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A Letter to Kim, my Daughter

I am dedicating this book to my wonderful darling daughter Kim.

You deserve to know the truth, the whole truth, and nothing but the truth. I am writing this letter to acknowledge you as the most important person in my life. You are the most special and precious person in my life now and ever. I want you to know all about your birth and my world’s acceptance of you at birth and your early years. I apologize for the abuse and neglect that you have suffered.

I am sorry that you were also shunned by the religious group, called the Mennonites of Lancaster County, Pennsylvania. I tried all I could to have the two of us accepted in the family and especially at big family dinners at grandma’s house. I saw how your little cousins ignored you and left you out of the games they played. If they had a chance to take the last piece of homemade chocolate candy that grandma made for Christmas, they took it. That is why we often left the dinners early, to avoid more hurt. I would cry on the way home and apologize to you, but that did not make the hurt go away.

I wrote this book to try and help you understand how a cult-like organized religion can break one’s heart from all their judging. They judge me as I had left the religion and did not marry one of them. I hope you do not hate them, but I do wish for you to not live that type of life. At birth you had a special calling on this earth. Which you are doing an excellent job too. I am very proud of you.

I am sorry that you are still ignored to this day. When I leave this earth, I know at least your friends will comfort you. I will be watching over you too. I love you so much. I hope this book will help you understand the evil displayed toward me in this family and you share no guilt in their actions. You will continue to be your warm and wonderful self. 

From your loving Mother, Mary
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I thank all others who helped me on my journey. 

I tried to be very selective in my choosing of listeners as I had had enough of mockery and ridicule from relatives.
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All the characters and situations described in the books are true and accurate to my memory. They are, as I loved, hated, breathed, and saw them through my eyes. Whether they are young and innocent or older and sad, it is my memory. Most names of characters and locations are true. I have exercised a writer’s right in taking the liberty of describing workings of the Lancaster County Conference Mennonite Church in Lancaster, Pennsylvania. It is told as I saw and was compelled to live it. Remember, I only saw it through my eyes. This is my life that I lived, against my will as a child, and was severely damaged as a result.

The opinions in this book are strictly my personal experiences. My opinions and experiences are not necessarily those of some local Mennonites or certain family members. These opinions have risen from the treatment of religious punishment shown to me during my life. The daily rituals of the religion produced trauma, including being shunned till this day in my years of retirement.

My interpretation of treatments leads me to believe that the Mennonite Religion is a Cult.

These books are from writing notes of my life for the last sixty years and much therapy, healing, and recovering from the traumas of my childhood and shunning to this day. I hope my story will help victims come forward so we can help each other to heal.
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Spiritual death is used as a threat that one would meet physical death.
~ Mary Ranc

My Memoir is for incest victims to realize that you are not alone!
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“Determined to Survive Mary’s Shunning, the Risks of Freedom” is the second book about the true story of a girl surviving sexual abuse, rape, and my Mennonite Cult family. I learned how to live in the world and to help myself heal.

Running away from my sexually abusive life was daring and created a whole new world for me. The train ride to Philadelphia was like traveling into another space where I faced new challenges and tragedies.

I found freedom by turning anxiety into curiosity. Overcoming the fear of being followed led into a bouncing life full of so many new things. I was so excited about this big city of Philadelphia, Pennsylvania that I never wanted to leave. I was free of the life I lived in the first book of Mary’s Shunning.

At a very early age I knew I was not loved and was on my own. I had to create my own happiness and daydream and figure out things for myself once I knew I could not trust my parents and brothers, as I was under their watchful eye.

I was the fifth child of seven children. Older brothers were Floyd, Edwin& Harold, and older sister Ethel, and younger sister Anna. And most important was my brother Clayton (Butch) who was my buddy and still is. We appeared to look like a wonderful religious family on a big farm.

My family abused me through beatings, sexual molestation, starving, rape, and isolation. I was stopped from going to high school and was forced to wear certain clothes and a net on my head. I was forbidden to have friends. 

These books are the result of me writing notes of my life for the last sixty years and much therapy, healing, learning, working and recovering from the traumas of my childhood and shunning to this day.

I hope my story will help victims come forward so we can help each other to heal. 
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RELIGION IS WHAT KEEPS THE POOR FROM MURDERING THE RICH   ~ NAPOLEON

––––––––
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SPEAK from the heart and let your emotions influence your human relations. 

