in me, that I would never ever tell the little secret that I knew about the “breakfast” bed.  Even today at age 33, I cannot sleep without my feet being covered up.  I still have that tiny little fear in me that someone will touch my feet in my sleep or pull on my bed covers.  It is at this time that I began to think that dad had done this to mom in person by sneaking into her apartment to convince her to marry him.  She was manipulated into believing that this was an “act of God”, but I fear that it was “an act of Dad”. 

    I am not sure how long these night scares lasted or when they stopped.  I believe that they continued until we left the “green house”.

   As time went on he would terrorize the boys as well.  Particularly Vernon.  I recall one day when dad pushed Vernon into his and Doug’s bedroom, at night with the lights off and locked the door.  It scared Vernon so much that he screamed and yelled and kicked and punched the bedroom door trying to get out.  Dad just stood on the other side holding the door and laughing his ass off.  This one time, me and Mary and Doug and MOM were standing outside the door while this was going on, screaming along with Vernon, for dad to stop it and let him out.  Even mom was hysterical knowing her baby son was being terrorized.  Finally dad let him out, telling us what wimps we were and that he was just having some fun and we were poor sports.  Only he used lots of curse words to say the above.  Dad just got all red in face and slammed out of the house.  We were glad to see him go.  We all tried our best to comfort Vernon, but after dad pulling that trick on him a couple more times, Vernon was left with scars, emotional scars and was scared to death of the dark and of being shut up in a room.  He had nightmares frequently.  I really don’t recall Doug being as scared as we were of dad.  Doug sort of just “ took it like a man” for the most part.  He tried not to let on that it bothered him so much.  He was mostly quiet and we all steered clear of dad as much as possible, not knowing what his next move would be.  There was the noticeable scar that Doug wore upon his back from the accident when he was a baby.  At the age of 9 months, Doug had drank from a glass on the windowsill of a house that dad was working on.  This glass contained deadly liquid plumber.  Apparently mom and dad knew something was wrong right away.  Doug was gasping for breath and having trouble breathing after ingesting it.  It had spilled down his diaper and his back as well.  Mom says that dad immediately took him to the sink and began washing him off, then rushed him to the hospital.  He had 3rd degree burns inside his mouth and throat and his diaper area and back from the acid in the liquid plumber.  Mom says that the doctors did not give him much of a chance of living.  Mother said that Doug swelled up 3 times the size, as he normally should have been.  Dad took it to mean that he was constipated.  Although Doug was in one of the best burn unit hospitals in the country, John Peter Smith in Ft. Worth, dad was convinced that they were killing him.  Without the consent of the doctors, and even after them threatening dad with jail time and then telling him that if he took Doug that he would die and that dad would go to jail for murder, dad walked out of the hospital with baby Doug.  Mom says that Dad took him home and tried enemas to get Doug to go to the bathroom.  When that didn’t work, she says that Dad took a clothes hanger and actually dug fecal matter from Doug’s behind as he screamed in pain.  Mom says that Doug got better immediately after that.  She said that he was gangrene from not using the bathroom and that the doctors were killing him.  My theory is that the doctors knew what they were doing and dad could very well have killed Doug that day.  Someone must have gotten involved, police or CPS or someone.  Mom says that she did take him everyday back to the hospital for his whirlpool treatments for the exterior burns.  She said she watched as slowly the burn scabs got smaller and smaller until one day he was released for good.  I recall Doug choking a lot as a child, nearly everyday even when he was older, 5 and 6 years old.  The scars in his throat had narrowed the esophagus and food got stuck frequently.  Even today, Doug has to chew his food carefully or risk choking.  

     Vernon being the baby didn’t have as much freedom as we older kids did in the yard and at neighbor’s etc.; he stayed around the house and took the brunt of dad’s temper.  I recall dad telling mom that Vernon reminded him of Donnie, the son dad had lost with his other family in California.  He was killed in a car accident dad said.  Dad would whip poor Vernon over any indiscretion whatsoever.  It was as if he looked for little things to beat him for.  I recall Vernon not owning up to something that dad has accused him of one day, and dad beat him with an old army strap for hours.  I stood outside the window where dad was beating him, and I would hear dad ask “Now tell me you did it, boy”.  Vernon either refusing to own up to something that he didn’t do, OR being too young to know better, he always said he didn’t do it.  As soon as the words come out of his mouth dad would start whipping him again, slap after slap after slap, Vernon screaming hysterically the whole time.  I stood outside the window and coerced Vernon over and over to just tell him that he DID IT and he would stop whipping him.  Either Vernon was too scared or too young, he never listened to me.  Finally dad cussed and said the “boy” was just too damn stupid to know or learn anything and he gave up.  After whipping him for so long and so hard, dad was tired anyway.  Vernon became more and more withdrawn over time.  He was like a whipped dog.  I never felt so sorry for anyone in my entire life than I did for Vernon.  I did my best to watch him and pretend that I did something instead of Vernon, so dad wouldn’t beat him quite so much.  He would beat me instead.  I was older and could confess and lie and manipulate dad, whereas Vernon didn’t have the know how.  I hope it saved him from some beatings anyway.  Not that it mattered; his little spirit was already beat to a pulp.  I could only help some of the physical pain.

    The Green house is where I began a little compulsion that I managed to keep secret well into my twenties.  The stress and the pain I had been enduring all these months while keeping my secret began wearing on me.  I was becoming tense, withdrawn, jumpy and nervous.  One particularly stressful day, while clipping my fingernails and toenails, I began snipping at some skin on my heel.  I am sure that I was totally spaced out while doing this, disassociating from the reality of my world.  A half-hour later when I came back to reality, I had snipped all the skin from off the bottom of my heel on one foot.  I looked at what I had done and began to work on the other foot.  I would snip it once with the end of the clippers and then pick at it until I got a starting point and then I would begin peeling the skin off, one layer at a time.  I would go in neat little rows until there was nothing left except raw, tender skin that once lay underneath the tough protection of the thick skin on my heel..  This became a daily ritual for me.  When I needed to get lost and go “somewhere else”, my feet paid the price.  When I ran out of heel space, I would move onto my toes and peel off skin.  When I drew blood from a particularly deep cut, I would only wince and continue.  There were times when my feet were so raw from my nervous habit, that I had difficulty and pain while walking.  That didn’t matter to me.  I would wait a few days for the worse to heal and then start again or carefully pick at some spots that I may have missed the day before.  I rarely missed any spots after I got started, so having the need to pick at something I would start picking at mesquito bites or cuts and scrapes that I may have had from playing.  I actually enjoyed getting hurt during rough playing, because I knew that in a couple of days it would start scabbing over and I could peel it off.  Rarely would the scab be totally formed before I would be picking at it.  When I could feel this pain, I could temporarily dismiss the emotional pain from inside myself.  At the tender age of 8 or 9, I began what modern medicine in the 1990’s would eventually name “cutting”.  Cutting always calmed me down when I was upset or crying over one of dads many injustices to me or one of the other kids.  Cutting became a coping mechanism for me, and I fear without it that I may have became extremely emotionally disturbed.  I continued cutting myself during any major or even minor crisis until about the age of 25.  Seventeen long years.

     Then there was Craig White. He was a neighbor boy, about 15 years old that used to talk to us from across the street from time to time.  From the first day that I met him, I thought he was a little creepy.  One day while exploring the mesquite tree area of the property, us kids discovered that Craig had taken a bunch of baby chicks from his dads chicken pen and hung them by their feet from the thorns of the tree’s.  The tree looked like a Christmas tree only with innocent chicks as ornaments.  Something didn’t seem right about him.  One day I was alone in the barn, hiding from daddy for one reason or another, and he came over and found me in the barn. I was alarmed that he was there and that I was alone with him.  I recall trying to leave the barn and go back up to the house and Craig put his arm across the door to prevent me from leaving.  He said that I was very pretty and that he wanted to kiss me.  He kept me there a good half-hour trying to convince me to crawl up into the loft of the barn with him and “kiss”.  He had a strange look on his face and kept touching his crotch area.  My “alarm” went off right away and I knew that this kid was bad news.  I faked having to go to the bathroom and convinced him that I would return to “kiss” in the loft.  I ran as fast as I could and locked myself in the house until he left.  I never went to the barn again alone.  I always made sure the boys were with me.  Not too long after that incident, I got word that Craig had been arrested and sent somewhere to live in a boys home.  I decided that day that not only can I NOT trust daddies, I can’t trust boys either.  I became suspicious of any boy or man that turned their attention to me after that point.

     I only recall a few things prior to living in the green house.  I remember when Vernon broke his leg.  It was in Ft. Worth again a couple of houses before the green house.  Dad and Mary were in the car going off somewhere together.  As they were leaving the driveway, Mary held her hand and arm out the window and Vernon got into his mind to chase after the car and try to grab her hand before they left.  Running, he got close enough to touch her hand and then tripped and fell.  When he fell he fell right in the path of the moving car.  He sort of did the splits as he fell, for his right leg bent at the knee and stayed safe from the moving tire, but his left upper thigh lay right in the path of the 2000-pound vehicle.  The car ran over him.  Dad must have felt the bump and heard the screams of Vernon right away.  He did not hesitate at all this time regarding medical treatment; he raced Vernon to the hospital immediately.  I really don’t remember whether us kids stayed or went.  I do know that mom and dad came home alone that day, leaving Vernon in the hospital.  His leg was crushed at the thigh.  The doctors had to drill a hole through Vernon’s leg at the knee area placing a steel rod all the way through it.  A pulley system above the bed kept his leg in the air above him as they applied traction to the upper thigh.  After several weeks of this procedure,Vernon was released from the hospital in a body cast.  The cast surrounded his entire left leg all the way to the ankle up to his waist and down the right leg almost to the knee.  There was a bar connecting the left and right legs above the knee area so that we could pick Vernon up and carry him.  There was a hole cut out between his legs so that he could eliminate urine and feces.  Vernon was completely helpless until the cast came off.  We had to do everything for him including taking him to the bathroom.  I recall him laying on the bed a lot afterwards, the rest of us kids visiting him and trying to cheer him up.  We all felt so sad for him.  I think that Mary even blamed herself for the accident, although it was not her fault.  They were kids and didn’t know the dangers of their playfulness.  Mom and Dad were ultimately responsible for assuring that their children stay far away from moving vehicles not Mary.  It was simply an accident.  After the cast was taken off, Vernon never went to physical therapy although I am sure that the doctors recommended it.  He eventually began to walk again on his own, but not without a slight limp. Today Vernon’s left leg is 2-3 inches shorter than his right and Vernon complains of aches and pains during the cooler months.  Vernon was 3 years old when the accident occurred.

   This same house is where Mary climbed a ladder that was standing against the side of the house.  She was attempting to reach a bird nest that had some baby birds in it.  She may have reached them if it had not been for the hot electrical line next to the ladder that ran to the tall electric pole a few meters from the house.  She touched it and it grabbed onto her, 120 volts of electricity running through her tiny 40-pound body.  Fortunately us kids were outside and had observed this and ran into the house to get dad.  He climbed the ladder and was able to grab Mary from it before she was electrocuted.  She didn’t seem to have any lasting effects from the accident; she just lay around the rest of the day. Dad never took her to the doctor either.

     It was also this house where daddy gave mom a belt whipping.  The story went that daddy had seen mom talking to a neighbor man over the fence one day.  He had become jealous over this and when she came home, he confronted her about it.  He accused her of wanting this man instead of him.  Dad decided that her punishment would be a belt whipping that night.  I recall lying in bed when this punishment was being carried out.  I was never so scared as I was that night as I heard the unmistakable sound of the belt hitting moms skin and her cries for him to stop.  The whole time I heard him yelling at her and asking her if she was ever going to do that again, and moms reply promising that she never would.  Him asking for her love and she swearing that she loved him more than anything in the world.  When he finally did stop beating her, I heard them making love, dad talking the whole time asking her how she liked it and reassuring her that no man could ever please her the way he did.  Him taunting her asking if she had had enough yet, mom crying begging him to stop, saying, “that’s enough! That’s enough”!  It was the most horrible disgusting moments I can ever recall.  I felt the humiliation that mom must have gone through while enduring a “whipping”.  I knew that kids got belt whippings but didn’t realize that moms could too.  Even today mom says that she was having “impure” thoughts that day about that other man and that she deserved the whipping that she got.  She says that she knew it was wrong to talk to another man and she had learned her lesson and had never done it again while dad was alive.  No amount of talking on my part can convince mother otherwise.  I find that very, very sad.

   This house was also one of several where dad destroyed some animals.  I don’t know if it was one of our cats that brought home a litter of kittens or if a stray just happened upon our yard.  But I do know that when dad would find stray kittens he would destroy them.  His favorite means of this was to drown them.  I can remember us taking a drive to an area where there was a fast moving river.  On the way to the river we would hold and cuddle the kittens.  Mary in particular had a soft spot for all animals especially kittens.  She adored them.  They were her babies and there was nothing that she wouldn’t do for them to make them happy.  Although we cried and begged him not to, dad would put all the baby kittens into a brown paper bag, still alive and throw them in the river as all four of kids watched in horror.  I must have disassociated from the situation long before Mary did, for she still recalls watching the bag float down the river as we drove off.  Her young mind created a non-reality world during these drownings that convinced her that they had gotten out of the bag and had swam to safety.  It was the only way she could cope with the situation.  We all hated dad for drowning cats or beating dogs, which he was also known to do with the same belt that stung our behinds.

Chapter 3

Rhonda, Rachael and Patricia and the “Other’s”

    One day during an outing at Lake Worth, we met 3 girls and Lorene.  Lorene was an older woman; I would guess early 60’s.  She was a die-hard picnicker who frequented the Lake.  She always brought her 3 granddaughters with her.  I guess she cared for them while their mother worked.  One day we managed to get picnic tables right next to them and because we had become playmates with the 3 girls, mom and dad and Lorene became friends.  My life went back to being semi normal at this time.  We played all day at the lake with the girls and ate packed sandwiches and Kool-Aid with our friends nearly everyday.  Although I don’t know how often we went to the lake, it was rather often, several times a week I believe during the summer months.  Hardly a day went by that we didn’t see the girls.  I think that dad and mom and Lorene even planned to meet one another there each and every time after they became friends.  We always seemed to have the same picnic table everytime.

   It wasn’t long before Lorene and the girls began coming to our house as well.  Lorene came by the first couple of times, then started leaving the girls at our house all day.  Rhonda was my age, Rachael a couple of years younger at 8, and Patricia was small, maybe 4, (Mary’s age). I really never played with Patricia, she was too “little” for us grownups girls.  She seemed to stay up at the house a lot with Dad and mom.  But the other girls and me were inseparable.  We became best friends right away.  We played in the yard and the old barn and made our tree salads and talked about girl stuff.  I don’t ever recall them spending the night with us.  That doesn’t mean they didn’t, I just don’t recall them doing so.  I was just on such a high to have friends that I guess I didn’t care.  Dad being the “professional photographer” that he was, took a bunch of pictures of all of us.  He even let me get in on one of the pictures for a threesome with my new best friends.  He took so many poses with Rachael.  She was so absolutely beautiful.  The prettiest girl I had ever seen with a fabulous smile.  She had a wonderful personality to go with her looks and was the sweetest, kindest little girl I had ever met.  I was so taken with the magic of Rachael, that later on in life when I had a daughter, I named her after this little girl, in hope that my daughter would be half as wonderful as this child was.  Rhonda was pretty too, with blondish, red hair, and she was a bit chubby, unlike Rachael who had the figure of a model at age 8.  Rhonda was more quiet, even withdrawn.  She talked and had fun with us, but always seemed to be somewhere else, as if she had a lot on her mind.  She reminded me of my old self, so Rachael and I took pride in acting crazy and laughing and cutting up, to bring her out of herself.  I think she was sad, I had eavesdropped enough on mom and dads conversations to know that her mom and dad were divorced or were getting divorced.  Maybe that’s why Lorene let them spend so much time with us.  We would all beg and cry for them to stay longer when it came time for them to go home.  They loved us as much as we loved them.  It was the best summer ever!

   Then one day, it happened again.  Lorene told mom and dad that the girl’s mother didn’t want them to come over to see us anymore.  There were some more accusations of daddy touching the girls.  I never knew whom he supposedly touched, but since I was with the older girls so much, I suspected that it was the younger girl, Patricia.  I recall daddy adamantly denying the charges and crying and explaining how much he loved the girls and that he would never do that.  I guess he convinced Lorene otherwise, because she began to sneak the girls over upon occasion after that without the mother’s knowledge.  Unfortunately, the mother found out and made some threats, and we never saw the girls again after that.  I returned to my lonely world of withdrawal.

    Not too long after the girls left, some more girls came into our lives.  I still to this day do not know where they came from or how we met them.  They did not live in the nearby neighborhood, because dad always had to drive to get them.  One day they arrived via dad and they were introduced as Sally and Susan.  Sally was about 4 or 5, big for her age, kind of chubby in a babyish way, light brown hair, very pretty.  Susan was my age, 9ish, darker brown hair than her sister, also very pretty.  From the moment that they arrived, they were whisked away by dad.  It was understood that they were his playmates, not ours.  We never played with them at all.  The older girl was kind of snobbish and acted as if she were better than us and she had dad wrapped around her little finger.  Dad took numerous pictures of these girls.  Dad would buy dresses for these girls, just to take pictures in.  He made me and Mary loan our bathing suit to this girl, so he could take pictures.  He would pose them in all different ways, standing by the house in bathing suits, standing in the garden holding green peas, as if they were modeling the vegetables.  Just lots and lots of pictures.  I never recall seeing these girls parents.  I do know that Mary and I were insanely jealous of these girls.  Yes, even Mary.  Dad now was giving his attentions to these new girls, who weren’t our friends at all.  We hated them.  Never played with them at all.  Just watched as dad lavished them with pretty dresses and nice “model” pictures, soda and candy from the store.  I have no idea where these girls came from or what dad was doing with them.  I just know that one day they never came back.  Which was just fine with me. Having dad throw Mary in my face was one thing, but these girls were outsiders.  I of course was jealous and envious of the attention lavished upon Mary, but it was MY choice to not receive the attention.  These girls were mean and nasty and bragged about their attention. And wearing “our”clothes and getting new dresses when we NEVER got new dresses was just beyond rude.  I was so glad when they disappeared.  Good riddance.

Chapter 4

Visitors from California!

     The “green house” was the only house I ever recall us actually having a telephone.  Not that I recall it ever ringing, but I’m sure that dad used it from time to time to find parts for the mowers and such.  I still do not recall if the phone rang or if dad received a letter informing us of impending visitors.  I just know that dad left one day and came back with a man that he told us was our BROTHER.  His name was Cole Lee.  Dad called him Junior and we did too.  This was most likely the time that I found out I had sisters too.  Dee, Betty and Shirley.  Junior was just a fun guy!  He laughed all the time, played with us, played jokes on us, and gave us all funny nicknames.  We liked him immediately.  He thought it was so totally funny that he was older than his new stepmother was.  He made many jokes about that.  He was born in 1936, mom not until 1944.  Junior told us that he couldn’t read or write.  We thought they were all pulling our leg, he was a grown man, how could he not be able to read?  We were little kids and we could read already.  It was very hard for us to believe that a grown man older than our mom could be our brother.  But we were convinced that he was.  He even looked a little like dad.  He made such an impression on all of us kids that to this day Vernon, who was only 4 at the time can still recall Junior playing a joke on him and handcuffing him to the hideaway bed that he slept on during his visit.  Vernon even remembers Junior rolling him up in the bed and rolling him back out over and over.  Junior just laughed and laughed.  I recall him laughing all the time.  He sure was a happy fellow. He had a woman with him, Ophelia he called her. I recall that she didn’t speak very good English at all.  And she was very pretty and had very long hair.  They were going to be married soon and Junior was very excited to be introducing her to dad.  He wanted dad to come to California to attend the wedding.  

   Well as if, these two guests weren’t enough excitement for one week, dad received a phone call one day announcing that one of his daughters, Shirley, would be visiting as well.  WOW, a brother and a sister!  Shirley arrived and was quite surprised to know that Junior was there already.  She must not have stayed too long at all.  I really don’t recall a lot about her.  I recall she was red headed and freckled, a bit chubby and that she was a nurse. Oh one more thing!  She didn’t like mice!  While staying with us, a little mouse ran across the floor and scared Betty so bad that she started screaming and fussing and jumped on top of the kitchen table and refused to get down or stop screaming until the mouse was eliminated.  I don’t recall whether the mouse was caught or not, but it was the funniest thing in the world to see a grown woman SO upset over a little mouse.  I guess mom and dad finally calmed her down and she eventually came down off the table. Her and mom and dad talked private a lot and we weren’t allowed in the room.  I know that dad took a couple of pictures of her, which I still have to this day.  I kept it all these years to remember her by.  June too, I have an old, pic that dad took of him while he was at the airport in 1976. I kept it all these years.

     Soon Junior and Shirley left and dad returned from the wedding in California.  He was gone 3 or 4 days; he took a bus all the way there to see him get married.  We were scared while he was gone all that time, mom says that we ran out of butane during a very cold spell while he was gone and that we nearly froze to death.  I don’t remember that, but mom says its so.

   It was around this time that I heard a lot about Dee and Betty too.  They did not visit, but dad talked about them a lot.  Again, I only heard bits and pieces about them.  Apparently I looked a lot like Betty, or so mom and dad said.  I had a pic of her and I didn’t think that I looked like her that much.  She was extremely pretty, and I remember thinking I hope I DO look like her and I grow up to be as pretty as she is.  I don’t recall dad saying anything bad about Betty; he talked fondly of her.  But Dee was another story.  Although I never really knew what the problem was between dad and Dee, I knew for sure that they did not get along and dad would use swear words and get red in the face when talking about her.  I always was very curious about Dee.  I had met Shirley and had seen a picture of Betty, but we had no pics of Dee.  What did she look like?  I so wished that I had a picture of her, so that maybe someday I could meet her and know who she was and what she looked like.  I recall dads saying from time to time that I was a little like her, and I wondered how I was like her.  Did I look like her?  I wonder if they went to dad’s bed while their mom cooked breakfast?  I would grow up not knowing the answer to these questions for a very long time.

Chapter 5 

THE SILVER BULLET

   Not long after the last set of girls disappeared, dad started talking about moving out into the country.  We began trips on the weekends, looking at property.  I remember hating the trips.  They were long and hot and tiring.  Sometimes we would drive ALL day long.  He would only stop at rest areas for us to go to the bathroom.  These rest areas only had pic nic tables, not bathrooms.  Dad would tell us to walk off into the woods to do our business.  We never had toilet paper either, he told us to use leaves.  I recall one time having a bowel movement and asking mom for something to wipe with.  She simply said to pee and it would wash itself off.  I chose to use leaves instead.  It wasn’t perfect but it was better than nothing.  

