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I never imagined that one day I would sit down and share my story with the world. For a long time, many of these memories lived quietly inside me tucked away behind survival, responsibility, humor, sarcasm, and the daily effort of simply moving forward. But eventually, I realized that the experiences that shaped me were not something to hide from. They were part of who I became.

This book is my truth.

Not every chapter is easy to revisit. Some moments still hurt. Some memories still feel vivid enough to pull me backward in time. But this memoir is not only about pain. It is about survival, resilience, growth, and the complicated journey of learning how to carry both heartbreak and hope at the same time.

As a child, I experienced hunger, instability, grief, confusion, and loss in ways that changed me forever. There were moments when I felt invisible, moments when I felt unwanted, and moments when life seemed far too heavy for someone so young. But there were also moments of laughter, imagination, stubborn determination, and unexpected strength. Those moments mattered too.

Writing this book forced me to look honestly at my past, not through the softened lens of time, but through the eyes of the child, teenager, and adult I once was. It reminded me that healing is rarely simple and that survival often looks messy. Sometimes strength is loud, but more often it is quiet. Sometimes strength is simply waking up the next day and continuing forward.

I did not write this book because my life is or was perfect or because I have all the answers. I wrote it because stories matter. Truth matters. I also wrote it because I know there are others out there who have survived difficult beginnings and wondered if anyone would ever truly understand.

This is my story: honest, imperfect, painful, hopeful, and real.

Thank you for being willing to walk through it with me. Some books leave you entertained for a few hours.

I hope this one leaves an imprint. 

I want to give a shout out to my wife who helped encourage, support, and push me to be a better person, hence, better wife. I love you!

Welcome to Allie’s story.
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Chapter 1- Pool Times
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I look back at my life and wonder how I survived with such crazy energy and naïve curiosity. Was it because I was a child with ADHD and, PTSD or just a feral child growing up in the 70’s & 80’s? We feral children had a common bond, drinking from neighbors’ hoses and not using Stanley cups or plastic water bottles. We ran down the streets from sunup until sundown or when the streetlights turned on. There were no cell phones, there was no accountability. We got up, left the house, and eventually came home in one piece.

At six years old, I was wearing my favorite multicolored two-piece bathing suit. It did not have rainbows or anything on it, but it was so colorful I always called it my rainbow suit when asked which swimsuit I wanted to wear. I felt like Underdog in my swimsuit. Underdog was one of my favorite cartoons as a child as well as my favorite thing to dress up as for Halloween. I am sure I used the same costume several years in a row, which now would be a total sin. That would be like wearing the same T-shirt more than once a week, even if you wash it. EW! Gross! Cooties. 

I felt like I could dive better, swim faster, and do everything better than my friends. The game of the day at my weekend dad’s pool in Riverside, California was called The Black Pearl. We kids would dive for shiny goldish/yellow plastic oysters, and the goal was to find the most sought-after oyster holding the black pearl. I had to be the winner; I had to capture that black pearl. There were no ifs ands or buts about it. I had to win the game. My few friends Allison, Juan, and Michelle from the neighborhood, were lined up along the sides of the pool. 

Allison was my favorite friend of the group; we had a bond that I thought never could be broken. Unfortunately, I found out a year later, that our friendship would end after her dad, Cliff, was killed in an F-15 Air Force training accident off the Pacific Ocean. I wonder if the crash started my love of planes & the movie Top Gun. We would lose contact forever. It wasn’t because we got in a fight or anything like that, we just stopped seeing each other. Her mom, Diane, had to move to another city surrounded by family once her husband died. I am quite sure I never got Allison’s phone number, and I don’t know why. I would have loved to stay in touch with her; we really had a strong friendship bond, and I think of her occasionally. 

Our last meeting entailed her giving me her personal stuffed otter. It was her favorite stuffed animal, and it was well loved and worn out. I would always remember Allison every time I gave the otter a hug, and I would recall the great times we had playing in the pool and playing in the playhouse in my dad’s backyard. My grandpa and dad, built this playhouse for me, although my grandpa did most of the work. My dad was not mechanical in any way. I am quite sure that he just handed my grandpa the tools to put the playhouse together and helped hold the wood in place while my grandpa sawed it to fit and hammered it together. 

