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        To my daughters, Berlin and Leigha, may you always walk boldly toward your truth. To Winter, my lost baby—you are the quiet heartbreak behind every word, the love that never left. And to every woman who, like Medusa, has been misunderstood, silenced, or scarred—this book is for you. May you find strength in your story, beauty in your survival, and power in your path.

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
        “Let your scars tell the story of your strength.”—Anonymous
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      This book is a testament to truth—raw, remembered, and resilient.

      To protect the privacy of the women who entrusted me with their stories, some names, dates, and locations have been changed. What remains untouched is the emotional core of their experiences: the fear, the strength, the silence, and the voice that eventually broke through it. These conversations are drawn from memory, shaped by time and trauma, and told in the words of those who lived them. They are not perfect recollections, but they are deeply human ones. Within these pages are stories of domestic violence, sexual assault, and survival. They are difficult. They are necessary. And they are real. Please read with care and compassion.
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      Medusa was the sole mortal and attractive sister to the Gorgons, Stheno and Euryale. She grew quickly into a striking young woman with glorious hair that commanded attention. She could do what she liked, but she decided to remain celibate and serve the powerful goddess, Athena, in one of the goddess’s holy temples.

      Medusa was clever, and men loved to gaze at her, but she learned to avoid them. She preferred the silence in Athena’s quiet temple halls and spent her days befriending and serving the goddess. One day, Poseidon made his presence known to Medusa. To be greeted by a god was a great honor, for it meant she gained his favor, but panic and fear froze her as Poseidon gave into his temptations and robbed Medusa of her innocence.

      Athena, shrouded in jealousy and consumed by anger, declared vengeance on Medusa by turning her into a hideous Gorgon with green skin, venomous snakes for hair, and boars’ teeth in an awful grimace. The antithesis of Medusa’s previous beauty. Athena’s curse included the terrifying power to turn any man who looked directly at Medusa into stone. Today we associate “Medusa” with the hideous creature transformed by the goddess she worshipped as a punishment for a crime she did not commit. Medusa transformed from victim into a monster creating more victims.

      Metaphorically, Medusa’s body symbolized the exposure of oppression realized and revealed both by Medusa as a victim and her “victims.”⁠1 She was the representation of a secret that needed to remain hidden; but once exposed, there was danger and a dark truth. Her monstrous mutation from a once beautiful and pure woman exposed the patriarchal discourse and politics among the Greek gods and goddesses. Much of Greek mythology is centered on the jealousy and pride of the Olympians. No Greek god or goddess was free from flaws, and they were not worshiped for their perfection—rather, for their virtues. Their flaws reminded worshippers of the gods’ irrevocable connection to humanity.

      When Athena transformed the alluring Medusa into a grotesque creature with serpents for hair and an infamous and fatal gaze, she displayed her own jealousy, which conflicted with her characteristics of wisdom and knowledge. This action appeared extreme considering the local community highly regarded Medusa for her unwavering dedication to Athena. But Athena and the powerful sea god Poseidon developed a strained relationship from their shared desire to control the city of Athens, which Athena ultimately won.⁠2 Athena used her wisdom to convert Athens from a monarchy into a democracy.⁠3 This begs the question, what was Poseidon’s objective with Medusa? Did Medusa’s benevolent nature with captivating beauty capture his attention? Or did he desire to get back at Athena for winning Athens?

      To better understand Athena’s actions, we must first study the goddess. Athena was one of three virgin goddesses in Greek mythology, and she lacked a real childhood. She was born fully grown from her father’s forehead. According to one legend, Zeus swallowed her mother, and her relationship with her father was complex. Some legends claim that she possessed less freedom because she was bound to her father in ways that other Olympians were not. Other stories suggest she was her father’s favorite child and he granted her enormous power. Despite this, she lacked the power to punish Poseidon for his actions and, instead, channeled that anger onto Medusa herself. Or did she?