    Some of the places that dad looked at I didn’t like at all.  They were very much out in the “boonies”, no neighbors, no electricity, and no water.  I didn’t want to live in the country.  I wanted to stay here, where I had at least some acquaintances at school.  Dad apparently decided on one of these remote places and started working on more and more lawn mowers in order to save up more money.  He took us on a short trip one day about 3 miles from home and showed us the “Silver Bullet”.  It was a silver 1960 something-Spartan Mansion trailer house.  It was 24ft long.  It had one bedroom at the back of the house, a tiny little bathroom that only had a toilet in it.  A small kitchen with a small stove and refrigerator, a dining table that folded down into a bed.  The table cushions acted as a “mattress”.  It was announced that this would be Mary’s “bedroom” and mine.  It had two tiny little closets and a small living room.  The hideaway couch/bed would be the boy’s “bedroom”.  I immediately HATED the Silver Bullet.  I was used to all that space in the “green house”; I wasn’t going to live in this thing, with no bedroom, was I?  Not too long after dad showing us our new home, he paid the $1000 that the owner was asking for it and dragged it home.  Not too long after that, mom started packing up the green house.  I started packing up my bedroom, cleaning out my dresser and my little end table, so they could be moved into the new home.  I recall dad telling mom that the only thing we were bringing with us was some clothes and a few pots and pans and dishes.  This of course didn’t register in my mind.  The official moving day arrived and mom got us up very early, while it was still dark out.  Mom and dad moved just a few boxes out of the green house and into the new house.  Dad announced that it was time to go.  I got really confused and wanted to know why they didn’t move my dresser and bed and end table into the new house.  I was abruptly told that it wouldn’t fit and I couldn’t bring it.  I started crying and yelling and screaming that I had to have something to put my things in.  I ran back into the green house at the last minute and picked up my end table and dragged it out of the house and over the yard, to the front door of the trailer.  I was so upset that I guess mom felt sorry for me and managed to talk dad into letting me bring the ratty old end table that had one drawer in it.  I was thankful for that.  Although very afraid of what the future held, I climbed into the back seat of the old Plymouth Fury, 4 door along side my brothers and sisters, feeling good about the fact that I had one personal belonging to take with me.  I turned my head and looked out the window at the old green house until it was no longer in sight…. bidding it one final good bye.

  As the green House got smaller and smaller in the frame of the rear window, that old familiar “alarm” began sounding again inside of me.  I had a bad feeling about the silver bullet and the days ahead at the new property.  My sixth sense would prove to be a premonition of bad times to come, sometimes worse than the memories of the old “green house”.

Chapter 6

The Property

        After a long drive we arrived at the “property” that afternoon.  The property was about 15 miles from a town called Atlanta, TX.  We turned off the highway and drove a little ways down a gravel road until we arrived at a what looked like to me as just a random spot on the road.  To the right, there was what looked like some sort of entrance into the woods.  I would not call this a road at all.  You could see where some brush had been swept down a couple of times to make way for some type of vehicle to enter, but that was all.  Dad was going to drag the silver bullet through this makedo easement, as our property was way back into the woods off the gravel road.  After lots of cursing by dad and pulling and straining by the old Plymouth Fury that dad had “beefed” up with extra springs on the back, we arrived at a clearing that was to be our new “home”.  All you could see for miles was woods.  No neighbors, no nothing, but woods.  Dad unhooked the trailer and began set up of the silver bullet.  Mom went into the trailer to organize our things, I suppose while we kids explored our new surroundings.  As part of the “set up” of the trailer dad attached some old PVC pipe to the sewage underneath the house, so we could go to the bathroom.  This pipe just ran off toward to the back of the trailer a few yards.  No septic system, it just ran into the woods.  When I finally had the urge to go to the bathroom, I walked into the house to the small bathroom and realized that there was no water hooked up to the toilet.  I was told to go outside to do my business.  Although I didn’t like that idea, it was better than wet clothes, so I did as instructed.

    It didn’t take dad long to set up and level the house.  He announced that he was going on a walk to look for the creek.  We kids were instructed to grab a hand full of empty milk jugs that mom had insisted on carrying along with us on the move, and to follow dad.  We walked a ways into the woods, no more than maybe ¼ to ½ mile away and there we found the creek.  It was a very neat place we thought.  Relatively clear water too.  We were already thinking of all the fun we could have splashing around in it!  Dad walked around the creek a little looking for something, and after a few minutes, decided on a spot and ordered us to fill the jugs we had brought along on the walk with creek water.  He showed us how to dip the jug slowly into the water so as not too stir up the bottom as to keep the water as debris free as possible.  He announced that this creek water that had sticks and leaves floating in it as well as tadpoles, would be our drinking water and bath water.  I crinkled up my nose at that thought and said in surprise, “we can’t drink this dirty creek water”!  Dad said if I intended on drinking and eating that I would drink that creek water!  I knew that he was pulling our legs, that when we got back to the trailer, there would be fresh water coming out of the tap just like the old house. I chose not to take a long, refreshing drink out of one of the milk jugs as dad did. I would wait until we got back to the trailer to get a drink to quench the now noticeable dryness of my throat. To my dismay dad had not been joking about the creek water at all.  He was dead serious.  I managed to ignore my thirst that whole day and night.  But the pain in my throat upon awaking the next morning, I could ignore no more.  I had no choice but to drink from the milk jug as well.  I managed to choke some down, thinking it tasted funny and that the stuff floating around in the jugs was gross and disgusting.  I got by the next few months with as little water as humanly possible.  I found that when we could convince mom to add Kool-Aid and sugar to it, it wasn’t really too bad afterall.  We continued to make our daily trek to the creek to fill up the water jugs.  

     I remember one particular visit that served to give me a lifelong phobia of snakes.  I was bending down at the bank of the creek refilling and I looked up to see a cottonmouth snake swimming toward me with its mouth wide open as far as it would stretch.  I had disturbed it from its hiding place and it was coming to make sure I didn’t do it again.  Fortunately for me, I saw it coming from the other side of the creek, about 6 yards away.  I had time to scream, drop my jugs and run like the wind all the way back to the house.  I kept stealing peeks behind my back the whole way, fearful that it had swam out of the water and was now chasing me.  It was a long while before anyone could convince me to go down to the creek again.  But for safety, when I did, I always took one or more of the kids with me, for a ‘lookout”.  

     The snake incident reminded me of another old house we lived in when I was very young in Granbury, TX.  I was in 1st grade, the only child that was attending school at the time.  I rode the bus to school everyday.  The old house sat on another wooded lot, and according to dad was crawling with poisonous snakes.  He was after us all the time, reminding us to watch where we stepped and where we played.  I was careful, but since I had never seen one, I mostly played without too many worries.  One day after school, I got off the bus and ran skipping toward the house not paying any attention whatsoever to where I was walking.  I got about half way up to the house and I heard dad yelling at me to go back to the road for the mail at the mailbox.  I happily did as instructed.  I got about 5 feet from the mailbox and looked down to see 3 SNAKES lying side by side in a row, stretched out their full length.  There was a rattlesnake in the middle and two coach whip snakes on each side. (Dad had explained that Coach Whip snakes were not poisonous by their bite, but had another deadly weapon for defense.  They would curl their heads around a small tree and use their razor sharp tails to whip their enemy to death.  He told us stories of people he knew that had been beat to death by a Coach Whip snake. I believed him at the time, but I have never heard of such a thing since growing up). I stopped and screamed as my heart stopped beating for a moment, thinking that they were alive at first.  I then heard dad laughing his ass off at me.  He had killed the snakes earlier in the day and had planted them there right at the bus stop JUST so I would see them and get a scare.  When I walked right past them the first time, Dad had made me go back track to ensure that I saw them.  I didn’t think the snake joke was very funny.  Dad laughed about it and told the story to anyone who would listen for years to come.  His joke did make me more cautious about snakes in this yard, so much so that I wouldn’t leave the porch without an escort and every single day I looked for snakes when getting off the bus.  We didn’t have indoor plumbing at this house either, we had an outhouse.  But at night, I refused to go outside to use it because of my fear of snakes.  Mom had a bucket in my bedroom that I used at night.

     That first night in the Silver Bullet, we went to bed as soon as it got dark.  There was no electricity on the property.  With no lights, there was nothing better to do than to go to bed.  I figured it was because it was our first night, and that the electric company had not had a chance to come and hook us up yet.  As the weeks followed, I realized that neither the electric nor the Water Company was coming AT ALL.  We were roughing it, like they used to do in the “old days” as dad so eloquently put it.  No one had electric or water back then!  We weren’t any better than they were, were we?  We did have butane, dad had bought a big bottle that attached to the end of the trailer and had went and filled it up soon after arriving at the property.  Mom could at least cook on the little stove in the kitchen.  We continued to either go outside to go to the bathroom OR pour some creek water out of a milk jug to wash down the sewage from the toilet after eliminating.  Toilet paper was a luxury that had ended when we left the Green house.  We were told to use leaves outside, or pieces of torn up newspaper for inside (outside sometimes too if there was extra).  I did try leaves a couple of times, but after failing to clean myself properly, I chose to stick with newspaper.  I found that if I crumbled the newsprint over and over again, that it would eventually soften up a little, it was ALMOST like real toilet paper, if you shut your eyes and pretended.  Every once in a while mom would sneak some toilet paper while dad wasn’t looking and hide it somewhere in the house where only she and I knew where it was.  But we would use as little as possible, so as to stretch it out as long as possible.  I was like a little kid in a candy store when mom informed me she had “sneaked” some while in the store with some extra change that she had been saving back from the food stamps she bought groceries with.  Once a month dad would let mom go in the grocery store all alone to buy sanitary napkins for herself.  She would then spend an extra $.50 or so for the cheapest toilet paper that she could find.  She hid it in that huge suitcase that she called a purse.  I now know that she carried that heavy bag for a reason.  

     Once a week we would have to carry extra water so that mom could do the laundry.  Although we owned an old wringer type washer, it was useless without electricity. So mom would have to wash all the clothes by hand in an old washtub with the creek water.  She would then hang them all on a makeshift clothes line that dad had strung between two trees.  I was older now, about 10 and helped mom with the laundry.  It was hard work even for four hands.  I can remember how red and wrinkled our hands would be when we got finished.  When not hauling water or doing laundry, dad had us hauling brush.  He was trying to clean up a small area around the house to keep snakes away.  I can remember there always being a smell of burning brush. H never tired of burning.  I used to get so mad at him when he would start another fire, not 5 feet from the clothesline.  We had worked all day to wash the laundry, only to have it smell of smoke.  Still today, I dislike the smell of burning brush.

     We did begin attending school while living here, soon after the move.  I think that dad liked the remote area that he choose, but he failed to do any research on the school system in Atlanta about the race ratio of people in the area that we lived in.  From the very first day of school there was trouble.  We had to ride the bus, as we were a good 20 miles distance from the school.  Mom and dad drove us the first day in order to get us enrolled, and we were to ride the bus to and from thereafter.  Vernon had begun school as well.  Not because he was quite old enough, because the Texas school system required you to be age 6 by Sept. 1st in order to start 1st grade.  Dad had a remedy for that problem.  He just took Vernon’s birth certificate, changed his birthdate from Sept 16th to Aug. 16th, made a copy and wah lah, Vernon was age 6 and could start school a year early.  I recall the first day of school while riding the bus home, we rushed out to the bus so as not to chance missing it, therefore we didn’t encounter a seating problem.  But, the next morning when the bus came to pick us up, we weren’t so fortunate.  We climbed aboard the big yellow bus, and observed an entire busload of African American children.  There were only a couple of spaces left to sit down, that is if some of the students were willing to move over in the seat a little to make space for 4 more occupants.  As we nervously strolled down the isle each and every child moved over to the farthest to the aisle on the seat as they possibly could, shaking their heads or verbally stating that we couldn’t sit with them.  We stood the entire way to the school that day, in the aisle, while being taunted and called names.  The bus driver even though aware of this situation, via observing in the mirror and by me telling him, he chose to ignore the situation.  

    After getting home from school that afternoon and explaining to mom and dad what happened on the bus, Dad was PISSED!  He was pissed that he had moved to a community that was 90% African American.   He was pissed that we were the only white children on the bus, and he was pissed that the tables had been turned and that the white folks were being denied a seat.  We learned very quickly that dad did not like blacks, only he used the “N” word, slang for blacks.  Dad was waiting on the side of the road that morning alongside us when the bus came by.  He commenced to inform the bus driver that there would be a seat right behind the driver that was assigned to us and US only.  He cussed the bus driver out and told him if he didn’t like it, to come down off the bus and dad would whip his ass!  The bus driver declined dads offer for a fistfight, and for whatever reason, let the new seating arrangement be for the time being.  So each and everyday, riding to and from school, we had first class seats on the school bus.  Not that this totally solved all the problems.  That just meant that the entire bus load of kids had to walk by us each and everyday, while getting on, and each and every one managed to find a way to either kick, punch or “accidentally” stumble onto the 4 white kids at the front of the bus.  Everyday, we would run home and tell and everyday, dad was either at the bus stop or at the school, cussing or inviting teachers and bus drivers and yes, even the principal to “step out into the yard” and handle this problem with fists.  Although dad thought that he was protecting us from some horrendous injustice, his words only served to draw attention to us even more, making us the blunt of all jokes and I even fear that some teachers discriminated against us as well.  This was when he began teaching Doug not to take any “shit” off anyone, especially blacks.  Doug was told to keep a chip on his shoulder and fight every single one of them.  If he didn’t he would get a whipping from dad when he came home.  So coincidentally Doug was in fights nearly everyday at school until he no longer went to school.

     As time went on Mom got more and more unhappy and disgusted with the living conditions on the property.  No electric, no water, no TV, no radio, no lights, no refrigeration, which meant no dairy products, etc.  It was wearing on everyone, even dad, even though he would have never admitted it.  His story was always that we had it good, a roof over our heads, a place to sleep.  Back in his day, he had to walk to school in the snow, barefoot, 10 miles, and uphill both ways with a cold beet sandwich for lunch!  Well, we decided that dad did have it rougher than we did, but it didn’t make us any happier.  It was hot as hell in the summer months and cold as hell in the winter.  Dad would let mom turn on the stove burners and the oven when it got unbearably cold, and they would sit a fan in front of the oven on the door and blow warm air into the living room area.  But this was only done occasionally and NEVER at night.  Nights were awful, long and cold, even with 3 or 4 ratty, dirty blankets piled on top of us.  We used a rolled up blanket as a pillow, for pillows were a luxury we didn’t have and a blanket served as a sheet on top of the dining room cushions.  We never had sheets, EVER!  After growing up, I overcompensated due to the lack of pillows and sheets and now goodheartedly refer to it as a “sheet” compulsion.  I own quite a few sheets and lots of pillows now.  I cannot sleep on dirty sheets; I change them every other day most times, at the very least twice a week.  I wash my pillows regularly and spritz the entire bed and pillows with Febreze in between washings every time I change the sheets.  One tiny little grain of sand on my sheets feels like a bucket load of gravel to me while trying to sleep.  I know this compulsion comes from having to sleep on soiled, smelly blankets while growing up.  I am a self-proclaimed clean freak now as my daughter reminds me everyday.

    Bathing was only a weekly ritual if that for us kids.  In the summer we would hose down with creek water in the yard, in the winter mom would heat water on top of the stove and give us a “spit bath” in the sink.  She would fill the sink with lukewarm water from the creek and lather us up from neck to toe.  Hair washing was a luxury that we couldn’t afford.  As dad put it, back in his day folks only bathed twice a year.  So a head washing once a month for us kids was more than enough in dads eye.  Doug and Vernon’s head would actually have a rusty colored, dirty, deposit on their scalps that stayed there continuously.  Mary and I, being girls and a little bit cleaner than “icky” boys had dirty hair too, but it was less noticeable as we had hair to hide some of it.  The boy’s hair was always painfully short, dad kept it cut or clipped down to the bare minimum.  He would not have “long haired” hippies in his home.  As for dad, he only bathed once every couple of months and he never washed his hair.  The BI monthly bathing for dad consisted of him lying on the bed while mom lathered him up and rinsed him off.  Dad NEVER once bathed himself.  That was a “woman’s job”.  She most likely was glad to do it, to get the stench off of him.  Mom was much cleaner.  She took a daily “sink” bath, and washed her hair every couple of weeks.  Not even dad could prevent her from that.  Mom also brushed her teeth daily, although none of us kids did nor dad.  

     After living on the property, I would guess maybe 3-6 months, I suppose mom put up enough fuss about the living conditions and the lack of seeing her family that dad gave in.  We were taken out of school one day, hooked up to the trailer and were off to Athens, TX. Where moms folks were.  Just like that!

CHAPTER 7

The Next Few Years

     After a few hours drive, we arrived in Athens, TX. near the lake at a trailer park.  We were the only people with a 24 ft silver bullet, everyone else had a 60ft mobile home.  The park was sort of run down.  No rich folks here, but in comparison to us, we thought they were.  We started school in Murchison, TX.  a very small school that housed K-5th grade.  After 5th grade, everyone was bussed to Brownsboro, a much larger district that took the older kids.  I started in 4th grade.  There were only 6 students in my class.  From the moment I walked through the doors, I hated it.  There were two other girls in my class and 4 boys.  The other kids in the class obviously had money by the way they dressed.  There hair was styled nice and neat and the girls even wore makeup.  I in my old tattered clothes and shoes and dirty hair and no makeup.  It was right around this age of 11 that I began to realize that it wasn’t normal to bathe only once a week or so, or to only wash your hair even less often.  Up until this point I never really thought about it.  I had been doing it this way for so long, I thought EVERYONE had this ritual.  We all bathed on Saturday night whether we needed it or not, that was life, right?  I learned really fast that this wasn’t what was expected of me at my age.  I was made fun of relentlessly.  I was called stinky, the other classmates avoided me, and even the teachers would wrinkle up their noses at me as I walked by.  I was at the age that by breasts were starting to bud and my hips were getting slightly more rounded.  I was becoming an adolescent and after not washing my hair for a week or so, it was a greasy mess due to my hormones.  I can even remember lying to a teacher when we were all getting our hair checked for lice one day at school.  She asked me how often I washed my hair after her noting the oiliness when having to run her fingers through it.  I lied and said everyday.  I was too embarrassed to tell her the truth.  She never called me a liar, just talked to me and gave me some tips on what kind of shampoo to use to help with the problem, although she must have known the truth.  After that I began bathing more often in the sink, not daily yet, because dad was cause such a fuss about wasting water.  I started washing my hair 2 or 3 times a week as well.  I felt a little better about my self after that; not that it helped any with the other students.  I was different and there nothing I could do about it.  The only students I could befriend were any that happened to be poor too or “challenged” and therefore were also discriminated against.  

     Things had improved a little though compared to the “property” in Atlanta.  We had electricity and water.  The toilet flushed and we had milk and such in the fridge.  After dad realizing how much milk and sandwich meat that four kids could go through in a day, he decided to get a pad lock for the refrigerator so that we would no longer help ourselves.  From then on, we had to ask to get anything out of the fridge, and mostly we were turned down unless we were actually having a meal.  Everything was given on a need to have basis and split equally.  We had hot water via a very small 5-gallon electric water heater under the sink, although it stayed unplugged most of the time because dad said that it used too much electricity.  Mom still heated water most of the time for dishes and baths.  We also had an old wringer style washing machine, that stayed outside, and mom would do the laundry and hang the clothes on a clothes line.  In the summer months she would wash in cold water, in the winter she had the tedious chore of heating water and hauling it outside to take some of the chill out of the water.  But she still had to stand in the cold to do the chore.  Mom would wash 5 or 6 loads of laundry on the weekend, never changing the water once.  The second and 3rd load and so on would be just as dirty as when it went in when she got finished.  Dad wouldn’t let her change the water, he said it was wasteful.  As I got older though, I made sure that I sorted my own laundry and it went into the first load of clothes so it would be clean.  Dad never helped with this chore nor any other chore that dad deemed a “woman’s job”.  Dishwashing, cleaning, washing, etc, was above him.  

    Living here in the trailer park is where I began my first menstrual period.  I remember the day like it was yesterday.  I was 11 years old.  I was not totally ignorant to the fact that this was going to eventually happen.  Mom had mentioned it in passing a couple of times and I had heard enough gossip from classmates through eavesdropping and of course there was the class in 3rd grade at the green house where dad filled me in.  Sometimes dad would look at me and see the obvious changes of my body and make comments that I was going to start soon.  He would sometimes curse and get red and say mean things about me when he talked about it.  I got the idea real quick that dad wasn’t happy regarding my impending “womanhood”.  He made it seem like such a “dirty” thing and always made reference to whores and pregnant women.  I was afraid and uneasy about the whole situation, not wanting to be all the ugly things that Dad said I would be just because I bled once a month.  Needless to say, when I finally did start, I hid it from both mom and dad for nearly three months.  I would occasionally steal mom’s sanitary napkins, which didn’t work very well without the belt that she used.  I guess in 1979 they had not come out with adhesive napkins yet, or either these belt type were cheaper, so mom bought those.  I used a big wad of toilet paper many times, because I had nothing else.  A washcloth worked well in an emergency situation too.  At any rate, I had accidents and bled on my underpants and mom found my hiding spot where I had been collecting the soiled ones to sneak into the wash on laundry day.  She started fussing and talking in that shrill voice and went and told daddy after confronting me.  I was caught red-handed, so I could do nothing but confess and hide my head in shame.  When dad found out he started hollering and cussing and fussing and calling me names and telling me “now I had done it”.  I was going to get pregnant for sure now and be a whore.  He got so mad that he stormed out of the house and took a drive for a while.  I ran and hid and cried for hours, knowing that I had done the most horrible thing in the world.  I was growing up.

    Mom started buying extra napkins after that and gave me a belt to use with them. I always thought that there could be a much better way to handle this problem, because the belted ones were just so uncomfortable and just slipped around like crazy. It was impossible to keep them in place, which served to create many embarrassing moments for me at school.  Finally mom started bringing home the self adhesive ones, and although uncomfortable, they worked much better.  Mom and one of her friends talked to be about my period and informed me that I couldn’t bath in a bathtub while on it, for I would get horrible cramps.  I didn’t like their advice at all.  During my period is when I felt the most unclean, and therefore I wanted to bathe everyday.   I decided that I didn’t have a bathtub anyway, so it didn’t matter.  I liked the clean feeling after a daily bath and began a daily ritual of it from then on.  Dad would put up a fuss that I was wasting water, soap and shampoo.  I managed to get my daily bath, when he was asleep, gone or out in the yard.  It felt good to be able to sneak this little “no-no”  behind his back.  No man was going to tell me not to bathe!  He still got upset each and every month when I got my period, so I became an expert in hiding it.  It was none of his business as far as I was concerned; I think it just made him mad because I was doing something that he had no control over.  He could force me to stay in the yard and never have friends over and he could make sure that I never went to a friend’s house for fun.  BUT HE COULD NOT PREVENT ME FROM MENUSTRATING!  This one God given thing gave me more power than he could ever imagine.   

