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Dedications
One of the greatest blessings of our recovery is that we get to be present. We get to show up. We get to make memories, celebrate milestones, and enjoy the simple moments we once took for granted. 
A Message for our Children
We love you more than words could ever express. Being your parents has been three of the greatest blessings and privileges of our lives.
Austin, Josh, and Katrina, thank you for walking this journey with us. You have seen us at our worst and at our best. You lived through seasons that no child should have to endure, and for that, we are deeply sorry. Much of your early childhood was spent in the shadow of our alcoholism and addiction. We cannot change the past, but we are forever grateful for God’s grace, mercy, and the healing He has brought to our family.
We want each of you to know how proud we are of the people you have become. You are kind, compassionate, hardworking, and resilient. We admire your servant hearts, the way you love and support one another, and the way you continue to show up for our family. Watching you grow into the adults you are today has been one of the greatest joys of our lives.
Austin, we are proud of your creativity, your thoughtfulness, and the unique way you see the world. Josh, we are proud of your strength, determination, and the big heart you have for others. Katrina, we are proud of your kindness, your loyalty, and the love you pour into the people around you. You’re the best mom ever.
And now, God has blessed our family with another precious gift: Luna Grace, our first grandchild. Luna, you have brought so much love and joy into our lives. We never knew our hearts could expand this much. Being your grandparents is a gift we thank God for, and we treasure every single day.
Thank you all for loving us, forgiving us, encouraging us, and allowing us to be part of your lives. We are so grateful that God gave us each of you. We love you all more than you will ever know. Love Mom and Dad
 
To all our extended family, near and far, thank you for your love, support, and the countless memories we have shared. Through every season of life, you have helped shape who we are. We are deeply grateful for each of you and cherish the bond that connects us.
 
To every hand that reached out, every prayer lifted up, and every encouraging word during our journey, we are forever grateful. Thank you for enriching our lives.
 

Foreword
There are people who come into your life and end up changing it for the better. Jeff and Kathy Foley are two of those people for me.
I had the privilege of serving alongside the Foleys when they served as our church Ministry Leaders at Celebrate Recovery. I watched them lead not from a position of having it all figured out, but from a place of having walked through the storm themselves. Jeff and Kathy are some of the most passionate, humble, and sacrificial people I know. What you are about to read did not come from theory. It came from two people who have deeply experienced the love and grace of Jesus and who now want to use their experience, strength, and hope to bring hope and healing to others.
Having served with them for a decade, I can tell you that what stayed constant for them was their conviction that recovery has to be taken seriously, because lives are on the line. And they lived that conviction out in front of their own family long before they ever lived it out in front of a room full of strangers. I have seen them fight for their marriage. I have seen them fight for their children. I have seen them refuse to let the enemy have the final word.
Jeff and Kathy know the reality of what we say in recovery: our mess becomes His message. Our story brings God glory. What they have written here is a real, raw, and true account of how God took the broken pieces of their life and put them back together, piece by piece, in His time and in His way. This is not a polished highlight reel. It is the honest, sometimes messy, always redemptive story of a husband and wife who chose to stay, to fight, and to believe that God was not finished with them.
That is what Step Twelve of recovery is all about: “Having had a spiritual experience as the result of these steps, we try to carry this message to others and practice these principles in all our affairs.” They have lived out that step in front of me and so many others for years. They do not just talk about the message. They carry it into meetings, into step studies, into late-night phone calls, and now into the pages of this book.
Galatians 6:1 says, “Brothers, if someone is caught in a sin, you who are spiritual should restore them gently.” That verse could be the subtitle of their ministry. I have watched them restore people gently, without ever pretending they were above the very struggles they were helping others walk through. Their humility is what makes their story trustworthy. They are not writing from a distance. They are writing from inside the storm, and from the other side of it.
You will read about miracles in these pages, moments where God showed up in ways that cannot be explained away as coincidence. I would encourage you not to shortchange them. Take them at their word, because they speak from experience, without embellishment. God’s story is written on every page. God’s redemption is revealed in the story. And a kind of supernatural forgiveness runs through this entire book that will challenge you to look at your own broken pieces differently.
If you have ever felt like your life was too shattered to be useful, too messy to be redeemed, or too far gone for God to reach, this book is for you. They will not offer you easy answers. They will offer you something better: the hope they found in Jesus, told as grateful believers with authenticity, humility, and hard-won hope.
I am honored to call Jeff and Kathy friends. I am even more honored to introduce you to their story. My prayer is that as you read Pieces in the Storm, you will see not just what God did for them, but what God wants to do with the broken pieces of your own life.
Because even in the storm, God is still gathering the pieces and creating something beautiful.
 
Bryan Hardwick
A Grateful Believer in Jesus 
 
Bryan Hardwick is the Executive Pastor at Valley Community Church. He has served in pastoral ministry for nearly three decades and is passionate about helping others grow in their relationship with Christ.
 

