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Dedication

To those who have endured the unimaginable and still found a way to keep going.

And to the people who chose to love me when I needed it most.
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Author’s Note

Dear Reader,

This book is one of the rawest versions of my life story. It is not softened, not rewritten to make anyone comfortable, and not disguised under titles that tried to dilute its truth. Over the years, this memoir has worn many names — Cerebral Palsy Gal, Eternal Sunshine of the CP Gal’s Mind, A Girl I Used to Recall, and later rewritten in faith as A Lifetime Fight – Living with Cerebral Palsy. Each version reflects a moment in my journey, but this one stands as the most unfiltered.

I know some of the choices within these pages may be difficult to understand — particularly the romantic relationship I share with my therapist. While many have labeled it inappropriate or harmful, I want to be clear: this story is mine, and this is how I experienced it. At the same time, I acknowledge that for readers who have suffered therapist abuse, these passages may be painful. Please take care of yourself as you read.

This memoir is not always pretty. It contains family trauma, abuse, mental health struggles, and the complex reality of living with cerebral palsy. At times, it nearly cost me friendships, my reputation, and even my life. But it also led me to faith, resilience, and purpose.

Sharing these pages is my way of choosing honesty over silence.

With honesty,
Amanda Forry/Fino
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Trigger Warning

Trigger Warning

This memoir contains descriptions of child abuse and neglect by a mother, emotional and verbal abuse, disability-related trauma, and medical trauma. It also includes depictions of suicidal ideation and sexual violence, including same-sex rape.

It further portrays a romantic relationship between a therapist and client. While this relationship is presented by the author as consensual and meaningful, readers should be aware that therapist-client relationships are considered unethical by professional standards and may be distressing or triggering to some.

Please prioritize your safety and well-being while reading.
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Living Strong with CP

Having Cerebral Palsy can be hard and sometimes painful, both mentally and physically. However, in addition to Cerebral Palsy, the doctor also diagnosed me with PTSD and Bipolar II in 2017. 

Yet, I learned that I’m not alone. It’s WE not I in the fight for a cure for CP. I can feel it in my bones that we are so close to treatment – not just for CP but for all disabilities if we stop wasting money on things.

I love waking up each morning to the sweet smell of coffee and going downstairs to a fresh cup of coffee waiting for me along with my morning greeting from my dad. While the 6am starting of Fox and Friends appears on TV, of course, we go back and forth between CNN and MSNBC News. For about an hour, dad and I discuss anything new that is going on in our lives and such. I never saw myself being a 30-year-old drinking coffee and watching the news and being grateful for each new day. After coffee, I go to take the six morning pills that help me deal with my Cerebral Palsy and mental health. Then I head upstairs, turning on my computer to what I refer to as the Facebook world, and start the day while having a cup of coffee with my beloved friend Annie as we talk about everything. I live in Williamsburg, V.A. and I am the author of other works of adult fiction.

I am here today as a self-advocate, a proud Virginian, a concerned citizen, and a member of the Training Alumni Association (T.A.A)—an association of graduates of the Partners in Policymaking program and the Youth Leadership Academy supported by the Virginia Board for People with Disabilities that facilitates grassroots advocacy. I’m a proud graduate of this year’s class of 2020.

I was born with Cerebral Palsy as a result of a difficult birth. However, I have decided to wear my CP as a badge of courage.” I’m ready to tell everything about the traumatic childhood I endured, including physical, mental, sexual, and emotional abuse from my family.

While coping with the death of my father to cancer at age fifty-nine, my biological mother changed from a loving mother to someone who hated me. This resulted in her having me locked up through my teen years in my own family home.

My mom manipulated and gaslighted me into believing anger and hate was the way to live. I’ve survived three murder attempts by her hand. She made me feel like an animal, a monster that needed to be locked up. 

My mom tried to get me locked up in a mental asylum or a group home for disabled people so she could forget about me — acting like I was never her own daughter. On several occasions, I was driven to the near edge of life itself. It was a chance meeting with a former U.S. intelligence officer, his Russian-born wife, and their son that saved my life. They opened up their home – giving me the chance to be part of a loving family that I had so dearly craved. We are in the adoption process right now, and I’m changing my last name to their family name, Fino.

With all of life’s curves, twists, turns, and crossroads, it was a miracle that I arrived home at last: 26 years, 9 months, and 22 days later.! Fun fact, the A.D.A. was passed into law 110 days after I was born. This law gives me my life. I have the right to fly on an airplane alone. I have the right to go safely to school and do my studies with an I. E. P. that got my O.T, P.T, and Speech Therapy. Once I grew into an adult, it turned into a different story...

I have hundreds of ideas for improvement. In- come is often a barrier to attending social events and being visible. We should have discounts, like the military and the elderly have. Why do we look at people with disabilities like we do today, I ask you? Sometimes I feel like the world forgets about us, people with disabilities, giving us lip service. In the early 1900s, people with disabilities were sent off to state institutions, or even worse, to jail. I was heartbroken and disturbed when I read about what took place in the book, “Christmas in Purgatory” (1965). It was by far the most unearthly thing that Americans ever did. 

In 2015, I remember touring a facility for disabled adults in another state. It was found in a dangerous, depressed neighborhood. There were bars on the windows to keep them in and the neighbors out. At twenty-five years of age, I felt like the staff treated them, the disabled adults, as if they were cattle. When I looked at the people who were there, they were miserable. The rooms were not temperature-controlled and were dilapidated. I was angry with the authorities, the uncaring community, and the disrespect. I was in tears.