Think emotionally, for what you think, you look. 

What you think, you do. 

What you think, you are.


Author unknown
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1 Life as a Runaway: 
The Most Important Year of my Youth
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May nineteenth 1956 was a new beginning for me. This was the first day of the rest of my life. Today, Saturday, I would be getting out of this terrible prison where the guards had nothing good to report about me. The guards were my Mother and Father. Usually on a Saturday I was left to clean the house and bakeshop. Mom and sis Ethel went off to market for the day. Little sis Anna went to one of Mom’s brothers’ house for the day. So that left me all alone. Daddy and some of the brothers went off to do their carpentry work. I normally would start the housecleaning and then take a break and start to scrub the bake shop. There was always gooey cake mixture stomped onto the floor from all eight members of the family after wrapping all those one hundred ten cakes for market. Once Mom left in the old pickup truck and off to market and daddy and his crew off to work, that left me in the house all alone.

I had no intentions of cleaning the house or bakeshop today. I pulled all the blinds down to almost closed as that is what mom did when we went away, that way our friends or relatives knew we were not home. After the blinds were down, I picked up the brown shopping bag and placed some underwear, the blouse, and the skirt I “borrowed” from Ethel. She wore them in the winter when she went ice skating. I was in the yellow dress that Ethel helped me to make a few weeks ago and tightened the brown belt I bought for ninety nine cents at H.L. Greens 5 & 10 store at the corner of E. King St and W. Orange streets. Mom would send me to the paper store to get more bags and I just slipped down the street to buy the belt. I wore it under my dress next to my skin till we got home from market, then I would hide it in the attic. So I had to run up in the attic and get it down today for the big trip. Then I had to go and dig up my pint jar with change in it. I had been sneaking a dime or nickel into the jar almost weekly to save for this day. I had thirty two dollars. I felt rich.  

The last thing I had to do was go upstairs and take off my Mennonite covering. I laid it on the dresser real slow, as if I was on stage in a play. I took down my bob and placed all the hairpins in the covering. Then I took a comb and combed out the waves in my hair from all those braids being in my hair for fourteen years.

I picked up my bag and started walking out to the Lincoln Highway, which was one and one half miles away. My heart was just pounding a mile a minute as I had to pass the neighbor’s kid on his tractor as I took a short cut across his field. I bided my time as to when to walk across the field as he was going around on his tractor. I was able to get across the field while he was at the opposite end and he did not get a good look at my face. 

I finally reached the highway and stopped in at the little bus stop/restaurant and bought a ticket. It would be a few hours till the bus arrived. So I sat in the little restaurant with a complimentary cup of hot tea. I waited as the clock struck twelve noon and got really nervous when I saw daddy’s car come around the corner with Clayt and Harold in it. Daddy was driving and laughing so Clayt had probably just told a joke.

That crisis came and went and later the bus came. I got on the bus and said I was going to Philadelphia. He said, “Ma’am this bus only goes to Leaman Place, I don’t know how you are going to get to Philadelphia unless you can flag down the Greyhound Bus.” I rode to the end and as the bus turned into a driveway that encircled a big red Brick house. The bus driver stopped and I got out. I got out and just stood there; I did not know what to do.

The lady who lived in the red house asked me to come in for some tea. I sat there for almost two hours and finally her husband said, “I’ll take you in to the Train station and you can get a train to Philadelphia from there.” I thanked him and off we went to Lancaster. It was a long ride, but I was silent as I was afraid I would say something wrong.

I climbed up the big cement steps to the train station at the top. After hanging out for a few minutes I figured out what one does. So I went over to the window and asked for a one way ticket to Philadelphia, I gave him all change as that was all I had. I got a seat on one of those long benches. There were two tracks so how was I to figure out which one went to Philadelphia? I sat there plotting what to do. Do I walk down those steps and just guess which line is for my train? I couldn’t do anything to get attention. The police could come and find out who I was and take me back home.