The playhouse was an amazing structure. I am quite sure it would still be standing today, and it might just be. It was built about 46 years ago, and my dad had long moved away from that house and then passed away in 2020. I had all the conveniences of home inside that wooden playhouse; it even had windows and a door. I had a play-type fridge, and a fake kitchen sink to do fake dishes. Good lord, if I had known how many dishes I would do as an adult, I may have boycotted the sink altogether in the tiny house. 

Now here I was at the far end of the shimmering pool, directly in front of the shallow end. The Shallow End. There were no parents in sight; they were inside drinking some bubbly beverages that tasted nothing like the Dr. Pepper I loved to drink. Their drink tasted like crap. They also all acted like morons when they were drinking their drinks.

Meanwhile, all us kids lined up straight along the side of the pool, the best we knew how. I may or may not have gotten the best lead of the small group and dove into the dark waters starting off the new adventure of the day. I dove into the shallow end and ended up hitting the top of my head, as I rocketed headfirst onto the concrete bottom of the shallow end. 

The pain I felt in my head made me think that I had sheared the head right off my shoulders. I thought for sure that my head was cracked like an egg and I would be bleeding all over the pool. I touched the top of my head with my fingertips and ran my fingers along the top and sides of my head towards my back. There was no blood, no cracks and my head was fine. Well, at least I thought I was fine at six years old.

I am sure that was one of the first of many concussions in my lifetime. I sat underwater for only a few seconds because I hated holding my breath under water, then splashed to the surface. My dad had traumatized me as a kid when we were in the pool at my grandparents’ house in Perris, California.

A year before, I was standing alongside the glistening blue water on the adobe deck of what seemed to be a giant body of water. I wanted to go into the water, but I was afraid;, I was completely and utterly afraid of that water. As I slowly dipped my big toe in the water and then quickly stepped back against the side of the deck, I could feel my dad’s arms wrapped around my waist. 

Before I knew it, my dad had firmly and hastily thrown me into the pool.  My dad, my hero wanted me to drown  and   die. I did not know how to swim. These were different times. The year was 1978. I felt like I had just learned to walk. I’m sure that was not true, but it felt like it. 

As I went barreling toward the water, arms flailing, I could hear my dad laughing. My dad;, my hero, no more. 

“Why did you do that?” My grandmother yelled from the pool deck.

I was the only child, only grandchild, and only niece on that side of the fractured family. My mom left my dad when I was two years old. I don’t blame her after this type of reckless behavior. Who throws a five year-old with no swimming experience into a five-foot deep above ground pool? 

As I became older, I began to learn that almost all kids my age had the same experience. We were the feral kids of the 70’s & 80’s. We were all raised by reckless, narcissistic, and hard-core parents. We were all feral children on the streets; we were all latchkey kids and never saw our parents unless it was feeding time or the streetlights came on. 

So, as I am flying into the middle of the pool, trying to fly away from this frightening time in my life, I began to recall my life from two years old on.

As a baby, I had a few things that the doctors had to fix. I am really surprised that I was fixed, and the doctor didn’t tell my mom that I needed to just walk it off or throw dirt on it and it would be fine. I had surgery on my tear ducts as a baby and then also had club legs, so I had casts put on both legs. Apparently, I kicked my mom in the face a few times while she changed my diaper. To this day, I still have guilt from my mom because I, as a baby, should have known better than to kick my mom in the face with my two casts on. I think she should have ducked or weaved or learned that a baby with casts on might just kick you and knock you semi unconscious.

My dad hurled me towards the water, and I made a huge splash down as my mouth remained open when I left the safety of my ex-hero’s arms, screaming with the water filling my lungs. I smashed my face into the water headfirst. I don’t know how I did not break my nose at the tender age of five years old. It felt like I hit a concrete wall as I entered the pool. 

My Uncle Ted was floating around the pool in a mini rubber raft as I was flailing about, trying to not drown and die at just 5 years old. My Uncle Ted lived at home almost his whole life. He never had a diagnosis of autism but the more I think about my uncle, the more autistic traits I realized that he had. Who knew all these experiences would help mold me into the woman I am today. 

I was in the water for what felt like hours before my dad jumped in and scooped my body out of the water as a bald eagle would snatch a fish from the Mammoth Lakes. I was roughly dropped onto the pool deck and landed like a heaping pile of trash. I continuously coughed until I thought I was going to choke to death on the limited air in my tiny lungs. 

“Don’t be such a baby, you’re fine, you didn’t die,.” Said my “hero no more” father.