      There are various theories on the reason(s) Athena responded the way she did. Athena’s actions may have arisen from her own fury and indignation because Poseidon violated her temple. Athena blamed and punished Medusa for not safeguarding her sanctuary. Medusa’s curse was retribution for not defending the temple.⁠4 Another version of Medusa’s transformation describes Athena as a caring and compassionate goddess who gave the vulnerable Medusa the necessary tools to better protect herself from predatory men. In this regard, how many of us have overreacted to protect those we love?

      After the curse, Medusa was forced to retreat to a remote island with her sisters, far removed from civilization. Her curse made her a coveted prize, attracting warriors and adventurers who sought to claim her head as a trophy. This included Perseus,⁠5 the son of Zeus and Danaë. This demigod and half-brother to the goddess Athena was commanded by King Polydectes to bring him the severed head of Medusa.⁠6 To protect his mother from the king, Perseus requested help from the gods. Hades provided him a cap of invisibility, Hephaestus gifted a formidable sword, Hermes gave winged sandals for swift travel, and Athena provided him with a mirrored bronze shield, the most crucial of the gifts.⁠7 Athena’s gift alone controlled the outcome of Medusa’s story. She created Medusa, and she knew what Perseus needed to defeat the monster.

      Perseus swiftly severed Medusa’s head while she slept and, once her blood blanketed the earth, Pegasus and Chrysaor were born, the children of Medusa and Poseidon.⁠8 Upon defeating Medusa, Perseus returned to Seriphus and rescued his mother by turning Polydectes and his supporters into stone at the sight of Medusa’s head.⁠9 In this regard, Medusa transitioned from a sought-after monster into a protector.

      Medusa’s death transformed her into an enigma because her head, known as the Gorgoneion, was used as a protective symbol in various contexts and symbolized terror, death, the divine, magical power, protection, and safety. After Perseus killed her and used her head to rescue his mother, he gifted her head to the goddess Athena, who placed it on her aegis (a goatskin shield). Medusa’s head protected the goddess in several battles and even Zeus wore Medusa’s head on his breastplate. Athena and Zeus, along with several other major Olympians, are rarely depicted without the Gorgoneion.⁠10 Athena’s decision to hide behind Medusa’s head is an interesting one. Athena turned her into the monster and then played an active role in Medusa's metamorphosis into something more positive—a protector.

      Currently, Medusa stands as a symbol of female rage, power, resilience, and defiance. She is no longer the monster, but an example of victim shaming. The myth of Medusa was probably not meant as an inspiration that could empower future generations of sexual assault victims. But Medusa’s story would allow future generations of women to forge their paths and craft their own definitions of what their stories could be.

      As the Medusa legend demonstrates, the price of admission to being human is suffering some form of pain and trauma at certain points during a lifetime. Our job is to discover how to transform that trauma into our journey through living. The most hurtful reality of living are the antagonistic statements inflicted upon others or ourselves, usually stemming from judgment, ignorance, or apathy from individuals who truly struggle, or don’t want, to understand.

      My mother began her high school career full of hope and promise as the youngest, and sole girl, out of five children. As a sophomore in high school, she was the “All-American Girl”: captain of her varsity cheerleading squad, a straight-A student, a talented flutist, a gifted sketch artist, and a brilliant horsewoman. That was until she found herself pregnant with me at the age of sixteen.

      It was Missouri, the 1980s, and in the epicenter of a heavily Protestant area. Tradition said she must get married to keep me from being born “out of wedlock,” a euphemism for a bastard child. To keep me from developing this usually offensive label, my mother cashed in her savings and married my father, who was twenty at the time.