   We didn’t stay at the trailer park for too very long.  Dad bought about an acre of land not 5 miles from where we were living.  We changed schools and started going to Athens school.  I went to the middle school, now being in the 6th grade.  With it being a much bigger school, I had a couple of friends who would actually talk to me now, the “black sheep” students of course.  Living near mom’s family turned out to be a blessing in disguise.  On the rare occasions that dad would take mom to see my aunts, mom’s sisters, I would quickly ask my cousins if they had any “old” clothes that they didn’t want or couldn’t wear anymore.  I usually left with a bag full of goodies that to me were brand new!  I was about a size 5 now and could even wear some of my aunt’s old clothes.  I got my first bra from one of these goody bags.  I felt like a queen compared to the tattered old things I used to wear.  It helped me fit in a little better at school.  I never forgot my daily bath and shampoo either.  I actually became compulsive about being clean.  I had talked mom into buying me a toothbrush some time ago as well and I had the cleanest teeth around.  Sometimes I was forced to use baking soda or just plain water because mom couldn’t squeeze any toothpaste out of dad, but when she could, she saved back change from food stamp money and got a tube.  She was so easily manipulated that I could talk her into buying the bare essentials such as toilet paper, soap and shampoo.  I never pushed for anything unnecessary or expensive, I knew better.  

     We got aquainted with the neighbors down the street.  They had two little boys that the grandmother, Gladys was raising because the boys parents were deceased I think.  They had relatives visit often and there was one young woman that had married her grandson recently that I became friends with.  I was only 13 and she around 17 or 18.  But she was very nice and friendly and didn’t treat me like the snobbish girls at school did.  I would run down there and stay all day when she visited.  She was so pretty and very cool and wore nice clothes.  She even gave me some clothes when she grew tired of them.  I had accumulated a small wardrobe of semi decent clothes via donations from family and friends.  I was pretty happy here!

   We did go without water here for awhile until dad got the well dug.  He started out digging one by hand, that was about 5 foot in circumference.  He and us kids must have dug down 20 feet, hauling dirt out by the bucketful for weeks, never hitting a water table that would sustain a family of 6.  Dad finally gave up and dug a small 2 inch one with a hole borer that he attached many long pipes to in order to get to the depth he needed to get water.  He hit water and hooked up a well pump and we were set up with water again.  Until then we had been walking about a ½ mile down the street to a nice neighbors house that had generously offered the use of his water hose.  Occasionally mom would even drive the old orange and white stick shift pickup truck, down there.  This was the only time I had ever seen my mom drive.  She told us that she could drive, she had before meeting dad.  We were shocked to know this and looked at mom in a different light after that.  She apparently wasn’t quite as helpless as we had thought.

     I remember a few things that went on in this house.  This is where we lived when dad dyed Mary’s hair for the first time.  She had gotten older and what used to be blond was slowly turning a mouse brown color.  Dad liked blondes I suppose, he went off and bought hair dyes and colored both Moms and Mary’s hair.  She was 7 or 8 at the time.  He kept her hair dyed well into her teen years.  He never mentioned messing with mine, thank goodness, I would have pitched a fit anyway.  My hair was much darker than Mary’s, it always had been.  Very dark brown, nearly black actually with some subtle red highlights.  Even Doug and Vernon had been blondes until they became preadolescent.  I looked different from my little toe headed brothers and sisters.  My brothers and sister also shared dads blue eyes.  Mine just an ordinary shade of hazel like moms.  

   I can recall Mary playing with me from time to time at this house.  We didn’t have any toys or dolls.  Dad didn’t celebrate Christmas or birthdays, EVER!  No Christmas tree here, no birthday cake, no Easter egg hunting, no Halloween.  It was supposedly against “our” religion.  I’m still not sure what religion that supposedly was, but can recall visiting Seventh Day Adventist and Jehovah’s Witness from time to time. Pledging allegiance to the flag at school was against “our” religion. . The school was always told that we were to be sent out into the hallway during this morning elementary ritual.  They complied with dad’s instructions just to keep peace with him.  It only served to bring attention to “our” difference to the other students, making it even harder to make friends.  Dad somehow managed to forge some type of document stating that it was also against our religion to have immunization shots.  The schools threw a fit about this, but dad somehow convinced them.  I have never received even one immunization shot to this day.  I still recall getting whooping cough in the first or second grade.  All four of us kids had it.  We were never so sick in our entire lives.  The school even made dad take us down to the health department and get us tested before they would let us back into school.  We tested positive for whopping cough.  It was months before we totally stopped coughing.  We never went to the doctor to get treated either.  That was also against dad’s religion.  He made us drink a horribly bitter herbal concoction instead.  The concoction only made us throw up; it never helped the cough.  Time only made it better.  We also had the mumps, although I was too young to remember it.  

    Anyhow, Mary would climb up in a tree and play with me occasionally.  As we didn’t have any dolls to entertain us, we would take an old pillow and put one of our shirts on it and call it our baby.  We would make salad from the leaves of trees to feed our babies.  Even at age 13, this entertainment was better than nothing.  No TV or radio in the house.  She never went down to the neighbors with me.  She always hung around the house with mom and dad.  When dad had to go to town from time to time, Mary went with him frequently.  She seemed so quiet all the time and withdrawn.  I knew that she still went into the bedroom with Dad every morning while mom fixed breakfast, but this had become a part of life for everyone in the house including Mary, and we could no more change it than we could change the weather.   It was just normal for us.  I had made the decision a long time ago not to do it myself, and as years wore on, I just allowed things to be as they were.  I had convinced myself that if Dad were touching Mary, she would have told me by now, or would have stopped going in there as I had.  I was still suspicious, but choose to believe the above scenario to keep my sanity. 

     By the age of 13, I had grown into a semi pretty girl.  I had the beginnings of breasts and shapely hips, and looked older than my true age.  I would occasionally sneak and put on some makeup that one of my cousins or aunts had donated to me.  Makeup was also taboo in the Bolin household, as was pants on women for the longest time.  Woman who wore makeup were jezebels and prostitutes, my dad had preached.  We were forced to wear granny dresses for years. Dad eventually lifted this rule.  I would also sneak and curl my hair when dad wasn’t looking with the curling iron that he had bought to curl Mary’s hair with.  (Yes, dad curled Mary’s hair to make her look pretty with her new platinum blond hair, not mom).   I got caught one time by accidentally leaving the curling iron on after leaving for school.  Dad took a knife and cut the cord in half so I couldn’t use it anymore.  He failed to know that I had watched him splice cords enough times that I knew exactly how to fix it by stripping the wire and wrapping it in black electrical tape.  It was good as new when I finished the repair, only I always remembered to hide it from then on.  I thought I looked pretty cute when I was all fixed up, as did the neighbor boy down the street I found.  His name was James and was much older than me at 18.  But he told me how pretty I was and how much he liked me.  I began sneaking down to see him as much as I sneaked down to see my other lady friend.  James wasn’t the best looking guy in the world, but he was very nice and dad liked him a lot.  He always kept his hair short and called dad, sir.  Dad began to encourage me to spend time with James after I announced he was my boyfriend.  Dad used to tell us that back in his day, girls my age were considered old maids and that I was marrying age.  Well, I backed off a little at hearing that, fearing that dad would try to make me marry James.  Marriage was not something that I had even thought about much less wanted.  I went along with the arrangement for a while, mostly because it made me feel grown up and got me out of the house and down the street.  Dad didn’t let us date or anything yet, but it wasn’t too long after James and I became a pair that it was common knowledge that we were to someday be married.  James promised me the world.  He said he would buy me a car and a new house and give me anything that I wanted.  He was totally smitten with me.  I have no doubt that James would have done just that.  He liked me that much.  But something held me back.  I didn’t feel the same way that James felt about me.  I did try to love him, but I only managed to “like” him a lot.  Thank goodness for me, James was a nice boy and never tried to do or say anything disrespectful to me.  He only kissed me twice the whole two years that we were a “couple”. 

   This place was where dad used to make us kids eat poison ivy.  He said that if we ate it, it would make us immune to it, therefore we wouldn’t catch poison ivy as other people did.  He ate it all the time and we never saw dad with a poison ivy rash.  We were dumb little kids and believed him, so when asked to take a bite, we did as we were told.  I never had a problem with it, Doug on the otherhand would get ferociously sick from it.  He would get poison ivy all over himself and would swell up in his face and hands.  He would get infections from the poison ivy and get impetigo that refused to go away for months.  Dad made a sulfur salve out of sulfur and vegetable oil to put on his face, but it never seemed to help.  I don’t know if the rest of us kids just weren’t allergic to poison ivy or if eating it really did make us immune to it.  I do know that to this day I can roll around in it and it has absolutely no effect on me whatsoever.  However I do not recommend that remedy to anyone.  Someone allergic to poison ivy could easily die from ingesting it.

    This is the place where Vernon broke his arm while riding an old donated bike down the road.  He fell off the bike into a ditch and broke his forearm.  We walked him up to the house, as he screamed hysterically telling mom and dad that he was hurt.  Mom just went to pieces and started panicking and crying as she always did in an emergency situation. Dad took one look at him and knew it was broken due to the odd angle of his arm.  Instead of being worried about Vernon, dad got mad at the situation and made noise about having to take him to the hospital and spend money.  He said he WOULDN’T take him to the hospital, that he would fix Vernon’s arm himself.  Mom had already sent one of us kids down the road to get the neighbor before dad’s announcement.  Upon Gladys’ arrival and hearing that Dad was going to try to fix Vernon’s arm himself, she then got mad.  She told him in no uncertain terms that was he going to touch Vernon’s arm without going through her first.  She made all sorts of threats that she would have him thrown in jail for child abuse.  Dad grabbed Vernon anyway, and started pulling on his wrist and his elbow, applying traction to set his arm.  Vernon’s screams were enough to set us all off screaming, NO’s and STOP!  Gladys marched over there and stood right in dad’s face, grabbed Vernon from him and put him in the car and ordered mom into the car as well.  Dad actually raised his arm to strike Gladys, but he stopped before hitting her.  He screamed and yelled that he wouldn’t pay for the bill and just ranted and raved the whole time they were gone.  Vernon came back with a cast on his arm.  Dad cut it off not two weeks later, even though he was supposed to wear it for 4-6 weeks.  Dad and Gladys eventually patched things up; they were still friends afterwards, although they were standoffish for awhile.  Dad never did pay that bill.  Vernon doesn’t seem to have any lasting effects from the break other than occasional aches in the winter months.

    This is also the place where dad came down with appendicitis.  He moaned and groaned and belly ached for 3 or 4 days from the pain.  He drank herbal meds trying to ease some of the pain.  Mom begged him over and over to go to the hospital, but he refused.  Finally one day it got so bad, that dad couldn’t stand it anymore and he sent mom down to Gladys’ to call someone to take him to the hospital.  Mom’s cousin Dale came after him, while all 4 of us kids piled in the back of his truck.  Dale was driving so fast that a police officer tried to pull us over, but Dale hollered out the window that we were going to the hospital and the police escorted us there, so Dale wouldn’t run over anyone trying to get us there.  I don’t recall how we got back home, but someone drove us back home because dad stayed in the hospital that night after surgery.  The doctor told mom that if he had not come in when he did, that his appendix would have burst and he would have most likely died.  He was brought in one afternoon, stayed the night, and the next day, the hospital called one of moms contact numbers and told them that dad had walked out of the hospital that morning.  We found him walking, not very well I might add, down the road trying to walk home.  If he had made it, it would have been a 15-mile walk home.  Dad took his own staples out a few days after returning from the hospital.  

    I suppose due to Gladys confrontation among other things that I’m probably not aware of, dad decided it was time to move again.  We moved about 30 miles from where we had been, yet only another 15 miles from Athens, and just the other direction.  Dad was buying two acres at a place near Carroll Springs Cemetery.  I think the little town was called Carroll Springs, although at the time, you couldn’t really call it a town.  There was no school or even a gas station.  Just the cemetery.  One good thing is that we continued to go to the same school in Athens.  I had spent 6th, 7th and 8th grade in the same school, even though we had still moved around.  While at Carroll Springs, I had even started high school, a freshman.  The school was so big that I had managed to keep a couple of close girlfriends, and even a couple of boyfriends that I was only able to see at school.  I was 15 years old and was not allowed to date, go to school functions, movies, ball games, etc.  Any social life I had whatsoever happened at school.  I even remember one boyfriend, Tim, who had a car, followed the bus to my house one day so he would know where I lived.  When he got the guts to stop one day, dad quickly ran him off by cussing and yelling at him and throwing rocks at his car.  We had a small current electric fence around the perimeter of our property to keep deer out of the garden.  Dad tried to get Tim to touch the electric fence, he thought it would funny.  Even though I asked Tim not to come over because I got into so much trouble and got yelled at and accused of being a whore, he still pushed his luck occasionally.  He even brought his mom to the house one time to meet my parents, because Tim had asked me to marry him.  In my frenzy to be accepted by the opposite sex and the thought of this being the way out of the hellhole I lived in, I readily accepted his offer.  But I didn’t love Tim; I was just infatuated with the idea of getting out of the house, and was eating up the attention that I was getting.  I broke up with Tim not too long after he and his mom visited.  He and I had only shared a few innocent kisses and had never had a “real” date.

    When we initially moved here, we again had to do without water for a few weeks until dad got another well dug.  Dad scouted the area near our property, but there were no creeks on our property.  About a half miles walk down the road, off a dirt road, on someone else’s property I might add, dad found a small stagnant little pond.  There were no neighbors that could tell us otherwise, so dad announced that this would have to be our drinking water for the time being.  We began our daily treks to the pond with our old milk jugs again.  This water was not from a running creek.  This water was rather rancid and stagnant.  But dad had tasted it and stated that it would do.  I even invented a little filtration system this time; the water was so bad.  I used a clean white wash cloth that I put on top of a jug.  I anchored it using a rubber band.  I would then pour one jug of water into the filtered jug.  The filter didn’t help the taste a whole lot, but did serve to filter away debris.  I can remember getting diarrhea after drinking the water.  Again, I drank as little as I could possibly get away with until dad got the well dug. 

     Dad had a system that he used to find water.  He used and old wire clothes hanger.  He straightened the hanger out first.  He would then bent the first 4 inches of the hangers into a handle.  He then bent the hanger into a circle at the end.  In the circle he inserted an aspirin bottle that was filled with a little water.  He would walk all over the property very slowly.  Occasionally the little pill bottle would start bobbing up and down.  When dad saw the first stirrings of movement, he would stop and count how many times it bobbed up and down.  According to dad, the number of times that it bobbed, was the number of feet he would have to dig to hit water at that exact spot.  Another variation of this technique, was the use of two clothes hangers.  When using the two, he would not add a circle at the end of them.  He would just let the wire hanger stick straight out in front of him.  He would then walk around the yard until the two hangers crossed one another.  It was almost as if some magnetic field made them cross inwards towards one another at certain spots in the yard.  If dad got a cross in a spot, he would then use the bobbing system to see how far down to dig.  Funny as it may sound, dad would dig in that exact spot and each and every time he would hit water at the number of feet that the pill bottle indicated.  Strange I know, but he never dug more than one well, the first one always served to supply us with plenty of fresh water.  It took dad about a week to get us a well dug on this property.  Soon we had running water.  We had electricity here as well.

     Some of the things I recall while at Carroll Springs are annoying to me.  I recall that dad started getting interested in me again at this time.  I still had to bath at the kitchen sink, in a 24ft trailer that had absolutely NO privacy at all.  There was a sliding pocket door that separated mom and dads bedroom from the kitchen and NO door between the kitchen and the living room.  I would slide dads door shut and then open one of the closet doors between the kitchen and living room.  By opening the closet door between the kitchen and the living area, it served pretty well to give me a little private cubicle in order to wash in.  The boys knew better than to try to open the closet door to sneak a peek or get in.  They had felt the hard punch or kick to whatever I could get to in order to cause pain enough times to know that I wouldn’t stand for it.  Most of the time, I would just make them stay outside while I did my business.  This was working very well until one-day dad decided that he wanted a peek.  Although I always announced that I was bathing loud and clear, he opened the door and marched right on in!  I stood there stark naked, in horror that he had just seen me completely naked!  I grabbed a towel as fast as I could and covered up what I could.  Dad just acted if I was not even there, even though I had caught his glances.  He got a drink, opened the fridge messed around in there for a while.  Sometimes he would just walk right through the kitchen to go outside, even though they had a back door in their bedroom that he used frequently.  Every single time I was bathing, dad decided that he needed to go out the front door for something or needed something from the fridge.  I fussed to mom about him and even started asking if he needed something BEFORE I started to bath.  Regardless of the answer he always managed to need something when I was bathing.  Well, Mary was getting older too at this point and didn’t appreciate dads peeking sessions.  She and I devised a plan to keep him out.  Depending on which one of us was bathing, the other would stand guard at the bedroom door holding a towel up as a block, just in case he forced the door open. We would open the closet doors, run the boys outside and then lock the front door. (Dad would go out his back door and around to the front door after he realized his door was blocked).  This worked pretty well, it was 2 against one, but when he really wanted to come in, he would, we didn’t risk the switching we would get if we held the door shut against his will. 

      After a while, when summer came, we all somehow convinced dad to build an outdoor shower and a toilet and HE DID!  I should rather say that Mary convinced him.  Every one of us kids knew that dad favored Mary.  We also knew that she could smile and climb up into his lap and get just about anything that she wanted.  At a pretty young age, we were smart enough to utilize this tool to our advantage.  I begged Mary for weeks to ask him to build a shower outside.  Finally Mary wore him down and he agreed.  The price she had to pay for the favor was extra hugs and kisses and lap sitting on dad.  We all thought that Mary liked the attention. We were little kids; we had no way of knowing how emotionally draining this was on Mary and how it would effect her many years later. I didn’t find out for years that Mary HATED the favors she had to give dad for our special treats.  But she did it when she could stand it, just to help everyone have an occasional treat.  Even mom took advantage of Mary’s celebrity status occasionally to get things.  It was the only leverage we all had that was a sure thing.  

   The outhouse wasn’t anything fancy, now.  It was made of plywood, but did have a real showerhead and a real toilet.  The toilet was in the same stall as the shower, only out of the way of the direct spray of the showerhead.  Yes, a real toilet!  The kind they had a school and our aunt’s house that filled up with water and had a flush handle!  It was way cool!  There was a petition wall between the shower/toilet area and the chicken pen.  Yes, the initial reason for building the out building was to house baby chicks.  I didn’t care what else was on the other side as long as I had a shower!  There was no hot water in this shower either, just cold.  But I didn’t care about that either.  WE HAD A SHOWER!!!! I thought my prayers were answered, I wouldn’t have to be so sneaky at taking spit baths anymore and I could get a REAL shower to boot!  But, dad was smarter than I was and had already thought ahead.  Not long after building the shower, I realized that dad had intentionally left some peek holes in the walls of the shower.  One day while showering, I thought I heard a noise outside the wall.  The door to the stall had a hole in it where the doorknob would have been if we had one.  We had an inexpensive little latch at which we used to keep the door closed.  I looked out the hole only to see dad’s big blue eye looking right back at me!  I was pissed!  I took an extra wash cloth that I had with me, wet it, and stuck it in the hole!  There!  Take that!  I’m sure that he found a way to peek in if he wanted to, but he didn’t do it through the door anymore and I kept Mary on the payroll as shower patrol person.  She would be watching for me and it never failed that she would yell into the shower that dad was coming.  He always needed to check the damn chickens when Mary or me were showering, or at least that was the excuse that he gave us.  I would have to turn off the shower and wrap a towel around me and watch him for awhile before finishing.  The petition wall between the shower and the chicken pen was only 5 ft tall and dad would walk right into the chicken pen and look over the wall.  Mary told me once that while she was showering, dad boldly walked right into the shower with her, unzipped his pants, used the bathroom and then turned around and left!  Mary said she just stood there with a towel around her with her mouth wide open from shock.  She said that he acted like nothing was wrong whatsoever, like this was no big  deal at all to him.  So we tried to watch out for one another as best we could while bathing.  I would take showers in the morning before school way into November, even though the water was icy cold.  I would keep doing it until I could stand it no more, then I would be forced to go back to my spit baths in the sink for the colder months.  

     Dad did what I would explain as “lusting” after me from age 14-16ish.  I can recall one of the worst cussings I ever got was here in Carroll Springs.  I had gotten some more clothes from one of my aunts and cousins.  Some of these clothes consisted of halter tops and shorts.  I got dressed one day in one of these outfits, not thinking anything of it.  I walked outside the house wearing this garb one-day only to run into dad.  He took one look at me and started yelling.  He told me that I was dressed like a jezebel and a hooker.  He ranted and raved and called me every bad word imaginable.  His favorite word was always “whore”.  I had been a whore since age 11 when I had started menstruating.  It didn’t take much in dads eyes to have that label. If you were female, had a nice figure, wore tight clothes and make-up, you were pretty much a whore in his eyes.  He was in such a rage that he could hardly find words.  He yelled for mom to come outside.  When she did he told her to look at me.  He told her that she had better get some clothes on me or he “was not going to be responsible for his actions”.  I understood the innuendo.  He was saying that looking at me aroused him.  Mom grabbed me and drug me into the house and ordered me to get some clothes on and told me “ not to ever dress like that again in front of your daddy”.  I felt lower than dirt that day and really didn’t understand what I did wrong.  But it sent me a message that men would want to have sex with you if you dressed sexily.  I filed that information away for future use.  But always kept myself covered from head to toe around dad after that day.  His words scared me.

     Carroll Springs was the place where dad made Mary and I strip down to our underwear while he checked us for supposed “hernia’s”.  He would run his hand and fingers along our groin area, the spot where the inner thigh and lower abdomen meet. He would be feeling for a bump that indicated a groin hernia, or so he said.  I assured him that I had felt there all by myself and I didn’t have any bumps, but he insisted.  I was just a mere female, what did I know about hernias?  It only served to embarrass me to death, as he would be able to see my pubic hair while he did this.  He would also managed to brush up against the frontal part of my underwear while feeling as well.  I never said it out loud to him but I would be saying to myself “You PERVERT!!!”  I would tense up and pray for him to hurry up and diagnose and leave me the hell alone.  Who cared if I had one or not?  He damn well wasn’t going to take us to the doctor to get it fixed!  I felt like he was just getting a quick thrill out of seeing us in our underwear and I hated it.  Mom never tried to stop him; she just ignored it and hummed under her breath.  Now that I think about it, when mom seemed a little stressed or uneasy about something, humming seemed to be her coping mechanism.  Also nail biting.  Her nails were always bitten down to the quick; even today she does it.  I guess she didn’t like dad’s hernia checks either, but she was powerless to do anything about it.

