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			**************

			​Introduction

			​If you want to understand abuse, this book is for you. If you have been abused and are beginning the process, this book is for you. If you need encouragement in your journey towards healing, this book is for you. If you are helping someone who was abused, this book is for you. If you are a therapist and need an identity for your client, this book is for you. And finally, if you have never known someone who has been abused, this book is for you.

			​It was out of the context of knowing the facts in my life and needing to make sense of them that I took a journey into healing. I travelled into my past, and into my trauma and its many complications. I always knew something had happened to me or was wrong in my life. The people in my family did not remember facts in my life, nor did they wish to talk about their past. This discovery of my past and my recovery are the subject of this memoir. 

			​Many people have suggested that I write my story. Those who have heard me talk about my life identified with it and found help with difficulties in their own lives. I used to tell my clients about parts of my life which I thought might help them to understand their own situations. Often they told me to write my story so we could read about it all. It was helpful to them.

			​At first, I began writing about other people’s lives after I had interviewed them. Each of these people was connected to a family member who was abused. Their abuser was a significance person in the family like a father, a cousin, an uncle or spouse. I heard their struggle, the necessary support or lack of support, the issues they confronted, and how they were affected as they saw what was happening to the family member who was being abused. 

			​Then one day while I was at a conference as a volunteer, a volunteer came to me and said, ‘Pauline, I could yell’.

			​Of course, my curiosity and interest led me to ask the question, ‘What is happening?’ 

			​She said, ‘My husband is dying and people are visiting him. He is getting so much support and they are helping him and themselves prepare for his death.’ She expressed gratitude for all the company and the support. But everyone who came always asked her repeatedly, ‘How is he?’ Graciously she answered their question and informed them of his condition. Then they usually informed her that he was in good spirits. She went on to say: ‘In spite of all of this care, I was not asked or helped to figure out how to live after he passes away. His death was slow as he had cancer and needed long-term care, and continued support from his friends. I don’t know what to do with my future and I need to talk about this. People are wonderful and support him. I appreciate their helping him in different stages of his death. Most of the visitors were his friends.’ As I heard her talk I became keenly aware that significant others can easily be missed in these situations. The question, ‘How are you?’ was not asked of her. Even if it was asked, adequate time to address her concerns was not available for her answer. She noted that she too was focused on his care and did not have time to focus on her future. It was very clear she needed time and support in figuring out how to live after his death.

			​Then I remembered my being a significant other with my parents, my siblings, and my nieces and nephews. I was often the helper and was not able to care for myself as there was no time to do so. Even more, I was abused and needed the care. 

			​I asked many questions as I interviewed these people. I wanted to know how they were affected by seeing the abuse and by helping others. I wondered how and where they received support, and what kind of support they received. Did they or did they not get support? What kind of support was needed? Was it validation? What information did they get on how to leave an abusive relationship safely? How can a person hang in until the person abused is ready to leave? Is there a tailored response from people? How does change take place? Patience doesn’t seem enough! 

			​My discovery from these interviews revealed that no one person’s needs were the same as another. Frustration was high. All needed support. Many people wished to be heard and felt like screaming, like the woman whose husband was dying. Some wished to have a quick removal from the abusive relationship, but it did not happen. When the situation seemed like more harm was coming toward the person, then the person left the relationship. Some people attempted to fix the relationship by playing with the offender, trying to develop a relationship with the person in hopes that their behavior would change and life could become easier for the victim. They found that the ‘adventure’ of efforts was useless. The abuse continued. They also found the journey a long and hard one. The long-term support became draining and sometimes the community care dropped off when it was needed the most. Patience was necessary. 

			​Questions emerged, such as who should confront the abuser or how to leave the situation in safety. Should a Shelter for Abused Women be involved? Should police be involved? Should a relative, friend, or a church member be involved? Who should know the actual living place of the abused person once the person left the relationship? How would the offender function when the abused one left? Would he/she become worse? What about the children in the situation? Would healing occur? Would the offender go to prison if the police were involved? Needless to say, these questions needed hard decisions. No pat answer was available for each person, but there was a need to get answers for their own situation.