Preface
Thank you for reading our story. We never imagined we would write a book like this. In fact, there were parts of our story we hoped no one would ever know. Some memories were painful to revisit. Some chapters brought tears as we wrote them. Others reminded us just how faithful God has been through every season of our lives.
We decided to share our story because we know what it feels like to believe things will never change. We know what it feels like to live with addiction, fear, shame, broken relationships, grief, and uncertainty. We also know the miracle of watching God redeem what once seemed impossible.
This book is not about us. It is about a God who never gave up on us.
Our prayer is that as you read these pages, you will find hope for your own journey and discover that no storm is greater than God’s ability to restore
With love and blessings,
Kathy
 
A Note from Jeff.
 
It is only by the grace of God that I am able to be sober today and write this. When Kathy and I set out to write our story, the goal was to share with you the hope we found in Jesus, so that you, too, can find hope in the Lord. I really did not realize just how much would be revealed from each of us. To be able to tell the story honestly, there are a lot of terrible things I said and did that I am definitely not proud of.
In my addiction, I literally put Kathy through a living hell. There is so much I wish I had done differently, but I may not be where I am today if I had not hit the rock bottom that I did.
The blessing today is that I am a new creation in Christ. The old me is gone. I was so full of anger, shame, guilt, and regret, but the good news is that God can free us from all of that. There is no condemnation for those who are in Christ Jesus.
I am no longer living in bondage. I am free, with happiness and joy in my life today, and my hope is that you can find that freedom too.
Thank you for spending this time with us. May God bless you for it!
 
Sincerely,
Jeff
 
“Those who hope in the LORD will renew their strength. They will soar on wings like eagles. They will run and not grow weary, they will walk and not be faint.” Isaiah 40:31 NIV
 

PART ONE
Before The Storm
Before every storm, there are clouds gathering that we often cannot see. Looking back, we can now recognize the experiences, wounds, choices, and circumstances that helped shape who we became. At the time, we were simply living life one day at a time, unaware of how much we would need God’s grace in the years ahead.
 
The stories in this section introduce the people we once were, the families we came from, and the dreams we carried. Some memories are joyful, some are painful, and some reveal struggles that would later grow into much larger battles. We do not share these stories to dwell on the past, but to show that God was present long before we ever recognized His hand at work in our lives.
 
As you read these pages, you may see parts of your own story reflected in ours. The storms had not yet arrived, but the foundation was already being laid. What seemed like ordinary moments would eventually become pieces of a much larger story. One that God would use in ways we never could have imagined.
 

Katherine, the Early Years
Every time I drive up Highway 50 and come over the summit into South Lake Tahoe, it takes my breath away. The lake just opens up in front of me, layer after layer of blue, bigger and more beautiful than I remember. And every single time, I feel it. I’m home. 
There’s something about Tahoe you never lose. The smell of pine trees mixed with sunscreen at the beach. The sand is a little rough, with pine needles scattered through it. Fall turns everything golden. You can hear the trees sway in the afternoon wind, and you can hear the pinecones dropping, like the mountain is getting ready to rest. Then winter comes, and everything goes quiet. Fresh white snow covers it all, and the only sound is that soft crunch under your feet. It’s peaceful in a way that’s hard to explain. And just when you think it couldn’t be more beautiful, spring shows up. The creeks start running again, the wildflowers bloom, and everything feels alive. It has a special hold on me. No matter how much time passes since I left, it still feels like home. 
Among all that beauty, my earliest memory is Caravan Trailer Park, at least that’s what they used to call it. I was the youngest of three: my brother, Joey, and my sister, Liz. I don’t remember much from my babyhood. 
Our trailer was a three-bedroom single-wide with a pop-out living room. I shared a room with my brother. I was on the bottom bunk bed. There were about 60 trailers in this park. The entire park was laid out in a circular pattern, with a swimming pool and a dirt area located in the center where the kids played. Most of us kids ran around the neighborhood and played outside. That was our era. That is what we did. We would cross over Pioneer Trail and go up into the forest. There were some big rocks up there, so we named it Rock Mountain. We would play hide-and-seek, or, in the winter, we would use it to slide our sleds down the hill. That is what we did for fun. We didn’t ski, didn’t have boats, and didn’t go out “on the lake” like other people. That trailer park was our world. 
I remember some fond memories of our trips to the beach; we made an adventure out of it. We would stop at Cecil’s Deli and pick up the best sandwiches ever, and then we would stop at the gas station right there at Round Hill to fill up our green boat and rafts. Then, off to Nevada Beach. It’s a great memory I hold because we were all together as a family. Those were the rare days when my dad was home.
I remember Mom was the boss. We never questioned what she told us to do. We knew that she lived with the idea of “Spare the rod and spoil the child.” She instilled that in us very young, and we knew better, especially when she gave us that look, you know the one that says “don’t even.” My mom used to say, “Don’t even ask to go on a boat; it’s too expensive.” She always prepared us in advance for what we could not do. My brother and sister got to ski, but by the time it was my turn, we couldn’t afford it. I wasn’t really interested in it anyway.
Slowly, I started to understand that we couldn’t afford luxuries that made life so special for others who lived at the lake. I felt like sometimes all this beauty around us, yet all the things that I wanted to do were just out of reach because they cost money. I was taught to be thankful for what I had and find joy in the moments. I never felt like I was lacking anything, but there was an underlying feeling that I was missing out, that I didn’t quite fit in; it was something on the inside. 
My mom’s unwavering commitment to her faith wasn’t just something I saw at home; she was also a key part of our church community. Her deep faith shaped our family’s values and introduced me to God’s teachings at a young age. That spiritual foundation has stayed with me ever since.
I started my education sitting quietly in the back of the classroom at our private Seventh-day Adventist school. I wasn’t old enough to be a student yet; my mom, who was the teacher, the principal, and the owner of the school, brought me along every day. I listened while she taught, flipped through books, and began learning to read long before most kids my age. My mom was a great teacher. She knew how to draw us into her stories and her methods of teaching, which were fun and sometimes quite funny when she got excited about sharing God’s message. My sister, Liz, was always getting into trouble. I paid attention. I quickly learned that if you got into trouble at school, you’d get into trouble at home. With Mom running both places, there was no escape. So I did my best to stay out of the way and follow the rules.
It was tough sometimes because everyone in our neighborhood knew we were different, not only because of the clothes we wore, which were mostly handmade, but also because Mom made our religion clear to anyone she could.
My first big disappointment came when I found out from the other kids that there were cartoons on TV every Saturday morning. I had no idea. Every Friday evening until Saturday night, our family observed the Sabbath. It was a sacred time, focused entirely on worshiping God: no television, no playing with friends, no distractions. 
 