      My parents did not take part in any abnormal teenage sexual activity. Their crime was getting pregnant. I, the product of their choice, lived with the community’s condemnation of their decision. It is an unforgiving certainty that children of teenage mothers are more likely to become teenage parents themselves. A variety of factors increases a teenage girl’s risk of pregnancy, including poverty, limited maternal educational achievement, having a mother who gave birth before the age of twenty, living in a home with high levels of family conflict, early sexual activity, and early use of alcohol and drugs.⁠11 My grandmothers (both maternal and paternal) were teen moms, and so was my mom. In fact, my mother had two children before the age of twenty. The odds of getting pregnant as a teen were in my favor, and educators treated me like a future high school dropout who would get knocked up. I was held back a grade because my elementary school teachers withheld their attention toward my academic achievement.

      I did come across talented and caring teachers who went above and beyond to help me, but the discriminatory treatment from a handful of educators, coupled with my mother’s high expectations, I had developed a phobia of sex. I was not afraid of sex itself, but I feared becoming pregnant if I involved myself in any sexual activity. I struggled with identifying my sexual desires because I felt giving in to those wishes would end in an unwanted pregnancy, and I would be damned if I was going to be a teen mom.

      Little did I know, I would struggle to get pregnant and suffer a miscarriage at the age of twenty-eight. While my mother carried the burden of being a teen mom, I carried the weight of unexplained infertility. I eventually gave birth to two daughters; but like my mother, I was not spared judgment. I bore criticism from the same group of people as my mother.

      I think about the fact that I come from a teen mother who sacrificed herself for her three children and myself as I struggled to have children. Over time, I became captivated by learning about women and their journeys. In some ways, women have many choices, yet some choices were made for us. The conservative and traditional society of southwest Missouri did not give my mom any other choice but to get married, and I did not have a choice about suffering a miscarriage. A woman does not choose to get sexually assaulted.

      Women’s reproductive health is undeniably a subject that involves profound ethical considerations that will make women question themselves, and this division dictates some of their choices. There is nothing easy about an unwanted pregnancy; abortion is not an easy decision; adoption is not an easy decision; keeping the baby is not an easy decision. Often, the type of choices a woman makes is to win the approval of other women so that they can approve of themselves. However, discovering their relatability to others will move women to empathize with or judge other women’s choices. It’s women, in many ways, who hold the greatest power over other women’s self-worth. We possess the power to make each other feel whorish, polluted, loathed, unattractive, a shitty mother. This discrimination against women casts a wide shadow over the female experience. Each woman’s journey varies; each of us are driven by vastly different motivations. Each of us grapples with defining women’s purpose—as sister, wife, mother, adoptive mother, daughter, single parent, lesbian partner, or not a mother at all.

      Women’s responses to tragedy may define them as an Athena. Some may engage in victim shaming that ultimately places the victim into social exile. Others may overreact and be too protective. Neither scenario benefits the actual victim. In the end, women want and demand their choices to be heard. We want to choose if and when to be a mother or not. We want paid parental leave so we can adjust to being a mom. We want to be working mothers. We want to be stay-at-home mothers. We want access to quality healthcare. We want choices free from judgment. We want support.

      I set out to record the humanity of a woman’s choice so that others could more readily comprehend before they condemn. It is the diurnal actions of our lives that will endure, that will expose ourselves, our neighbors, our mothers, our friends, when we were too negligent in thinking they were nothing like us. Most of us know a woman who has had an abortion. At current rates, almost one in four women will have an abortion by age forty-five. As many as ten to twenty percent of known pregnancies end in miscarriage, many in the first trimester.⁠12 We all know a woman who has lost a baby. We know women who have been sexually assaulted. We know women who suffer from infertility. We know women who will never give birth. We know women who are choosing to not be mothers. This is their story—a story both of choices and lack of choices. Their stories warn us, “Don’t be an Athena.”
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      Susan did not live a privileged life and spent most of her Nebraska childhood in poverty. One day in 1945, her parents left the Midwest with the hope of building a better life in Idaho. They moved to southern Idaho, where most of the state’s famous potatoes are grown because of the rich volcanic soil, warm summer days, cool nights, and clean water from the mountains that create the perfect environment for the crop. In Nebraska, her father had milked cows while her mom stayed home. The decision to move west changed the course of her mother’s role. They exhausted the little money they brought with them and her mother washed and dried clothes from their home for an additional income. Susan’s mother took her role seriously as a homemaker maintaining a small house filled with five children. Susan’s mother took on more duties to keep her family afloat during a trying time. Yet, fate delivered devastating news to the family five short years later. In 1950, when Susan was eleven, her mother, only thirty-five years old, developed ovarian cancer. Fortunately, Susan’s mother defeated ovarian cancer without advanced treatments and she returned to her life as wife and mother with Susan helping her with chores and caring for her siblings.⁠1