			​Of course, healing for the abused is possible. Safety is top priority. When living with the abuse, fear and anxiety persist as you wonder when the next attack will come. Theorists don’t know the healing components of offenders. If the offender goes to prison he/she learns more techniques to offend, so offenders may harm in new ways when they are released.

			​I have wanted to write about these interviews, but quickly I knew my own story also needed to be told to others. Whenever I started writing I found myself wanting to write about myself. Like the lady at the conference, I had not been heard, validated, or supported and I wished to scream, ‘Please listen to me.’ I have wanted to say, ‘I am here. I want to live. I want to talk. I want encouragement on my journey.’ I saw other people being supported and heard. I saw people responding to others, but not to me. I asked ‘Where is my help? Who am I that I am missed? Is my reality real?’ The journey was a lonely one, even when I did get support. It was my journey. At different times in my life I did not even see myself as abused, but living life in the environment I was given. I knew I struggled, was confused, and frustrated.

			​This writing honors my own journey and those who wish to read my life story. I feel a deep compassion and satisfaction when a person is able to have any healing from abuse and is removed from abusive situations. It is with this attitude I write. I hope others can get a better understanding of their situation, obtain an identity, and feel understood by reading this book. I wish for every person to be healed to the greatest extent possible. Also I wish for significant friends, family, and church community a deeper insight into the healing of a person who is in an abusive situation. Hopefully, people can learn the dynamics and patterns of relating that facilitate the cycle of abuse or help to change it. I want the reader to know how to be connected with a person in an abusive situation. I want an understanding of post-traumatic stress that can affect significant others as well as the abused person. I want people to get the needed support and be empowered to be removed from the abusive situation.

			​This book can be an adjunct to the work of pastors, counselors, therapists, psychologists and other helping professionals.

			​I have used first names mostly in this book, or have changed names for privacy reasons. I eliminated names and specific relationships around sensitive, tender and wished-to-be forgotten events. Some people requested a name change. The memories are recorded to the best of my ability with the use of my diaries. Also, I verified with others as much as possible. I checked with many people to see if what I said truly represented the situation. Those who remembered agreed it did.

			​The concepts of various theorists have been obtained from my education, my experience, peer consultants, attending workshops, and various readings over the years as a family therapist and certified nurse clinical specialist.

			​At the end of the book is a list of definitions of commonly used terms by therapists, a list of books I used in my healing journey and copyright privileges.

		


		
			**************

			​1 

			​My background

			​I am the second of a family of seven and have two brothers and two sisters. My parents are David and Grace. Cora is the oldest, George is four years younger than me, Cliff came two years after George and lastly Sally came four years later.

			​I grew up mostly in the suburbs of Manheim. The first two years of my life were spent on a farm called Moore’s Farm. The next years were in East Petersburg, in an apartment. When I was four the family moved to Manheim, into a house owned by Dad. 

			​I was a short, chubby, curly-haired child. Actually I was cute. I was assertive with my needs and competed to get my needs met, the normal behavior of a second child. I cared about other people’s pain and hurt. I then accommodated when I perceived my behavior as hurtful or if a person told me they were hurt. 

			​I grew up knowing that work, not play, was important. The work consisted of cooking, gardening, laundry, house cleaning, and buying groceries. If I was not helping Mother with these chores; I was taken to the farm to help with farm chores such as gathering eggs, picking berries, picking up tomatoes or apples or picking cherries from the tree. We ate the food as it came in, but also tried to preserve some food for winter meals. When winter came I went down the hill back of our house on a sled and made snowmen and forts for throwing snow at each other. When March came I flew a kite in the field near our home. Mostly, I remember playing games like baseball and football with the neighborhood boys. I learned to ride bike – my Father’s bike – and again rode with the boys in the neighborhood. I liked the activities that boys played. Usually the fun was short-lived, as Mother called us to participate in the work around the house. I enjoyed gardening and picking the food, cutting the rose bushes and doing fine details of the painting with my father.