     Dad had a huge garden while we lived here.  He actually had quite a green thumb; I will give him that credit.  He could grow virtually anything.  Tomatoes, peas, cantaloupe, a variety of peppers, and beans, okra, onions, watermelon, squash, corn and much more.  All mom ever needed at the grocery store was meats and dairy, anything else was readily available in the garden.  A lot of this would be canned and stored for the winter months as well.  You know as poor as we were, I never recall us going hungry.  EVER!  Not once, I can also give dad credit for that.  We always had three meals a day.  No sandwiches either.  I’m talking relatively healthy foods at every meal.  Every once in awhile dad would ask mom to serve cornbread and buttermilk for dinner.  I did go hungry those nights.  Not because I wasn’t offered it, but because I thought that buttermilk was the most disgusting drink I had ever put in my mouth.  It was terrible!  Now if we were allowed plain old milk and cornbread, I was happy as a clam.  Just crumble it up in the milk and it was a close proximity to cereal.  No sugar of course!  I wasn’t real keen on liver either, but I managed to choke a couple of bites down if I smothered it in gravy.  

    We ate things like chicken, the ones that we raised.  Every so often dad would go get one and wring its head off to kill it.  Then we had the smelly chore of dipping it in hot water in order for the feathers to release easier during plucking.  It was very hard for us to eat the chickens because we had raised and fed them since they were tiny little chicks.  They were our pets, we even named them.  Mary would often cry when it came time for her pet chicken to be dinner.  She never would eat the chickens.  Sometimes she would sit at the dinner table and just cry as everyone else enjoyed her “pet”.  Dad thought this was funny as hell and laughed his ass off when we would cry over a simple chicken.  He didn’t understand that we had no friends or life and bonding with chickens was better than nothing. 

   We also ate ground beef patties covered in gravy, but only occasionally.  Meatloaf was common as was chili, all home cooked.  These protein rich meals were infrequent for we couldn’t afford that luxury more than once or twice a week.  We had spaghetti a lot, macaroni and cheese, sometimes smothered in chili.  We had eggs for breakfast most mornings and sausage or bacon or pancakes, oatmeal was a common breakfast staple.  Cereal was a rare treat.  Black eyed peas, pinto beans, cornbread, and fried potatoes.  (Which I still love today).  Cornbread and milk we had frequently.  Mom would bake the occasional cake or pie, made from scratch.  Sweets were also very rare, as were colas.  I didn’t have my first cola until I was in middle school, 13 or 14 years old; some kind friend bought me, no doubt. The same goes for fast food.  I was in high school on a field trip before I ate my first McDonalds hamburger, although mom and dad enjoyed them.  We would come home from school often and would find the wrappings from burgers and paper cups in the car from various fast food restaurants.

     One of the reasons that I liked school so much was for the food.  I know most people would differ from that opinion, but it was good to me.  Although we never starved at home, the lack of variety left one craving meats and starches.  I thought the pizza and hamburger plates at school were delicious!  And I always got my choice of white or chocolate milk.  I always picked chocolate of course; I could have white milk at home.  The pudding and cake and cookies and pies that came along with the meal were a treat that I didn’t get at home.  Breakfast and lunch were my favorite subjects at school, no doubt.  Because we were poor and on a limited income we qualified for “free” lunches at school.  Being a “free” lunch recipient didn’t matter to me when I was in elementary, I was too naïve to know that you were supposed to pay to eat.  It wasn’t until junior high and high school that I became aware of the stigmatism attached to “free” lunch students.  When I started school in Athens in the 6th grade, they had a separate “line” for free lunch program students.  I was very aware of the stares from the other students as I walked over to get in “my” line.  It most definitely kept some friends away.  The wealthier students didn’t want to be associated with kids who were free lunchers.  I kept my head to my chin and tried to draw as little attention to myself as possible while getting my tray, I was an expert at becoming invisible when I wanted to.  I managed to hide and manipulate myself through the line most times without being noticed by many.  But I will never forget the snickers and sneers of those who did.  When I entered high school in Athens, I had a little problem.  The school was open campus and DID NOT have a cafeteria.  All high school students were to walk the half block to the middle school to eat lunch if they weren’t driving to a fast food place or home.  I didn’t have a car; I rode the bus, and had NO MONEY!  Yeah I could walk down to the middle school and get my free lunch, but the first day of high school I realized quickly how uncouth everyone thought that was.  High schoolers were too grown up to stoop to eat at the middle school with or without free lunch.  I decided that day that I would humiliate myself no longer by standing in the free lunch line.  I opted to drink water for lunch and hang out at the front of the building with some other stragglers.  When I finally did start hanging out with some friends we would walk down the block to the local “hangout” where I would watch while everyone ate.  Occasionally I would talk mom out of a few coins that she had been collecting from her food stamp change and I would buy chips or a pop with it.  Most times I just went hungry by my own free will.  Even today I skip lunch most times.  I’m just not hungry for lunch.  Old habits die-hard.

   Dad had us working continuously after school and on weekends.  When we weren’t hoeing or weeding the garden, we were dragging brush for dad to burn.  When that wasn’t filling up our time, he had us digging up bear grass.  We could dig endlessly on one bear grass plant.  I was convinced that the roots went all the way down to China, where there was another bear grass plant happy as can be.   When dad realized that bear grass digging would keep us busy, we knew any spare time was to be spent heaving a shovel.  We couldn’t wait for Monday when school got back in session so we could rest.  Summer vacation was relentless.  Sometimes dad wouldn’t let us eat supper until some specified chore was done.  It would be way after dark before we would finish and we could replenish our energies with food.  

     Any type of talking back, laziness, fighting, cussing or any other minor mischief would get us switched and we knew it.  Even worse than the switching would be that we had to go fetch the switch!  We would get caught breaking one of the many rules and dad would say, “go get me a switch”.  We would then have to go pick a switch off a tree.  We had already been forewarned not to get a tiny little twig of a switch or he would go pick it himself and would come back with the perfect blood drawing weapon.  Talk about not wanting to do something!  Switch picking was the worst!  We’d bring it back to him and he would strip all the leaves off except for a few at the very end of the switch. These “leftovers” would kiss and dance all over our bare skin, leaving whelps and sometimes little trickles of blood on the backs of our legs.  That’s where he aimed for, the backs of our legs.  Hell we’d be screaming for mercy even before the first strike had a chance to make contact, in hopes that the faster and louder we screamed, the faster he would think we had had enough.  Doug got the belt more often than we did.  Dad would way lay him, using all his strength to hit him as hard as he could.  Doug hobbled away after a whipping with whelps all over his legs many times.

      Sometimes dad would find something broken or missing from around the house.  He would then line us up, oldest to smallest, asking for someone to confess.  Several times I confessed when I knew that Vernon had done the dirty deed and take his whipping for him, other times, I got the whipping right along with everyone else, when no one would confess.  Even Mary got whippings at these times, although she learned very quickly that if she screamed like he was killing her right away, he felt bad and would stop.  He always hugged and kissed Mary afterwards and told her how much he loved her.  We tried her technique a couple of times, but it didn’t seem to shorten the whipping much.  The funniest damn thing to me was when he got done switching all of our asses, he would tell us to dry up and stop crying or we would get it again!  You just busted our ass dude and we can’t cry?  And when he did bust our ass, he refused to stop the whipping until we did cry!  Needless to say we could turn on the tears and screams instantaneous in hopes of shortening the punishment.  Just shut the hell up afterwards, so you didn’t get it again!

     As I said I was 14, and turned 15 when we lived here and Doug was 13.  Doug was always kind of quiet and withdrawn, and the older he got, the less he liked dads temper and whippings.  He was about the most stubborn person I think I had ever met too.  If Doug got in his mind that he wasn’t going to do something, damned if anyone could make him do it, even dad it turned out.  I recall one day it was Doug’s turn to get his butt beat for something.  The belt was the weapon this time.  Dad started wailing on Doug, and I noticed that he wasn’t crying right away as he usually had done.  Dad noticed his lack of screams and tears as well.  He said, you ain’t gonna cry, huh?  Oh yes, you will cry!  He really went after him this time.  He pounded and pounded Doug hitting him with more force than ever.  Doug just stood there with his jaw set and his mouth clamped together.  Doug was refusing to cry!  Refusing to give dad the satisfaction!  The longer dad beat him the madder he got.  He finally dragged him into the house, by the hair of his head, dad’s favorite way of moving us, and got another bigger belt and went after him again, Doug still refusing to make a sound.  I don’t know how long the beating lasted exactly, but it lasted to the point that dad was so tired from hitting him that he fell onto the floor out of pure exhaustion.  Even then dad was slapping him with the belt, wherever he could hit in between pauses to breathe.  Dad was beyond mad at this point; he had turned into a crazy person.  He was redder in the face than I had ever seen him before, he was breathing so hard you’d think he had run a marathon.  Dad never let go of Doug’s arm, he would rest for a few minutes and when he got his breath back he would start in on Doug again.  Finally the man was so wore out from the whipping that he just lay in the floor panting.  He let go of Doug’s arm, screamed at him that he was too stupid to cry out, hit him one last time and ordered him to get out of his site. Doug was covered in whelps from the belt.  Dad had hit him on the arms, the face, the back, literally anywhere he could get a blow to.   Doug never shed one tear the whole time.  I was never so proud of someone in my entire life.  At age 13 Doug took a stand with dad.  He told dad loud and clear: You can beat my ass all day long, but you can’t make me cry.  Funny thing, dad must have admired some of Doug’s courage that day, he never beat Doug as bad again.  Yeah he would smack him now and then for this or that, but he seemed as if his heart wasn’t in it anymore.  To my knowledge Doug NEVER cried out or cried again after that day while taking a whipping.

    Dad repeated his old tactics of fighting with the school system while we lived here.  I always stayed out of trouble, but Doug was another story. He was always in trouble at school for fighting or cussing or mischief on the bus.  He even got kicked off the bus once for dipping snuff that he had stolen from the grocery store while mom and dad was shopping.  Dad of course threatened the bus driver with bodily harm for not letting Doug ride.  I think dad just kept Doug out of school for those few days of punishment, rather than drive him 30 miles roundtrip everyday.  Doug was punished for the snuff dipping, but he still sneaked and did it when dad wasn’t looking. 

      After all the cussing and the whippings we all just started getting hardheaded and stubborn and began to hate and resent dad for it.  This is where I started giving in to peer pressure a little to help me fit in with a crowd at school.  I had tried my first cigarette at school at the age of 15. I nearly choked to death on the first drag and didn’t try it again for a while.  But eventually I got up the courage to try again and got the hang of it.  It was “cool” to smoke, I thought.  All the cool kids did.  I began talking my brothers into stealing cigarettes for me.  I was too chicken shit to do it myself, and they were already pro’s at stealing snuff.  I would promise them anything I had to give if they would do it for me. I’d dig beargrass all day for Doug while he goofed off beside me all day, to get a pack of smokes.   Mom and dad would leave us all in the car when they went grocery shopping.  As soon as they were out of sight, Doug would go in and swipe some.  Occasionally he would come out with nasty menthols and I would get mad at him.  He eventually learned which ones to swipe.  He would sometimes swipe 3 or 4 packs at a time, which would last me for weeks.  He would continue to swipe his snuff and candy and whatever he could get his hands on in the “candy isle”.  We were always scared that someone may have seen him and would come out to the car and get us.  But not once did he ever get caught at it.  He was GOOD AT IT!  This was in the early 80’s before they started hiding cigs behind locked doors.  I would sneak in the woods and smoke a few everyday and always brought them to school to smoke out front of the school in the “smoking ring” that was still legal at high school back in the early 80’s.  Eventually I had to sneak even more when they started requiring a parent’s signature for permission to do so at school.  That was easily remedied by forging mom’s signature on the permission slip.  My best friend at school was Debra.  She was always nice to me and talked to me.  She and I became friends at first because we rode the bus together.  Our friendship blossomed and we were inseparable.  She smoked too and was able to date and have a social life unlike myself.  She was sort of mischievous, not really a troublemaker, but had the ability for sure.  She was always talking me into things that I knew was wrong.  She was the first of our group to lose her virginity. That was the big thing at age 15, who had and hadn’t done the dirty deed yet.  Everyone I knew had lost his or hers.  I began to get pretty curious about it myself.  I was the last due to the fact that I wasn’t allowed to be social with my friends and it was pretty hard to lose your virginity at school under the watchful eyes of the entire faculty.  

   I was pretty scared at the aspect of losing it.  Some girls said it hurt and others said it felt good.  Most agreed that after the first time, it wasn’t so bad anymore.  But the first time hurt like hell!  Giggling about virgins was our favorite past time.  I really began to feel left out when I couldn’t share my “first time” story.  

      I didn’t set out to sleep with Brian, but it happened.  Brian was a fellow that drove up and down the rural street that we lived on in Carroll Springs.  He would stop and talk to us when we were walking or riding up and down the road.  I immediately liked him even though he was in his mid twenties.  I probably liked him even more because he was older.  It made me feel all grown up.  After a few chitchats with him, I started running off my brothers and sisters so that I could talk to him alone.  We talked about everything.  Brian told me where he lived in a beautiful brick house about a mile down the road.  He talked about where he worked, at the prison in Palestine, TX, about 20 miles away.  He talked about all the money that he had.  He would buy me cigarettes and soda’s and bring them to me at our meeting place, near the cemetery down the road away from dad’s watchful eye.  I thought that he really must have liked me a lot to go to all the trouble of meeting me secretly and bringing me little gifts.  It wasn’t long before we began talking about kissing and sex.  He had asked me if I was a virgin and I had told him yes.  He slowly began telling me everything that I wanted to hear and the talking turned into kissing.  Him being so much older than me, he told all there was to know about sex and what two people did while alone.  I began sneaking out of the house at night meeting Brian by the cemetery so that we could be alone.  We were boyfriend and girlfriend now and I began bragging to my friends at school about him.  Brian would tell me how much he loved me and that he wanted to marry me.  I was on top of the world, knowing that after we were married I would have all that money and be able to live in the big brick house with him.  I was putty in his hands; he swept me off my feet like a pro.  Our kissing turned to fondling and foreplay.  I ate it all up.  I was in love and “special” for once in my life.  Brian was brilliant and never pushed me too far where sex was concerned.  In the few weeks that we saw each other, we did everything except actual sex.  But I wasn’t so dumb that I didn’t know that our escapades were leading up to it.  After hearing all the girl talk at school, I was more than ready to go all the way with Brian.  After all we were going to be married after high school.

     Brian and I decided that we had finally reached the point in our relationship that intercourse was the next step.  We planned when we would do it, that next weekend.  I sneaked out as I usually did and met him at our usual place near the cemetery.  I was nervous, but was willing to go through with it.  He drove his pick up truck on the grounds of the church alongside the cemetery and laid out a blanket on the ground.  We both lay on the blanket and began to unclothe.  Within a few minutes, I went from technical virgin, to no longer a virgin.  He was never rough with me, nor forced me in any way.  He was gentle as he could possibly be under the circumstances.  He even had the good mind to use a condom.  I do recall some pain involved, and a little blood afterwards.  But all in all it wasn’t too bad.  I felt empowered at losing my virginity.  I was glad I had done it.  

     After getting dressed Brian brought me as close to the house as he safely could and left me to walk home.  The next day, I couldn’t wait until I saw him again.  I looked for him all day and all weekend and he never came.  It was several weeks before he came by again and I was able to flag him down.  He acted as if we were just mere acquaintances; not girlfriend and boyfriend who had recently taken their affair to another level.  He talked about his 20 something girlfriend, not of our relationship.  I was heart broken.  I knew that he had used me all those weeks just to get what he wanted.  I was devastated.  A few weeks later, my hurt turned into anger and I was glad I was rid of him.  A friend my age who rode the bus with me, who lived about 3 miles away from us, told me a story of a man named Brian who drove a blue truck that she had lost her virginity to a few days ago.  I knew who Brian was now.  He was a man that had a beautiful girlfriend, but got his kicks by taking the virginity of young girls.  Yeah, I was glad to be rid of him.

   After going to the all that trouble of losing my virginity to impress my friends and to satisfy my own curiosity, the girls I bragged to the next day of school didn’t even believe me. They thought that I was making up a story to just keep up with them.  I don’t think I ever convinced them otherwise. 

    Sometime during the year that we lived in Carroll Springs, dad and Gladys got back on good terms and James and I began our relationship up again.  I was no longer the 13-year-old that he remembered from before.  I was now more mature and had more self-confidence.  Dad starting letting James make the 30-mile drive to our house in order to take me out to a movie.  Dad wouldn’t let me see or date any other boy, but HE liked James, most likely because he knew I really didn’t care for him anymore.  But I was not so naïve as to confess that just yet.  As long as I pretended to like James, at least I was able to leave the house and go out like a normal teenager.  I wouldn’t let James kiss me or touch me in any way.  I basically just went along for the ride.  I used him as Brian had used me in the months past.   Dad talked more and more about marriage between James and I.  Afterall I was an old maid now at the age of 15! 

      For whatever reason not known to me, one day Dad up and announced that we were all moving to Arkansas.  There was talk about me staying there with someone, even James while the rest of the family went on.  I made a lot of noise about not staying with James.  I knew in my heart that I did not love him.  He was just an outlet for me, nothing more.  I recall that a few days before we actually left, having a pretty bad accident on my bike.  Doug and I had been given 10 speeds by someone, and while riding down the road at full speed, Doug’s front tire got too close to my back tire and the wheels locked.  Down I went, skidding on the hot, graveled asphalt for several yards before stopping.  I was a raw bloody mess.  I had road burn on my arms and legs and face.  The exterior portion of my left knee took the brunt of the road rash.  It was skinned nearly down to the bone.  The first thing I thought of after I realized what happened was how damn much this was going to hurt when I had to go wash off.  But I had too, the cuts and scrapes were full of dirt and gravel and I had to clean them out with soap and water and peroxide.  It was a long painful half-mile walk home.  I didn’t even bother showing mom or dad the remainders of my skin.  I knew good and damn well that there would be no doctor visit and I was pretty sure that nothing was broken.  I jumped warily into the cold shower and cleaned off, crying from the pain and frustration the whole time.  I put peroxide and whatever ointment I could find on myself.  No Band-Aids, we didn’t have such luxuries.  The next day is when dad drove over to Gladys and James house for us to say our final good byes.  James cried and cried as he gently cleaned and bandaged my raw skin.  He was genuinely sorry that I was leaving.  I was indifferent to the entire situation.  I was even cold to him.  I didn’t care anymore.  I was leaving the first friends I had ever had, my familiar school, the cold shower I had grown to love and my cuts and scrapes made me feel miserable.  I left James knowing that I would be sending him a Dear John letter soon after arriving in Arkansas.

Chapter 8

Fouke, Arkansas

     As I stated earlier, I haven’t the foggiest idea what prompted dad to move to Arkansas.  Dad sold the acre of land where we lived, and the next day hooked up the silver bullet and we were off.  We arrived at a predestined place, a lot, where dad pulled the trailer and began set up.  I have no earthly idea how he knew to go to this place or when he had arranged it.  I can only speculate that he and mom must have driven up one day while we were at school and chosen the site.  We had no relatives here in this town, no friends.  I don’t know what compelled dad to move here.  I never knew what kept his restless spirit moving so often.  The 6-8 hour car ride to Arkansas was terrible.  I was still very sore from the bike accident a few days before and with 3 other siblings in the backseat with me, I didn’t get much rest.  Everytime someone moved or shifted, one of my many scrapes would be touched or poked and I would yell out in pain.  It was a long drive pulling the trailer with the old neon orange Plymouth stationwagon.  Dad always managed to get the ugliest, brightest colored vehicle that he could find.  A Neon orange stationwagon didn’t exactly “blend in” with the other cars on the road or in the neighborhood.  I hated the stares that we always got from passerby’s.  It embarrassed me to death.

   Fouke Arkansas was about a 15 miles drive from Texarkana.  Groceries and such were bought there, unless we just needed bread or milk in which case there was a small convenience store in Fouke at which we could get emergency supplies.  We lived in “town” this time, not in the country.  Which I also found odd, dad hated city living, he couldn’t stand to be in town at all.  It was a small town, around a 1000 people, but it was in town.  The school was located about a mile walk from the house. It housed K-12th on the same campus.  Due to my still healing injuries, mom and dad did not make me start school when the other 3 kids did.  I stayed out that first week, before attempting the mile walk, which was difficult that first time.  I had a noticeable limp on my left leg, which was injured more severely than the rest of me.  It was several weeks before I was back to 100%.  17 years after the fact I still ache in that knee and sometimes while walking, it just gives out on me, buckles right out from under me.  I must have done more damage than I had originally thought, but I am still sure that it wasn’t broken.  I still have a scar about the size of a silver dollar to remind me of that day as well.

     Not too long after arriving in Fouke, dad announced that there would be some changes while living here.  We would no longer be allowed out of the yard as we were in Carroll Springs.  We were so far out in the woods and from neighbors at the former place that dad had given us a little freedom to roam around, thinking that he was safe in the thought that we wouldn’t make any friends.  Of course, he didn’t know about Brian in the blue pickup truck that was lurking just around the corner!  While telling us the new rules he even made us walk the property line that he considered “our” yard, drawing an invisible line that we were not to cross or risk severe punishment.  Needless to say I balked at this new rule.  I had gotten used to the freedom in Carroll Springs and this new rule would prove to bring out my 15-yr. old rebellion with a vengeance!  I subserviently obeyed this rule temporarily, but it wasn’t long before I made some friends with a couple of girls at school.  The school was so small and the choice of friends so few, my freshman class of about 10 accepted me readily.  They were happy to have another girl to hang out with and the guys were happy that there was another pretty girl at which to “date”.  They soon found out that I was “undateable”, Dad would have never allowed that!  It was common knowledge to me that dad had to approve of any young man that I could date.  They had to wear slacks and a button up shirt, a tie was preferred.  They had to wear dress shoes not sneakers and their hair had to be shaved similar to a marine’s crew cut.  They had to greet him as yes or no sir and suck up to him like he was GOD.  “That’s how young men came a calling back when he was growing up”, dad had explained to me over and over.  Anything less was disrespectful!  Funny thing, in 1982/83 try as I might I could not find a young man that fit that description.  So I stayed home alone, desperate and dateless in Fouke, AR.  Oh yeah I would go to school and pick out the most homeliest looking fellow I could find with the shortest haircut and set a designated time for him to come over and meet good OLE dad.  Each and everytime, dad would find something wrong with the fellow.  His hair was too long, he was a hippie, he was wearing sneakers, and on and on.  God could have shown up on the doorstep and dad would have sent him on his way stating that his damn robe was too white!  It was hopeless.  Dad just wasn’t going to let me date or socialize, PERIOD!  I had absolutely nothing to do here except sit in the house and read a book.  No bike, no outdoor shower to cool off in, no garden to hoe, no bear grass to dig, no brush to haul.  At least I had something to do at the other place even if it did involve work. 