      In September of 1953, a young, teenage boy arrived in Idaho from Arkansas and captured Susan’s attention. She remembered how he looked toward her. Louis was charismatic, entertaining, and a skillful storyteller and he look toward Susan, and sure enough, a slender fourteen-year-old Susan with dark brunette hair and piercing blue eyes stood in front of him. Her eyes studied him as he choked on his own words, “Hi.”

      “Hi,” she replied with a smile that must have mirrored her beam from her youth. Louis glanced at her—igniting flirting that led him to asking her out on a date. They visited the local movie theater near Buhl. After the film, the couple visited Idaho’s deep canyons that snaked through the land and climbed the rocks that reached toward the twilight sky. Louis put his arms around her to protect her from slipping on the sharp and unforgiving rocks. “What are we going to do when you return to Arkansas?” she asked. The question hung in the air and this harsh truth smothered them. Louis would return to Arkansas after the potato harvest. Susan gave Louis an affectionate squeeze and leaned her head into his chest and released the reality that Louis would be leaving. Louis just sat there, exhausted from a long day’s work in the potato fields, until he signaled for her to return home.

      Mid-October arrived along with a crisp autumn chill and Louis stood outside of Susan’s home saying goodbye. It was, of course, impossible to accept he was leaving, and the couple exchanged mailing addresses. He promised her he would write, and Susan promised she would do the same. She wasted no time racing into her room and writing her first letter to Louis. Susan did not underestimate the difficulties involved with attempting a long-distance relationship. She wrote her first of many letters to Louis before he even left town. She was determined that they would make their relationship work.

      Early February 1954, Susan heard a vehicle parking outside of her home and rushed out the door in time to see Louis stepping out of the car. He had purchased a car so he could return to her in Idaho. Susan fell into his arms, embracing him in a hug of happiness and disbelief. She grabbed his hand and took him inside for dinner. Much to her parents’ surprise, Louis entered the house and Susan’s mother prepared a spot for him at the table. Susan was a bundle of nerves, but her family sat around the dinner table engrossed in Louis’s adventures of driving from Arkansas to Idaho. Susan gave in to her urge to laugh, feeling giddy with excitement at seeing Louis. She caught him gazing at her, and Susan’s stomach flipped and her skin tingled as she recognized the symptoms of desire. Susan knew the feelings she experienced whenever he was near were not something to be taken for granted. He was here, in Idaho, with her.

      Louis had not been in Idaho long before they had fallen into comfortable routines. He spent some time with her parents prior to leaving for Arkansas, so when he returned, her parents fell in love with Louis each time he visited. There was something comforting in their actions. The summer seemed to speed by as they fell more deeply in love and began acting on their sexual desires. They would have continued like this until they finished high school, but life had other plans. In her own world of happiness, Susan barely noticed that her mother was becoming sick again. By the end of that year, Susan was pregnant and her mother in the hospital, dying from recurrent ovarian cancer.⁠2

      Susan didn’t know she was pregnant at first—not until she began to gain weight on her slender, ninety-pound frame. The first at-home pregnancy test, which was Warner-Chilcott’s Early Pregnancy Test, didn't hit the market until 1976, three years after the passing of Roe v. Wade. If she had suspected she was pregnant, Susan would have had no way of privately confirming it in 1954.⁠3 Tradition and societal expectations dictated the trajectory of Susan’s life. Louis proposed to her, and Susan agreed to marry him. Yes, she loved him, but becoming a mother at such a young age wasn’t her plan. Even though they were young and still learning about each other’s shortcomings, they had chosen each other. They were in love and marriage meant a commitment both were willing to make and would never back out of, and no one could stop them now. The newly engaged couple delivered the news to her parents at the hospital.