			​An elderly couple who had no children lived near us. They (especially the lady of the house) loved children and taught us how to knit and played word games as we knitted together. We gathered on their porch or in the yard frequently. 

			​I had one girlfriend, named Karen, who lived in the neighborhood and was my age. Our main fun was sitting on her porch and counting cars that traveled down the busy highway called Route 72. Her father died when I was about ten years old, and I was interested in how her mother survived with three children to care for. She seemed to do well and usually was happy. It was this death that helped me ask questions about God, and I developed a personal relationship with God after that time. 

			​My oldest sister, Cora, was always the boss of any school games we played. Dad liked to play Rook, a card game, on Saturday evenings. Mother also liked to study her Sunday School lesson then.

			​I attended church at Manheim Mennonite every week. This was our main outlet for the week and gave a time of social connections. 

			​Mother always had enough food for us to eat: meat, potato and vegetables and a homemade dessert. The family usually gathered around the table for the evening meal.

			​I completed twenty-three years of school. The first twelve years were as usual. Then I went to practical nursing at Vocational Nursing School in Lancaster, Pa. After several years at Lancaster Regional Hospital (formerly St Joseph Hospital) in Medical-Surgical Nursing, I went to Eastern Mennonite University (formerly Eastern Mennonite College) and obtained a Bachelor’s in Nursing. I completed this education in 1970. Going to college was the beginning of my leave-taking of my parents’ home. Over the summer I lived in a community called Mt Jackson and helped with the health needs of the community. Another summer I was part of a research project in Bethesda in which my body was used to study Addison disease.

			​My work took me to Jamama, Somalia, Africa, to be administrator of Nursing Program and to provide leadership in the hospital with other persons from America and Africa. I delivered babies, diagnosed illness, prescribed medications and taught Pediatrics and Nursing Arts. I created a new nursing program which was a change from a Practical Nursing level to a Registered Nursing level.

			​I worked in a Missionary school in Kenya for six months after Garissa, and then I went to America and worked at the Lancaster Regional Hospital again. This time I was in the Medical-Surgical nursing while living with my parents.

			​I went back to Africa again but this time in Northeast Providence, in Kenya. I was responsible for the oversight of three hospitals: Garissa, Wajir and Mandiera. Velma, a Registered Nurse and Missionary, and I lived together in the same house. She was responsible for the clinics in Garissa. Ultimately, she managed them well, but I was supposed to be responsible for all. I traveled to supervise all places via Land Rover and via Sight by Wings, an organization that had a small airplane and traveled from one place to another helping people to improve their eyesight by fitting glasses and having cataract surgery. Work was abundant, but no one worked in the afternoon because it was siesta time for two hours. This was to compensate for the heat. Many Somalis and Kenyans sat around and talked and drank tea under trees or in some shady place. The tea helped to cool off our bodies from the high temperatures. We were refreshed for our final two hours of work. 

			​In America, I resumed working at Lancaster Regional Hospital as a rehabilitation nurse. I injured my back lifting patients, so I changed jobs and went into Public Health Nursing. It was there that I came to believe that counseling was for me. I applied for the Master’s Nursing Program at the University of Pennsylvania, which also taught skills for counseling. I went into the Master’s Program in 1983 and graduated in 1984, qualifying for counseling, which I enjoyed very much. I started counseling people who were obese and then developed my skills for other areas of interest. 

			​I moved out of my parents’ home after living with my sister, Cora, for a while, helping her with her deliveries and her babies. Cora was a single parent and needed help. I moved in with my Aunt Millie until she got married and the landlord wanted to sell the property. Aunt Millie lived in Ephrata in an apartment. I then moved to the ‘big’ city of Lancaster, where I was closer to my work at that time.

			​I had my first apartment with another lady where we shared space for cooking although we did not know each other well. I had my own room with a place to study. Then I rented an apartment that was all my own and set up by myself in Lancaster City. Finally, I settled into a home that was my own in Lancaster City.