That term “you didn’t die” became the three words that formed my life. If you didn’t die, then life would be good. There were way too many times in my life that I should have died but did not. Apparently, I am like the proverbial cat with nine lives, but I am quite sure I have several dozen lives. 

I was a hyper child,; by todays standards, ADHD would be the best way to describe me. I was very energetic and very accident prone. When I was six and half years old, I was hanging out with my Aunt Karen. My aunt and I walked down the street from my maternal grandma’s house to the neighbor’s pool. I bet if they knew how dangerous it was going to be for me, they would not have let me use their pool. I started the day jumping into the water and splashing around as my aunt sat on the side of the pool sunning herself on a towel. I got bored quickly so I  entertained myself with my own thoughts and games. The second time I jumped into the deep end of the pool, I grabbed hold of the opposite side of the pool and slowly lowered myself into the water.

I thought it was fun to jump in and out of the pool. I would jump in the pool and grab the edge of the pool, pull myself up, and get out of the pool. I did this several times before my little arms started to get too tired to lift myself up and out of the pool. I jumped in one last time and my arms collapsed under the weight of my body and my chin slammed down  onto the pool side, sending blood everywhere. My aunt used the neighbor’s home phone and quickly called my mom to tell her that her only daughter at the time was profusely bleeding from her chin. 

“Why does she always get hurt when I am not around?” my mom exclaimed.

My mom revved up the red Karman Ghia, depressed the clutch like she had done many times before, and drove toward my location. This was not my first accident or my last. I held a pool towel against my chin, and it quickly became soaked in blood. I waited in front of the house on the curb for my mom to pick me up. My mom eased her car to a stop and quickly got out of her car to help put me into the back seat. My mom drove by auto pilot to the emergency room since she had been there a few times before with me. She smoothly shifted through the gears as we drove in the direction of the place that I would frequent as a kid and youth. It would end up being different emergency rooms since we were moving from our two-story early 1900’s house to a brand new 1979 house. 

The RN and nurse’s aide met my mom at the front desk of the emergency room and took me back to attend to my gaping,and bloody wound. The concrete pool deck was not very forgiving on the skin-covered bony surface of a child’s chin. The doctor came into the room and said they would have to numb my chin with a shot and then give me some stitches. I heard the doctor say “shot” and I freaked out. I was not going to allow someone to give me a shot again. I had an earlier incident of getting a shot in my ass as I hid behind a curtain with buns hanging out. I hid behind the curtain when the doctor said they would have to give me a tetanus shot because I had stepped on a rusty nail.

Two members of the emergency room approached me as I was holding the towel against my chin. It made me quite nervous when I saw both approaching me with a papoose board. This device would be used to keep me still, while they gave me a lidocaine shot to numb my chin as the doctor put in stitches. It’s hard to hide a five foot-long wooden board and keep a child calm at the same time. They were lucky that I was a very hyper, yet compliant, child, I did not like getting in trouble. 

The two looked at each other and without many words scooped me up onto the board and had me tied down in a matter of seconds. It really scared the hell out of me. I was now tied to a board and the last word I remembering hearing was “shot.” I hated shots. 

The doctor came into the curtained area and sat down on his spinning stool. The nurse had already set up the stitches kit, along with the lidocaine injection on the silver tray. Dr. Cooper picked up the needle and wasted no time shoving it into my chin. I let out a wailing scream and am sure the other people in line decided that they really did not want to be the next person to get worked on. The shot moved around until all the fluid was out of the needle and I could feel a weird numbing and tingling sensation in my chin. The doctor got up from the stool and told my mom that he would be back in a few minutes to give the lidocaine time to numb my entire chin. The nurse came in and used some orange cleaning solution to clean most of the blood off my chin and to slow the drips of the blood from my wound.

After a few minutes, the doctor reappeared on our side of the curtain and sat down again on the stool near my head. Before he picked up the stitches, needle, and thread, he flicked my chin and asked me if I felt anything. I nodded no with tears in my eyes, as I was still tied down to the papoose board, lying on my back. The doctor wasted no time and began poking into my skin with the needle and thread, closing the wound I had made from the edge of the pool. Before I knew it, the doctor was gone like a flash, and the nurse released me from my temporary prison. As soon as I was free, I reached out to hug my mom and promised that I would be more careful. Careful was such a different word for me than other kids. My version involved not dying;, I would still get hurt but I would not die. 

Some children should not be left alone or left to their own devices. I am that child. I should not have been left alone because the curiousness that I had deep within my little body tended to get me in trouble.