I finally had the courage to ask a lady and she said, “just follow me as I am getting that same train to Philadelphia.” I walked around the big station and found a book rack. I saw a pocket book entitled ‘Runaway Girl’. I couldn’t help myself; I grabbed it and quickly walked over to the ticket man and gave him the money. I then went into the ladies room and tore the cover off the book as it was a dead give away to my actions. I could not afford to be questioned. I then changed from my yellow dress into the pink blouse and blue skirt. Tied my hair back and put the orange lipstick on that I had found in the market public bathroom. I walked out through the waiting area and took a seat.

Finally after a train whistle, the other lady beside me got up and I followed her to the train. I sat beside her and we chatted for a brief moment then we both turned to our books and began reading. I thought they might figure out that I was a runaway, so I stayed very low-key. I began reading of this girl that ran away from home and all the things she had to find out and change. I was so grateful for that information.

I immediately changed my birth date and age. I was now eighteen instead of sixteen to avoid working papers. I would have to figure out how to get a Social Security number. I rehearsed who I was, I was Betty Jane Moyer, age eighteen, and I was moving to Philadelphia to start a new life as my grandfather told me to do after he died. I lived with my Grandfather after my mother, his daughter Dorothy, left me and went to California. I never knew her and did not miss her and my grandfather was very good to me. We were very poor and he told me to go to the city and get a job and I would be alright there.

I took this idea and name after I saw a death announcement in the Lancaster paper that a Mr. Moyer died and left no children. I clipped it out and adopted him as the grandfather that raised me. I was now someone new. I needed that time on the train to get my thoughts together and have answers ready for any questions.

I made it to Philadelphia and what a beautiful place! I now had to put into motion what I had dreamed about for the last two years. I stepped off the train at the North Philadelphia Station and followed the main crowd out to the street pretending to know where I was going. I walked up North Broad Street looking for a room. Somehow the first room didn't look right, I really hadn't worked up the courage to talk to anyone just yet, so I walked on a little farther, I passed another FOR RENT sign and still didn't feel comfortable to knock on the door of a strange house just yet. Finally I had the courage to knock on a door by the fourth sign. I had to be very careful with my money as I only had twenty six dollars left. I got up the courage to walk up the six steps onto her porch. I rang the bell and a nice lady in a blue dress opened the door. I told her I was looking for a room and she showed me what she had which was a three room apartment for seventeen dollars a week. Her name was Jean and I told her it was fine. We sat down at the kitchen table and I counted out seventeen dollars of nickels, dimes and quarters. Jean made a comment about me having all that change. I told her, it's from traveling around so much in the last few days, and I need to get rid of it. She accepted the explanation and took the money.

I had my own key to my own place, I felt rather grown up. I locked myself in immediately and just stayed quiet and absorbed the new sounds outside. Doors would open and close followed by footsteps, the cars buzzing up and down North Broad Street, where were they all going? And where did they all come from? I never saw so many cars all at one time in all of my life. Then as darkness fell instead of it being dark and quiet outside like the country, there was still the noise of cars, and lights all along the streets and alleys stayed lit all night. I wondered who paid all those electric bills.

I didn't get much sleep that night with all the newness around me, it was all so strange and yet so exciting. In the morning were more new noises, the baby upstairs was crying, and children were outside playing in the small back yards that were filled with cement instead of grass. I was going to stay in the apartment all day Sunday, because I just didn't quite know what to do with myself, all I was waiting for was Monday so I could buy a newspaper and look for a job. I just wanted this day to pass.

A knock on the door startled me because no one knew me so, what did they want. After several knocks I asked who was there and she told me it was the neighbor girl upstairs. I opened the door and talked to her through the open door. She asked me to come up to her apartment and meet her baby. Susan was about ten months old and a real cutie; I took a liking to her immediately and her to me.

She asked me my name and then introduced herself and said her name was Alma. I stopped short, shocked, as that was my mother’s name. I asked her how she spelled it and I quickly answered that “Alma was a pretty name.” She thanked me. My brain was confused and scared as I just left an Alma in Lancaster and now the first person I befriend in this big city was another Alma. This baby Susan, however, was a person I could deal with. A little baby could not ask questions and I didn't have to explain anything to her. Her mother Alma talked a lot and I just listened. I told her about the story of my only family member passing on and that it was his wish for me to come to the big city to make a new start. Alma began to show me makeup, how to dress and she also cut my hair off and styled it to a more modern way that really took away the Mennonite look. Alma then got out this little jar of pink liquid and brushed it on my nails; my, I looked and felt so pretty. She fussed with my hair and make-up, she told me about dating, what to do on dates, how to handle guys when they wanted to go beyond their limit with a girl. One terrific piece of advice was, “keep talking.” It's the greatest diversion in the world; keep the subject of the conversation on the man. They are very egotistical anyway, so swell their heads and they will keep their minds off other business. He will either join you in your intelligent conversation or dump you, and this is what separates the men from the boys.