			​Off to school again to get more qualifications to do counseling and another license, in Marriage and Family Therapy. I went to Marriage Council of Philadelphia to get the necessary course work to get it.

			​I began dating when I was a Practical Nurse, but I only had a few dates. Most of my dating took place in my new apartment in Lancaster. I did not find any person I liked who wanted me, so I was off and on with male relationships. I was never overly interested in marriage, because I was much more focused on becoming a career person.

			​Church attendance for the first quarter of my life was in Manheim Mennonite Church. After my return from Africa I searched for a new church, wandered around into different denominations for four years, was in charismatic churches, and settled in Hopewell Mennonite Church. For about a year, I went to East Chestnut St Mennonite Church in Lancaster. Finally I ended in the Community Mennonite Church of Lancaster.

			​When I came back from Africa and was changing my surroundings, I developed new, more functional relationships, including some with childhood and family friends. I was in and out of relationships almost like a teenager discerning my interests for several years. Some relationships concerned history, food intake, church and other activities. The struggle to change from nonfunctional to functional relationships was gradual and like a rollercoaster. In this time I learned about supportive and compatible relationships. 
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			​2 

			​Everything seemed nice, but the foundation was being laid

			​Our parents and grandparents lay a foundation for their children.

			​My parents, David and Grace, came together loving each other. Dad found Mother on the square in Manheim while she was working at Mr Nissley’s home as a hired help. Public records indicated Mr Nissley had her recorded as a slave, but she was treated well. Mother never mentioned this. She helped with cooking and other housework, and often mentioned polishing fancy silverware for Mr and Mrs Nissley. Mother’s father had lost the family’s home and worked hard to sell his produce to local people. He needed to travel into big cities like Harrisburg to sell his produce. Mother was eligible and capable of working for money, so she was hired by Mr Nissley. I don’t know if he gave her father a large sum of money to hire her or paid Mom weekly wages.

			​When Mother began dating Dad, Mr Nissley showed interest in him and requested that he meet him, as he wanted to approve of him. Dad went to see Mr Nissley, who found Dad acceptable. His acceptance facilitated Mother and Dad’s decision to get married.

			​Mr Nissley saw Mother as smart and encouraged her to pursue her schooling. Her father opposed this offer, and this was the beginning of Mother’s unfulfilled life. She longed to study and take courses in school, but never had time for these endeavors.

			​When Mother and Dad got married, people around them thought they were a perfect couple. The church idealized Mother and Dad’s marriage, saying it was perfect. They apparently laughed and enjoyed being with each other. They lived on a farm and did not pay rent as Dad’s work on the farm was considered payment of the rent. When finances were tight the church contributed to paying the bills. Pictures show how jovial my parents were, though I did not witness this love and this perfect marriage. 

			​But very soon, difficulties came into the marriage. Their opinions in work, school, study habits, religious beliefs, the values of studying and how to dress children were different. They lacked skills in resolving their differences. Mother had Catholic, Lutheran, Brethren, and Mennonite religions in her background. Dad had Amish and Mennonite. Dad’s mother was very strong in her religious beliefs. She did not believe in electricity and cars as she was Amish (Church Amish). This meant she went to a church building for church, while Amish usually had their church in their homes. They rode horses and buggies, as rubber tires were too worldly, and she wanted no part in any worldly things. Dad too did not want worldly things, while Mother did. Both accepted that cars could be used and Dad joined Mother’s church. This was not difficult, as he did not have a church at this time.

			​Both came into the relationship knowing financial difficulties, and both of their parents struggled financially. Mother’s family was more financially stable than Dad’s and my Mother paid for the wedding, which was consistent with the times. When financial needs arose, Mother’s family and the church assisted. Mother was always kind to Dad and gave him money when she had it and did not make a big deal that she gave more financially. Dad’s family provided services such as canning peaches, cleaning and helping with the farm work, a nice blend between them. In later years Dad resented not being able to provide for the family himself, and I heard him get angry about Mother’s family’s ability to help with finances while his family was not capable. I believe he felt less of a man and less powerful for not being the full provider of finances. He complained about the imbalance. 