    It wasn’t but a few weeks before I could no longer stand the boredom of the prison the silver bullet had become.  I was sick and tired of making excuses every time someone asked me to come along with them for an outing after school or for Friday night fun.  I racked my brain trying to devise a plan as to how to get out of the house.  I began noticing when dad started going to bed earlier and earlier at night.  He had been complaining of bad headaches a lot the past couple of years, and he would take a sleeping pill right after dinner to help him sleep.  By 7 or 8 o’clock at night he was out like a light and I knew that once he went to bed, he NEVER GOT UP until morning.  One day at school while listening to the eager plans of my friend’s upcoming weekend, I made a decision that I would JOIN in on the fun this time.  I would wait for dad to go to bed and I would sneak out of the house!  Oh boy, I was so scared that first time I did it.  This sneaking was different than the sneaking at Carroll Springs.  There I could at least say I had gone to the bathroom outside in the outhouse to cover my disappearance.  

     I waited for a long time listening carefully for the familiar sounds of his inevitable slumber.  I had worn my clothes to bed, so as not to risk getting caught while dressing.  I just waited until mom’s head was turned for a moment slipping into bed and covering all the way up to my neck so that she wouldn’t grow suspicious.  Sneaking around in the dark was no problem for me.  I had been sneaking around for years watching dad with Mary and eavesdropping and hiding in the woods to get out of work or whippings on various occasions.  This was the easy part.  I got out of bed, unfolded the old blanket that I used as a pillow and lay it down under the blankets so as to look like there was a lumpy body there.  There was only about a 3-foot walk from where I slept to the front door exit.  I had to be especially careful walking this 3 feet.  The old trailer moved and rocked when we walked up and down it all day, and I had to be sure that there was no movement that would awaken mom or dad and cause them to investigate.  I tiptoed like a stealth mouse to the door, managing to create only minor motion that anyone could have mistaken for mere wind.  The door was another challenge.  The heavy metal door was heavy and creaky, I would have to take my time and be patient opening it.  My heart was racing the whole time during my “prison Break”.  The fear and exhilaration of the moment had my senses at full alert.  I was aware of every sound and movement from every individual in the house.  I slowly moved my hand toward the doorknob.  After spending a few minutes turning it a little at a time, and getting a squeaking noise each and every time, I made the decision to turn the knob the whole way in one smooth movement.  I did just that, creating what I considered a loud creaky noise and movement as the heavy door disconnected from the frame of the trailer.  I froze, listening with all my might for any movement from the end of the trailer that would signal a threat to my escape.  I heard nothing!  Now, although I had cracked the door, I still had to open it enough for me to actually get out.  I again decided that one smooth movement was the best option.  I swung the door open enough to allow my thin body to slip through.  I again listened intently for any sounds in the house.  I was almost there!  Only two more obstacles!  The step down out of the house and the shutting of the door.  The step down was probably my most worrisome chore.  The little old trailer had a tendency to bounce as one stepped down out of it.  I would have to carefully shift my weight a little at a time, to prevent the effect.  I slowly, patiently, carefully maneuvered the step out onto the grass in front of the door.  I was out!  I carefully shut the door, leaving it partly ajar so as not to risk another noise.  I knew shutting it all the way was impossible for we had to slam the old door in order for it to shut properly.  I sneaked toward the back of the house where mom and dad slept and I listened intently to make sure that they had not heard me slip out.  After 5 minutes or so, I decided that I had made my escape unnoticed and after having to put my own hand on my mouth to stifle the excitement of the escape I took off running to the local hangout.  

   A couple of my friends were there gossiping and sipping soda’s and smoking.  I was on cloud nine to be spending quality time with my friends.  I don’t even remember who all I saw that night or what I did.  I was still new at this and was jumpy at the fear of getting caught.  Every single time a car drove up or someone walked into the convenience store I jumped out of my pants, fearing that it would be dad out looking for me.   I only risked hanging out with my buds for an hour or so, before fear of getting caught got the best of me and I ran home to sneak back in.  I would be looking for the tell tell signs of life in the house long before actually arriving at it, observing that the lights in the house still remained off, the car was still parked in the same spot, the engine cold.  I would go to the back of the house and listen again to make sure that mom and dad was still sleeping soundly.  I would slip back in as quickly and quietly as I could.  I wasn’t as fearful of coming in as I was going out.  I had already devised a plan to lie and say that I was checking out a noise I had heard outside or something equally brilliant to cover my butt, if I ever woke mom and dad during my reentry.  

    I continued this escape every weekend for a while.  I would stay gone longer and longer each time pushing my luck to see how far I could.  It wasn’t long before the weekend outings were not enough for me.  I began to sneak out on weeknights as well on school nights, staying out until midnight or 2am, depending on how much excitement was going on that night with friends.  It was not uncommon for me to come crawling home at sunrise, around 6am, even meeting mom in the kitchen once or twice while arriving.  A dumb excuse of getting something out of the car always got me off the hook.  

     I began to meet friends that hung out at the store that weren’t only my schoolmates, but older 18 and 19 year olds that had already graduated and were bored as well.  I accepted rides from many of these friends, most of the male species.  We would drive around just “cruising” doing what teenagers did for fun.  Sometimes I would accept an offered bottle of beer, although I found the taste displeasing. I would even accept an offered “joint” containing marijuana upon occasion, learning quickly that I had to inhale and hold the smoke in my lungs for as long as I could in order to get the narcotic effects of the drug.  We would drive and talk and drink and sometimes park at the lake, sometimes just parking off a dark country road or the cemetery, another fun hang out place for teens.  One of the favorite pastimes for the teens that liked to live on the edge was to drive down to “Boggy Creek”, the murky, stagnant, scummy swamp that was rumored to be the home of the Fouke Monster.  He was said to be a 9-10 foot tall ape like entity.  Reports stated that his body was covered in dark brown hair as an ape would have and he walked on 2 legs as a man would.  When entering the city limits of Fouke, there was a sign that said, “welcome to Fouke, AR., home of the Boggy Creek Monster”.  I had met several people who swore on their mother’s graves that they had seen him in the flesh.  I only visited Boggy Creek once the year and half that I lived in Fouke and it was the spookiest thing I can ever remember.  I never saw the monster, but the thought that he was out lurking somewhere watching us from the underbrush was enough to make the prickly hairs stick up on my neck.

    I had foregone anymore-sexual activity thus far, since Brian had so kindly relieved me of my virginity.  I had gotten numerous invitations to do the dirty deed while in Fouke, but was still a little gun shy from the Brian fiasco. The only other man in my life, my dad, gave me negative attention or no attention at all.  But after a month or so of sneaking out and hanging out with the older crowd, I began to get curious again.   More than curiosity, I was enjoying the attention that I was getting from the male species.  Oh how special it made me feel to be in the arms of a good-looking, sweet-talking, fellow, who whispered sweet nothings in my ear.  I needed the attention.  I craved it in fact. Before long, innocent kissing began to lead to heavy petting, which eventually led to sex.  My fathers words kept replaying in my mind; “you whore, you slut, you jezebel”.  I began to think that I have been called that so often, that I MUST be all those things.  I began to believe that I was a whore, therefore the step was to act like one.  I began to see the pro’s of giving in to sex.  I had my choice of many eager partners, who would do just about anything to insure “getting lucky” that night.  I never had to pay for anything.  My cigs, food, cokes; my new beau’s gave everything to me.  In fact they would argue to see who got to take me riding that night.  Occasionally I would leave with old familiar friends, who just liked me for ME and didn’t expect any sexual favors.  We would just ride around and hang out and have a great time.  But more often I would catch the eye of a great looking out of towner or boy from another school that was cruising our town.  These young men were always older, 18 or 19 years of age perhaps.  I didn’t like hanging out with the younger 15, 16-yr. old boys.  They were too immature for me.  There was something about the older fellows that made me feel more special.  Maybe they were more experienced in the fine art of “courting” and I was naïve enough to fall into their open arms, hoping to find my knight in shining armor.  My guy friends, my hangout “buds” always looked out for me and checked out the fellow that I was considering leaving with for the evening.  If they didn’t like the fellow or knew something bad about him, they wouldn’t let me leave alone with him.  If they knew the fellow and knew he wouldn’t get me into any trouble, they would “allow” me to leave, sometimes even threatening the guy that if he hurt me in any way, there would be hell to pay.  My buds took good care of me; I will always remember them fondly.  

     More often than not, I would agree to sleep with my date for the night.  I was never forced, I was always willing, happy for the attention for the few precious hours.  Many of these young men were “one night stands”, meaning I would go out with them once, have sex and never see them again.  99% of the time, we used protection in the form of condoms.  Occasionally, the “pull-out” technique would be utilized, although this form left me uneasy and had me praying for my period to come on time.  Occasionally I would agree to go riding with a friend, who would have other intentions, and I would say no.  It was MY choice.  

    I did have one girlfriend, Lisa, who occasionally hung out with me at the convenience store. She was very sweet and pretty with long blond hair.  Tiny little thing too.  About 4’11” and 90 pounds.  Lisa had a steady beau and didn’t sleep around.  She lived with her mom and dad and little sister in a very small one-room apartment across from the convenience store.  Her dad, I did not like AT ALL.  One time while walking across the road to her house with her and her dad, her dad put his arm around me and literally grabbed my breast and squeezed and pinched at me.  I immediately moved away from him, disgusted with the act.  He just laughed about it.  One thing I could not tolerate was a “dad” putting his hands on me.  In the past he had made some sexual innuendoes to me as well.  When I told Lisa about it one day she just abruptly changed the subject.  I began to believe the rumors that had been circulating around town that her daddy was raping her and her sister.  My fears were confirmed one day when her dad was arrested for molesting a little girl from down the street.  Apparently Lisa and her sister told of his other indiscretions and he was sent to prison.  But before all this horror came out of the closet, Lisa took me aside one day.  She was very careful of her words as to not hurt my feelings, but fearlessly told me that I was getting a “reputation” in town.  A reputation that I would sleep with anyone and that guys were going out with me just for a little “fun”.  Although it was true that I did sleep around, I had not realized that I was being singled out as an “easy lay”.  Her words were confirmed to me one night when Mike, the most popular guy in school asked me to meet him about a block away from the store to go riding.  I was a little suspicious about his sudden interest in me, for he never gave me the time of day before. Every girl in school would have given their eyeteeth to talk to him, let alone to go out with him.   I DID meet him, even if out of curiosity, where he took me to the local makeout place “expecting” a good time.  Well, he did get a good time that night, even though I only went through the motions.  It was sort of exciting to me that I would be able to add this “popular” guy to my list.  After he did his business, he took me back to town, where he dropped me off in a discrete spot where no one would see that he was with me and politely asked me if I would keep this date “our little secret”.  He was ashamed that he had slept with the town slut and was afraid that his friends would find out and diss him.  I never felt so ashamed and embarrassed as I did that night.  I realized that Lisa’s words were true.  I had a reputation all right, and not a good one.

     I guess what they say, you don’t learn if you don’t make mistakes, still holds true today.  I DID learn from that shameful experience with Mike.  I stopped sleeping around with just anybody after that.  The guys kept propositioning me, but after repeated rebuffs, they soon went elsewhere for action. 

      I began seeing Sean, a crazy, tall, skinny fellow of 17 with strawberry blond hair.  He was a complete nut!   He was full of life and liked to party like crazy.  He had an old pickup truck that he had inherited when his mom had died when he was 13 or 14.  The truck was his BABY!  He kept it shining and in tiptop shape all the time.  A lot of the love he had for the truck was sentimental due to his mom’s untimely death in a car accident in town.  Sean was my kind of guy!  After living in the “silver Bullet” cave for so long, the last thing I wanted was DULL.  So Sean caught my eye right away.  We had been friends for a while.  He was one of my buds that helped look out for me.  He had had a steady girlfriend most of the time, so we just never had hooked up before.  When he became “single again”, we sought one another out right away.  

Sean and I were inseparable.  That is at night when I would sneak out.  Sean had dropped out of school already, so I could not see him during the day.  I had more fun with Sean, never a dull moment!  There was nothing that he wouldn’t do.  He always had beer too, actually he was drunk most of the time.  Sean seemed to have a dark side to him that hid itself when he was drinking.  He was fun, crazy Sean as long as he had a few beers down him; otherwise he seemed sad and depressed.  No doubt his sadness stemmed from the demise of his mother.  Sometimes he and I would go park at the cemetery, and just sit there in the truck and say nothing.  When I would ask what was wrong, he would quietly cry on my shoulder or say nothing at all.  When he got into these moods he would often take me home early and go driving around alone.  I felt sorry for Sean.  I knew how much he was hurting inside, but there was nothing that I could do or say to help his situation.  More often than not, he would just get high and act like a fool.  He would go driving off into another county knowing full well that he was low on gas and have no money to remedy the situation.  Apparently another favorite teen thing to do was to “steal” gas when the situation got desperate.  I had been lucky enough to not have been an accessory in this crime up until meeting Sean.  One night we went off into nevernever land with an empty tank of gas, and run out of gas, while miles from home.  We had “Tweety” with us, and old friend we had hung out with since I had began my night outings.  I still have no idea where the nickname came from, that’s how he introduced himself and that’s what everyone called him.  He was into some pretty heavy drugs as well.  Meth or speed or something equally bad.  Whatever it was he was dependent on it.  He was ALWAYS high.  But one of the nicest, gentlest people I have ever met.  I thought a lot of Tweety, loved him as a friend, but only a friend, we never dated or slept together, although we did have one momentary encounter. 

      Mary was also with us that night.  She had begun to make noise about coming with me on my outings at some point.  When I dismissed her, she threatened to tell mom and dad that I was sneaking out.  I was nearing the age of 16 or was 16 at this point and Mary was 12 or 13.  I had no choice but to let her come with me after her threats.  At this point, I knew that there were some guys that would try to take advantage of a young 12 or 13 yr. old, and I always kept Mary with me, so I could watch her.  I was extremely fearful that she would get raped at this young age by one of the many horn dogs that frequented the area.  I bet it really pissed Mary off, but anytime anyone even tried to talk to her or flirt with her, I would get in their face and inform them that she was ONLY 13 and that they would have to go through me to get to her.  I was being the protective older sister.  I had too; I was not going to let her get the rep that I had gotten the past year.  So I kept her at my side.  For the most part she let me hover over her, I think that she was a little afraid too.

    So its Sean, myself, Mary and Tweety in another county and out of gas.  I am mad as hell at him for going off so far without gas, fearful that I wouldn’t make it home in time before mom gets up.  I suggest us calling someone to come after us or walking or hitching or something.  I was not going to sit there and wait around for the sun to come up.  Sean says that there is no one he can call that our only choice is to steal some gas from the station about a half miles walk up the road.  The guys device a plan to let Mary and I out, while he steals the gas, then come back after us.  They get out and start pushing the truck up toward the gas station.  I’m scared as hell that we are going to get caught and go to jail.  Sean and Tweety had not gotten more than 10 feet up the road when a policeman came by and saw that we were having trouble.  He stopped and asked what was going on.  The guys informed him that we were out of gas.  The cops must have gotten suspicious about something, because he kept shining his flashlight on Mary and I.  When he asked out ages, we lied and said we were older than we really were.  The cop wasn’t buying it.  The next thing I know he is ordering us into the police car and taking us to the station.  Although we weren’t accused of any crime, they even fingerprint us, most likely checking to see if we were runaways.  Sean and Tweety had to call their parents to come get them and since Mary and I didn’t have a phone at home, we would be escorted home in a police car.  The whole way home Mary and I begged him not to talk to our dad.  We told him that DAD would KILL US when he found out.  We whined about being beat and killed the whole way home.  The police assured us that we wouldn’t be beat nor killed.  We knew differently.  He didn’t know dad and his temper the way we did.  We arrived at our house and the policeman knocked on the door.  Mary and I are beside ourselves, knowing full well that we just dug ourselves a hole that we would never be able to crawl out of.  I have never been so scared in my entire life as I was that night knowing that we were caught red-handed sneaking out AND in trouble with the police.  When I heard the tell tell signs of movement in the trailer and the kitchen light switch on, my heart stopped right then and there.  I did not breathe again until the door opened and we saw the confused face of MOM!  MOM, not dad!  Mom had answered the door!  Mary and I knew then and there that as long as dad didn’t wake up that we might just get out of this.  The cop explained to mom that he had found us with a couple of boys two counties away in the middle of the night.  Mom chewed our butts up and down and Mary and I explained the situation as best we could, and asking mom to be quiet and whisper so as not to wake dad.  We managed to be quiet enough that we got through the horrible ordeal and dad slept right through it like a baby.  He had taken some heavy duty sleeping pills as he usually did at bedtime.  Mary and I begged and begged mom not to say anything to dad and promised that we would never, EVER do it again!  To my knowledge she never said a word to dad about it, although we got the third degree from her for several days after that.  Thank YOU MOM!   

   Mary and I laid low for a few days after that.  Mom knew what we had been doing although we only confessed to sneaking out that one night.  She went to bed later than usual and would get up at night to feel the bedcovers to make sure that we were still in bed.  After that scare we kept our butts in bed for a week or so until mom felt that we had learned our lesson and wouldn’t sneak out anymore.  When she didn’t get up to check on us for 2 or 3 days in a row, we decided to chance it and continue out night outings.  It was driving me crazy not knowing what had happened to Sean and Tweety that night with the police. Turns out that they had impounded the truck and Sean’s dad had to come after him that night.  Tweety didn’t get in trouble at all I don’t think.  He was 18 and they had not done anything wrong technically.  I thank God that the cops found us when they did BEFORE Sean stole the gas.  The situation could have been a lot worse otherwise.

   Mine and Sean’s relationship started to waver after that day.  I found out that he was following a bus that night that we run out of gas, hoping to meet a girl that had caught his eye at an earlier ball game that evening.  Not only was I pissed that he was two timing me, I was pissed that HE risked our butts getting in trouble just to try and see her, WHILE I was in the vehicle!  Sean and I had managed to stay together for nearly 8 months, and surprisingly enough we NEVER had sex.  We attempted it a couple of times, but Sean’s beer drinking had escalated into preventing him from getting an erection.  So we remained celibate through the duration of our relationship.  It was nice actually; we became great friends because the sexual aspect was not an issue.  Sean and I remained friends even after we officially broke up.  

    Sometime during this year of sneaking out is when I got myself into a situation that I dearly regret.  It happened one night on a particularly slow night at the convenience store.  Mary and I were up there hanging out, playing video games, waiting for someone that we knew to show up.  We were bored to tears and about ready to go home and try again another night when Lewis walked in.  Lewis was a tall, not too terribly attractive older man of maybe 26 or 27.  None of our friends particularly liked him, nor would they hang out with him.  He was a known asshole and it was rumored that he was the local drug dealer, selling marijuana to the locals.  I knew where he lived, as one time, one of our buds had stopped by there looking for liquor or pot.  He lived about a block away from the convenience store.  Lewis came over and started talking to us, and we decided to amuse him and start up a conversation.  Lewis began telling us that he had gotten some really good hash a few days ago.  I questioned him to explain what hash was.  He said that it was like pot, that he put it in marijuana joints to heighten the narcotic effect.  He said that it was harmless, that it would just get you a little higher than a normal joint would.  Again, let me emphasize that Mary and I weren’t avid pot smokers.  I had tried it a half dozen times at this point and had never bought it for myself.  I would just smoke it occasionally socially.  I wouldn’t let Mary smoke it, if she did, she did it behind my back.  

    For whatever reason, Lewis talked us into trying some hash-laced marijuana.  He didn’t have it on his person; we would have to accompany him down to his house to get it.  A red flag came up, but I ignored it.  I was bored as hell and trying something new was too tempting to me.  He tried to get me to go alone with him, but I wouldn’t.  I insisted that we bring Mary along too, saying that I NEVER left her alone, which was true enough, and because of all the things I had heard about Lewis I was not totally trusting of him.  I agreed to go with him, with Mary in tow, and we would wait outside while he got the joint ready.  We walked down there and waited outside.  He came out and we smoked the joint.  I immediately felt the effects.  I am not sure what it was that he put in the smoke, but it got me higher than I had ever been before or since.  Because the narcotic effects made me incoherent, he coerced us into coming into the house.  Once in the house, he talked Mary into walking to the store to get him a candy bar and gave her extra money to get some sodas. As soon as she left, Lewis grabbed me.  He began kissing and fondling me.  I held back as much as I could, I didn’t want to be with Lewis, I didn’t like him that way.  In the fog of the effects of the drug, I became less and less aware of where I was and whom I was kissing.  I would have to focus very hard to see whom it was that was kissing me. Periodically I would realize it was Lewis and I would try to push him away, but Lewis was over 6 foot tall and weighed in at over 200 pounds.  I was helpless against him at 5’2 and only 100 pounds.  When I began pushing him away, he became rough with me.  He pushed his lips even harder against me forcing me to kiss him.  He began rambling about how much fun we were going to have as he tore off his clothes.  I really began to fight now.  I was not going to have sex with Lewis!  I pushed and struggled against him, with no results.  He unbuttoned my pants and pulled them down along with my underwear.  I am crying at this point, asking him not too, telling him no, over and over again.  He ignores my pleas, and tries to get me to say that I want him.  I refuse.  I keep repeating no, no, no.  He grabs my hair and holds my arm behind my back and penetrates me.   I know that there is nothing I can do to stop him.  I hold my breath hoping that he will hurry and get it over with.  But Lewis has other ideas.  He roughly turns me over and tells me that he is going to sodamize me.  Having heard of this sexual act, but never actually doing it, I got really scared at this point and starting slapping and hitting him and squirming to get away from him.  He hit me hard in the face, telling me to shut up and enjoy it.  I continued to squirm just out of his reach and kick as hard as I could.  I am praying that Mary will hurry up and come back and maybe he would stop.  As if God heard my prayers, there is a knock on the door.  It’s Mary.  I immediately tell Lewis that Mary is back.  He doesn’t care; he is going to finish what he has started.  He has a crazed look in his eyes.  I hear Mary’s knock again.  I begin telling him that if I don’t answer the door that she will be alarmed and go get the police.  This brought Lewis out of his frenzy momentarily.  It gave me enough time to get up, pull on my pants and run to the door.  As soon as I opened the door, I screamed at Mary to run.  I grabbed her and we ran down the street.  When we had run far enough that I felt safe again from Lewis, I blurted out the story to Mary.  I told her that he had tried to rape me.  He did rape me!  