“Observe the Sabbath day by keeping it holy, as the LORD your God has commanded you.” Deuteronomy 5:12 NIV
 
I always had a thought: why does God care what I do? I didn’t understand why we had to follow these strict rules while the other kids in the neighborhood did whatever they wanted. I kept those thoughts to myself because I knew better than to ask my mom. The other kids used to laugh at us, and sometimes they were mean. Their comments didn’t exactly hurt me, but I did envy what they had. Now and then, I’d slip away and find my way into one of their double-wide trailers to sit in front of their color TV. Watching their lives, their version of normal, felt like entering another world. I thought to myself, “So this is how normal people live.”
My dad spent his nights working under the bright lights of casinos, surrounded by the sounds of slot machines and the fleeting dreams of people hoping to strike it rich. He usually came home after we were already in bed.
I remember that on some weeknights when he was home, we would sit and watch Star Trek together. To me, he was Captain Kirk, a hero. My mom would often yell at him, and there were times when we waited for him to show up. He was either late or did not show at all. It was a series of huge disappointments for me. Later, in recovery, I learned how it shaped my thinking about men and abandonment at a very young age.
My dad was always chasing a new idea of how to strike it rich. He believed that if he made a million dollars, we would all be happy. One time, he came home with 5,000 small compasses and paper pyramids. He was planning on selling them by mail order. But they just sat in the garage, untouched, eventually thrown out. Another time, he bought gold-digging equipment and went dredging with my brother, only to return with a few tiny nuggets. He truly believed he’d strike it rich someday. He was always dreaming, always coming up with new ways to finally get wealthy. He convinced us we would not be happy until we became wealthy. But we never did. After a while, I started to wonder what the point was. As a kid, I knew I didn’t want to stay poor, but since I saw my dad fail over and over, I didn’t think it was worth chasing a dream. In fact, I didn’t even know what to dream about. 
My mom and I loved watching TV together. As soon as the sun went down on Saturday and our Sabbath ended, we would get cozy and set up the room with pillows and blankets, including our favorites, popcorn, corn nuts, and dried pineapple. “Creature Feature” would air every Saturday night, with all its creepy characters and monsters. Godzilla was my hero. I loved watching science fiction shows because I could escape into unknown worlds and adventures. Life seemed easier.
I don’t know how Mom did it, but I remember we would get food bags and new winter coats. I didn’t know where they came from, but my mom would always say, “God is never early, but He is never late.” And somehow, things always seemed to show up right on time. I would feel both excited and comforted, strangely, knowing that our cupboards were full. 
I imagined living in a large two-story house. I told myself, someday, I’m going to live in a huge house, and all my problems will disappear. My mom always told me to just ask God for what I want, and if it’s His will, He will give it to me. 
I was six years old when I said my first real prayer on my own. I was sitting in the meadow behind the church near the playground, and I said: God, I just want a little kitten. Amen. And just like that, out popped this tiny kitten from the grass. I was convinced God had heard me, and this was my first miracle.
 
