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It was August 8, 1983, on a Greyhound Bus from Los Angeles, California to San Antonio, Texas with my 3-year-old son.  A noticeable weight fell off my shoulders as the bus finally left the terminal.  Still tense, I was afraid that my then violent husband would show up and cause a scene, which could surely lead to my demise, or he could possibly run off with our son, again.  My son was begging to go back home.  What was I to tell him that, ‘We can’t because your mommy is afraid that she will be hurt if we stay with your daddy?’ 

My son was a sweet child, quiet and happy.  I knew that when I finally told him that we were never going back, to what he called home, that it could kill his spirit.  Well, it did!  The worst is that now, we’ll have to suffer together and grow up together.  

A late bloomer, I called myself, I was slightly behind the curve in emotional development and self-expression.  In my curiosity and in my desire to elevate myself; while watching tv, I would listen to words that I did not know, then spell them out and look them up in an old dictionary that my grandmother had.  But instead, it would be my tenacity that would elevate me and would keep me on track and defiant in accepting or allowing traditions to rule my life.

With only $746 in an old purse and a trash bag of all our
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