My dream for the future is to help open what I call luxury disability living. I realize gloving is required by law to prevent the spread of disease among staff and patients. However, it also leads to distancing the team from the residents. I want to make room decor inviting, allow food choices at meals, encourage outside guests at meals, and provide space for community meetings. Why do we have to wait until we are 65 years old to experience senior living at its best? 

Providing shopping and cultural expeditions also make us visible to the public. Regular access to transportation would allow people with disabilities to access the community just like anyone else. A person could complete their shopping, try an adventurous new experience, or even go to the spa. Should people with disabilities be able to go to a resort if they want to? Heckl yes! Why not enjoy life like others?

I’m going to just put it like it is. In my point of view, I am not a hero or that gal that you call “inspiring.” I have really blown it and messed things up, including many relationships in the past. God is magnificent, which helps me become a better person today. Before, I had a horrible temper and, to put it simply, I was not the kind of person that you would want to know. I am not scared to talk about my lengthy list of mistakes and sins. I wish that I could change the past, but I don’t have my magic wand to redo history. Each day I thank God for his power of healing me and for allowing me to become CP Gal.

I’m trying my best to become one of the voices of those who, through disability, cannot speak for themselves. I am not out for myself, I’m out for that friend who went into an institution for life because of her CP. And that friend who can’t talk or walk, who uses a wheelchair and his iPad to communicate. 

I am here to fight for disability rights, not for personal gain. I want to help change the whole world’s point of view on how they view a person with a disability being out in public. I recall once on a shopping trip, I tried on a very sexy dress, and I showed it to my mother. There were two ladies in the dressing room, and one of them said:

“If I had her body, I would wear that dress, but she can’t wear that dress.” I was very hurt by what was said. 

Another time, a female doctor refused to give me a Pap smear due to my CP just because sex would be hard for me to understand. I am sorry to tell you that my biggest pet peeves are pity, lip service, and being treated like a baby. Here’s my point of view: We all have the same color of blood, we are all equal, so we should all be treated the same.. To me, that is God’s number one rule. Don’t pity me. Why would you? I’m just like you.

*:･ﾟ✧*:･ﾟ✧

Becoming Involved in the Cerebral Palsy Community.

My dear friend Charisse Hogan is a public speaker, artist, YouTube person, and Cerebral Palsy and anti-bullying advocate. I happened to meet her in August of 2012 after finding her Facebook page one night, and I was in awe of seeing a girl like her. I was very inspired by Charisse. At the time, I was new to the Cerebral Palsy community of Facebook. Taking a chance, I sent Charisse a private message.

Charisse replied to my message, and since then, I’ve discovered that CP not only affects my walking and talking like my birth mother, Linda, led me to believe, it affects other parts of my life. I just wish that my parents hadn’t had me locked down for half a decade.

Thanks to Charisse, I started to realize my CP made me who I was. I learned about the two CP days in March and September. I was shocked that my mom was alright with me being in the Cerebral Palsy community, but I celebrated my first ever CP Day in September of 2012. This was also the World Cerebral Palsy Day. I have met lots of people with CP since 2012, good and bad, I am sorry to say. Guys with CP are like any other guys — hitting on me, begging for some nude pictures of me, and yes, one guy showed me a photo of his you know what. A CP woman on Facebook told me that she wanted to fly to meet me and have sex. I just blocked her.

I have been blocked by other CP men and women just because of an auto-correct error. Oh well, this is part of life.

Charisse and I became good friends over the years. She once did a YouTube video reviewing my new book, “Wildflower.” Through her, I also met two dear friends, Heaven Ramsey and Rochelle Heath, my fellow Cerebral Palsy self-advocators.

How did I become a Cerebral Palsy self-advocate? It started as me trying to make a point to my mother that I could be one. I opened my Facebook page as “Cerebral Palsy Queen” in November of 2015. Back then, I wasn’t ready to step forward and become a Cerebral Palsy self-advocate yet, not like I am today. In 2018 I renamed my Cerebral Palsy advocate page to ‘Cerebral Palsy Gal’. Being late to the game, it was pure luck that no one had taken the name Cerebral Palsy Gal. The reason was, I wanted to have that name so people would take me seriously. I want to be seen as equal to all, and I am trying my best to educate myself and others about CP.

Cerebral Palsy: a congenital disorder of movement, muscle tone, or posture.

Symptoms include exaggerated reflexes, floppy or rigid limbs, and involuntary motions. These appear by early childhood. People may experience:

Muscular: difficulty walking, difficulty with bodily movements, muscle rigidity, permanent shortening of the muscle, problems with coordination, stiff muscles, overactive reflexes, involuntary movements, muscle weakness, muscle spasms, or paralysis of one side of the body

Developmental: failure to thrive, learning disability, slow growth, or speech delay in a child


Speech: speech disorder or stuttering


Also, common: constipation, difficulty swallowing, drooling, hearing loss, leaking of urine, paralysis, physical deformity, scissor gait, seizures, spastic gait, teeth grinding, tremor, or difficulty raising the foot.


***Sources: Mayo Clinic and others***


My CP is what is called Mixed Type CP. I have muscle spasms, making it hard to relax. I have no control over my voice tones, and these two are the parts I really hate. I can’t work a real job. I have a grammatical learning disability as one
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