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    This story is about finding freedom from my storm in the midst of my disability and heartbreak. I found a new determination to go after my dreams and to never give up. Through this storm in my life, I learned how to be a better person and to care for others. This is a story about defying all the odds and returning from the darkest time in my life. This is a story of hope and encouragement. I hope this story will help and encourage others and inspire them to go after their dreams.

  


  


  
    Chapter One

    Looking at a Distorted Mirror


    It all began one dark, snowy day, on March 7, 1972. My dad rushed my mom out to the car. The roads were very slushy and the snow was coming down at a great clip. The loud traffic was moving very slowly. My dad was like a NASCAR driver. My mom and dad went into the hospital in Weymouth, Massachusetts. The hospital was overcrowded and very loud. The receptionist telephoned the head nurse. The head nurse rushed very quickly through the large automatic door and gently placed my mom in a wheelchair. In a flash, they were gone.


    In the noisy waiting room, my father walked back and forth. The time stood still. The hands on the clock didn’t seem to move. After a while the head nurse appeared. Her face was drawn and she looked tired. Before she could speak, an older gentleman who looked like a country doctor appeared at her side. When he spoke, the room went silent, and talking to my dad was like talking to a brick wall.


    The head nurse was a kind, patient person. She took down the bricks from the wall my dad had set up. “Mr. Harrington,” she said, “your wife had to have an emergency C-section. Your little girl is very small and premature and she can easily fit into a dresser drawer. She wasn’t supposed to come into this world until May. The baby had trouble breathing on her own so we placed her in an incubator and we are getting oxygen to her to help her to breathe. She also will have trouble walking and crawling. She has coordination problems.”


    My father had a blank look on his face; he could not believe his little girl wasn’t healthy. The nurse told him he could see me tomorrow and he could spend the night in the hospital room with my mom. They would bring a cot for him to sleep on.


    That night in the hospital, God and his angels were at work. The device that supplied my oxygen suddenly malfunctioned, so there wasn’t any oxygen coming into my incubator for several hours. The head nurse who had seen my dad was off for the evening. All the nurses were busy and thought I was sleeping, but I was not; I was struggling to stay alive. Something wonderful occurred that night.


    The head nurse was called in to check on the baby in the incubator beside me. The other nurses didn’t have her qualifications to deal with emergency cases. She went to the other baby in the incubator, glanced over to me, and saw I was hardly moving. She told another nurse on duty what to do for the baby near me. She went to me and opened the lid of the incubator, and while she did this she sang sweetly to me. She picked me up, went to the phone like a mighty rushing wind, and called for the doctor to come quickly. The doctor arrived and I stopped breathing. The doctor worked tirelessly to revive me. They finally revived me after a long process. They would have to monitor me to make sure I was still breathing. The day came when I was well enough to go home.


    My life was a fairytale story until it turned into a bad dream. My mom, my dad, my sister, and I lost our home and had to move to a different part of Massachusetts. My sister’s and my things were sold in a yard sale. We moved to a different city in Massachusetts on a sunny day.


    My sister and I had to go to a new school. The building on this Bible school campus looked like an old-fashioned museum. My sister had no problem making friends. I was awkward and shy, so I had trouble making friends.


    One dark, dreary, rainy day, we had to leave this part of Massachusetts and move to another city. We did not know where to go. My young world smashed, like a vase landing right on the floor. We moved in with a family we had met at a church. This family reminded me of a family in a science-fiction film.


    While we were there, my sister and I were told that my mom and dad were not getting back together; they were getting a divorce. The feeling of rejection I felt was like a giant earthquake. An arrow pierced my heart that day. I knew at a young age that my dad loved us but couldn’t be there with us anymore. I did not know why he had to leave. I was very afraid and did not understand the reason. He came to visit a few times and one day he just disappeared. He was like the character in a movie called The Invisible Man.


    This caused me to build an old mirror piece by piece, and I placed it on a stand. The frame that the glass was placed in meant rejection. The glass that was in that frame was old and distorted. The old frame represented a poor self-image. I wanted everything to be wonderful again.

  


  
    Chapter Two

    Life in a Funhouse


    Close your eyes and picture a circus with a big top, crowded with circus performers followed by animals. In the middle of the road there is a funhouse swarming with clowns going in. The funhouse, for most children, is full of excitement and anticipation. The funhouse represents a maze, with odd mirrors showing images of scary-looking clowns gazing out at me. The maze of mirrors represents confusion, loneliness, and rejection. The image of scary-looking clowns looking out at me through the mirrors is fear and anger.


    There was a series of moves, with new schools and churches. Each one we went to had different views on how to get to heaven. Some believed if you worked hard and failed you would be lucky if you were a doorman at the gate or the man that washed the floors in heaven. Some believed you stood in line and your number was pulled like in a deli and you got in; if you were religious enough and were part of the chosen, or you looked the part, you could be the one who would be chosen to sit on Jesus’s throne. During these times in my life I felt like I might as well get my hotdogs and marshmallows and pack a bag because I had done wrong and I was going to hell.


    These negative thoughts poisoned my young mind and heart. My life at home wasn’t a storybook life; my mom was very legalistic and she was into strong discipline. I did not realize at my young age that my mom had her own dragons to slay. I didn’t realize this because I was so small. She did the best job she could; she had two children to support. I began to gain weight and we did not have the best clothes. This pushed open doors to bullying and ridicule. To make matters worse, I went to Special Ed class. This was where I started to get a stamp on the forehead that said “Defective.” My mom, my sister and I were preparing for another move. We never stayed in one place for long. My dad was still not there; he was still invisible, nowhere to be found. My life was like a scene from the Twilight Zone. The host announcing the show would come out of a mirror.


    Let me transport you through the ’70s: bad haircuts, bell-bottom pants, and a plaid dress shirt. This was the year my mom had this idea to cut my hair and my sister’s by sticking a bowl on our heads and cutting around it. The person who invented this hairstyle had no fashion sense. I looked like the Little Dutch Boy, who was on the paint can during that time. I had to go to school like that. Mom thought that style would look good on her daughter. I looked like a clown that starred in a kid’s show. The only thing I needed was a big bright-red nose and red floppy shoes. I went to school the next day feeling like I had a large neon-orange sign that said, “Laugh at me, I look like a circus clown.”

  


  
    Chapter Three

    Discoveries


    Use your imagination and close your eyes. You will not have to pack or buy a ticket. We are going back in time. The decade is now the 1980s. The year of music videos from VH1 and MTV and strange MC Hammer pants that looked like clown pants. Weird fashions: big hoop earrings and big hair. Groups like the Police and Pet Shop Boys, etc. Karaoke at my cousin’s house, watching old movies with my uncle while he would fall asleep. The first gaming system and the first computer. My mom didn’t believe in progress; she had old-school beliefs. My mom would tell me computers were for the smart, the wealthy, and businessmen. She thought if computers were in the hands of the youth it would lead to sin.


    We moved to California, where I discovered I was becoming a young woman. I developed a love for literature, history, writing, and music. Life in California was different. I was now in junior high. The junior high in California was full of valley girls and surfers. The girls in my junior high looked like models with tans. I started to notice boys. This was strange to me at the time. When I was young I used to think boys had germs you could catch any time.


    I asked my mom if this was normal. Her response was, “You shouldn’t think about boys; you will open yourself to lust and lust is sin, and that is a sin God
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