“I tell you, you can pray for anything, and if you believe that you’ve received it, it will be yours.” Mark 11:24 NLT
 
There was never any drinking or drugs in our home. Instead, a church community was always present. The church was our entire world. My mom used to host cooking classes, Bible studies, potlucks, and various other events. My sister, brother, and I were the setup and cleanup crew. I was raised a vegetarian. My mom made fake meat. I don’t know how she did it, but she called it chicken and beef. I had never eaten real meat, so I didn’t know the difference. I always seemed to be sick with some cough. I remember my mom saying I must be allergic to milk. The only thing I was allowed to drink was cashew milk. She made it from scratch. It was terrible. She always had a remedy for everything: herbs, compresses, strange potions. The closest hospital was in Carson City, Nevada. I don’t recall ever going to the doctor, so whenever we got sick, she would give us her remedies from the health food store. They tasted awful, and I was ill a lot. 
We went to church every week. It was the center of our lives. That’s where we found routine, community, and a sense of identity. Church potlucks were part of the rhythm. The adults would gather and talk. The kids ran off to play, wild and free.
It was at one of those church potlucks that something happened. Something I didn’t fully understand back then.
An elderly man from the congregation called a group of us little kids over and said, “Hey, kids, come here. I want to show you where babies come from.” We followed him into the bathroom, curious and completely unaware of what he meant.
What he did inside was wrong. Deeply wrong. But none of us knew that. What we saw was something no child should ever be exposed to. Afterward, we ran off as if nothing had happened. We didn’t understand that it was inappropriate; we only felt that something was off. That night, I told my mom. I can still see her face as I explained what happened. The color drained from it while I spoke. Later, I realized that nothing had been done. 
The man was old, and that was enough reason for people to look away. It was never reported. No one confronted him. It was dismissed and quietly forgotten by everyone except me.
That experience remained buried for years. I didn’t think about it, or maybe I didn’t allow myself to. 
But two years into sobriety, the memory resurfaced. It came back as vividly as if it had just happened. Along with it came confusion, anger, and the painful realization that what had happened was not just inappropriate but sexual abuse. And for the first time, I allowed myself to see it clearly. I looked at that moment through adult eyes and finally understood.
I know my mom did her best with what she knew. She believed me. She reacted. But in a world that didn’t want to face the truth, there wasn’t much more she could do. Some things were simply easier for people to ignore.
My mom always had a giving heart, and she taught me the value of helping others at a very young age. There was a woman who struggled with alcoholism and had a teenage son attending our school. Her house had become a mess, and my mom volunteered my sister and me to help her clean her house.
The woman worked every day, so she gave my mom the keys to her house. Nothing could have prepared us for what we were about to walk into.
There were about fifteen cats living inside. Some of them were perched on the kitchen counters, eating stale food left out for days. Dirty dishes piled up high in the sink. Trash, old newspapers, and cat feces covered the floor, the counters, and even the furniture. In some parts of the house, the floor was completely hidden under layers of garbage. The hallway was the worst. Newspapers had been used as litter and then covered with more papers, layer after layer, until the pile stood nearly three feet high. The smell hit us before anything else. Then came the shock.
I stood there, completely overwhelmed. I couldn’t understand how someone could live like this. 
What had happened? 
It was the first time I truly saw what alcoholism could do. Not just to a person, but to a home and to a family. What had gone so wrong?
But my mom, always steady and optimistic, looked around and said, “Well, we’d better get started before they get home.”
I found a shovel in the backyard and began clearing the hallway. We spent hours cleaning. Scrubbing. Sorting and bagging up trash. After nearly four hours of work, we finally uncovered the floors. The house still needed a lot of help, but for the first time in a long time, it was starting to look and feel like a home again.
Later, my mom told us they had been living in those conditions for over a year. 
What I remember most was the moment the boy got home from school. He walked inside and looked around in stunned silence. Then he fell to his knees and burst into tears. 
He couldn’t believe what we had done. His gratitude was overwhelming.
In that moment, I sensed a change. I realized, perhaps for the first time, what it truly means to help someone. I felt God’s presence in that house. Right there in the middle of the mess and brokenness. That day taught me the true meaning of service. I learned that love is not just something you feel. It is something you do. It means showing up and bringing light to the darkest places.
 
“In everything I did, I showed you that by this kind of hard work we must help the weak, remembering the words the Lord Jesus himself said: ‘It is more blessed to give than to receive.’” Acts 20:35 NIV
 