      “Daddy,” Susan said.

      Her father looked up from his slouched position by her dying mother’s hospital bed. “Yes.”

      “Louis and I are getting married. I’m pregnant, Daddy.”

      Her father nodded, emotionless, because he put all his energy into her mother. Her mother heard the news, and with what little energy she had, pointed toward her Bible. Her mother regarded Susan and Louis with a long and even stare before writing in the Bible and giving it to Susan. You have my blessing, Susan read and smiled. Because Susan was only fifteen years old and Louis was sixteen, they lied about their ages to get married and on February 5th, 1955, the couple exchanged their vows at the county courthouse.⁠4

      Although many schools demanded that pregnant girls drop out, Susan’s high school granted her permission to continue with her education. Even though Susan had attended school in her town for a decade, she felt she never fit in because her family was the poorest in town. When she heard a girl whisper, “I bet the baby is her father’s,” followed by, “or her boyfriend’s,” she decided it was best for her health and the health of her baby to quit school and remove herself from the toxicity of teenage gossip. Susan was only a sophomore when she assumed her role as a housewife while Louis worked on a farm harvesting potatoes and beans. Susan was confident that her marriage would work, and without the stress of school, she experienced a good pregnancy.

      In April of 1955, a month after turning sixteen, the pain of labor gripped Susan, telling her that she was soon going to be a mother. Louis drove her to the hospital, but he could not be with her when she delivered the baby. This was a widespread practice in the United States during the 1950s and 1960s: dads sat in the waiting room until their babies were born and both mother and baby were cleaned. After a short labor, a healthy baby boy arrived, beginning Susan’s role as a mother at sixteen years old.

      Susan did not have the advantage of being welcomed home with support and a team of family members to help care for her and the baby. Three months prior to the birth of her son, her mother had passed away. Her husband returned to work, her in-laws didn’t express any interest in helping her, and her own father was detached within his own grief. Susan remained alone at her home, isolated from the world.

      Ideally, they wanted no more children until they found more reliable work, but they had no real options to prevent another pregnancy—no strategy, no shield, no sanctioned knowledge to protect her body—and exactly a year later, another baby was born. In the winter of 1956, that newborn developed pneumonia. Susan became a mother twice over before she had time to understand what that meant, and now, in the dim quiet of night, she sat with a child whose breathing rasped and caught like something breaking. She wrapped him in a flannel blanket after rubbing his chest with Vicks Croup and Pneumonia Salve, her hands moving with a kind of learned urgency. His skin burned. His hair clung damply to his temples and the nape of his neck.

      This was the version of womanhood she had been handed—swift, unrelenting, and without consent. She had not been trained like Athena, had not been born armored with wisdom and choice, but she was expected to perform that same impossible composure. She learned in real time. She listened for every inhale, every fragile exhale, rocking slowly in an old wooden chair, holding him upright against her chest until, sometime in the night, he finally slept.

      There had been a time in her marriage when she trusted her husband completely, but fatherhood had pulled Louis outward, into long hours and distant responsibilities. He provided what he could, a house, the means to survive, but Susan remained tethered to the immediacy of the body: illness, hunger, breath. Alone in that chair, she become something else entirely. Not Athena, not the composed and sanctioned ideal of a woman who carries wisdom without weight, but something closer to Medusa, remade by circumstances, powerful in ways no one had taught her to name. Her vigilance, her refusal to look way, her endurance in the face of isolation. There were not flaws, not monstrosities. They were survival. They were power.

