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Dedication

This book is dedicated to the three most
important strong and powerful men in my life: my sons and my
grandson.







Endorsements

Courage is not shown when we are forced to
identify and acknowledge our deepest pain for the sake of our
survival, but rather when we consciously choose to become
"other-centered" enough to revisit our deepest pain and
hurt by telling our story for the sake of providing hope to
humanity. This book is the culminating work of E. Vivienne
Anderson’s journey from victim, victor, and to more than a
conqueror. Thank you Vivienne for giving us a book that few others
could have written. Every page reminds us that in spite of how
difficult our journey is, God has an ultimate plan and purpose for
our lives.

This book is a must read for those who are
called to give guidance on spiritual, personal, social or
psychological problems.

Carol Dunn, MSCC

Educator and Christian Counselor






It is powerful to read about the
transformative healing power of Jehovah-Rapha. A person who is
hurting cannot help another person; because hurting people hurt
people. Sister Vivienne Anderson’s journey to wholeness and
transformation qualifies her to speak into the lives of those who
have been hurt and bring the transforming power of Jehovah-Rapha to
cleanse and heal their wounds and open the doors to the abundant
life in Jesus Christ. When God transforms the hurt into health the
possibilities are endless!

Pastor A.W. Dees Sr. MPS

Holy Boldness Ministries COGIC







Foreword

Riveting!!! That’s the word that keeps coming
to mind after reading “Traumas, Transformation and Glory.”
Vivienne’s story is powerful. It’s a story of overcoming seemingly
insurmountable odds. It’s a story that offers hope to those who
have been beaten down, abused, neglected, and forsaken in life.
It’s a story to bring healing to the broken-hearted.

Coming from a family with two loving parents,
it’s hard for me to imagine the horrors that Vivienne suffered
growing up and that continued into her adulthood. And yet, somehow
by God’s grace and mercy, Vivienne has been transformed from victim
to victor, from powerless to powerful, from needy to giving.

I personally know Vivienne and have had the
privilege of watching part of her metamorphosis from caterpillar to
butterfly, from rose bud to a beautiful flower. Vivienne lives her
purpose to serve by BRINGING WHOLENESS, transforming spirit, soul,
and body.

This book shares Vivienne’s personal journey
providing hope and encouragement to those who started with so
little, yet somehow knows that life has much more to offer.

It’s difficult to tell a story that requires
recalling deep and painful wounds of the past, yet alone to share
that with the masses. However, Vivienne has done so and in a
masterful way.

I believe this book has the potential to save
millions of babies from the death sentence of abortion, bring
healing to millions of Moms who have experienced the nightmare of
abortion, and restore many young girls and women who have been
victimized by the sex trade.

As a former educator, a Marriage and Family
Therapist, a New York Certified Alcohol Substance Abuse Counselor
CASAC, Florida Certified Addictions Professional and someone
trained in Therphostic Prayer Counseling, and Healing Traumas,
Vivienne knows how to bring wholeness that transforms the spirit,
soul, and body.

What this book offers the reader is
wholeness, empowerment, and freedom. Without wholeness, it’s
difficult to be empowered. Without empowerment, it’s difficult to
find and maintain freedom.

Blessings to experience the healing and
wholeness God desires for you!

Joseph Peck, M.D.

The Time Doctor

Author, I Was Busy, Now I'm Not

www.empower2000.com






P.S. It's possible for you to move from
painful living to joyful living. Discover keys to let go of your
sorrows and receive in exchange God’s offer of "beauty for ashes,
oil of joy for mourning, and the garment of praise for the spirit
of heaviness" (Isaiah 61:3)!







Preface

It was never God’s plan or thought for us to
be traumatized or abused under any circumstances or in any
situation by His original design. However, we live in a fallen
world and bad things happen to the innocent and the good. Writing
this book represents a journey back from a life riddled with
traumatic events. Moving through traumas to wholeness and
transformation is only possible through identification with the
work of Jesus and His Cross. In spite of all that life has handed
me through the years, God gave me a glimmer of hope deep within
that someday I would arise from the ash heap of dreams deferred to
the joys of dreams fulfilled.

This book provides a background of my painful
childhood and adult experiences. As a girl I grew up in a tropical
paradise with a paternal grandmother who hated me for being alive
and taking my father’s attention away from her yet, she wanted me
to follow in her ancestral path. Grammie once told me: “if I had
known that your mother was pregnant with you, you would be dead.”
Growing up with her presented its challenges, but I managed to
survive it all.