Things changed when my mother handed over ownership of the school to a new church, though she kept her role as a teacher. That was when I finally started school, a year later than most, beginning first grade at age seven. The school was small, a one-room schoolhouse with grades 1 through 8 and about 30 students. We also went to church there.
I remember those long Sabbath services that put me to sleep. My mom used to tap me and say, “Sit up straight and listen.” The pastor warned us against “worldly” things and focused heavily on rules and consequences, especially the fear of what would happen if we didn’t obey.
Looking back, most of my memories from those years focus on the darker moments. When I was nine and in third grade, something happened that I carried in silence for a long time. During a study hall, an older boy, five years older than me, inappropriately touched me. At the time, I had a crush on him. I didn’t fully understand what I was feeling or what I was hoping for. I felt ashamed and was certain I wouldn’t tell my mom. My sister had already been judged for her struggles from the church community, and I saw firsthand how unforgiving that environment could be. Even though I was in a church school, it didn’t automatically mean I was safe. 
I buried the shame. I told myself to move on, forget it, push it down, and not let the negative win. I told myself I’m optimistic. That became my way of coping: denial. But what I now realize is that denial doesn’t make pain go away; it just hides it deeper. And even though I didn’t have the words or support back then, I do now. What happened wasn’t my fault. As a child, I was trying to understand something I should never have had to face. Naming it now is part of the healing process. For me, healing means telling the truth, with compassion for the girl I was and with the strength to become the woman I am. 
We moved many times during my childhood. I remember living in at least five different places before I turned eleven. My mom loved to move because it gave her a fresh start and made her feel like she had left all her problems behind at the old house. But the outcome always stayed the same. My dad would disappear for days, and she’d be left angry, anxious, and constantly worried about where he was or what he was doing. Changing houses didn’t fix things. 
My mom and dad finally split up, and we left the church. My mom, sister, brother, and I moved into an apartment on Ski Run Boulevard. That was the first time we lived without my dad. He had moved into a trailer park with his new girlfriend. And just like that, everything had changed. 
I remember looking in the mirror at my brown hair and brown eyes, and I decided I wanted God to prove if He was real. So I said, “If you’re real, then change my hair to sandy blonde and my eyes to green.” When nothing changed, I thought maybe God doesn’t answer prayers after all.
During that time, my brother and sister took care of me a lot, especially since my mom had to go back to work. Weekends became exciting because we would go to the drive-in theater. I remember all of us crammed into my mom’s tiny orange Opel, sometimes eight or ten kids, heading to the movies. They didn’t count the people in the car. But the drive-in wasn’t really about the movie. Most people were there for the party. I was there for the movie and the popcorn, until one night everything changed.
My sister pulled me aside one night and told me I had to drink beer. She said it was to prevent us from getting in trouble if someone found out. I didn’t always tattle, but I sometimes got back at my sister by telling on her when she upset me, and I think she knew that. So I took the beer. It was my first sip of Coors. I thought it was terrible. I didn’t see how anyone could like it. But then it hit me. I felt a wave of relief. I felt happy, like part of the party, and untouchable. I felt like I could do anything. 
That was my first drink. For the first time, I understood why people were drinking. As soon as I finished that beer, I wanted more. I called it “the eight minutes.” I spent almost forty years chasing those eight minutes of relief, but I could never sustain them.
My sister didn’t have to ask me to drink again; I was thinking about it all week. Soon, in my effort to keep trying to capture those eight minutes of relief, I would overdrink and get sick on the way home. She was worried that I would get us into trouble. Alcohol made everything else fade away. At school, I didn’t fit in, so weekends at the drive-in became my escape.
Our apartment complex was not a safe place. Most tenants were drug users, and I watched my sister go into apartments that felt very unsafe to me. I kept to myself and just tried to survive. 
My mom had a boyfriend and wasn’t home very often, so I stayed with my brother, who had gotten his own trailer with a friend. I remember having a bit of a crush on my brother’s friend, thinking he was really cute and even flirting with him a little. I was naive about sex, being only 12 years old, but one evening, after drinking too much, he entered my room. I was excited he was paying attention to me, and I thought maybe we would just kiss when we went to the back bedroom. I remember being so drunk that I didn’t have the strength to fight when his advances moved past my protests. I had said no, but he was stronger than me.  That night I was raped. 
I did not call it that until two years into my recovery process, when I recognized what I had buried. I remember hoping my brother would come and rescue me as he called out for me in the trailer, but help never came. My mouth was covered, and I couldn’t cry out. I was powerless. The next day, his friend acted as if nothing had happened. To my horror, I heard him in the back bedroom the next night with my sister, likely doing the same thing. I was enraged, ashamed, and in shock. I could not speak up. I buried it and turned to alcohol and marijuana to quiet the hurt, to blur the lines of memory and emotion. 
I never told anyone until I came into recovery. Even though I was the one who had been hurt, I carried the weight of misplaced guilt. Deep down, I believed I had somehow brought it on myself. It wasn’t until I began the journey of recovery that those memories started to rise. What I had buried for so long began to surface, not to torment me, but to finally be healed.
As I worked through my steps, I found strength, healing, and comfort from God. The women in the program who shared their truth through faith and friendship have taught me that even in the darkest places, restoration can happen. God did not abandon me. 
 