      One night, she stood in the doorway with a baby on her hip and a toddler tugging at her skirt, and she whispered to herself, “How did I get here?” Her voice cracked under the weight of exhaustion. When Louis finally stumbled through the door, she didn’t yell. She looked at him with bags under her tired eyes and confessed, “I can’t keep doing this, Louis. I’m raising these boys alone while you’re out.”

      Louis, swaying from drunkenness, tried to assuage her anger with a smile, “It’s just a drink. I work hard and I need to unwind.”

      “And I don’t?” she snapped, her voice rising, “I sew our clothes. I make baby food from scratch. I hang laundry in the cold because we can’t afford a dryer. I’m not asking to live in a mansion, Louis. I want a partner.”

      That night, Susan lay awake lost in her emotions: anger, sadness, and maybe regret. How am I supposed to raise two respectable men? she wondered.

      Susan chose to be fierce and enduring, and she forgave Louis. He fought his demons, overcame alcoholism, and eventually built a successful business. Together, they raised five children and shared nearly fifty-two years of marriage before cancer took Louis too soon.

      She faced many moments when she wanted to leave. To escape. They fought, and more than once she yelled, “Maybe I should just go. Maybe that’s the only way you’ll see what you’re losing.” They found themselves at a crossroads, but Louis had taken her hand, tears in his eyes, and begged, “Please. Please don’t. I’ll do better. I promise.”

      And he fulfilled his promise.

      Susan survived not just the hardships of marriage, but the quiet, invisible battles of being a woman in a man’s world. Like Medusa, she bore the scars of being misunderstood and mistreated. She spent years in quiet isolation, not out of bitterness, but to preserve the sanctuary she had built with her own hands.

      In the end, Susan didn’t just endure. She triumphed. She built a life rooted in love, resilience, and the unshakable strength of a woman who refused to be broken.
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        See endnotes for details.⁠1

      

      

      

      Southern California is a paradise for some who choose to live there. The Hollywood sign rests in the jagged mountains, highlighting the area’s entertainment industry. It is a magical place where Disneyland lives alongside the homeless, oranges are sold on the freeway onramps, and the weather is nearly seventy-two degrees year round. It has a reputation as radical and rebellious, a land of the stubbornly independent and home to many immigrants. A land of sunlit beaches and palm trees, built on a troubled past—and for Betty, a young woman navigating the inequalities of a patriarchal society where holding men accountable remains elusive, a reality reflected in Athena’s refusal to hold Poseidon accountable for violating Medusa.

      When Betty, a high school junior, became pregnant in late 1957, women had two safe options for such a situation: keep the child or put the infant up for adoption. The third option, abortion, was not yet safe or legal and many American women died from the practice. In the 1950s and 1960s, up to 1.2 million illegal abortions occurred in the United States. 17 percent of reported deaths attributed to pregnancy and childbirth was associated with illegal abortions.⁠2 For the most part, discussion about women’s reproductive rights was largely taboo in the conservative society of the 1950s, and women had a finite amount of options if they wanted to terminate a pregnancy. The most popular choices included herbal remedies, physical trauma, back-alley abortions, chemical abortions, or self-induced abortions. Because of the legal consequences, many women waited a long time before seeking medical attention after a botched abortion, and some died from severe infection or sepsis.⁠3

      Betty was a young woman during the pre-Roe v. Wade days and she witnessed these fatal consequences firsthand among peers and acquaintances who chose back-alley abortions performed by unqualified individuals claiming to be medical providers. Betty remembered these women who filled hospital beds, bleeding out from these clandestine operations in unsanitary conditions, and who often succumbed to their injuries.

      Initially, she was unwilling to accept her situation: in 1957, there was no worse social transgression than being pregnant out of wedlock. A couple of months before Betty got pregnant, her friend Ruth found herself in the same situation, so Betty knew the options. When the high school administration heard the rumors of Ruth’s pregnancy, they demanded proof from a doctor that she was not pregnant before she could return to classes. Knowing the doctor would discover the truth, Ruth made the decision to quit school. The situation taught Betty that she was becoming an outcast, and without argument, she left school to finish her pregnancy away from the public eye—her removal framed as protection by the school system (her “Athena”), which, like the goddess in the Medusa myth, redirected both responsibility and consequence onto the young woman rather than the man involved.