			​Mother’s mother bought clothes and shoes for the children as they came into the family, including little frilled dresses and white shoes. Mother was always pleased with these clothes as she liked the way her children looked, while Dad wanted conservative black shoes and simple dresses. Dad considered that Mother’s family was interfering with the marriage when her mother brought these items. Discussion was useless as Dad wanted what he wanted in children’s attire and demanded his way. Mother verbally argued for her rights and wishes. If she said ‘yes’ to Dad, there was more peace in the household. Her ideas were not a part of the relationship, so she talked less and less about her values and interests. This pattern of relating continued to emerge. Dad was becoming dominant and Mother passive. Dad’s behavior was controlling and limited Mother’s interests.

			​When I was four years old, Mother’s father, with Dad, built us a house. Mother’s father found a lot in Manheim and invested financially for its building. The plan was for Dad to pay off the house later. This helped Dad greatly in getting started and having a place for the family, and he felt loved and treated like a son. The house was in a perfect location. A grocery store, IGA, was around the corner and another family grocery store on another corner, both within walking distance. They had candy to be purchased for a penny at the family grocery store. I was always happy to go to the grocery store, because I liked candy and usually was able to purchase a piece. 

			​The land had a trolley, a vehicle used to transport people, in the area before the house was built. A strip of grass replaced it and provided a space for children to play. A garden of twenty feet by twenty feet was along the side of the house, giving plenty of space for vegetables such as green beans, peas, corn, and potatoes. A porch was on the front of the house and a driveway in front. On the right side was a garage, not connected to the house, for the car. More grass was in the back of the house where a picnic table was under a large shade tree. A small flower garden was in the back, and peonies and roses were placed in strategic places around the house as Mother loved flowers. The flowers often lacked attention, so I filled in and weeded, trimmed and did their maintenance. I loved to be outdoors and enjoyed making the flower beds look nice. The finished product was worth the labor. 

			​Mother spent her time cleaning, cooking, doing laundry, caring for the garden, grocery shopping, etc, and did not have time left to care for the flowers. I did not get guidance on how to care for them, but Mother found time to criticize my cutting the roses. I trimmed them too much, she said, but after they bloomed abundantly and were beautiful, I saw the way I cut them was healthy for them. Mother was just glad the weeds were pulled and never criticized how I pulled them. Poison ivy grew in the overgrown flower beds, and it did not agree with them. Welts and bubbles easily came on my skin. One time I was off from school for a week because of poison ivy sores all over my body. The only relief was bathing in cold water twice a day and medicine. This case came from picking up apples on the farm, but I learned I needed to be careful when I weeded the flowers and trimmed the roses. I really did not want the misery of the poison. With my love of outdoors and working in the ground I continued caring for the roses and garden, but with less interest.

			​The house was small, with four rooms on the first floor and two upstairs. The kitchen, living room, dining room, and sewing room were on the first floor. As we moved around we bumped into each other or moved away from our task at hand to allow others space to go by. With these maneuvers, we were able to function.

			​The kitchen and living room were occupied the most, and that was where the movement and bumping into each other occurred. One bathroom was available, for seven people. Taking turns to use it was so important and it was difficult at times. Bath times needed to be spaced out. Arguments ensued over who would be first and who second. Sometimes it was based on our activity or importance. 

			​George often went in first. One time he came out of the bathroom and told us that he had gone in first because he was more important than the rest of us. He was joking mostly, but I did feel he was the top priority frequently. Mother used to share with him and respond to him above the rest of us. She made the food he wanted to eat, so maybe he felt that way growing up. I know I felt his importance when he said it while coming from the bathroom. He was Mother’s favorite child and as we grew up, this became more evident. When I offered to make a pumpkin pie at Thanksgiving, Mother said yes, but George asked her to make one. She made one for him without telling me. It was her way of making him feel special.