Alma continued to introduce me to the world by showing me the neighborhood, the grocery store, dry cleaners, where to get the trolley and the subway. I returned her favors by babysitting Susan while she went out dating. She showed me a few dance steps after I picked up the beat which seemed to come naturally for me. By the time evening came she asked me if I had eaten, which I hadn't eaten since breakfast the day before, so I fully enjoyed her homemade Italian Spaghetti and Meatballs. By night fall I was really ready for a good night’s sleep. I felt safe in knowing Alma was upstairs and I had learned so much that day I was exhausted and fell off to sleep.

Waking up early in the morning after hearing Alma's footsteps going off to work, I knew today was the day that I had to find work. Saturday I would have to come up with another seventeen dollars, because I now only had nine dollars left for some food and transportation. Ten in the morning I bought a newspaper to look at the ads. I sat out on the front porch which was elevated from the sidewalk by six steps, a stone walled banister, and a few flowers here and there for beauty also adding privacy to the porch. I read the front page fascinated at anything because it was all new and I wanted to learn as quickly as possible about the big city. I went to page two by closing the paper to separate the pages, as I did this my eyes went past the newspaper onto the sidewalk where two men were walking, talking and looking around at people on the porches and into the cars out on the street. I quickly opened up the paper to the second page where there was a picture of a huge ship, I stared and stared at the ship that was in the center of the page, and at that precise moment wishing desperately that I was on the ship wherever it was, but that was impossible so I just kept my head in the paper because I didn't want the people on the street to know who I was. The ship had a big hole in the side and people standing around looking at it. I froze for a long minute and then peeked out around the paper and watched as the two men continued up the street and were safely out of sight. I sighed relief and thanked God for protecting me against the two men on the street as they were my brother Eddie and his school chum Elvin Beiler.

The fear in me was unbelievable; I was shaking and half-crying and in such shock and disbelief as I saw them go up onto other porches looking behind the newspapers to see who was behind the paper. I slowly closed the paper and moved backward very slowly into the front door of the house. I ran up the stairs and into the apartment. I was shaking so bad I could hardly slide the refrigerator in front of the door. I stayed in the apartment the rest of the day not answering the door to Alma that evening when she came home from work. She told me later she thought I was out looking for a job, I said I wasn't feeling well, which really I was nervous and nauseated, but had no food all day. I only had a few dollars left and was not going to waste it on food.

In the morning Alma promised to take me to her neighborhood up in Germantown and she would be sure I could get a job at one of the stores somewhere up there. I played with Susan a lot that evening and once again I felt safe with Alma around.

Tuesday morning was a bright and beautiful morning as Alma and I rode the trolley to Germantown. She introduced me to her co-workers in the jewelry store and introduced me to a few store managers in the area. The manager in Kresge's needed someone to sell the hotdogs and soda at the little counter in his store, I told him I had experience selling food to the public and I knew how to count money and I was hired immediately and started working on Wednesday Morning. I neither saw nor heard any more of my brother. So, with my new job I started off on my new life in a new world. I was a very independent person and I didn't want anyone to know that I was new at this stuff. So, I would walk around in the neighborhood to get myself familiar with the streets, and go back and forth to work on my own. When the paychecks came in on Friday, all the girls got a paycheck except me. So, I asked the boss if I could have one that I had worked two days. He looked at me like I was a little goofy and me not understanding how the real world worked. I just smiled and said “please.” He realized that I was being very serious and I was new at this and did not understand all this payroll talk. I explained how I needed seventeen dollars for rent and I only had a few dollars left. Well, bless his heart I got the rent money in advance.