While I have made many poor choices in life,
I learned from my mistakes and have become a strong, powerful woman
of God today through the ministry of the Holy Spirit. God has been
gracious, merciful, and faithful to me in spite of myself.

In my pursuit of an intimate relationship
with my Heavenly Father, He has restored me from a life of shame to
one of dignity and being more than a conqueror. The essence of our
Creator is love and He has lavished His love on me greatly. In the
same manner, I make daily attempts to lavish my love back on Him
because He loved me first. I love You Abba!
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Breath of Healing

Breathe of healing fall on me.

Breathe of healing fall on me.

Breathe of healing fall on me

And heal me till I hurt no more.

Salve of compassion wash me in Your
Blood.

Cleanse my bitter traumatic wounds

And fill me with Your Love

Till all my pains are gone

And my soul is freed to love.

Heal me till I hurt no more.

Breathe of healing fall on me.

Breathe of healing fall on me.

Breathe of healing fall on me.

© by E. Vivienne Anderson








Introduction

As a girl growing up in the tropical
splendor, Jamaica, I suffered abuses and unbearable pain at the
hands of my father, my grandmother and his family. One of the
painful episodes in my childhood occurred after my mother kidnapped
me and later returned me to my father because she could not
financially provide for me. She sat on the steps of my father’s
apartment and promised me that she would come back for me, but
before she could come back, my father sent me away to his mother in
Montego Bay. Another more terrifying episode was when my father and
his mother buried me alive upside down in a coffin one night in the
woods. It was to terrify me into submission to the lawless ways of
Satan and my grandmother’s cult practices. I was only seven years
old.

These abuses were so horrific that I
developed an imaginary childhood friend which I affectionately
named Charlotte. Later Crystal came along and they became my
constant companions to help me cope as a child and later as an
adult. It is to Charlotte and Crystal, my inner sisters, that I
would often bare my soul. As an adult woman, I also experienced the
pain of domestic violence, adultery, pornography, and abortion
while I was married. After I shared these experiences with my close
trusted friend; she said “you need to write and publish your
story.” Her words were confirmation to me that I needed to begin my
journey of becoming a writer. As a girl, I would dream about being
a writer, but I never shared my dream with anyone.

Growing up alone not knowing who I was and
feeling like a throw away child, the possibility of me becoming a
writer was an elusive dream. Writing seemed like an adventurous way
to live. I would fantasize losing myself in books to forget the
harsh, disruptive, and abusive cycles taking place in my
life. 

My parents were not able to put aside their
personal difficulties with each other and see to my needs. They
were disconnected from the realities of how I was growing up most
of my life. I would sometime go for years without seeing either of
them. My father did, however, send financial support to whoever I
was living with throughout my childhood. It is only by the power
and grace of God that I am alive and in my right mind today.

I am grateful to my mother’s older sister,
Aunt Inez, for making me memorize the Lord’s Prayer and the 23rd
Psalm when I was only five years old. I know that God placed Aunt
Inez in my life to prepare me for what was to come. He knew that I
would be abandoned by my parents so He used Aunt Inez to establish
His word in my heart first. This would prove crucial to my very
survival during the years that my father was molesting me and after
he sent me to Montego Bay to keep me and my mother away from each
other.

The Lord Jesus Christ instructed me to share
my life experiences in this book, knowing that I am not the only
person to suffer such unbearable pain. This book is dedicated to
all who have suffered and are suffering from any form of abuse. If
it had not been for the Spirit of God protecting me, I would not
have survived my past experiences. It is my earnest hope that those
who have been hiding behind the many faces that masks the secrets
of their abuses, will find hope as they journey through my life. If
you have experienced verbal, sexual, emotional, physical, satanic
ritual abuse, and or spiritual abuses, you will find solace that
comes only through the person of Jesus Christ. He will heal you
layer by layer of all the woundedness and brokenness of your past.
He is the only one who can!







 Chapter One

Humble Beginnings

I was born in Burnt Ground St. Elizabeth on
the Island of Jamaica to an unmarried mother and a married father,
the late Leonard Constantine Hines. At the time of my conception,
my mother was twenty-one years old. When my mother became pregnant
with me, my father insisted she go back to her family in Burnt
Ground near Santa Cruz and have the baby around her family. His
real motive was to get my mother out of sight to hide her pregnancy
from his wife and her well to do family. Prior to her leaving for
the country, he gave her an engagement ring and asked her to marry
him. My mother was excited to become engaged. What she did not know
is that my father was married and his wife was also pregnant with
their third child.