“He heals the brokenhearted and bandages their wounds.” Psalm 147:3 NLT 
 
My Mom decided to get married again and moved us to Deer Park, Washington. It was a small town, quiet and remote, and we moved into our stepdad’s trailer on ten acres of dry, dusty land. It felt like we were in the middle of nowhere, surrounded by nothing but dirt. To try to win me over, he gave me an Irish Setter puppy. At first, I was thrilled; I finally had something of my own to love. But the puppy was full of energy, and instead of patience, my stepdad responded with anger. He would take the dog out back and beat it when it misbehaved. The dog grew attached to him out of fear, and just like that, it wasn’t mine anymore. I hated him for that. 
My mom worked as a waitress all the time and never really saw what was going on. Again, I was dragged around with my sister. She would take me to the lakes and mountains, where her friends would give me alcohol, and we would drink a lot. There was one stoplight in the town, and nowhere to go; drinking seemed the only thing I could do to escape. When my mom was home, she was always trying to keep the peace between my stepdad and my sister. I tried not to fight with him, and I learned how to hide my feelings. He tried to control everything. When my mom had finally had enough, we packed up again, this time heading for Reno, Nevada. At 17, my sister faced an unexpected pregnancy, which was one of the reasons we moved. 
I started a new school in sixth grade. My sister constantly tormented me with insults, tearing me down, always shouting, “Stop crying, you big baby, and buck up,” along with other things I won’t repeat here. Her words cut deep, but even through all the pain, my love for her didn’t waver. I kept hoping that one day I’d get out, that someday I’d be free. During this time, I made a quiet promise to myself: I would stop crying for good. I shut off the tears and locked them away. 
I watched my sister struggle during her pregnancy. She was still drinking and using drugs as if she wasn’t pregnant. When she decided to put the baby up for adoption, my mom begged her to let us raise her, but she refused. She didn’t believe she was fit to be a mom and thought her baby deserved a better life than we could give. So, at 17, my sister gave birth to a baby girl and put her up for adoption. The records were sealed. All we knew was that the baby had brown hair. Beyond that, she was gone, a missing piece in our family story. 
We searched for her for years, and I almost gave up hope. But fate has a way of coming full circle. Forty years later, against all odds, I found her. Thank God for technology. I was able to locate her through a DNA match and contact her. Reuniting with Amanda is an incredible miracle, and I genuinely believe God played a part in it. I wish my sister and mom could have met her, but I know they were watching from heaven and were happy we found her. She was reunited with her sister.
 
“Before I formed you in the womb I knew you…” Jeremiah 1:5 NIV
 
After my mom remarried her third husband, she moved to Santa Rosa. We weren’t getting along by then. I was the rebellious teenager, panhandling on the streets of Reno to get money for booze. Things between us had reached a breaking point. One night, after a huge fight, she punched me in the nose. That was it for me. I moved back up to Lake Tahoe to live with my dad, brother, and sister. Everything spiraled faster. I was drinking and smoking pot daily, and my dad was still my buddy and sometimes would even join in. There were no boundaries, no guidance, and no one saying no. Drugs gave me relief, even if only for a moment. I didn’t care about the risks. I didn’t fear death. At that point, I wasn’t trying to live well; I was just trying to stop feeling altogether.
There have been many moments in my life when I now realize God truly saved me, times I should not have walked away from. One memory that stands out clearly is when my brother brought home a four-foot nitrous oxide tank he had stolen from a dentist’s office. We filled black plastic garbage bags with the gas, made makeshift balloons, and pulled them over our heads, inhaling until we passed out. Our lips turned blue, and we would only come back once someone took the plastic bag off our head. Then, as if nothing had happened, we’d burst into laughter that lasted about half an hour. Looking back, it’s a miracle no one died. But it didn’t stop there. 
We used anything we could get our hands on: inhale poppers, LSD, magic mushrooms, cocaine, and crystal meth. The list kept growing. I always thought two is better than one. More is better, a stronger high. If I felt numb, that meant it was working. I wasn’t trying to party. I was trying to disappear. My brother always took me along to his parties. One night as we were walking through the crowd, people started handing me pills, and I didn’t ask what they were; I just swallowed them. I remember my brother looking at me with panic in his eyes and asking, “How many pills did you take?” I don’t remember what I said or if I answered at all. Not long after, I lost consciousness. It turned out they were very strong tranquilizers, and I had taken about seven of them. Since we were in Tahoe and medical facilities were limited, and because my brother was afraid of getting in trouble, I was never taken to a hospital. Instead, they kept checking to make sure I was still breathing. I woke up three days later. There’s no doubt in my mind that God intervened that night. I could have died.
 