			​Two bedrooms for seven people was not enough room, so adjustments were made. The youngest child always slept in the same room as Mother and Dad. My sister Cora and I shared a bedroom, and George and Cliff were in the room with Mother and Dad until Sally came. Then Cora and I went downstairs and used the sewing room. It remained a sewing room, but Cora and I shared a bed in it. Cliff and George took our bedroom and Sally slept in the room with Mother and Dad. With no doors between the rooms it was nice to have some privacy downstairs. The bathroom was next to our bedroom. Curtains were used upstairs to divide the space between Mother and Dad and Sally and near the doorway to block a view into Sally’s space. Conversations were not private. Arguments were heard. Ears heard easily whispers or arguments; it was an environment without boundaries or space for confidentiality.

			​The ‘shanty’ was an extension off the kitchen. It was used for vegetable cleaning, doing laundry, and storing vegetable baskets. A garage on the left side of the house contained a car and tools.

			​All of the rooms were easily connected, and we loved running around the house and chasing each other. There were doors to each room except between the kitchen and living room, and they were usually kept open. As we ran we tried to catch each other, and sometimes we used to run away from being teased. After school one day, I came home and Cora began teasing me. I became agitated and ran away from her around the house and as I ran, I slammed each door to delay her getting me. She had her finger between one of the doors and the frame, and the end of it was caught and cut off. I was not successful in getting away from her. I thought that perhaps I should have let her agitate me or run outside away from her rather than slamming the doors and cutting off her finger. I was sad that this happened. 

			​Mother tended to Cora’s finger and scolded me highly for what I did. She told me to go to the garage to get Dad to come right away because Cora needed medical attention immediately as she was bleeding. I did so quickly. I was so embarrassed about the situation that it was hard to get Dad. She received medical attention and the bleeding stopped, but the tip of her finger was lost. Neither Mother nor Dad asked me about what happened or how I had slammed the door on Cora’s finger; I just received the blame from Mother for the incident. It was my fault and that was that. There was no additional questioning after her finger was attended to. 

			​I often wondered about Cora’s share of the responsibility. Did she put her finger there purposely as a way to stop me? Did she not figure out that I planned to continue to slam the doors? What about Cora’s agitating me? Later in life I realized I was not the only one at fault for cutting off the tip of her finger, but Cora was never held accountable for her behavior. She has had no responsibility for any of her behavior, even to this day. 

			​Mother arranged the seating for eating around the table. My seat usually was in a corner and I was never able to leave the table until others moved. One option was to crawl under the table over people’s feet. Dad was served food first and often was finished eating before everyone had received theirs. Usually he left the table within ten minutes, leaving Mother to continue any table conversation or monitor our eating habits. His leaving did not mean others could leave the table, there were just fewer feet to crawl over. 

			​Mother ate slowly and was the last one to leave the table. She always sat in a place where she needed to move for Cora and me to leave, while my brothers placed where they were able to leave as they wished. Often I was the last person to leave, as I did not wish to bother others while eating. The table was more peaceful when others left, except for Mother’s talking.

			​After eating, the dishes were to be done by Cora and me. One washed them and the other dried them. The dryer needed to stay in place and put dishes on the table if they could not be put in the cupboard. Kettles were on the right side and other dishes on the left. There was no room to go past the dish washer again without the dishwasher moving. 

			​The location of our house gave social opportunities. Neighborhood children lived nearby, and they loved to use the grass in front of the house to play baseball and football. Most of the children were boys, so active sports were in order. I too liked active sports and participated as much as I was able. This grassy spot was central to the other children’s homes. Needless to say, the outdoors was perfect for a family with children. I remember this was also the place where George and I used to preach together on top of a box. I don’t remember what the sermons were about, but we did it together. My parents permitted play, but we were often interrupted by a call by Mother to work. She wanted help in the garden. A neighbor lady did not like the balls going into her yard, so she often came outside in her anger at the games and chastised us, threatening to keep our balls. After a while we stopped playing baseball together and started playing football more frequently. The football did not go as far and did not go into her yard.