When my mother returned to her family, she
was not welcomed home. Pregnant without a husband, she was treated
poorly. I am told my grandmother made this comment, “You’re coming
home to me with a ‘Belly’ and no husband?” My mother was already
feeling ashamed and this comment only served to intensify her shame
and released shame in my spirit while I was in her womb. While my
mother was staying at her family’s home, she received a letter from
my father, late in her pregnancy, saying that his wife died in
childbirth. He further stated in his letter that his mother, my
grandmother, had killed his wife and their (3) babies with
obeah/witchcraft using money that he sent to financially care for
her. This is how my mother learned that she was carrying the child
of a married man.

Shortly after my mother received this letter,
she went into labor and I was born. Her mother was the attending
midwife who delivered me and later my sister Rachel. I am told that
during the labor and delivery my grandmother saw my forehead coming
first through the birth canal rather than the top of my head. When
she saw my forehead first, she said, “This is going to be a fierce
child.” My mother was expecting me to be a boy because my father
wanted a boy to carry on his name. After I was born, my mother
experienced what we now call post-partum depression which lasted
some months. My father continued his financial support to her so
she was able to provide for us. My mother stayed in Burnt Ground
with me and returned to Kingston when I was about six months old.
However, by that time my father had a new companion named Edna who
did not like me or my mother.

Pentecostal Beginnings

In Jamaica, Pentecostal services were
sometimes held in the streets in their early days. There might have
been some type of shack, store front, or tent where services were
held inside on Sundays. The point of “street services” was to take
the gospel to the streets to compel sinners to come Jesus. These
street meetings were held at different places in Kingston wherever
there was a light pole on the corner of the street. Pentecostals
would clap their hands, beat tambourines, and play harmonicas or
mouth organs and sometimes play a guitar. They were also called the
“clap hands” people. My mother received Christ as her Savor at a
street meeting in Jones Town after she returned to Kingston with
me. At street services” there were no chairs to sit on and those
were not the days of baby carriers.

My First Fire

It was to attend one of these street meetings
that my mother left me one night with a friend in the rooming house
where she lived in Jones Town. While she was at the street meeting,
the friend who was babysitting me had a visit from her boyfriend. I
was ten months old at the time and walking I was told. She took me
while I was sleeping and put me to bed in my mother’s room. I woke
up and crawling around I was coming off the bed. Next to the bed
was a table with a kerosene lamp on it. When I reached and grabbed
the table cloth, it pulled down the kerosene lamp which fell,
broke, and started a fire. I began screaming and the baby sitter
and her boyfriend came and rescued me. I was burned on the inside
of my left leg which caused a raised scar there for many years. It
was decided after this incident of the fire that my mother was not
responsible enough to care for me and an unofficial custody was
given to my father who kept me during the days and my nights were
spent at Aunt Inez her sister.

Kept From My Mother

My mother was not allowed to see me without
my father’s permission. However, Aunt Inez would allow her to visit
with me often at her home without his knowledge. As I grew and
became aware of the arrangements, I was asked to keep it a secret
from my father that I saw my mother. This arrangement eventually
lead to very strained relationship between my mother and Aunt Inez
for some years, but I was never told the details. However, I
continued to be cared for by Aunt Inez and my father until I was
old enough to attend a private day nursery at the Seventh Day
Adventist Church she attended.

My father worked at nights but he would come
early in the mornings before Aunt Inez left for work. He would sit
me on the handle bar of his bicycle and take me to day school
beginning about age four. He would bring me snacks at recess and
bring me home for lunch then take me back to school. Aunt Inez
would pick me up from the Seventh Day Adventist Day School and I
would spend my evenings with her and her son Stephen. This was the
daily routine. When my father had his nights off from work I would
spend the nights with him at his house. The community’s view of me
was that I was a princess being treated very well by my father. No
one looking at us from the outside would have been willing to
believe or accept that my father could be sexually abusing me, his
little princess.

Incest by My Father

I do not recall at what age my father began
to perpetrate incest against me. My earliest memory of him sexually
abusing me is about (3 or 4) three years old until my mother
kidnapped me. At the time she kidnapped me I thought she took me
from him because she knew he was molesting me but I later learned I
was mistaken. His girlfriend would spend some of her nights at my
father’s house. We all slept on the only double bed in a very large
room that served as his apartment. There was a common bathroom and
outdoor shower facility which everyone in the yard shared. Each
household had a “chimmy” or a chamber pot that was used during the
nights which had to be emptied and washed each morning. Bowel
movements had to be held until morning to avoid the foul stench
during the night. If it could not be held until morning you would
have to go to the bathroom outside at night and it was dark.