  I do think that Lewis was wrong in what he did to me.  He did rape me.  I did not consent to have sex with him.  I think that he most likely got me high with the intent to rape me.  But…I feel in this situation that I have to take some responsibility for the incident.  I should not have been there in the first place.  I should not have been taking a drug from a known drug dealer, not knowing the effects that it might have on me.  I should never have even consented to going to his house or even talking to him.  I basically blame myself for what happened.  The situation again, taught me some valuable lessons.  The distrust for men in general that I already had escalated even more.  It made me listen more carefully to that alarm that God put into all of us.  It made me become somewhat obsessive about being in control of life situations.  It made me quit drinking and taking any type of mind altering drugs, so that I would ALWAYS be 100% coherent and in control of a situation.  I have not taken any type of illegal drug in the past 13-15 years and have only drunk alcohol a couple of times in a very controlled situation.  It’s not worth it.  For what its worth, Lewis was arrested not too long after the rape and was sent to prison for drug trafficking.  It may not have been for rape, but I still felt some satisfaction knowing that he was paying for that crime as well.

     I vividly recall one-day mom and dad taking Mary and I out of school for a trip to Texarkana.  Dad had conjured up some sort of story to mom that he was suspicious that Mary and I were no longer virgins.  Whatever gave him this idea, I haven’t a clue.  We weren’t allowed to leave the yard and he had no knowledge of my mid night escapades.  He was making mom take us girls to the local health clinic to be “checked”.  Mom was a little agitated at this request and she tried to talk him out of it, but she didn’t dare refuse to do it.  She marched us in there, dad instructing her to find out from the doctors whether or not we were still pure.  Mary was of course, but I was more than a little alarmed that he might actually find out that I wasn’t.  Dad waited out in the car while our pap smears/examinations were performed.  Mom was more than a little embarrassed to tell the doctors what dad wanted from these tests.  They did the pap and talked to Mary and me individually and informed us that anything that we said in here was confidential.  I was hoping for a miracle, that they would actually give me some protection SO I wouldn’t get pregnant.  I was told that I would have to get mom to sign permission for it, before they could dispense it.  When asked this of mom, by me, actually I begged her for it, all she would say was “You don’t need to be doing that, Sheila”.  I told her that I was doing “that” and that I wanted some birth control because I DID NOT want to become pregnant.  We all assured her that it would be our little secret that dad would never have to know.  No amount of convincing would change her mind.  She just kept repeating that we didn’t need to be doing that.  The doctors and nurses were more than a little surprised when they found out why we were there.  They thought we were there to get birth control that’s why most young women came in afterall.  They were actually appalled that a father would request such a thing from a doctor and refused to give him the satisfaction.  Boy was he pissed when mom had to go out the car and tell him that “our” virgin status was confidential.  He ranted and raved all the way home and for weeks afterward.  I was so thrilled that he had not gotten his way this time.

     Sean and I had been broken up for maybe 3 or 4 weeks when Dick Little came into my life.  Dick was Sean’s brother coincidentally.  I had never met him, didn’t even know that Sean had a brother, he never talked about him.  Dick was 18 and had been living a few hours drive away with another woman.  They had broken up and Dick had moved back home.  Dick burst onto the scene as if he had never been gone.  He was bad ass, cocky and self confident.  He didn’t think that he was all that, he knew he was all that, as any person with the zodiac sign of Leo does.   He had a million-dollar smile and a personality to go with.  And boy did he look good in those tight jeans!  He didn’t drink nor take drugs.  This aspect of him immediately attracted me to him.  I had turned a new leaf after the Lewis incident and strayed away from mind-altering drugs and alcohol as much as possible.  I was in love, or so I thought.  Dick and I became exclusive right away.  I was his girl.  Being that Dick had been out of town all this time, he was clueless to my old reputation as well and no one thought to tell him otherwise.  Dick made such a beeline for me after he arrived in town, I sometimes wonder if he thought he was somehow taking Sean’s girl away from him. I say that because I realized right away that Sean and Dick did not get along.  Dick never so much as looked at another girl; it was as if he had blindfolds on, that only I existed.  He never really asked me to be his girl, I just was.  They had a long sibling rivalry going on long before I entered the picture.  Sean’s truck had broken down with some minor problem and he had been storing it at his dad’s house, due to lack of funds to fix it.  Dick saw the opportunity to have a vehicle and went to his dads, fixed the truck and drove it home to his grandmas where he had been staying, bragging to anyone what would listen that this was NOW his truck.  Well needless to say, Sean had a major problem with this.  Dick literally stole this truck right out from under Sean.  Dick and Sean even got into a fistfight about it when Sean got wind that Dick was parading around town in his truck.  Dick would not give an inch regarding the truck.  It was now HIS truck and Sean would just have to deal with it.  Sean walked away that day, with tears in eyes, and swore that Dick was no longer his brother.  The truck meant the world to Sean; it was the last thing that his mother had given him before her death.  I thought Dick was a total ass for doing what he did to Sean.  Dick just laughed about it and drove on his merely way.  

     Dick and I continued to see one another.  Dick wasn’t like the other friends that I had.  He didn’t like to party or go riding around.  He seemed more mature than his young age.  He liked to hang out with the older crowd, his grandma and his aunt.  Most times when we were together we were over there with his folks.  So I got to know his folks.  Dick and I became sexually involved almost immediately from the first date.  There was something about him, his self-assurance that I would sleep with him, no questions asked.  So I did.  Another odd thing is that Dick wasn’t concerned with protection during intercourse.  He never used a condom or pulled out, as most teen boys would have done.  Again, he was so sure of himself, that I would never have even attempted to question his motive or the foolishness of this behavior.  This relationship seemed SO right.  Not long after we began seeing one another Dick informed me that we would get married.  He didn’t ask and I didn’t think to object.  He made noise that he wanted to get me out of my bad situation at home.  He knew where I lived and knew HOW I lived.  He was my knight in shining armor that was going to whisk me away.  And whisk me away he did.  

     One night when Dick and I and Mary were over at friends visiting, the police pulled up.  The car door opened and along with the police officer, out came dad.  The day had come that he had gotten up and discovered that Mary and I were gone.  He had called the police and reported us as runaways.  Of course we hadn’t run away, we had just sneaked out for the hundredth time and had finally gotten caught.  No amount of talking could convince the police or dad that we had not RUN AWAY FROM HOME, even after explaining to them, that if I was running away I would have had a bag of clothes with me, wouldn’t I?  Dad ordered them to take us to juvi; the juvenile home for troubled teens in nearby Texarkana.  So they loaded me and Mary up and off we went! 

    We arrived at juvi in the middle of the night.  The house parents gave us some old clothes and pointed us in the direction of the shower.  A shower!  With soap and shampoo!  Hallelujah! After our shower we were fed and shown to a room with twin beds.  Yes, beds!  With sheets! Hell this was better than Holiday Inn!  We were in heaven!  Juvi wasn’t near as bad as dad had described in the past while threatening us with it if weren’t good little children.  Juvi wasn’t bad at all in fact.  Mary and I had free run of the place, we were the only convicts on E block it seemed!  When the house parents went to sleep, Mary and I would go into the TV room (yes, we had TV, too).  We would sneak up to the sleeping man on the couch and swipe a couple of cigarettes right out of his pocket and go back to our rooms and smoke them.  We were bad, all bad!  The year spent sneaking out at night had made us bold and fearless.  We weren’t afraid of much.  There were no rules here, we just hung out and watched TV, ate, showered and slept on clean sheets in real beds.  Piece of cake.  We stayed 3 days at Holiday Inn.  The last day, mom and dad and myself had to meet with a counselor.  We were supposed to talk about why I had run away.  I explained again that I had not run away, that I had only sneaked out for the evening.  I was asked what I thought could change at home to make me stop sneaking out and running away.  I explained that I was NOT allowed to leave the yard, let alone date, even though I was 16 years old and had given dad no reason at all not to trust me on a date.  At least up until this point.  Dad of course balked at this idea.  Really, I saw clearly that when I went home, nothing was going to change other than dad would be watching me like a hawk now.  Mom and dad took us home and we must have talked, although I have no idea what I said other than trying to convince dad to let me leave the house from time to time.  I honestly would not have sneaked out if he had given me a little freedom.  When I hit age 15, I just simply did not have in me any longer to stay under his thumb.  I wasn’t going to stay under his thumb. He was breaking my spirit.  He had been attempting to break it for years, but I held out, refusing to succumb.  What was he so damn afraid of?

     That night after arriving back home from juvi, I waited restlessly for dad to turn in for the night.  Yes, I had every intention of sneaking out again.  It had been 3 days since seeing Dick and come hell or high water I was going to see him.  Dad finally went to bed, but not before locking the outside of the trailer door with a combination lock.  He made sure that he felt secure that I would be unable to leave, before retiring. He had asked me if I was going to sneak out again, and my stubborn reply would be, yes, if he didn’t give me some freedom.  If he only knew how cunning I had become.  I had belly crawled into his bedroom at night while he was sleeping, stealing money from out of his wallet for my nightly outings, not 6 inches from his nose.  Did he really think that a lock would keep me in? I knew that he had used an old lock that Doug used to use on his locker at school.  I also was very aware that Doug knew the combo.  As soon as I felt that the coast was clear, I talked Doug into opening the lock, promising him that I would take the fall if caught.  He reached his hand out the window and undid the lock for me; it was as simple as that.

     As soon as the lock was undone, I was gone again.  Mary stayed behind this time, fearful of getting caught.  I ran the mile to Dick’s house, talking a mile a minute about what had happened the last few days.  No sooner had I arrived that I heard Mary yelling from down the street.  What was she doing here?  She had run the whole way and was out of breath.  When she finally was able to talk, she said that dad had gotten up and found me gone again and was out for blood!  She had run the whole way to warn me.  She said he was making some really bad threats and that I should leave and not come back!   In a split moment, Dick and I made a decision to run this time.  Dick and I were going to hole up somewhere at someone’s house.   I told Dick and his family that I would never go back home again, ever!  Dick was mad and pissed off at dad for bringing us to juvi.  He was as gung ho as I was about leaving.  We hurried out to the waiting car to make our escape.  We didn’t make it.  Just as we were getting into the car to leave the police pulls up behind us.  Everyone is yelling at once.  Dick is yelling at Dad, dad is yelling at me, the police are telling all of us to shut up.  Dad is really pissed when he sees that Mary is there and has warned me.  He makes Mary get into the car and makes me get into the police car.  I was sent off to juvi again.  I didn’t think it would be a big deal, I had just been there and it was like a vacation to me.  I was a little ticked off because dad had given Mary a choice to go home with him that night and she took the offer rather than go back to juvi.  I felt a little betrayed by her for that.  But she had tried to warn me, I was grateful for that.  

    When arriving at juvi this night, I did not get the royal treatment that I had received the previous three nights.  This was a second offense; therefore the rules had changed.  I was locked up in a room this time.  I had a roomy this time as well.  A little black girl, about 11 years old I would guess.  From the moment that I entered the room, the little girl went off.  She began having what I can only describe as hallucinations.  She started telling me to get away from her and not to touch her.  She kept calling me daddy and other names that I didn’t recognize.  She ran to the barred window and starting beating on it, trying to break through the window, shouting NO, GET AWAY FROM ME!  DON’T TOUCH ME!  She would go between calm moments to hysterical moments from one minute to the next.  I decided real quickly that I didn’t want to be in the same room with this gal. I began beating on the locked door of my room and when someone came, I told them that she was crazy and I wanted to be in another room away from her.  For whatever reason, they obliged me and locked me into another room all alone.  

   I stayed another 3 days, locked in a cell the whole time.  Anywhere I went, I had an escort, even in the bathroom or shower.  I was a hardened criminal now, a two timer at the juvi and I wasn’t looked upon very well by anyone.  My smart mouth was not tolerated and I was warned that one more offense would prove to give me a vacation in a girl’s home for the next 30 days.  Frankly I didn’t care anymore.  I couldn’t leave the prison at home, I couldn’t see Dick, and I may as well stay here where there was a warm bed and a shower.  If they returned me home to the current conditions, I would run away, and they would never find me when I did.  I was tired of dad’s ways.  I was tired of his temper tantrums.  I was tired of him yelling at us all the time and beating us for anything and everything.

  I had already gotten in his face for trying to pour ice water on Doug while he was in bed.  Doug lay in the bed one minute too long one morning when asked to get up, and dad took it upon himself to fill a gallon bucket full of ice water, reminding us that was how he was awakened in the morning by his father.  I stood in his way and dared him to do it.  Mom even barked at dad that morning.  When dad lifted his arm to hit mom for daring to talk back, I yelled at him to hit me instead.  I dared him too!  Damned is I was going to take his crap anymore!  I didn’t care what the consequences were.  Kill me and put me out of my misery if you will!  A few months before I had already made a feeble attempt at committing suicide.  I had taken a half bottle of aspirin one morning, hoping to die.  I only managed to get a bad bellyache as a result.  I don’t think that I really wanted to kill myself, I was just desperate. For whatever reason, mom did not get hit that morning, nor did ice water awaken Doug.  Dad blew up and went for a drive for awhile to cool off.  I seemed to have that effect on him.

     We had to meet with the counselors again before I was allowed to leave.  There was no pussy footing around about anything this time by me.  I told it how it was.  I informed them that I was in love and engaged to be married.  I told them that I wanted to be able to see Dick and date Dick and go to school functions.  I told them that I would rather stay here at juvi or be dead rather than to go back to the situation that I was in.  I left nothing to the imagination, I was very clear about my demands.  I was perfectly willing to stay home and be a good girl, but I had to spread my wings, I could not live with them clipped as they were.  Dad must have said the right things in that meeting, because I did go home with him.

  Boy was I in for a surprise when I did get home.  Dad’s whole attitude had changed.  He made it clear that he didn’t like it, but he was going to let me start seeing Dick and to go to school ballgames and such.  He invited Dick over to meet him and talked to him about our impending marriage.  Dad said that he would sign the papers for me to get married, since I was under age.  For the next couple of weeks, I had permission to leave the yard by dad to go have a social life.  The other kids were still restricted, but I now had some freedom.

      Dick and I decided that we wanted to get married right away.  I was real suspicious as to why dad had this sudden change of heart regarding me leaving the house.  It was so unlike him to give in that way.  I wanted out of the house so bad that I would have married just about anyone for the freedom.  But, Dick was the flavor of the month, and it just seemed right to be with him.  He did seem to love me.  Besides, somewhere in the back of my mind, I feared that if we didn’t get married soon, I would become pregnant as a result of not having safe sex with Dick.  Not a good reason to get married under any means, but after having marriage pounded into my head by dad all these years, it was the normal next step for me at the ripe old age of 16.

     My wedding day, March 19th, 1983 was about as non romantic as one can get.  We had talked about having a semi nice wedding with a dress and flowers at his Aunt’s house, but due to funds, that dream was unfounded.  We decided on a day and I stayed out of school that day to get married.  Although dad had talked about signing the papers for me, when it came right down to it, he couldn’t do it.  He even became somewhat emotional about it.  He sent mother to do the dirty work.  Dick, mom, and myself drove the 15-20 miles to Texarkana; to have the ceremony performed by a Justice of Peace in the courthouse.  Both Dick and myself just wore casual clothes, blue jeans and a shirt to get married in.  No flowers, no candles, no wedding cake.  Mom stood up for us as a witness as well as giving her parental consent for her minor daughter to be wedded.  I honestly don’t even recall if we had a ring to use as a symbol of our vows.  We must have though.  The ceremony lasted maybe 3 minutes, if that, me wincing when the “promise to obey” part was repeated.  I mouthed it, thinking I had too in order to get married, but knowing full well, that I had no intention of “obeying” anyone ever again.  Mom cried the entire time we said our vows.  I don’t know if she was crying because she felt she was losing a daughter or because she knew what the future held for me with this new husband.  Maybe a little of both.  Dick and I walked out to the car afterward while mom finished up her part of the paperwork.  When inside, Dick had this “deer in the headlights” look on his face, he was white as a ghost and looked scared to death.  When I inquired as to what was wrong with him, he simply said I can’t believe I am a married man.  He was 18; I 16, mere children, vowing to love and cherish one another ‘til deaths do us part.  Neither one of us had a clue as to the meaning of those words.  I certainly didn’t feel like a child, I hadn’t for a very long time.  

     We drove mom back home and I gathered what few belongings I had.  I was sad to be leaving my brothers and sister, although I would only be living a mile or so away and promised to visit often.  I assured them that this wasn’t goodbye, it was just see you later.  I have to admit that there was a little guilt about leaving as well.  Who would protect them from dad’s temper?  Who would be the peacekeeper now that I was gone?  I tried not to worry too much about them, knowing that I could visit when I wanted, to check on them.  I felt very motherly to my siblings.  In a way I had been a surrogate mother to them.  I had watched out for them, bathed them, comforted them and protected them as a mother would.  I pushed the sadness and guilt to the back of my mind, trying to be happy for my new freedom and marriage.  But it felt as if I was just going through the motions, not feeling much of anything.  In times of stress, it had become too easy for me to disassociate from frightening situations. 

     Life must have been pretty bad for Mary after I left, because our secret of sneaking out had been discovered.  She had gotten a little taste of freedom as I had, and was miserable that she was watched 24/7 by dad.  After having been estranged from Mary all these years, she and I had developed a friendship over the past year during our “nightly outings”.  We watched out for one another and supported one another.  It is an odd concept to absorb that two sisters could grow up in a 24ft trailer home and be complete strangers for 13 years.  But it can and did happen with Mary and I.  I have no doubt that dad was the device that caused the detachment between us.  He kept us separated and detached due to my unwillingness to be subservient to his sexual advances.  He purposely discriminated against me in front of Mary.  In Mary’s young mind, she knew only to do what made her “hero” happy, dad.  I do not put any blame whatsoever on Mary for this behavior, Dad was the adult, it was his responsibility.  I suppose he felt he had to behave this way, to preserve his secret.  But just as I did, as Mary began to get older, she too, saw dad for what he was.  She slowly began drifting away from him too.  The year that Mary and I spent all those nights out together, out from under the watchful eye of dad, enabled us to get reacquainted. Our friendship blossomed as a result.   It proved that we did love and care for one another.  We only needed the time and privacy to realize it.  I cherish the memories of the year that Mary and I once again became sisters.  I could tell her anything and know that she understood and wouldn’t judge me.  I came to adore my little sister, Mary.  She wasn’t so different from me when I got to know her.  She had the courage and guts to survive, just as I had.  She was pretty darn special to me, and I vowed to let no one come between our friendship again, least of all dad.

     The afternoon after getting married, I moved in with Dick and his grandparents.  Dick had convinced them to take us in, until we could get our own place.  I called the health clinic in Texarkana to get an appointment for some birth control, immediately after leaving home.  Anyone being remotely familiar with this establishment knows that they are a “free” clinic for poor folks, and are always busy.  It would be 3-4 weeks before they would be able to see me.  This worried me, but since we had no money for a Dr. visit at the local physician, I had no choice but to wait.  The “wait” would prove to change my life forever.  My period never started again after Dick and I were married, the appointment only served to confirm my pregnancy.  Sometime in the next 9 months, I would become a mother.

    I had gone back to school after marrying Dick and had planned on staying and finishing my sophomore year.  But when I found out I was pregnant, I figured what’s the use?  I would have to drop out the next year anyway to have and raise my new baby.  So I left school, to be a mom and wife forever.

    Not more than 3-4 weeks after Dick and I got married, mom announces that they are moving back to the Athens area.  I can only speculate that the move had something to do with me.  I guess dad couldn’t handle me being gone.  Maybe he was having problems with Mary, who knows what his motives were.  But I knew that my family was leaving me here all alone in another state and I wouldn’t be able to see my mom or siblings anymore.  I had counted on being able to see them while I was married.  How could dad just move off and take them?  How could he?  I had not anticipated this move from dad.  I felt comfortable in the thought that I could have both my freedom and my family.  I felt totally abandoned and was sure this was my entire fault.  The good-byes were very painful when they left.  A little piece of my heart left with them.  Mom promised to write me as soon as they got there and to give me an address and emergency phone number.  I cried myself to sleep for days.

    Dick and I stayed in a guest bedroom for a few weeks, but it wasn’t long before his grandparents began to complain.  Dick decided that we needed more privacy and got permission to move into his grandparent’s travel trailer that was parked in back of their house.  Travel trailer? Hmmm, didn’t I just move out of one of those?  I was trying to be a good wifey and complied with Dicks wishes.  We mostly just slept there anyway, my days were spent in the actual house and I bathed and ate in the house.  

    A few weeks after mom and dad moved back to Texas, I got a phone call from mom who told me that Mary had run away from home.  One of the letters that I had received from her had indicated that they were having problems with Mary, so I wasn’t totally surprised.  Mom told me that dad was so upset that he was physically ill.  She said that the worry was killing them.   A few days later, mom called and said that Mary had been found and returned home and that dad was feeling better.  I worried about Mary and related to her situation but was helpless to intervene at the time.  I approached Dick about getting our own place and having her come stay with us.  He was all for the idea, he even made comments about us having a threesome.  I was shocked regarding his comments and felt even more helpless toward Mary’s situation.  I now feared her living with us, afraid that Dick would molest or rape her. Who was this man that I married?

   I soon found out some things about Dick that I didn’t like at all.  The most memorable one was his lack of good hygiene.  I found that very odd, because while we had “dated”, he always seemed clean and nicely dressed.  But one day while bathing together, I found out otherwise.  After sitting in the tub for awhile, he got up and began drying off.  I questioned him as to why he had not washed his hair or used soap.  He laughed and said that he rarely used soap and only shampooed once a week or so.  I was appalled and turned off by this behavior.  It really made me look at him in a different way, and I encouraged him to bathe properly.  He got better at it, but still did as he wished in the bathing department.  Who was this dirty man that I married?  
     Dick had gotten a job working with his father in the construction business.  He would get up and leave at the crack of dawn to go to work, leaving me to sleep in the old, dusty travel trailer.  One morning after Dick left, his grandfather came into the travel trailer.  I was aware that he had entered, but pretended to be asleep, not wanting to get up and be sociable so early in the morning.  I figured he was looking for something in the old trailer.  I drifted back off to asleep, and was awakened by his hand, which had mysteriously made its way under the blankets of my bed, and was fondling my buttocks and inner thighs.  Upon realizing that the old man was molesting me, I regressed back into my old 9 yr. old self and froze.  Quickly though I knew that I was no longer that helpless child and rolled over away from him and confronted him asking him what the hell did he think he was doing?  He responded in faked surprise, proclaiming his innocence.  I argued with him for a few minutes, informing him that I knew exactly what he was just doing and asked him to leave, warning him not to ever come into the trailer again while I was alone.  He left and I quickly locked the door behind him.  Why do men always want to put their hands on my body without my permission?  Why do I attract pedophiles, rapists and molesters?  WHY GOD???  WHY????