“Praise the Lord, who carries our burdens day after day; he is the God who saves us.” Psalms 68:19
 
A new chapter started for me at Ski Run Marina. I had been to the docks many times before. As a little girl, I remember stepping on a nail at the beach before it was all built. Among the tourists walking in front of me, I saw him. Jeff.
He had blonde, sun-bleached hair and was tan from long summer days. It was love at first sight. My heart filled with a rush of youthful infatuation. As I followed behind him on the dock, I noticed he dropped his hair comb, and it clattered against the wood. I saw my chance and quickly grabbed it. I scribbled my name and phone number on a piece of paper and carefully wove it into the teeth of the comb. Then, with 20 seconds of courage, I ran up behind him and slipped it into his back pocket. “Oh, you dropped this,” I said. He looked at me, smiled, and kept walking.
In the days afterward, I hovered around our yellow kitchen wall phone, the one with the long cord, hoping he’d call. When the phone finally rang, and I heard his voice, warm and friendly, I allowed myself to believe for a moment that something magical might happen. But the moment didn’t last. He asked casually, “How old are you?” With a big sigh, I answered, “Thirteen.” I knew what he was going to say. He was kind but said, “It was great talking to you.” I knew he was thinking about the five years that separated us, and I would probably not hear from him until I was “of age.” It felt like an eternity away.
My first year living with my dad felt like I was mostly on my own. He was rarely home, and I had to figure out life with little guidance. One morning, while getting ready for school, I saw a classmate walking out of his bedroom. It was unsettling but not surprising. By then, I had come to expect things like this in the world my dad lived in. I didn’t react. I didn’t cry. I just flipped the switch, the one I had relied on so many times before, and told myself, “It’s none of my business.” That message had been drilled into me for years: Stop crying and buck up. So I did. I detached. I buried my feelings and moved on. The girl never looked at me after that. She avoided my eyes in the hallways at school, maybe out of shame, just to pretend it never happened. It wasn’t a secret that some girls in town spent time with older men in exchange for money. This was a party town, after all, a place that thrived off tourists seeking brief escapes and blurry nights. But even with those options around, that world never called to me. I never thought about going down that path. Not because I thought I was better, but because I was already losing parts of myself just trying to survive. I didn’t have any more of myself to give away.
I spent most of my time drowning out the world with music: Journey, Pink Floyd, Supertramp, the Eagles, and Fleetwood Mac. That music carried me through a lot, and I still love it today. We didn’t have computers, cell phones, or the internet. Life was different, slower, more disconnected, but also raw and immediate.
At the time, it all felt like freedom, no rules, no limits, no fear. I believed I had chosen the life I was living, but in truth, I was unaware of the other options. I was really good at putting on a mask; I would smile, and nothing could touch me. Deep down, I longed for a real connection, safety, and unconditional love. 
I was good at pretending I didn’t need anyone. The choices I made did not catch up with me, but they left marks. Shame I buried for years, guilt I did not know how to name. I told myself I was just having fun, but deep inside I knew I was playing with fire. I didn’t even fear dying. The truth is, part of me didn’t expect to make it out of that life. I just kept going, day after day, trying to keep the pain far enough away so I wouldn’t have to face it. 
When I started high school at South Tahoe High, I noticed two groups of students: the jocks and the stoners who congregated in the smoking area. That’s where I found my people. During breaks, we would hang out there, some strumming guitars while the rest of us just tried to float through the day. By that time, I was a daily user; weed wasn’t just a habit for me, it was a way of life. I even began selling joints at lunch to make some extra money. Skipping class became routine, and school was no longer a priority for me. It was all about fun, escape, and numbness.
I was fortunate to meet two incredible women in my life. Donna was my first best friend in high school, and Helen was my first roommate after school. Your friendships have kept me grounded with laughter, unconditional love, and connection. Over the years, our bond has only grown stronger. I cherish these friendships deeply and consider them among the greatest gifts I’ve received. Donna and Helen, I love you both. Thank you for being part of my journey. 
My dad was never one to follow rules. He didn’t step into the role of a father for me; if anything, he enabled much of the drug use in my life. My friends loved coming over because he always had something to offer. He was the supplier, not the parent. Back then, hitchhiking was common if you didn’t have a car. Donna and I hitchhiked all over town until she met her boyfriend Tim, who drove us around in his yellow convertible. That’s when we found our crew. We were just freshmen, but we ran with the seniors, Tim, Phil, Tad, John, Danny, and many others. There may have been a breakfast club, but we were it during that time. Most of us hung out in the smoking area at school, and our weekends were filled with keg parties and late nights.
I had a big mouth, and it often led to fights, usually with other girls. It was either because I said something I shouldn’t have or because someone dared me to start trouble. But I never got hit. I was loud enough to seem tough, and that usually worked.
Donna’s house was just down the street from the school and became one of my safe places. Her mom was gone during the day, so we would hang out there. I remember an incident that sealed our friendship. Donna’s mom was supposed to be out of town, and we stayed up all night making the perfect breakfast for our boyfriends, plates in hand, when her mom walked in the door. I burst into laughter because they were wearing mom’s robes, and we got caught. We were ride-or-die from then on. We believed we could take on the world. 
As a group, we went to concerts. My first was the Marshall Tucker Band at Mountainair near Angels Camp. Thousands of people, including bikers, filled a massive field with the stage in the center. I had no fear back then; it felt like nothing could touch us. My second concert was Tom Petty, Stevie Nicks, and Men at Work. That one ended early when someone threw an ice ball that hit the lead singer in the face, cutting the show short. These were all-day events. Watermelons soaked in Everclear, LSD, cocaine, magic mushrooms, whatever we could find. We drank, used, and then drove back to Tahoe under the influence, never thinking twice about it. Sometimes we rode in the back of pickup trucks, flying over mountain summits with no seatbelts and no fear. That was life then. 
High school was fun for me. It was a social place, and somehow I managed to avoid attending classes. I just partied with my high school friends between classes. Unfortunately, you have to go to school or get expelled. Honestly, I couldn’t keep up because of the drugs I was using. So, they expelled me and sent me to continuation school. 
Since I was nearly 16, I decided to start working, which they allowed as extra credit. My first job was at McDonald’s, if you can believe that. It paid $4.50 an hour. I enjoyed working with people, so most of my jobs involved interacting with others, such as being a ski lift attendant in winter. I didn’t ski, but I hung out in the lodge. 
I also worked at the movie theater. I loved that job because we got to close down the theater late at night, watch all the movies in private showings, and enjoy free popcorn, sodas, and other fun edibles. I remember seeing Jeff in line to see a movie. My heart fluttered, and I let him and his friend Mike go in for free. I remember he looked puzzled but smiled and went in. Yet another encounter. 
 
