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~ Dedicated To Those Left Behind ~
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I tell people, “Never say never,” because the impossible is only an idea that is still to be done. To try and fail is not the mark of failure. But seeing something as impossible before you have ever tried. It is genuinely marking yourself as a failure.

Courage is not the absence of fear; it makes people ponder what life has to give. What are they supposed to do with what has been granted to them? Nevertheless, I consider what I still need to finish in my life to be what I still need to do.

I sit and think about all those dreams I let slip through my fingers.

I dreamed about being a famous writer. How I would build a sanctuary for abused animals, and even how I would one day open a club for men and women to live a life that others would shun.

Although I have done nothing, I still dream of all these things. 

I have written and published a few books, yet I have yet to sell anything.

So here I sit, thinking about my life.

This story is about a person’s abuse, neglect, and survival, and what they had to endure and cope with throughout the years when they should have been loved but were not.

I am writing this book for those who were not and may not be as fortunate as I was.

Therefore, I dedicate this book to them and my brothers and sisters, who still suffer abuse in their adult lives. I write it for those who cannot seem to break the cycle. 

I hope this book will help others understand what happens to the less fortunate in our society, even though you may find yourself sad and in awe as you read my book.

All too often, people are not as fortunate and will not live through the horrors and trials that life will set before them, leaving their stories unheard.

Therefore, I write this story in their honor.

Many times in my young life, the hard times seemed impossible. Nevertheless, with the help of some, I would have called friends before they, too, showed their true colors. 

However, with good old-fashion hard work, a little imagination, and ingenuity, things that may have been impossible are often possible, and with the strength to do what is necessary despite their fear.
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~ Chapter 1 The Beginning. ~
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It is late September, and I am sitting at my computer, trying to clear my head and write my next novel. It is now after seven in the morning, the only time I have to myself. 

I have someone here, but I wish I were on a mountain with a lake or an alcove with mountains behind and the ocean in front. 

Sometimes, I dream of the little alcove with its cottage loft nestled in the trees.

The cottage is an open floor plan with a garden bathroom. 

I am dying just like everyone else, if not from a disease, an accident, or old age. 

However, we all wish we could live forever, yet we all know there is no way any of us will. 

I was ill-fated from the day I was born. 

I should have died that day, but for some reason, the Gods and Goddesses saw fit to pity me and keep me alive.

Only they know why. 

All I know is I am sentenced to hell.

Anyways, with my father who loved to claim me as his due and a mother who thought I was evil because I just stared at her for some unknown reason.

For her, I would do nothing but cry or stare.

I wonder what she would think if, looking back and seeing what the matter with her child was, she knew that all the crying and staring I had done was because I feared what was done due to the trauma of being molested at such a young age. 

It makes you think, doesn’t it?

This may not be my best novel, but it is a tale nonetheless. 

It makes life seem more accessible, at least for me. 

With my ability to escape into the writings of others, my writings may help someone else find an escape of their own. 

I dedicate it to all those who are like me and feel their world does not match who they are.

I do not know when my life started. I do know that it was not in my formative years. Nor was it the day my mother gave birth to me. 

Some say life is simple; just live it. Others say life is hard. 

You must keep your boss happy with your work to avoid getting fired. 

You must keep your family happy, show unconditional love and respect, and your siblings to please, or you get the pain they can deal out.

What if you cannot keep your boss happy? Or your family shows you no respect or love, and your siblings just hate you for one of your parents leaving, and they say it is your fault?

You see, I am that sibling that a parent was caught harming, and my mother sent the man she thought loved her away for what she caught him doing to me.

Now you see, I have six siblings who blame me for him having to leave because he was caught harming me at the tender age of six. 

He was doing things a father should never do to a child. 

I can only remember small things about my father and his so-called love for me. 

I remember when my mom would go to work, and he would send my siblings out to get ice cream and play, and I could not go with them.

My father had other plans for me, and it was not that of a child but a woman. I do not think I ever got to be a child, even when I lived in foster care. 

From age eight until I was twelve, I lived with a family that was supposed to care for the children they agreed to take in. However, they did not care for us; instead, they used us as paid labor. 

We never get paid unless you consider the food they fed us and the used or donated clothing they put on our backs and sent to school as payment.

When we got home from school, we had, as they called it, chores. 

We had to do our homework and then go out and pull the weeds in their garden, which was about two city blocks long and wide. 

We had to tend to the chickens, feed the pigs, do the laundry, and clean the house before dinner was on the table. 

If this was not done by the time dinner was on the table, you did not get to eat that night.

For four years, I thought this was how life was supposed to be. 

I would watch how other children’s parents treated their kids while I waited to board the school bus that took us to school or brought us back to the foster home.

I always wondered why those parents gave their children hugs and kisses or met them at the bus stop; I never received that. I would watch the foster mother hug my sisters and brother.

I watched them all. 

I was called the water of life when I was young, and I wondered why I was always left out of that tiny bit of affection. 

Later in life, I discovered what it meant to be the water of life. I was only born to be used for cleaning, as water would do to the day it rained outside.

When one of my siblings did something wrong, and the foster parents did not know who did it, we would have to choose a marble out of a hat, and the one who got the black marble was the one who got the punishment.

I remember the first time I had to get the belt from my foster parent’s bedroom and bring it to the foster mother. The first time I got a whipping, I did not know what I had done wrong or why I was being punished. 

The foster parent always told us to think about what we had done and why we were getting a whipping.
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