My Father’s Social
Status

My father was a chef at University College
Hospital and an excellent cook at home. He also had his private
shoe making, shoe repairing business at home on our verandah. As a
shoemaker my father would listen to someone describe the style of
shoes they wanted or they would show him the pattern in a magazine.
From what he saw or heard he would draft the pattern and build the
shoe from scratch. He took accurate measurements of men, women, and
children’s feet so their shoes would fit them perfectly. His goal
for shoe making was that each pair shoe that he made fit well and
lasted a long time. He provided well, he was very social able and
well liked. He was also involved in the local political scene. He
would work at polling stations, and organize the teams that went
out and canvased the community to register people to vote. He was a
stanch supporter of the local political party and a sexual predator
against his daughter all at the same time.

My Father’s Cruelty

As a small girl my father did not tolerate
any mistakes from me. I was beaten severely by him whenever his
girlfriend Edna would complain. Edna never ran out of complaints
against me so I was beaten almost daily. Whenever I made a mistake
in my school work my father would hit me in my head with his
knuckles. He also had a system of beating me. He kept an empty five
pound butter pan filled with water. In the butter pan of water he
kept a strip of leather about one inch wide and about eighteen
inches long. I was told to lay across the bed. He would pull my
dress over my head, pulled my underwear down and beat me on my bare
bottom. I was ordered by him not to cry while he was beating me. If
I cried he would beat me longer until I would urinated on
myself.

When my father learned that Aunt Inez was
allowing my mother see me. Actually, I accidently let it slip that
I saw my mother. It started a quarrel between Aunt Inez and my
father, which led to me being taken from Aunt Inez’s care. I began
to spend the nights alone at his apartment when I was about five
years old. When I asked him why I could not spend the nights with
Aunt Inez, “Your Aunt Inez cannot be trusted to keep your mother
away from you, he said.” His girlfriend Edna did not spend the
nights at his apartment when he was at work she stayed at her own
house and I was never sent to spend the nights at her house. I was
left alone in the apartment after he molested me before he went to
work at nights.

Recurring Nightmare

While I was spending the nights alone at my
father’s house, I recall having this recurring nightmare. In my
nightmares there was always a light complexion black woman with
long dark hair who was trying to slap my face. No matter how many
times I woke up crying when I fell back to sleep, the same dream
would be there waiting for me. Our neighbor Mrs. Robinson would
come and take me into their apartment sometimes, but when my father
learned of this he stopped it. He and Mrs. Robinson quarreled over
it and they did not speak to each other for some time.

My Mother’s Hidden
Visits

It was during those times when I was no
longer staying with Aunt Inez that my mother began to come and
visit me at his house. The first time that she walked into the yard
and attempted to visit with me at his home he ran her out of the
yard. She seemed to be afraid of him although, I never saw him hit
her. His words to her was always harsh and angry and her words were
cross and angry back at him. She would maintain a safe distance
with her hand on her hip as she answered him back. He would chase
her and tell her she was not fit to raise me because she left me to
go to church. He would also tell her she was not good for anything.
I used to feel he did not want her to see me because I was a bad
child or that I must have done something wrong. Or that maybe I was
also not good for anything like her.

I had a Mouth Full of
Sores

I became very ill with sores all over my
mouth and a very high fever when I was about six years old. I
became listless for days unable to eat with no desire to play. My
father kept me home from school. Eventually he took me to my mother
and she stayed home from her job to take care of me for a while. I
never learned what my illness was called that almost killed me. My
mother took me to the University College Hospital which was a
teaching facility with medical students and students from other
Caribbean Islands. The doctor wanted to know why she had waited so
long to bring me to the doctor and told my mother that if she had
waited another day the illness would have spread into my lungs and
I could have died. She made a sigh when she heard the doctor’s
words. I was living with my father who made me ill from molesting
me, yet, she was being called a neglectful mother for my illness. I
still recall my mother being kind and caring towards me at the
time, but this would change when I encountered her again in later
years.

Daily Hospital Visits for
Shots

My mother took me to the doctor at University
College Hospital every day for twenty-one days where I received
injections each day and she was given a solution to paint all over
my mouth with some type of washing solution. After the series of
shots I returned twice weekly for some time. Until I was only going
monthly, when I was released I could be returned to school and play
with other children. Before this time I was kept under quarantine
and away from other children I stayed in my mother’s room and was
not allowed to play. While I liked to play, being kept inside is
something I was familiar with. I was happy to be staying with her
and they did not fight as much when I was sick. My father visited
us every day. He never entered the room where we lived. We would
both stand in the doorway and they would talk while he stood
outside. He gave her money every day for food, to take us on the
bus to and from the hospital, and to pay her rent. Sometimes he
would bring food that he cooked when he came to see us. Most of the
time he brought soup or porridge because I could not eat any solid
food.

