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    A CRY FOR HELP is a heart warming story that I think you enjoy 

      

    



  	
        
            
            Born in Hawaii, I was love writing since I was a teenager but never had a chance to get anything published until now , this is why I'm very proud of this book,  I'm now living in Texas to the love of my life ,

      

    


A CRY FO HELP             Base on a true story   

My name is Mary  Gordillo

This a story of my life and challenges that I went through, I was in Hawaii and now live in Texas and married to the love of my life ,

HEADING 1
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LOSING A MOTHER

Heading 7

STARTING A NEW LIFE 

A CRY FOR HELP 

I was adopted when I was when I was four years old to a older couple,  my father was in the army and my mother was a  housewife they had a son that  18 ,  I was with other kids that was waiting to be adopted, my father had some one in the army that help him to adopt me ,

They live in plantation city call Waipahu , my mother drop out of school to work at dole pineapple factory when she was young and my father was drafted to he army ,

Growing was never easy for me ,the foster parents that took care of me only feed me juice so by the time my parents adopted me my teeth was already rotten , 

They both was Catholic very old fashioned and very strict and over protective of me ,

I was always a daddy girl and hated when my father would be in the army .

When he would come home for leave ,it was always family time ,

We would go to the beach , picnic and at night watch the Walton’s ,

When it was time for him to return I would hold on to his leg and my mother would take me off him,  my time with my mother would be shopping which she learned I had a fear of heights and elevators, which I outgrown when I got older,


Since they was Catholic they would invite the priest over every Sunday for dinner which I thread cause it would be pitching my nose or pulling my ear, father Jacobs had a habit smoking those awful smelly cigars and drinking wine,


There was also father Charles that was a lot different, when I turn 5 

My parents enrolled me to Saint Joseph School that where they learned I have a learning disability because I can’t remember to recite the prayers by heart not can I remember it.

Maybe it was for the best ,if my parents had they way I probably be a nun by now.

They enroll me in public school where I was place in special education 
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Chapter 2
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I was 15 and my father was out of the army ,l

I was a teenager and my aunty wanted to take me 

To take me to Disneyland with her boys , back then 

People was struggling with the great depression that was going 

On in the country so money was really tight , I remember back than just to put gas they was using odd numbers  the line was so long, my parents agree to let me go and paid for my ticket,  we went to Disneyland, magic mountain and I was alright, but , also felt bad , how did my parents paid for this trip ? I wonder,

I wasn’t really into the trip at all so when I went home and they ask , I just said it was ok

I was more focused on school than anything else , we had physical education which requires track , just my luck I fell on some kind of hole on the ground that broke my ankle,

Not sure how they got me out of the field if something carry me out , but I remember my father getting me at the school and taking me home to soak my ankle when they seen 

It swollen really bad that when they took me to the doctor where I had to wear a ankle brace and have it wrap up and crotches to walk , we went back home where I rested my leg and went back to school the next day, that when my teacher laughed when he seen me and said you would get hurt running track which I didn’t find funny at all.

My parents had a funny way of showing they love me by buying me things new clothes, a type writer that was there way , 
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