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			Dedication

			
		
     
First and foremost, to God, for getting me through everything in my life, for giving me the strength to keep going no matter how hard things got. For giving me the purpose of sharing my life story with you in the hopes that you feel less alone. To give strength to those who need it and to ﬁnally have my voice heard. I want to thank all of the people in my life who were horrible to me; yeah this may sound weird, but I do thank you because without you it wouldn't have given me the fuel to propel my life forward, to do better and heal from the pain that was caused. So, thank you. I want to thank my husband Ethan and our children who have been my rock through all of this, who have supported me in writing this book and have been there 
through the rough times of healing childhood wounds. I know it wasn't easy for you because it wasn't easy for me. Those were some of the most painful times of my life but being on the other side of the storm and in the rainbow was worth it all. I want to thank my church for being a huge support and exactly what my family needed whether they knew it or not. The sermons taught me more than years of Christian school; they gave me the knowledge and push to want a deep relationship with God. I want to thank my family for showing me what I didn't want and for helping me realize that I don't have to be the person they see me as.
I want to thank my counsellor who helped me so much during our sessions and for the friends I have made recently who love me and my family for who we are; who oﬀered support without judgment and embraced us like family from day one. I love you so much and you mean more to me and my family than you know. I want to thank my amazing editor; without her I couldn't have gotten this book to where it is, and then it wouldn't be published and in the hands of you, my readers. My readers, thank you so much for reading my book and coming on my rollercoaster of a journey to here. You are amazing and I appreciate you so much.


    

Disclaimer

THIS MEMOIR IS A WORK of personal recollection based on the author’s memories and experiences. Names, physical descriptions, locations, timelines, and other identifying details have been changed, and some events have been condensed, altered, or ﬁctionalized to protect the privacy of individuals.

Any resemblance to real persons, living or deceased, or to actual events is coincidental. This book represents the author’s personal perceptions and opinions and does not purport to state objective facts about any individual.

Misunderstood Playlist:

MUSIC IS ONE OF THE biggest ways I was able to have the words to describe how I felt growing up and as an adult even now. Below are the songs in order of my life events.

A Place for my Head - Linkin Park 

Breaking the Habit - Linkin Park 

Numb - Linkin Park

In The End - Linkin Park Somewhere I Belong - Linkin Park

Wake Me Up When September Ends - Green Day 

Boulevard of Broken Dreams - Green Day

Bring Me to Life - Evanescence 

Going Under - Evanescence

Head Above Water - Avril Lavigne 

A Thousand Years - Christina Perri

Your Betrayal - Bullet for my Valentine 

Tears don’t Fall - Bullet for my Valentine 

Born for This - The Score

Fight Song - Rachel Platten 

Fearless - Jasmine Murry

Start of Something Good – Daughtry

Thank you for Hating Me - Citizen Soldier

Voices in my Head - Falling in Reverse

Last Resort (Reimagined) - Falling in Reverse 

Barely Breathing - From Ashes to New

A Normal Life - Marianas Trench Golden – HUNTR/X

I Believe You - Citizen Soldier

It Ends with Me - Citizen Soldier

See a Victory - Elevation Worship 

The Story’s Not Over - Jeremy Camp

God’s Not Dead (Like a Lion) - Newsboys

Hallelujah - Pentatonix

Waymaker - Micheal W. Smith

Overcomer - Mandisa

Our God - Chris Tomlin

Dare You to Move - Switchfoot

Love Me Like I Am - For King and Country & Jordin Sparks 

God is in this Story - Big Daddy Weave and Katy Nichole  

Hard Fought Hallelujah - Brandon Lake & Jelly Roll

You Won it All (Heaven’s Championship) - Victory House Worship 

The Breaker - Cynthia Lok

I Know a Name - Elevation Worship, Chris Brown & Brandon Lake
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Prologue
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I knew something would happen eventually, especially since he wouldn't ask his friends to leave. Why do I do these things to myself? I'm so over it all, I'm such an idiot. It was nice living here in this townhouse. It felt like mine; the ﬁrst place I have ever had on my own, with a cute little yard, a park nearby for my son to play at, and it was really close to the transit system making it easy for my son and I to get around. It was the nicest place I have ever lived and it was all mine, just me and my son. Yes, I was lonely, I had no friends to talk to let alone hang out with and I asked—well begged—him to come back, but he wasn't sure if he wanted to come back, he had some uncertainties, he was worried I only wanted him back because I wasn't with the other person I had been with. But I didn't have to let them move in. Now I have jeopardized my living arrangements, my son and I are the only ones on the lease, and I am not allowed to sublet. 
I told my Uncle Mark and Clara about the eviction, Uncle Mark got a truck to bring some of our belongings with us. I'm grateful Uncle Mark and Clara can come out and help us; we would have been homeless had they not come out, we had no one else to turn to or anyone else willing to help. We are doing a midnight move, I don’t want to leave during the day, it's easier for my son to sleep the whole drive then have to worry about us popping out of the back of a cargo van, travelling illegally. 
Now I need to ﬁgure out what is the most important thing to bring, mostly for my son, he needs things more than I do.