      Betty developed the courage to tell her parents. She’d had some time to consider what she would say. Still, trepidation must’ve bubbled inside her as she prepared to speak to them. Betty had attended sex education classes which extolled the virtues of abstinence and the consequences of not doing so, but teenagers often hold the mentality of “that won’t happen to me.” The baby’s father was an older boy from a wealthy family who denied his responsibility. When she finally told her parents, their response carried a mix of concern and urgency, shifting the situation from private fear to something that required immediate resolution. Reality set in when friends of the family approached Betty about adopting her baby. Unable to conceive, they believed their offer could provide a more stable future for both Betty and the child.

      “It’s strictly your decision, Betty. If you want our opinion, we will give it to you,” her parents told her. With their kind words and support, she decided to keep the baby. She would be a single mom, but Betty was not one of the unfortunate teens, like Susan, who had no family to support her. Betty would not be solely responsible for childcare, and her child would be supported and cared for by multiple individuals.

      Betty’s mother, a stay-at-home mom, babysat the young infant while Betty worked. It was a system built out of necessity, not ease. Betty inhaled, exhaled, then confessed to me, “By the time my daughter was six weeks old, I found a job to help my parents pay for the formula and provide for my daughter.” Still, the question of accountability lingered. By the time her daughter was three months old, her parents decided to take the baby’s father to court to prove paternity.

      Most men and fathers are celebrated for their successes, while their shortcomings are typically excused as the necessary and expected price of masculine ambition. Identifying a man as the father of a child born out of wedlock can negatively impact his future, and this was the exact mindset Betty and her parents battled in a California courtroom in 1958.

      Scientists began exploring genealogical tests in the 1920s—research that, not coincidentally, occurred in an era of burgeoning interest in eugenics and racial pseudoscience (in other words, scientific racism). Individuals living under the Nazis’ reign attempted to use genealogical tests as evidence they were of Aryan descent, and some researchers were interested in the idea that science could identify an unknown father.⁠4 Men’s and women’s groups expressed an intense interest in this possibility, but for different reasons. Men’s groups viewed the modern woman as a threat and considered their lifestyles to be promiscuous and unreliable, intended to trap men through false claims of fatherhood. Women’s groups, on the other hand, pushed for expanded access to paternity tests to force men to share the responsibilities in raising the children they helped create. These women vowed to challenge the idea that a woman had to bear the stigma of being fallen and disgraced for the remainder of her life while society granted the man a free pass.

      Dr. Albert Abrams designed the oscillophore and rudimentary blood tests that determined paternity by measuring the vibrations of blood. By today’s standards, Abrams was a fraud, and his work was pseudoscience. Nonetheless, a San Francisco judge summoned Dr. Abrams to court regarding a case involving a husband disputing paternity of his wife’s baby. The newspapers announced the verdict: “Court Establishes Parentage of Baby by Electric Blood Test.”⁠5 The judge relied on the test—despite its scientific limitations—but likely grounded the ruling in the longstanding legal presumption that a child born within a marriage is the husband’s.⁠6

      These paternity norms were not the same for unwed teen moms hoping to prove a boy’s responsibility. All the key players—Betty, her parents, and the public defender on one side, and the former boyfriend, his family, and an expensive attorney on the other side—stood in front of the judge in a southern California courtroom. The expensive attorney argued, “It was possible, but not plausible for him to be the father considering the father had low sperm count.” Betty’s public defender failed to perform the “defending” of his job and never cross-examined the doctor on how low sperm was determined.

      As the judge recommended, Betty had taken her daughter to court that day. Glancing between the boy and the baby, the judge announced, “I do not see any resemblance between the baby and the young man. I am
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