I visited my dad every other weekend. He would pick me up from my mom and stepdad’s house on Saturday morning and drop me back off on Sunday afternoon. Four days a month was the amount of time I would spend with my dad and  whatever number wife or girlfriend he was on at the time. My dad, Marvin, had been married four times before he ended up taking his own life. In my opinion, under some suspicious circumstances.
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Chapter 2: Play Times
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One day, I was jumping rope at my dad’s house where he had a two and a half acre property in Perris, California. His travel trailer was parked on the corner of a 20 feet by 20 feet concrete pad. I began jumping around the concrete pad. I was skipping rope and then began walking around skipping while also jumping rope in place. I couldn’t just do one thing; I always had to do multiple things, and that was probably a big reason I always got hurt.

As I was skipping and jumping, my poor big toe slipped off the concrete pad. The pain hit me at once, and I looked down at my big toe that was now twisted backwards. No joke, the nail was facing the ground, and I was looking at the back side of my big little piggy toe. 

I reached down and turned my toe around to the correct direction. I was not only a reckless and fast child, but also an extremely strong one. Later, according to the doctor, my toe would not have been broken if I had left it facing the wrong direction. It was when I grabbed my toe back and turned it back around when I broke it. 

Once I turned my toe back in the correct direction, the pain shot up my leg at once, and I knew that I had really hurt it. It was early afternoon on Saturday, and my dad would not be returning me to my mom’s house until the next day, almost 24 hours away. My dad did not take me to the hospital. Ever. He basically grabbed some dirt and threw it on my toe. 

No, he didn’t really do that, but he may as well have done that because he did nothing to help comfort his only child. I had to sit down and “calm down.” Apparently, being upset that my toe was broken was not the cool thing to do in front of my dad.

At least he took the time to get me a bag of ice to put on my toe at least I think he did. The next day my dad dropped my limping self off at a park and watched me walk toward the field where my mom was playing softball before he drove away. 

It took my mom a while to notice me limping in her direction, and when she did, she came to my side with a semi-concerned tone.

“What happened this time?”

“I hurt my big toe jump roping.”  

My mom didn’t hesitate or ignore my injury like I felt my dad did. There was an urgent care close to the park where they were all playing softball. The doctors x-rayed my toe and I, for the first and not the last time, had to figure out how to navigate the world with a fractured toe.

I tended to spend more time at my paternal grandparents’ home than I did with my dad. Especially when he was between wives. He would spend time dating and working on finding my next surrogate mom that I did not need. I was perfectly fine with the mom that I had and did not need an extra one. 

As I was playing at my grandparents’ house near this little house that my grandpa built that was used to house the cats on the property.  I was bouncing around like I always did, not really paying attention to what was around me. My grandparents had five acres, so it was this kid’s paradise. Unfortunately, I did not notice that there was a three-four inch sharp piece of metal hanging off the edge of the roof. As I jumped up one last time, the metal cut me on my eyelid, barely a centimeter from my eyeball. I could feel the warm blood dripping down toward my eye, and I quickly covered my eye. The pain of getting sliced by this rusty metal was not the best feeling. I ran inside my grandma’s house as I quickly  pooled blood into my little hand. I ran by my grandma standing in the kitchen and ran into the bathroom. 

“What happened, Allie Lynn?” my grandma asked in a concerning tone.

“I cut myself on the cat house!” 

“Let me look at where you cut yourself,” my grandma concerningly asked.

I took my hand off my eye and the blood was pouring quickly down my face. My grandma’s face turned to concern, and she quickly rushed into the other room. She appeared back in a flash and had a wet washcloth in hand that she gently placed on my face. 

“Let’s go sit on the couch for a bit, ok Allie Lynn?”

My grandma sat next to me for a few minutes, holding the wet washcloth on my eye for what felt like hours. It was only five minutes. During this time, I had already planned out my next adventure on the five acres. I think I wanted to ride my 1979 Yamaha Tri-moto for the rest of the day. I loved riding the motorcycle around the property and pretending like I was racing others. I also had the skill for riding the three-wheeler on two wheels, which was super fun. I wasn’t popping wheelies but driving around balancing on the other two wheels. 

The five acres were completely fenced so I was isolated and contained at the same time. It was probably for the best. With my daredevil side while I rode the motorcycle, it was good that I couldn’t drive it onto the busy street at the end of the long driveway. 