From Jeff:
 
It’s so funny how often Kathy’s and my paths crossed. I was there in the crowd when Men At Work walked off the stage upset. I remember her holding the chairlift for me in her cute ski bunny suit and letting Mike and me into the movies for free.
 
Thank You, God, for every moment and every encounter.
 

Jeffrey, The Early Years
I grew up in the Bay Area, my grandma called it God’s Country. We had a beautiful home in a beautiful neighborhood people would love to live in. From the outside, it probably looked like we had it all. Big house, nice cars, the picture-perfect family. We actually had a lot of fun and a lot of nice things, but behind all that, things weren’t as perfect as they seemed. It was also very complicated and very sad at times. 
I was the youngest of six siblings, with four sisters and one brother. My mom was a very classy lady, always beautiful and dressed nicely, with a real Jackie O vibe. It was the era, after all; she would never be seen going to the store in sweats, always dressed to the nines. My mother came to this country as a war bride from England. 
She was a beautiful, loving mother with her calming English accent. She was only 17 years old when she made the journey across the pond. An interesting fact during World War II: the Queen Mary ship was stripped of her glory and painted battleship gray. It was used to transport troops to Europe, and then eventually it became the world’s largest floating nursery, carrying war brides and their babies to America. My mom was one of those brides, although she didn’t enjoy the trip much because she was seasick the entire voyage. 
One of my earliest memories happened when I was about two years old during a family camping trip. My sisters were giving me a bath in a small plastic tub sitting on top of a picnic table at our campsite. Out of nowhere, a giant dog came crashing through the bushes right beside us. My sisters must have thought it was a bear or something, because they instantly dropped everything and ran away screaming, leaving me for dead. I remember it was as if time seemed to slow down, as this enormous animal stopped, looked directly at me, and then casually continued on its way. Thankfully, it was more interested in wherever it was heading than some little naked kid in a bathtub.
Another early memory is from November 22, 1963, the day President John F. Kennedy was assassinated. I remember seeing my mom crying, and I asked her, “What’s wrong, Mommy?” She told me, “Someone just shot and killed the President.” Even at the tender age of 3 years old, I knew something terrible had happened, because my mom was so upset!
As I look back, many of my childhood memories seem connected to traumatic events, close calls, or near-death experiences. In fact, I once met an airline pilot who told me it was generally an easy job, actually quite boring, but broken up by moments of sheer terror. I thought to myself, “Hey, that was my childhood.” My dad would try to teach us respect by whipping us. It seemed like the cops came to our house several times to break up fights. It all seemed quite normal to me. It was the only thing I knew. 
Our first home was on Park Hills Avenue in Los Altos, which is now at the heart of Silicon Valley. A funny fact is that my mom owned it before she married my dad, and she paid less than $20,000 for it. Today, it’s worth over $5 million; had they only known. 
 
“No one can serve two masters. Either you will hate the one and love the other, or you will be devoted to the one and despise the other. You cannot serve both God and money.” Matthew 6:24 NIV
 
I was about four years old when I remember playing outside on the swing set. For some reason, whenever I was doing something physical, I would stick my tongue out without even realizing it. As I was climbing up the slide backward, my feet suddenly slipped out from underneath me, and I slammed my chin into the slide. I almost bit my tongue completely off. It was just hanging there, and I went running inside, screaming for my mom, blood pouring from my mouth, while she was entertaining the neighbors. She rushed me to the hospital, and the doctors said there really wasn’t much they could do. “You can’t really stitch a tongue like that,” they told her. You just have to put it back in place and let it heal on its own. It was pretty traumatic for a little kid, and
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