After I was well they began to fight again
because my mother felt that, I should be with her not return to
live with my father alone. When it was time for me to return to
school, my father came by one day walked in, packed all my clothes
and took me with him. I did not want to go back with him and I told
her so, but he dragged me away from her with both of us crying as
he placed me on the handle bar of his bicycle and we rode out of
the yard. One neighbor said, “What a wicked man taking the little
girl from her mother after she nursed her back to health.”

As we rode home on his bicycle, I continued
crying. He warned me if I did not stop my foolishness he would give
me something to cry for when we got home. Remembering how he would
beat me, I quickly dried up my tears. I don’t know what we had for
dinner that night, but he molested me again before he went to work
that night. That night I had the nightmare again after he left. I
used to feel like there was something really wrong with me because
of my parents’ actions especially my father’s actions against me
and felt my mother was powerless to change anything. When I
returned to the church school, everyone was happy to see me and the
other kids kept asking me if my father was bringing snacks at
recess. He did and I shared some with them.

My Mother’s Visits

After he dragged me away from my mother that
day I did not see her for a very long time. Then one day I heard a
soft voice calling Vivienne, Vivienne. When I looked in the
direction towards the June Plum Tree that was in our yard to the
left of the gate, I saw my mother standing hidden behind the tree.
I began to leave the verandah where my father was working on shoes.
“Vivienne, who told you could go out and play?” “Daddy, a finish me
lessons and I just want to go and see if any June Plum fell off the
tree.” “Ok, go.” So I walked down to the June Plum Tree and my
mother was standing there in an orange floral dress with a belt
around the waist. She put up her pointer finger over her mouth and
told me to shush and I did. She pulled out a piece of brown paper
and gave me a piece of her Bulla Cake.

I stood there and ate it all up, then my
father called out, “Vivienne, if you didn’t find any June Plum from
under the tree by now, come back on verandah and sit your bottom on
this bench.” I said goodbye to my mother and ran back to the
verandah and sat back down on the bench. My father did not allow me
to be far out of his sights when he was around I could only played
when he was not around. “What it that you are eating”, my father
asked. “I found one June Plum”, Daddy. All this time I was so
filled with fear that if he found out I went to see my mother under
the June Plum Tree, I would get a beating and she would be cursed
out. I began to watch by the June Plum Tree every day and told Mrs.
Robinson’s nephew Selwyn that she was visiting me, but don’t tell
nobody.

Back to Santa Cruz

One day she came by the June Plum Tree and my
father was not at home. I ran to her and she gave me another piece
of her Bulla Cake. As I was eating my Bulla Cake, I looked down and
she was barefoot. I had (3) pairs of shoes, one for yard, one for
school, and one for church on Saturdays when Aunt Inez would come
and take me to church with her. My mother had no shoes on her feet.
My father the shoemaker did not care that the mother of his child
had no shoes. Only that she stayed away from me. She knew that Aunt
Inez would bring me to her house after Sabbath and I would spend
the night. She told me she was going back to country. (Country:
Jamaicans who are in Kingston call other parts of Jamaica the
country, or going to country.) Me can come with you? Can I come
with you? She told me not to tell anybody we were going to country.
Well my father made me swear not to tell her he was molesting me or
he would kill her. So now I would be keeping her secrets also.

All I knew is that we would be going to
country. One Saturday, when I went to church with Aunt Inez, my
mother came to her house and we had Sabbath meal with some of her
other Adventist friends. My mother said she was taking me to the
shop to buy me Paradise Plum candy or (“sweetie” as we used to call
it) that I used to love. They were half red and half yellow covered
with white granulated sugar. They were sweet with a lemony taste,
they had an oval shape, and left my tongue red and tangy. When we
left Aunt Inez we walked for a long time, but instead of going to
get paradise plum sweetie, we walked from Trench Town to get a bus
at the market place to Burnt Ground, Santa Cruz where she was from
and where I was born.

I was Afraid

I was frightened because I knew my father
would be very cross that I left with her. Aunt Inez would be in
trouble with him for letting her take me. Anyhow, after we got on
the bus and I fell asleep and did not wake up until the bus stopped
in Santa Cruz. When we got off the bus it was pitch black dark, and
I heard country sounds of crickets and critters I had never heard
before. My mother told me we were fine and not to be afraid. She
held my hand tight and carried her bag with her belongings in her
other hand. We walked from where the bus let us off in Santa Cruz
to Burnt
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