My grandma called my dad and filled him in as to what had happened to my eye. She told him that it looked like I would need stitches. Her opinion was important due to her being a nurse’s aide and not just another worried grandma. I couldn’t hear what my dad’s response was on the other end of the phone so I assumed I would just continue my day there since he never took me to the doctor or hospital, even if I needed to go.

“Allie, I say we go and watch TV with grandpa for a little bit and take a break from doing anything outside for a little while, ok?”

“I wanted to go ride my motorcycle,” I exclaimed.

My grandma slowly got up from the couch and motioned to the other room where I could hear my grandpa watching the Three Stooges on television. I walked into the other room and saw my grandpa laying back on his recliner. I crawled up on his lap like I always did and proposed a random question.

“Grandpa, when you die, will you be able to call me from heaven?” I was always full of questions for him.

“I don’t know,” my grandpa responded. 

He was a man of very few words, the opposite of my dad who talked more than anyone I ever knew. I guess it was because he was a lawyer and lawyers loved to talk.

I must have been seven or eight years old, and I was playing in the basement at my friend Bunky’s house; yes that was her real name. I was rifling through the toy box to find the perfect toy to play with. I picked up a Barbie, looked at it for a second, and set it down. I picked up a race car and set it down. The third thing from the toybox that I picked up would not be as innocent as a Barbie or a car. Somehow a lady’s razor had been mixed inside this toy box. I was 6 years old and kind of a reckless naïve child in some regards.

I picked up the razor and looked at it for a minute. The shiny silver blades caught my attention, and I wondered what this thing was supposed to be used for. I apparently felt the need to test out the stapler. I pressed my other finger against the sharp blade and pulled up. My skin instantly peeled like a partially shredded carrot and started bleeding. Well, that is the stupidest toy I have ever played with, I thought, as I yelled out in pain and dropped the razor back into the toy box. 

Bunky’s mom hurried downstairs and asked what happened. 

“Some toy bit me!” I said.

“A toy bit you? What does that even mean?”

I pointed down at the bloody razor and said, 

“That toy bit me!” 

She grabbed my hand and I followed her upstairs to the sink to hopefully stop the blood from coming from my peeled finger. She held a few paper towels against my finger and the blood stopped surprisingly quickly, as she raised my hand above my head.

I was shocked that I was invited to Bunky’s house again. I honestly should have been banned from hanging out at her dangerous house. I decided to take a break from playing in the basement and walked upstairs to use the restroom. As I skipped up the stairs with heavy footsteps, I noticed a stapler sitting on the edge of a table. I had not seen a stapler before. So, I stopped to check out this interesting device. I tapped the top and bottom of the stapler together and heard the metal sound of a stapler. I wasn’t very sure of what this device was going to do. 

Another reason some children like me should not be left alone, ever. I put my finger under the stapler where paper would have been put. I stuck my finger under the stapler and pressed down on the stapler. 

“Ouch!” 

The staple penetrated my little finger and made me drop the stapler like it was a hot coal onto the ground. I looked down at my finger, and two little droplets of blood appeared. The pain was not as bad as when I had gotten bit by the razor. It was still something I would rather not experience again. I decided to stick my finger in my pocket and not tell anyone what happened. I was such a wild child.

In third grade, I had the grand idea of borrowing one of my mom’s checks out of her checkbook and taking it to school to give to one of my favorite friends. I really liked this friend and had the fabulous idea of writing her a check for one million dollars. I had never written a check before, so obviously, I didn’t have it filled out correctly. It wouldn’t have been cashed anyway since my mom did not have one million dollars in her account.

I handed my friend Wendy the check.

“I wanted to give you something,” I said, as I handed her the check with this ridiculous amount on it.

“What is this for?” she replied.

“I thought you could use it to buy something you wanted.” 

She folded the check and put it in her front jeans pocket and sheepishly thanked me. We continued with the elementary school day and by the end of the day, I had forgotten that I had even given her a check. My mom brought me back into reality when she asked me a question.

“Allie, I got a call from your friend’s mom, and she said that you gave her a check. Why did you do that?” she asked.

I shrugged my shoulders. I mean, I knew why I did it, but I didn’t think about the repercussions. I tended to act or speak first, think second. I tend to still do this today, but I have a lot more control. I tend to speak first anyway, as I don’t care sometimes.

“You can’t take my checks without asking!” she said in a huff.

“Ok.” I said, “Is that it?” I was
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