     As soon as Dick arrived home, I told him about what his grandfather had done.  Dick was mad as hell about it.  He immediately confronted his grandfather about it, who again, denied the entire incident.  The confrontation only served to get everyone in the house in an uproar.  The grandmother and father began fighting and the grandmother called me names that I did not deserve.  I was basically blamed for “being there”.  I was female and slept with the door unlocked; therefore I brought in on my self.  The argument ended in us being asked to leave.  We wouldn’t have stayed regardless.

     Dick called his dad and arranged to borrow a camper from him.  This little travel trailer, was only about 10 feet in length and only contained a very small kitchenette and fold down bed.  No bathroom.  Dick moved it a few miles out of town on some property that his dad owned.  Its resting-place was under an old oak tree in a field, just off an old dirt road.  We had no electricity or water.  There was an old well behind the little trailer. Attached to this well was a turn handle with a rope and a bucket.  I would have to lower the bucket into the well and crank it back up for water.  As it was summer, and we were in a private spot, I would draw some water and bathe out of the bucket in the back yard. 

    I was not amused by neither my ‘castle” nor my “knight in shining armor”.  I was miserable in fact.  I left home for this?  I began questioning my choices in a husband pretty quick. But he did get me away from his dirty old grandfather, didn’t he?  I could have kept my mouth shut and we wouldn’t have been in this situation.  This is what comes of “telling dirty little secrets”.  I figured I brought these living conditions on myself.  I had no choice but to deal with it.    But, oh, but how I hated it!  Mom had left and I was alone.  Dick went to work with his dad before sunlight every morning and didn’t return until after dark sometimes.  I had Dick’s truck with me, but for some reason, Dick refused to teach me how to drive a stick shift, even though I approached him on the subject several times.  It was as if he wanted to keep me there in the little trailer with no TV or radio or lights, desperately awaiting his return each evening.  I was so lonesome.  I couldn’t call anyone; I had no phone either.  I couldn’t go anywhere, I had no vehicle.  I had absolutely nothing to occupy my time all day.  I slept until noon or 1pm, to help shorten the long, hot, lonely days.  I began sketching from a picture book that I found in the trailer.  I got so good at it that I could copy a picture perfectly from any book.  I had accumulated an entire folder full of sketches over the few weeks that we lived there.  I was very proud of my newfound talent, while it lasted.  When bored with sketching, I would lay out in the sun tanning.  I was miserable and only existing day to day.

     More and more often Dick began coming home later and later.  One Friday night I waited for him until I fell asleep.  He finally came home around midnight.  He made some excuse about being out with the boys and losing track of the time.  Another time he failed to come home at all until the next morning, coming up with another lame excuse regarding his whereabouts.  Although a little suspicious at this point, never in a million years could I imagine that my husband would step out on me, 2 months into our marriage.  That was impossible.
    I finally made enough noise about the living conditions that Dick asked his dad if he we could come live with them.  He agreed and we left the little old trailer.  His dad lived in a trailer as well, but it was much bigger and nicer than any I had stayed in before.  His father was in the process of building a beautiful new home right in front of the mobile home.  I often dreamed of how wonderful it would be to live there.

    As my pregnancy progressed into the second month, I began to feel ill.  I had horrible morning sickness for several weeks.  I would try to be a good wifey and get up to fix Dick’s lunch for work, but the scent of tuna and onions at 6am in the morning sent me reeling from nausea.  Same went for tobacco smoke.  The taste and smell would leave me exhausted from the nausea.  I gave them up without any trouble at all in my second month.  Things went pretty well while living here.  Dick’s stepmother and I would sometimes go out and shop, and she had a little boy that I could play with and baby-sit.  I wasn’t near as lonely as I had been before.  But it wasn’t long before the stepmother began to resent her stepson and wifey living with her and asked Dick’s dad to give him a couple weeks notice to find another place.  I refused to go back to the little trailer, and unfortunately we had nowhere else to go but back to the grandparents house.  

    I stayed clear of “granddad” and we moved back into the guestroom.  While there Dicks true side came out full scope.  He began waltzing around and bragging about an affair that he was having.  It turns out that my suspicions were true about his late nights while living in the little trailer.  His brother, Sean, spilled the beans one-day.  While out in the yard having a BBQ one day, Sean said that he had saw the girls parents that day, and explained how they had bragged on what a wonderful guy Dick was.  Liked him so much that they allowed their 13 yr. old daughter to “date” Dick.  Dick never even flinched, just bragged and bragged how wonderful he was to convince them to take her out.  Never even tried to deny the charges.  I confronted him and asked him if he had been using protection.  Of course he said no.  The girl’s parents trusted Dick, and never even imagined that now 19-year-old Dick was having sex with her.  I couldn’t believe that he was having an affair on his 16-year-old wife, with a 13-year-old child, three months into our marriage.  I accused him of being a pervert and demanded to know what the heck was he going to do IF he got her pregnant.  What was he going to do with a pregnant wife and pregnant girlfriend?   He just laughed at the idea.  It would never happen to him.   He was so smug and sure of himself.   I knew that day that Dick and I would not be married ‘til death do us part.  Later on after giving birth myself, I learned that Dick’s girlfriend had given birth 2 months later to Dick’s child.

    After a few days, we mutually decided that this marriage wasn’t working.  He obviously didn’t want to be married and I was heartbroken over the affair.  I knew that along with everything else I had discovered about Dick the last few months, that I would never be able to trust him again.  I would move back home the next week.  

   The week prior to my leaving, Dick and I sort of reconciled.  When it came right down to me leaving, he couldn’t stand the thought.  He started having second thoughts and begged me not to leave. He began making promises about getting us a house, and swore to never look at another woman again.  I had given him his outlet, and made the decision to leave, yet he was trying to hold on to me.  I took it as a sign that he really wanted to change and would make good on his promises.   I was more than willing to make another go of it.  I was pregnant and scared and naïve enough to think that the relationship could survive, so I happily agreed to stay.

    The same week that Dick and I reconciled, I received a phone call from mom.  Dad was sick, very sick.  He had gotten better temporarily after Mary’s return from running away, but had steadily gone down hill since.  Mom informed me that he was very weak, and could hardy stand up at times and his headaches had gotten much worse.  Although I was not on particularly good terms with my dad, the time and distance apart from him had somewhat lessened my resentment toward him.  When I talked to Dick about it, he was cold as stone towards him.  He actually said to me “ I hope the motherfucker dies”.  Dick hated my father.  He would never forgive him for his past and what he had done to his children.  Dick’s hateful words again put a wedge between us.  I was again uneasy about our reconciliation.  

    Mom alarmed me enough that I decided I needed to make a visit to Texas.  I called moms emergency number as soon as I had an itinerary and informed her when I would be arriving by bus in Athens, TX.  The landlord that oversaw the trailer park where mom and dad had moved had generously let mom use her phone number to give out for emergency purposes.  As usual, the Bolin’s had no phone.  I packed only 3 or 4 days worth of clothing to bring with me on the trip, and no personal belongings.  Dick brought me to the bus station in Texarkana to see me off.  It seemed to me that he was acting a little strange as we said our good-byes.  IT seemed as if he was saying goodbye forever.  I assured him that I would be back in less than a week.  I chalked it up to nerves about leaving each other and the aspect of the long bus ride to Texas.  I would see him again, wouldn’t I?

CHAPTER 9

BACK IN TEXAS

     I arrived in Athens, TX that evening.  Mom and dad and my three siblings were there as well.  It was good to see everyone.  I could tell that the boys missed me a lot.  Even though mom had said that dad was ill, he was driving.  He didn’t look well though.  He looked like he had aged 10 years since last time I had seen him. Mom had said that he had been having dizzy spells.  

    While trying to call for some help while Mary had run away a week or so before my arrival, dad had said that he was struck by lightning while in the phone booth.  Mom said that he had been acting funny and was dizzy and unsteady on his feet ever since.  She had begged him to go to the hospital, but dad refused.  After spending a few days around him, I really didn’t see a whole lot of difference except that he seemed to have some difficulty with balance and rested more than usual in bed.  I assumed that the lightning strike had temporarily effected him, but he seemed to be ok, considering.  He seemed like the same old dad to me.

     I settled in for my visit.  Dad had changed his attitude about me quite a bit.  He didn’t try to tell me when or where I could go somewhere (not that I had anywhere to go).  He seemed genuinely happy to see me and was extraordinarily nice to me.  I was relatively happy with my new status of “grownup”.  I was married and 4 months pregnant and felt independent for once in my life.  My plan was to spend about a week visiting and then I would go back to Ark. to be with Dick and have my baby.  Life was pretty darn good, until I got the “phone call”. 

    About a week after being in Texas, the landlord drove down to tell me that I had a phone call from Dick in Arkansas.  He would be calling back in about 10 minutes.  I followed her down there and after waiting a few minutes the phone rang.   I was excited to hear from him.  I had missed him.  I had been expecting a call from him earlier, regarding my return.  But it didn’t take more than a few minutes for me to realize that this wasn’t an ordinary phone call.  When I began making arrangements regarding when I would be coming back, and asking when he was going to send me some bus fare money, Dick informed me he wasn’t sending any money.  I asked “why”?  He told me because I wasn’t coming back.  I again asked “why”?  He told me because he didn’t want me back.  I was shocked and surprised.  I had not expected this at all!  He said that he wanted a divorce.  He said he didn’t love me anymore.  He even went so far as to accuse me of carrying another mans child, although that was totally false.  I HAD taken my vows seriously; it was HE who had the affair, not me.  The accusation was just his way of justifying what he was doing; ending the marriage.  I cried and tried to convince him otherwise, but to no avail.  He bid me farewell and told me to have a good life and hung up the phone.   So that’s how a coward ends a marriage.  He didn’t have the nuts to do it face to face before I left Ark.  I knew why he had acted funny at the bus station that day.  HE WAS saying goodbye to me.  He knew it all along.  Most likely planned the whole thing.  He had told me he would be sending money for my bus fare to get back.  Because we were short on money, I had believed the story that he couldn’t afford a roundtrip fare that day.  I now know that he had bought the one way ticket for a reason.  He had no intention of me coming back.  

     The seriousness of my situation hit me that day.  I felt somewhat safe about my pregnancy while married, thinking that I had Dick to help to support us.  But that day I realized that I was now on my own.  By the time Dick called, I was 4 months pregnant.  It was July 1983.  I had no money, no job, and less than a weeks worth of clothes with me.  Every personal item I had was left in Arkansas.  Later on when I came to my senses and called and asked about my stuff, my beloved drawings I had sketched during the long hours in the tiny little trailer, was gone.  Dick had thrown out EVERYTHING that I owned.  I had only what I had brought with me to Texas.  I would have to start all over again.

     I was devastated!  I think I cried 24 hours a day for 2 weeks straight.  I wrote love letters begging him to have a change of heart.  I never got a reply.  I was the most depressed pitiful creature on earth.  I felt as if someone had ripped my heart from my chest and shredded it in a million pieces.  How was I ever going to carry on?

    When I arrived home after the phone call, I spilled everything to mom and dad.  Dad was very loving and sympathetic to my situation.  He told me that I could stay there in the little trailer for as long as I needed too.  He really seemed to care, as he had never cared before.  I softened toward him a little that day.  I saw a side of him that I had rarely seen and I was genuinely touched.  

    Later that day after I had calmed down a little, he ran everyone out of the house and asked to talk to me alone.  We sat down at the kitchen table, which was now again my sleeping place at night.  I was quite curious about what was so important.  He began talking to me in a loving way and referred to my pregnancy.  He told me a story of how I had options regarding the baby.  He said I could carry it to term and raise it OR I could take the second option.  I could have an abortion.  Dad told me that I would not have to go to a doctor to do this.  He said that he could perform the surgery.  He said that he knew how and had done it to women in the past.  He explained to me that I would have to lay on the kitchen table, unclothe and bare my bottom.  He then explained that he would sterilize a wire coat hanger and create a little “hook” on the end of it.  He then would insert it into my vagina, cervix and uterus.  The “hook” would grab onto the tiny little fetus and remove it from my body.  He said that I would cramp a little and bleed a little and then pass the baby.  He was adamant that it was a very simple, safe process.  He loved me so much; he was willing to do me this “favor” if I wished.  Well needless to say, I declined.  I would never in a million years let that man touch my baby or me.  I calmly told him, no, but thank you.  We departed the meeting, with dad telling me if I changed my mind just to let him know.  I assured him I would, but I would never change my mind.  He never mentioned it again after that.  I am extremely grateful that I was not younger when this pregnancy occurred.  If so, I fear that I may have been forced to have an abortion or would have been too naïve to know better. The procedure that he described was a “Back Alley” abortion that some desperate women in the 50’s and 60’s resorted to, before abortion was legal.  My tiny infant would have surely died, and there would have been a very high risk that I would have bled to death during such a procedure as many women did prior to legalized abortion.  I thank my Higher Power that I was of the sound mind to be able to decline my dads offer.
     I stayed in the little trailer with mom and dad for the next couple of months.  In my 6-7th month of pregnancy I was extended an offer to come stay with my Aunt Debra in Athens.  I accepted the offer.  I knew that the little trailer was too small for yet another little body.  I think they were just trying to help me see a better life and no doubt my aunt had in her mind to try to set me up with some “boys”.  I wasn’t interested in boys.  About two weeks after the breakup of Dick and I, I sucked it up and stopped crying.  I hardened my heart towards men in general and decided that I would raise my baby all alone without the help of a man.  No man would want a woman with a baby tagging along on his dates, right?  I had convinced myself that they wouldn’t and made a decision to not even make an effort.  I would not make the mistake of loving another man.  It hurt too damn much.

     I stayed with my aunt until very near Christmas.  I was a little homesick during the holiday period and wanted to spend Christmas at home. The intention was for me to return to my aunts after the holidays.  The holidays came and went, and I just couldn’t bring myself to go back there.  I suppose I was anxious and a little afraid and wanted to be near my family, as my baby was due the 1st week in January.  So I moved back home for good.  

   It was sometime during this period that dad begun to worsen with his illness.  He was passing out a lot and the headaches were unbearable and he started losing his balance and falling.  During one particularly painful headache mom talked dad into going to the hospital. 

     He was brought to Trinity Mother Francis Hospital in Tyler, TX for tests.   There they performed a CAT scan on dad.   It wasn’t long after the test; just a matter of hours before the doc met with us to give us a Diagnosis.  The CAT scan revealed a malignant tumor in dad’s brain.  It was inoperable. He had terminal cancer and the doctor only gave him 3-6 months to live.  Dad was 68 years old and other than appendicitis had never really been sick a day in his life.  We now knew why dad had terrible headaches the last few years.  He had a tumor the size of a baseball growing inside his skull.  We were devastated and shocked.  Never in a million years did we suspect such a thing.  The doctor even suggested that he had had this tumor growing inside him for many, many years.  It was the type of tumor that didn’t give you any symptoms until it was too late to do anything about it.  Dad had complained of headaches for as long as I could remember.  The past couple of years they had been worse.  But dad didn’t believe in going to doctors, so it was left undiagnosed for 10 years or more.  

    So we did what the doc advised.  We brought him home to try to make him comfortable in his last months of life. There was nothing they could do.  Either we weren’t aware of it OR hospice was not in place in 1983 in our area.  We would have to care for him ourselves.  Mom refused to put him in a nursing home.  Apparently dad hated them and mom wouldn’t go against his wishes.  We were given a prescription for pain pills and an antiseizure drug.  The doc informed us that as the end got closer he would begin to have seizures as the brain began to react more and more to the tumor.  The drug would help ease these. Dad was pretty bad when we first brought him home.  He would slur his words and couldn’t remember our names and things.  Due to this, we made the decision not to tell him that he was dying of cancer.  For the life of me, we didn’t know how to tell him that.  He would not have understood what we were telling him anyhow.   Mom was 39 years old; she had four teenage children ranging from age 12 – 17.  MOM had no job, no driver’s license and had never run a household alone before.  She was helpless, hopeless and in denial about that whole thing.  She didn’t believe what the doctor had said.  She said that he was a quack and didn’t know what he was talking about.  Mom started giving dad comfrey tea and a mixture of all the other herbal medicine that dad had always given us when we were sick.  She was convinced that they would fix this problem as they had fixed everything else in the past.  I knew otherwise.

    Shortly after moving back home from my aunts, Dad had a change of heart regarding my presence in the house.  He began ranting and raving about me being there.  Sometimes I didn’t have a clue what he was fussing about.  He didn’t seem to know what he was fussing about.  He talked like a crazy person and said things that didn’t make sense.  We all knew at this point that dad was very ill, dying of cancer in fact.  He would jumble his words and say and do crazy things at times.  I tried not to take what he said personally, I knew how sick he was.  I also knew that his illness was most likely causing his personality changes and mood swings.  He would look at me and just get mad for no reason.  He even starting calling me the awful bad names again, referring to me as a whore, and referring to my baby as a bastard.  I was quick to remind him that I was a “MARRIED” woman and there was nothing impure about my pregnancy.  But he still made me feel very dirty and unwanted.  Mom was given an ultimatum, him or me.  One or the other had to go.  

    When I told him that I didn’t have anywhere else to go, he announced that he would move out.  Needless to say that caused a huge stir in the house.  Mom was begging dad not to leave and said some very ugly things to me as well.  She said this whole mess was my entire fault, I had gone out and got married and gotten pregnant.  I had sneaked out of the house all that time and had upset dad.  I was to blame for dad moving out, I was even to blame for him getting cancer, as if I had the power to give another human a terminal illness.  She told me to leave and not come back and called me everything but a white woman.  Mom was perfectly willing for me to be thrown out into the cold if it meant dad would stay in the house.

      I tried to find an alternate place to live, so that my dying father could stay in the warmth of his home.  But dad was too impatient and built a little shack out in the backyard to live in.  It literally consisted of a few 2 x 4’s, particleboard walls a floor and a door.  He built this little room in a day.  He ran an electrical cord from it to the trailer for lights.  He made himself a bed out there, brought his TV and moved out.

    Mom gave me hell about it the whole time.  I couldn’t find anywhere to stay, so had no choice but to stay where I was.  I was 8 ½ months pregnant at the time; my 17th birthday had come and gone on Dec. 6th. Mom made me feel as unwanted as dad did.  Again, I knew how bad I was, how horrible I was.  I ran my own dad out of his own house, when he was dying of cancer for Gods sake!  My dirty deeds were unforgivable.  I tried to convince mom that it was his illness causing him to react this way, but she was on his side and sincerely blamed me for the problems.  Mom may as well have moved out too.  She spent 95 % of her time out there with him.  She even tried to sleep out there with him a couple of times, but the cold ran her back inside soon enough.  It was late December, early January and it was cold.  Temps can dip into the 20’s or even lower occasionally during our short winter.  Dad was literally freezing to death out there with nothing but a ½ inch wall between himself and the elements.  But the stubborn son of a bitch refused to come in out of the cold as long as I was in the house.

      When I could find the occasion to leave for a few hours, I would, and mom would talk him into coming in to warm up for a while.  She brought him all his meals and drinks the whole time he was out there.  I felt terribly guilty about the whole thing, but I didn’t have a clue as to how to solve the situation.

    I was very healthy during my pregnancy. I ate all the good things I was supposed to eat and took my prenatal vitamins religiously.  Immediately after I learned I would be staying in Texas, I went to the Department of Human Resources and applied for Medicaid.  I saw a doctor regularly the entire time, never missing even one appointment.  My baby was the main focus in my life.  I felt that I had no one else in the world but her.  I very much anticipated her birth, so that I could have someone to love and cherish who would return the favor unconditionally. 

   During my stay in Texas, I met Virginia.  She was a 20 something, mother of 5.  Mary had met her and had babysat her children prior to my arrival.  She was very nice and helpful and befriended me as well.  She would come over and visit and give me advice on the baby.   Because of the problems between dad and I, we had made arrangements that she would take me to the hospital when the big day came.

     My due date, Jan. 7th came and went.  The doc kept telling me to be patient, it would come soon enough and he was right, of course.  On January 16th, 1984 at the strike of midnight, I was awakened by contractions.  Since dad had moved out, I had started sleeping with mom in the big bed at the back of the house for comfort reasons.  I got up to go to the bathroom and realized that something was different.  I woke mom up and sat through another contraction.  I told her that I thought this was the real thing and that we should go get Virginia.  Now 15 yr. old Doug got up and ran the short block over there to awaken her.  She drove him back over and timed my next two contractions.  They were already 5 minutes apart, so she said we needed to go on to the hospital.  Mom and Mary came along with me.  

     By the time I arrived at the hospital, I was already dilated to 6.  A couple of hours later, I was at 9.  They wheeled me into the delivery room and at 3:24am that morning, I gave birth to an 8lb, 6oz. Baby girl.  Only 3 ½ hours of labor from start to finish.  When they brought her to me the next morning, she was absolutely perfect.  She was a chubby, adorable little thing with coal black hair.  Ten fingers and toes, I counted them!  I promised her that day as I held her for the first time that I would always love her and would never let any harm come to her.  I told her that if I never found a daddy for her, she wouldn’t know it, for I would love her enough for the both of us.  I was madly in love with my first born; I still am 16 years later.

     The day I was to leave the hospital dad had yet another change of heart and decided to come to the hospital and carry me home.  Upon backing out of his parking spot after I crawled into the car with baby in tow, he hit the car beside him.  He didn’t even realize he had done it.  He just kept backing up, straightened up afterward and drove off.  This really alarmed me.  I knew that he was getting sicker and his driving skills were deteriorating.  I was also very concerned about Rachael.  What if he had a wreck on the way home?  I prayed all the way home that we would make it safely.  I was helpless to do anything.  I was still weak from childbirth and could hardly move, let alone sit.  On the way home, we passed a garage sale on the side of the highway.  Sitting out front in the yard was a tiny little bassinet.  I immediately spotted it and asked for dad to stop.  I was hoping that mom would loan me the $10 dollars for the little cradle.  Dad stopped, walked over, gave the lady the money and loaded it into the car.  It was one of the tender moments that I can recall about dad.  Just minutes before he was so out of it that he was hitting cars in the parking lot, now he was buying my baby something to sleep in.  His kind gesture enabled me to sleep peacefully from that night on, knowing that my baby would be safe in her own little space.