Finally, Uncle Mark and Clara are here. I have been so anxious with what is happening; knowing they are here I feel supported and not alone anymore. Uncle Mark wants to leave in the morning but I tell him no, he had wanted to get a good night's rest before driving back, but I was anxious to get out of there and leave that bad experience behind. I feel better if we go at night, I would feel more relaxed and at peace leaving at night. I am pregnant as well; my emotions are high during this time. I feel sad and like I'm a failure, I keep messing things up, and I know I had something good here. Now I have no idea what is going to happen, I just hope what does happen is good and would rather travel at night to sleep it all away. Moving time has come and the truck is loaded. My mattress and his crib have been packed, along with the few important things we couldn't leave behind. Our spot in the cab of the van is as cozy as possible for the almost ten-hour drive to Osoyoos. Anything else left can be replaced. There is a special space for us in the back, the four of us, myself, Colin, Clara and her boyfriend. We made the space cozy so we are comfortable for the long drive to Osoyoos. I pray that everything is alright and the drive there happens with no incidents, that we can have stability and make something of living in BC. I need that, my son needs that.
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Chapter 1
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I was born ﬁrst. Being the ﬁrst means that I get all the attention from my parents until Annie is born. The day she’s born Mom gives me a doll that looks like a real baby. I call her Baby Annie and she has her own diaper, soother, and an outﬁt. When Mom cares for real Annie I care for Baby Annie. When Mom puts real Annie for a nap, I put Baby Annie for a nap. When Mom takes real Annie for a walk, I take Baby Annie for a walk. I love Baby Annie as much as Mom loves real Annie. I am only three years old but I am a great helper for my Mom, and love real Annie.

We’ve lived in our house since I was a baby. Daddy calls it a trailer when he and Mom talk. He drives the bus and that’s why we moved here. There are three bedrooms and a big backyard to play in. I like to look out the huge window and watch the squirrels run up the tree. It looks like a Christmas tree.

Daddy is waiting for the bus that takes him to his special program. He can’t drive the bus anymore because he had a stroke and he needs help to remember how to move like he used to. Before that Daddy worked driving the bus in Airdrie.  The sun is shining and the birds are singing. Two years after Annie was born, Clara was born and Mom is taking care of them. When I got home from kindergarten Mom asks me to keep myself busy so I watch my daddy. Then Daddy is on the ground and I think he fell down like I sometimes do, but he’s shaking and rolling. I want to laugh but my tummy hurts. I think Daddy is hurt. I can barely see him now because he rolled under a car and I know we’re not supposed to go under cars.

I scream for my mom yelling, “Dad is under the car! Dad is under the car!” Mom's face looks frozen, she’s not smiling and her eyes are wide. Mom comes rushing to the window and grabs the phone. What's happening and where is Daddy? What happened to him? “Daddy’s going to the hospital. I don’t know when he’s coming back. Just let Mommy talk and take care of your sisters.” Who is going to take care of Daddy? Who will give me hugs and tuck me in at night?

People from church send food to us and they take care of me and my sisters because Daddy is still in the hospital. Our picture is in the paper because what happened to us was so sad. Mom tells people that Daddy had a seizure and a stroke. He can’t eat, walk, or talk. He has a tube that sends food to his tummy. At church I hear people talking when they don’t think I

can hear. “It’s so sad, isn’t it. Only thirty years old.” Then they see me and smile and talk about something else.

***
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DAD LIVED IN A PLACE for people like him for three years but because he wasn’t getting better, they sent him to a special facility farther away. It’s hard to visit him now. I’m one of the only kids in Grade four who doesn’t have a dad. Except I do sort of have a dad. He still exists, but he can barely do anything. I don’t even know if he recognizes me. I know it’s not his fault but it’s not easy feeling alone like this all the time.