That evening as I was playing with Susan and Alma was getting ready for a date, she suggested that I move in with her and we could split the rent and she would feed me in exchange for babysitting Susan in the evenings. I was thrilled for I felt very safe in her presence and Susan and I had become great buddies. So we talked it over with the landlady who was very understanding and even set up an extra cot in the living room for me. My rent was twelve dollars a week plus I didn't worry about food. I was also allowed to eat on the job. Alma tried to get me to date, but I wasn't interested, she would bring guys to the apartment for me to meet, and they were quite good-looking and they would tell me I was cute, and all those regular lines, but I just didn't go for it. I would rather stay home and play with Susan. I would bathe her, shampoo her hair, wash her diapers, iron her little dresses, and I kept the apartment spotless. I did Alma's ironing and sewing for her and sometimes cooked, but she liked to cook and did it well in her original Italian way so I gave her the privilege as I reaped the rewards.

I became very friendly with the next door neighbor and her husband and they asked me over one Sunday evening to watch television. I followed her over to her living room and she introduced me to her husband. He was Mr. Rauwolf and she was Mrs. Rauwolf. I sat there looking at the TV stunned, as I could not figure out how that girl was inside that piece of furniture. I didn't say anything, because I didn't want to look too ignorant. I just waited till I watched it a few times and finally had courage to ask how they got the picture to come into their living room and Joe would try to explain it. It was way over my head, but I just nodded that I understood it. I finally figured out how the cute young lady wearing that beautiful, full skirted black dress was singing that song somewhere else, but it was coming to us in the living room. It was Teresa Brewer singing 'Sweet Old Fashioned Girl' on the The Ed Sullivan Show. I became quite a fan of the television so, on evenings that Alma would go out, Susan and I would go next door and watch television with the Rauwolfs.

My first payday soon rolled around and I had money left over to buy some clothes, at present my wardrobe consisted of one dress and a skirt and blouse. I went to a dress shop in Germantown and saw a lovely pink sleeveless dress; I asked the saleslady if I could try it on, she asked me what size I wore? I said “I don't know”, she repeated as if in shock “what size do you wear?” looking me over like I was scum. I felt like running out of the store, but no. I was tired of running from people that mistreated me, so I decided to fight this grumpy old bag. I always remembered mom said to kill people with kindness, so I turned on my charm. I told her I was from the country and my grandfather and I always made our own clothes and I had no idea what size I wore I came to her because I thought she looked experienced at what she was doing and hoped she could help me. By the time I left the store I had her eating out of my hand. This was a rich experience for me, it gave me the confidence that I knew I was going to be ok. I prayed all the time to God to keep me safe and I knew he was there for me. I knew He could hear me without that little white nylon cap “covering” on my head. I just wished my mom could know about these things, but I always remember her grabbing for her covering if for some reason it was off, like she was washing her hair or something. If she had just washed her long hair and was brushing it out and there was a knock on the door, she would quickly pull the covering over her head the best way she could in case it was the preacher at the door, or someone that might get it back to the preacher that they caught her in her house without her covering. Then she would have to stand and make a public confession and her name would be blackballed in the church. I tried to keep these memories out of my head. I was now filling my head with the joys and the good feelings I got when I got a new dress. I was meeting wonderful people and could not figure out why my background had me believing that if these people did not wear a covering on their head, then they would burn in hell. I was beginning to see the light that God would never put these nice, good hard working people in hell.

I shook the bad thoughts out of my head and hurried up the three flights of steps to show Alma and Susan my new pink dress, white shoes, and little white clutch purse. I was so excited, Susan giggled, but it was only because it was me not a new dress. Susan loved me in anything. The following Sunday I went to a Lutheran Church in Germantown and wore my new dress and shoes. I now started to really feel like one of the city folk, I looked a lot like them and didn’t stick out like a sore thumb. I was determined to do the right thing and I felt fine about my decision to come to Philadelphia, Pennsylvania, America.

I met some nice girls named Anne and Rena at the store. I started to trust them and I started to go out on double dates with Anne. Rena was a movie person. I would go to dances every Saturday nights with Anne and I met girls in Church and I would go to High School Basketball Games with them and I had Rena to go to the movies with. I was living a normal teen-age life. I couldn't tell them my real age. I was doing all the things that my daddy told me a week before I left home, that he knew I wanted to do. He said they were all things of the devil. If it was not connected with church activities then it was
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