    Soon after I came home from the hospital mom talked dad into coming in out of the cold and moving back into the house.  He would occasionally go out there for a night or two, but eventually gave up the little shack entirely.

     The doc had advised due to the seriousness of his disease, for him not to drive any longer.  Dad ignored this advice and kept driving.  He would sideswipe people while driving and or pass out.  In the beginning, dad would have good and bad days.  On his good days, he would hop into the car and take off somewhere, EVEN though I would try to talk him out of it.  The first couple of times, he went on an outing, he made it back ok, but there was more than once that he would get lost.  He would just forget where he was going or how to get back home.  More than once he was escorted back home by a Good Samaritan or the police. 

    In order to help keep peace at home and so that dad wouldn’t move out into the cold again, I accepted an offer to move in with Virginia.  I would baby-sit her kids for her while she went to college as payment for rent.  I stayed with her for approximately 2 months, still checking on dad on a daily basis.

      Then Dad had another passing out spell while driving.  Mom had let him take the car again, although she knew better.  Fortunately, one of mom’s cousins happened by and recognized his car on the side of the road.  They somehow got a hold of us and a Virginia drove me up to where he was.  I found dad sitting in the pickup truck with Doyle.  Doyle made him sit there until we arrived, wouldn’t let him try to drive off again.  When I got close to dad, I realized that he had wet himself.  He usually did when he had a seizure.   Dad was totally out of it, slurring his speech and stumbling around.  The police thought that he was drunk.  Each and every time, we would have to explain that he had brain cancer that made him act this way.  The police must have turned in a report to DPS regarding his illness.  We soon got a letter that they were suspending his drivers license.  I hid the keys and refused to give them to mom after that.  That stopped dad’s outings.  I was afraid not only was he going to kill himself, he was going to kill someone else while out driving.  Because mom didn’t have a license and dads were suspended, I qualified for a hardship license.  As soon as I passed the test, I moved back home and became chauffeur.  I was glad to do it; it made me worry less.  We explained to dad that he didn’t have a driver’s license anymore and couldn’t drive.  I’m not sure that he knew what we were telling him, but he seemed to be ok with me driving after that.

    Soon after realizing that dad was getting worse, I started asking mom about life insurance.  Dad HAD life insurance, but due to his illness and forgetfulness the last couple of months prior to diagnosis dad had not paid the premiums.  I fussed at mom for not letting me know about the lapse.  I found it very irresponsible of her to not have made sure that it was paid.  As I said, she was in total denial.  I quickly called and arranged to make up the past payments.  Without it dad would have to be buried by the county.  He only had $2000 in insurance, but $2000 was a million to us at the time.  It was better than nothing.  I made sure that the premiums were paid up from then on.  

    Dad became sicker and sicker as time passed on.  He began getting suspicious of the pills that we were asking him to take everyday.  The pills that helped with his pain and supposedly stopped the seizures.  He started refusing to take them, saying they were the reason that he wasn’t feeling well.  After missing the pills for a few days, he had his first seizure in front of us.  It was the most horrible moment I can remember.  His whole body went into convulsions, shaking terribly.  He would moan and yell and writhe in pain when they started.  He would be yelling for us to hold his leg, …and I would, although I don’t think that it helped him any.  They would last for a few minutes and they would end with him passing out.  The first time it happened we called an ambulance to come check on him, but by the time they got there, dad had awakened and refused to go to the hospital.  The whole time mom is screaming and crying hysterically.  She was absolutely NO help at all.  Fortunately while the paramedics were there the first time, dad went into another seizure and they witnessed it.  While he was passed out, they loaded him up on the gurney and took him to the hospital.  We are all outside to give them room to work.  Mom is hysterical, crying uncontrollably, me holding her in my arms trying to calm her down.  The other kids, and myself very much had to be in control of these situations.  Mom was helpless the whole time.  

    While in the hospital they would give dad his medicine and rehydrate him and he would perk up a little.  Mom took this as a sign that he was cured.  She would always say how much better he looked and assumed that meant that he was getting better.  No matter how many conversations I had with her, explaining that HE WASN’T going to get any better, she refused to believe it.  She would always say to me “Ye of little faith”.  I had faith, but I also knew that dad WAS going to die.  No matter how much faith I had, I could not change that, I chose to live in the real world.

    Dad came home from the hospital and we would try our best to take care of him again.  The seizures were so awful for all of us to witness and hard on dad obviously.  I began to powder up his meds and put it in his food and drink.  He even refused to drink sometimes, suspicious that we had put something in it.  He would inevitably have another seizure and scare everyone to death.  After a while, even the antiseizure meds stopped working and he would have the seizures regardless if we had gotten some into him that day or not.

     A couple of months after diagnosis, we were all in the bedroom talking to him, and dad couldn’t get our names right.  He knew our names, but he couldn’t manage to put the right name with the right person.  He would point to me and call me Doug and point to Doug and call him Mary.  He didn’t have a clue who Rachael was, I don’t think he was even aware that I had given birth to her.  

    As the months wore on, Dad started spending most of his day in the bed.  Occasionally he would try to get up and walk to the breakfast table.  He would get half way and change his mind and get back in bed.  We spent most of our day in there trying to get him to eat and drink.  Sometimes we would get him to eat, other times, he would refuse.  I would go buy him his favorite thing in the world, strawberry ice cream, hoping to entice him to eat some.  We would go in there and help him to the bathroom when we heard him trying to get up to go.  If he went alone, he would end up falling.  Sometimes, he wouldn’t make it and would mess or wet himself, and we were left to clean him up.  He became more and more feeble and childlike, becoming completely dependent on us.

    As I said before the seizures were more and more common and they scared mom half to death each and every time he had one.  Mom became too afraid to even sleep with him and started sleeping in the living room with the boys.  As dad got sicker and sicker, she also became afraid to go in there in the morning to check on him.  You have to understand that 3-4 months had passed and it was always on our minds that the doc had given him 3-6 months to live.  We all knew that he could go anyday.  I can’t even begin to explain the pressure and stress that was on all of our shoulders not knowing if today was the day, or tomorrow.  We honestly wouldn’t know if he had died in the night.  So mom started sending one of us kids in there to see if he was ok every morning.  She refused to go in there until we did.  So I would have to walk back there to see if “daddy was still alive”.  I would stop a few feet away from his bed and look at his chest area first to see if I could see the blankets moving up and down indicating he was breathing.  When I caught a glimpse of his chest moving I would move to his bedside and listen for his breath sounds and then begin calling his name, trying to wake him up.  When he responded, I would yell back to mom that he was ok, then she would go in there and begin her day with him. We would try to get him to eat; feed him small bites until he shook his said or said that was enough.  Most times he simply said he wasn’t hungry. We would find him crying a lot.  I can recall Doug coming out of his bedroom from a visit and saying “mama, daddy’s in there crying again”.  We would go to him and ask why he was crying and he would always shake his head as if he didn’t know why.  It was so very sad to see him that way.

     The last 3-4 weeks before his death, he became bedridden.  Even though we turned him and moved him around and cleaned him as best we could, dad started getting bedsores.  They were awful ugly, blistery lesions in several places on his body.  They didn’t seem to bother dad, he never complained about them hurting, but seeing them, led me to believe that his impending death would be soon.  2 weeks before his demise, he completely stopped eating.  We could manage to get a few drops of liquid into him, but not much more.  He was very weak and had lost a lot of weight.  He was 160 pounds at 5’11” when he was diagnosed, little more than 120 when he actually died.  He was literally skin and bones.  

    The week of his death, I went in to check on him and I couldn’t awaken him.  He was breathing, but I didn’t like the sound of his breaths.  It seemed as if he was struggling to take his breaths.  I knew that the time was upon us, or would be here very soon.  I told mom we needed to take him to the hospital.  I knew that the hospital wouldn’t be able to help him, but I also knew how bad it would effect everyone if he died in the house.  Upon assessing him we were told that he was in a coma and that it wouldn’t be long.  We stayed at mom’s sister’s house these 3 days, so that we could be closer to the hospital, as Trinidad was a 30-minute drive away.  He was in a coma that first day.  But the second day, he woke up.  The fluids that they had been giving him temporarily gave him a second wind.  All that day he was sitting up in bed, talking relatively well, recognized us and even ate his meals on his own.  He was laughing and cutting up, something he hadn’t done in months.  Poor mother, again in denial, told everyone that it was a miracle.  Dad was cured.  She had prayed and prayed and finally God was answering.  Dad was going to live.  She told everyone, that she knew the doctors were wrong all along.  Dad was living proof! We stayed all that day, until visiting hours were over and left to go to our Aunt Peggy’s house.  When we woke up the next morning and called the hospital, we were given the news that he was in a coma again.  He went to sleep and was unresponsive the next morning.  We made the trek back up to the hospital.  We were informed to stay close, because the end was near.  We were in and out all day, pacing, waiting.  Virginia came up to be with us as well as moms old friend Gladys.  Later that evening after returning from a short break outside is when the moment finally came.  We walked into his room and when getting closer to the bed realized that he was gasping for breath.  We immediately called the nurse in.  She came in and started listening to this chest with a stethoscope.  She looked up at us and said he was going.  After a few minutes, she turned him on his side toward the wall away from us.  She was still listening to his heart.  She announced that his breathing had stopped.  She said, “he sure has a strong heart”, as his breathing had stopped but the last few beats of his heart were still murmuring.  After about a minute she said, very quietly and tenderly, that he was gone.  There was no shake, or shiver whatsoever from him.  He died very calmly and peacefully.  

   I don’t even remember crying when he died.  It was so peaceful.  I do remember however, feeling as if a 100-ton brick had been lifted off my shoulders.  I would no longer have to worry if tomorrow was the day, or the next. I didn’t have to watch him suffer any more.  No more seizures, no more headaches.   It was finally over.  I was overwhelmingly relieved. 

    Mom was in the bathroom at the exact moment that dad passed away.  The stress had gotten to her and her tummy had gotten upset.  We were all waiting for her at the door when she came out.  My Aunt and myself had to tell mom that he was gone.  She just looked at us funny, and said oh, ok.  He is?  Ok.  It took her a minute or two to comprehend what we had just told her, and then she broke down and cried.  Her tears were of sadness, but I also knew that some were from relief as well.  Her ordeal was over too.

    Dad died on June 21st, 1984, the first day of summer.  He was 69 years old. 

     The next few days involved planning a funeral and all the minute details that go along with it.  As I said before we only had $2000 for dad’s burial.  Foster and Brown Funeral Home in Athens, TX made the arrangements.  I had to literally drag mom to the funeral home to make the plans.  She was scared to death.  We had to go into a room to pick out a casket for him.  I again had to grab mom by the arm and pull her in the room.  All the caskets lined up in the room gave her the heebie jeebies.  I kept reminding her that these caskets were empty, and there was nothing spooky about it.  We had to pick something out.  We were led to the cheap ones as we had limited money.  I thought we found a rather nice one considering the price.  We had enough money for the casket, the actual funeral in the Foster and Brown sanctuary and for embalming.  The flowers that topped dad coffin we paid for out of pocket.  There was no money for limo’s or anything fancy.  The burial plot was free, as dad was being buried in my mom’s family cemetery, Ash, just outside Athens.  

    Dad’s obit was written including his surviving children that we knew about in California.  We had no way of contacting them to let them know that he had died.  The least we could do was include them.  We even included his son, Donnie that had died in the 50’s.  We sent a telegram to dad’s brother, James in the Carolina’s, but they didn’t attend the funeral.  The funeral consisted of a couple of mom and dads mutual friends and moms side of the family.  Virginia was there and held Rachael for me.  Mom, Doug, Mary Vernon and myself sat up front near dad.  Toward the end of the service, I recall the minister, telling us that it was time to say goodbye.  He called us up to the front of the church beside dad.  He told us to say goodbye.  It seemed to me as if he was saying it over and over again.  He was loud and it seemed as if his voice was echoing.  “Say Goodbye, Say goodbye”.  We are all crying our eyes out and the kids and mom are saying goodbye to dad.  Doug even bends over dad and kisses him on the forehead.  For whatever reason, the words of the minister made me mad, trying to force me to say goodbye at that exact moment.  I refused and turned and ran out of the church, crying as I had never cried before.  I would say goodbye in my own way and in my own time.  It would be years before I was actually ready to do that.

     The days after the funeral were spent reflecting on the past few months.  Mom had some decisions to make regarding where to live and where to get a job.  We moved back into the small trailer temporarily.  Mom refused to go into or sleep in the bedroom where dad had been.  It spooked her too bad.  She was afraid she would see his ghost or something I suppose.  Her fear rubbed off on all of us and we all avoided the area as much as possible, especially at night. Mom seemed more scared at night.  We all crammed in the floor of the living room or the kitchen table or the hideaway bed.  Everyone in the house was sad and depressed.  Mom would spend hours listening to music that she and dad listened to in the past.  She would sing along and cry and cry while it played.  I felt so sorry for her.  Dad’s death was so terribly hard on her.  He was her whole life.  He had done everything, paid all bills, drove, disciplined for the 17 years that they were married.  She didn’t know how to live as an independent woman.  We just didn’t know what to do with ourselves after dad’s death.  We had spent the last 6 months of our lives taking care of and worrying about dad, and it would take time to make the transition.

    A few months after dad’s death, Moms brother, Thomas, talked mom into moving the trailer to Athens.  We parked it behind his house.  I moved along with the rest of the family having nowhere else to go.  I had contacted Athens about getting a government apartment for Rachael and myself, but there was a long waiting list.  I was told that I would be able to get one a lot faster in Trinidad.  I applied and was approved, and had a move in date in a couple of weeks.  I was receiving a small AFDC check from the government since Dick wasn’t paying any child support, and a few food stamps.  Mom was receiving dads small social security check and food stamps as well.  Because my income was so small, I would only have to pay $20 a month for the little one bedroom apartment in Trinidad.  The water was paid, but I was responsible for the electric bill.  It would be tight, but I was sure that Rachael and I could make it on our own.  As soon as mom found out that I had an apartment, she applied as well, and was approved for a larger apartment.  Turned out that she would be living right across the complex from me.  So much for me breaking away from the family; they followed me.  Since I didn’t have a vehicle, it was good that I did have them so close.

     Mom got her driver’s license after moving to Trinidad and a job at a nursing home as a Nurses Aide.  She began with the night shift, working 11pm-7am.  The hours were terribly hard on her.  Now that the kids were out from under dad’s thumb and mom wasn’t home to punish them, they ran all over town at all hours of the night.  They had no curfew, no discipline.  They were in trouble at school all the time.  All three of them had failed the grade they were in for the 1983/84 school year.  With dad being so sick, the last thing on their mind was school and mom was no help to them as far as emotional support.  WE were HER emotional support system.  I tried to help watch out for them and keep them out of trouble, but as soon as I went to bed at night in my own cozy apartment, I’m sure they were out the door to party all night.

     I was happy with my little apartment and was doing well with my finances.  There was not much left over for extra’s, but I had all the bare essentials for Rachael and I.  I was perfectly happy being a recluse, hardly ever leaving my apartment unless I needed something from the grocery store.  I pretty much kept to myself, mom leading her life and me leading mine.  I began hanging out with Debra, my friend from high school, who had married and was having a baby too.  She was the worlds worst about trying to set me up with guys.  I refused all her help.  I had literally decided that I was going to live alone for the rest of life, just Rachael and I.  I was happy with that decision.  No man was going to break my heart again, or harm my daughter.  I had fears that any man that came into my life would try to molest Rachael, as my dad had done to me.  So the safe thing was to just keep them out of my life.  

    I visited Debra once before dad died.  I was 7 months pregnant at the time.  She and her hubby Billy wanted to invite a friend over, Andy.  Andy and Billy were hanging buddies at the time.  Debra wanted me to meet Andy, told me how nice and cute he was.  I wasn’t in any mood to meet anyone at the time, but they insisted. They had even told Andy about me, or so I was told.  They were trying to be little matchmakers.  My best friend was introducing me to her hubby’s best friend.  I wasn’t amused at all. I heard Andy coming about a mile before he actually arrived at their house.  He was driving an old Volkswagon beetle that was missing a muffler.  It sounded like a freight train coming.  The old car had a mismatched paint job and even a big hole in the floorboard as a result of rust.  Andy referred to this as “air conditioning”.  It was the ugliest piece of junk I have ever seen in my life and I’ve seen some crappy ones.  Dad had owned every crappy car ever made.

    Andy arrived and I was already rolling my eyes in disgust before he even made it to the door.  After Deb and Bill and greeted him, they introduced him to me.  At first glance I didn’t like him.  His hair was long and unkept.  His clothes were tacky looking and mismatched.  He was very short, no more than 5’5” tall and at least 30 pounds overweight.  To top it all off, his face was bursting and red with severe acne.  This clown was the poster child for “bad news”.  I don’t freaking think SO, was my immediate thought.  How could my best friend think that I would be attracted to a guy like this?  She knew me, she knew better!

    I said hello to him, wrinkling my nose the whole time.  When Bill asked if Andy thought I was pretty, his comment was “she looks good enough to eat”.  I decided right away that I knew how to get this guy off my back real quick, just in case he had some ideas of us actually being a couple.  I pulled the pillow from off my stomach and announced that I was 7 months pregnant.  His comment was “sounds like a personal problem to me”.  I thought to myself “yep, it surely was a personal problem, one he didn’t need to concern himself with”.  

     He and Bill then pulled out a joint and started smoking it.  That was enough for me.  I never paid this guy another moments notice, in my mind he was a loser.  Not someone that I could get involved with for a potential daddy to my unborn child.  She and I were better than that.  I chewed Debs butt out royally afterward wondering why in the heck she would think I would like someone like that.  I thought she must think of me as pretty desperate if that was all she could come up with.  I refused anymore of her set-ups after that and never gave Andy another thought.

    Rachael was now 9 months old and beginning to walk.  One day on one of mom’s days off, she and I decided to go into town, Athens, to do some shopping.  We had a little time left over afterwards and weren’t quite ready to go home yet, so decided to go site seeing.  The city of Athens had just built a huge recreation center, called the Cain Center.  It contained a weight room; an Olympic sized swimming pool, a sauna and hot tub.  A tennis course and a park were among its many features.  The public was invited to come and tour it at their leisure.  Mom and I walked outside first viewing the park and walking through the yards.  I would hold Rachael’s little hand in mine as she practiced her walking skills over the meandering pathways.  She was so tiny and small, young to be walking.  Passerby’s would stop and comment on how cute she was and how small she looked to be walking so well.  I was the proudest mom in the world.  Mom and I slowly walked toward the building that contained the pool area.  As we were passing through to go toward the reception area, a young man came up to us and asked how we were doing.  He then called me by name.  I looked up at him again, trying to figure out who he was.  He reminded me of his name.  “I’m Andy, remember?  We met at Deb and Bills house a few months ago”.  My mouth dropped open and all I could say was “Oh myyyyyyy GOD!”  No way!!!!!!  This was not the same Andy that I had met less than a year ago.  This Andy was FINE!!!   His hair was groomed.  His face was clear of the acne that he once had.  He had lost at least 40 pounds.  This guy was muscular and slim and just downright drop dead gorgeous!  He was extremely nice and polite and charming.  He acknowledged Rachael and talked to her for a bit.  He told me that he was a lifeguard at the Cain Center.  We chit chatted for a few minutes and caught up on the last year.   My heart was beating a million miles an hour the whole time.  I just couldn’t believe the change!  

Before we departed, Andy invited me to come up and swim sometime and we could chat.  I think that I may have known that day, that something special was going to come of that chance meeting.  In the few minutes that we spent together that day, something just felt right…a cosmic connection if you will.

   The entire way home mom was beside herself.  She was swooning over Andy.  She couldn’t quit talking about how good-looking and nice he was.  She kept telling me that I needed to settle down with someone like Andy.  She told me that she had a good feeling about Andy and me.  I nervously giggled at the absurdness of her words.  I wasn’t even looking for a boyfriend!  And even if I was, Andy wouldn’t want a woman with a baby in tow. I was a dreaded “single mom”.  I had this ugly past, with dirty little secrets.  I was “different”.  I had neither self-esteem nor confidence whatsoever.  I was poor and naïve and not worthy of love from a decent man.  I was tainted even.  I was this dirty little woman child who only served to stir lustful feelings from my own father.  I was a soon to be 17 yr. old divorcee.  No man like Andy would give me a second thought.  He was just being nice to me because my mom was present.  It was an impossible dream.  I could not give my heart to another man, just to have him stomp on it again as each and every man had done to me in the past.  NO, I couldn’t take that risk.

  I couldn’t help being a little excited, but tried to put it out of my mind.  Besides, Andy had told me that he had a girlfriend; the receptionist at Cain Center; the one who had given me a dirty look as I walked by her desk as mom and I left…     

Author’s Comments

     This first series is my recollections from age 8-17, spanning from 1974 to 1984.  I am now in the process of beginning part 2 of the series, which will span 1984 to approximately 1994. 

      The second part of this series will give you, the reader, a good idea of how I dealt with all the issues covered in part one.  As I began my adult life, I very much suffered the effects of all the years of abuse.  After my father’s death in 1984, I very much went into denial about a lot of the things that had happened.  His terrible death, made me feel sorrow for him for a time, causing me to repress all the horrible emotions that I desperately needed to get out.  You will see the effect on my life, my husband and my daughter as a result.  You will be able to follow me through the therapy that I finally sought after hitting bottom in 1992 and view the journals that I kept during that time.  You will be able to understand the body discomforts that I had as a direct result of sexual abuse, the night terrors, the hatred that I portrayed to the world from holding it all inside.  You will see how I began my journey and process of healing.

     The third part of my series will enable you to view my further progress and how I was able to totally release and cleanse myself of all the pain.  I will explain the exciting world of self-employment and how my sister and I began a housekeeping business with only $30 in rolled up pennies, that allowed us to profit $20,000 the first year.  I will allow you to follow me as I explain the emotional reunion that I began in 1999 with my 3 other sisters from California and the difference that they have made in my life.  I will bring you along with me on my spiritual journey and introduce you to the world of Shamanism.  

   As of October 2000, I am enrolled in school to become a Registered Massage Therapist.  I am also a practicing Shaman and a Light Worker.  I will explain to you how I will be integrating energy work, Reiki, Reflexology and Shamanism into my work and how I come to be introduced to these wonderful tools. I will explain how I will begin working with sexual abuse survivors during this period via hands on therapy.  Incest survivors suffer terribly with body discomforts: my goal is to work with these people via massage and the healing touch of the human hands to further their healing process.  I hope that you will follow me on my path and give me feedback on my writing.  If I can help only one person to put their life back together after suffering from child abuse I will be able to consider my life a total success.

   Love, Light, Peace and Joy,

Sheila Bolin-Browning
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