I can't talk to my sisters because they’re too young. I don't know if they even remember Dad any other way. Mom is too busy working, and wouldn't listen even if I tried; she is too busy with everything. I don't even think she knows that I’m hurting and my friends don’t understand they have dads. I can't even talk to teachers. I haven't trusted them since I got the strap two years ago. They tell us all the time not to hit, but they’re allowed to because they’re adults? Adults never listen anyway so I stop talking.

We don’t see our family anymore and people barely stop by. I know she’s upset, but Mom just won’t talk about it. She only really talks to us when she’s yelling at us or telling us she’s disappointed in us. And if she’s not talking then she gives us the silent treatment. I never know when she’s going to give me the silent treatment or tell me she’s disappointed.

Our school is out in the country, and there are no buses to take us so I have to wake up early and get ready for school. Our lunches are always made for us because there isn’t enough room in the kitchen for us to make them ourselves. Mom does everything for us and we’re scared to make her mad. She doesn't like us moving things and making a mess of where she has things.

The ﬁrst facility Dad was in always smelled so gross, I scrunch up my nose when we go in. It smells like a hospital mixed with something

so gross I can’t even imagine it. It’s dark and depressing there as well. I crawl up in his bed and give him a hug or  sit on the tray on his chair. I try and get as close to my dad as possible, because I miss him so much. I’m always sad when we leave visits with Dad, why can’t he come home? Why does he have to stay here all the time?

The car ride back home after every visit feels long, I stare out the window thinking about Dad and how much I miss him.


When we would go see Dad, Annie, Clara, Mom, and I would sing,
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We love you,

We really do love you, So come on home

So come on home

EVEN SINGING THE SONG makes me sad, I know deep down Dad is never coming home. Singing the song makes the pain in my heart feel bigger and hurt more. I don’t want to sing it anymore, so I stop and mouth the words instead. I just want my dad back.

***
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VISITING GRANDMA IN the nursing home is special because she always has treats for us, like mini packs of gum, strawberry-ﬁlled candy, caramel hard candies, Werther Originals, and packs of crackers. She tells us stories of life at the nursing home. Sometimes we go shopping for things Grandma wants and when we bring it to her, she’s excited to see it. Visiting Grandma is hard though too. There isn’t much for us to do while Mom and Grandma talk. Sometimes we run around and are too loud and Mom will

tell us to quiet down. Other times we watch a movie or show on her TV while they talk. Her smile is always warm for us and her face lights up whenever we walk in. It’s diﬀerent every time and that makes it exciting. At diﬀerent times of the year they would have events for the residents and we would be able to join in the ﬁshing games, art activities, or lunches. Doing the activities and eating the snacks and sandwiches is so much fun. There is a parrot that lives there, and his name is Polly; we always go see him on our way out to see if we can get him to talk. One day we learn he died but then we see he’s stuﬀed and put in his normal spot in a glass enclosure. We don’t try to make him talk anymore.

Not having Dad around makes me angry; other times I’m really hurt and sometimes I wish that my friend's parents would adopt me so I could have a dad at home, and be in a diﬀerent family. I think my life would be so much better if my dad was around. I’d have someone to hug me when I cried, and my mom would be happy and not sad and angry all the time. I would be having breakfast in the mornings eating our favourite cereal. Instead, I am alone, ignored and miserable.

I’m not comfortable talking to Mom about things because she never listens and when she does hear me, she thinks everything is my fault. Life without Dad is harder for me than it is for my sisters because I remember what it was like before. It wasn't always like this. It wasn’t always sad. It wasn’t always angry. We all would have been happier. I would have been happier. Without Dad, and without Mom caring, I don’t know how to talk about feelings and my sisters and I are always ﬁghting because we just don’t know how to deal with things.

I have no one to talk to. No one likes how my feelings come out—even me—and I keep away from people which only makes things worse. My sisters are no help. They don’t understand how I feel and they torture me with their words.


“No one likes you.” 

“You’re so sensitive.” 

“You have no friends.” “Everyone hates you.”


They use me to make the other one mad when they’re ﬁghting. That’s when they tell me I’m their favourite sister, and that they’ll do anything I want. Of course, the ﬁghting never lasts long and then they’re back to telling me I have no friends. It’s getting so hard to just exist with them and with Mom.

I hurt all the time. What they say to me hurts. When Mom takes their side, it hurts. Dad’s not here and it hurts. I’m alone. So, I start throwing things. Anger feels better than hurting. My sisters want to be mean? Fine, I’ll yell back. I’ll throw things at them. I’ll hit them. Of course, now Mom cares. Except she only cares about my sisters. She tells me, “You’re older, you should know better.” I do know
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