			​Sledding and bike riding were possible on the street as it ended in a dead end after going up the hill. It was safe and quiet. Many children came out in winter and joined in making sled trains down the hill, or we went down alone.

			​When I was in sixth grade, I developed a best friend, Karen, who had moved into the area and lived north of us. She was the one girl among all of the children. We spent many hours together, and went to the same school and the same church. One of our favorite activities was sitting on the porch counting and naming the different kinds of cars that drove by. I admired her mother, who was single. Karen’s father had died when she was small. She had a strong faith in God, and I was drawn to church with her faith. Karen followed me around as much as possible and always wanted to do what I did. When I committed myself to church, she committed herself to the church. When I entered Practical Nursing, she entered Practical Nursing. When I became a Registered Nurse, she expressed interest in becoming a Registered Nurse. In time, however, she developed a codependency that just was way too much. I felt a need to expand my world beyond her. I was being stifled as she demanded my attention whenever we were together.

			​My parents too had people to interact with. Dad went to the car repair garage north of our home to help or to talk with those coming into the garage or the workers, and helped others with the house repairs. Mary and Wayne lived in back of us. Mother was often found under the tree talking with Mary and another neighbor also called Mary. Again a lovely place for a home.

			​We children benefited from Mary’s love of children. She used to sit on her porch and invite us to sit with her. She played games with us, and one was called Ghost. A player had a word in their mind. We went around the room and gave letters to spell the word. If a person missed a letter, that person got a G. The next missed letter the person got an H. This continued until the word GHOST was spelled or the word was guessed. The person guessing the word won. We played other games, and Mary knew how to knit and taught us how. We made bandages for lepers overseas. Hours and hours were spent knitting. Mother came sometimes and asked us to come home and do the work, but often we sat and refused to go home. Mary laughed and did not send us home. Mother then said in a sharp tone, ‘Come home now’. Mother was in competition with Mary. Homeward we went, but only to return as soon possible for more knitting. Our conversations were meaningful and had some confidential components to them. Mother and Dad did not know about these confidential issues. It was fun.

			​One time Mary and Wayne took us to Mt Gretna with her grandniece. We were to swim in the lake, and I used the water for jumping around. Mary wished me to jump off the diving board like the other children. I did so, but found myself under the water more than once and I did not know how to swim. Once I got my bearings and came out of the water, I went to Mary and sat beside her. She laughed at me, although I felt like I had almost drowned. I was coughing up water. Now very fearful, I refused to get into the water again and lived the rest of my life with the fear of swimming and of being in water above my waist. I calmed myself down because Mary lacked compassion or caring about the incident. My view of Mary changed after this time. I played games with her again, but never did I trust her fully again.

		


		
			**************

			​3 

			​How the way my parents were treated affected us

			​Adults and their past affect their interaction with the next generation

			​Dad’s earlier life started with his parents’ marriage after a pregnancy. Grandmother Zimmerman came to Dad’s home after Grandfather’s first wife’s death from an unknown illness. She passed away in November 1917 leaving behind eight children: John was thirteen, Mart was eleven, Millie was ten, Leroy was nine, Anna was eight, Esther was six, and Charlotte was four. Quite a household for a single man. 

			​Grandfather needed help to care for the children while he worked on the farm. He chose a woman named Mary who cared for families giving birth to babies. She helped women with the delivery and assisted the family until they felt they were capable of handling life without her assistance. In the book where she recorded the deliveries she wrote that she attended thirty-three different deliveries. She proudly showed me this book. She was chosen to come to the house to assist. 

			​Grandma and Grandpa married in September 1918. Their first born, Clarence, arrived in March 1919, but he died after nine months from pneumonia. My Dad, David, was born the next year. Other biological siblings were Paul and Henry. Now Grandma had eleven children to care for. All half-siblings remained living at home. When Dad was born, his oldest half-sibling was sixteen years old, so the bond between the siblings was missing. They became two sets, and there were tensions between them. I wanted to find a description of life with the first mother, but I was not successful. As the years passed, the siblings got together less and more rifts were present. Charlotte became the connector or peace maker. She gathered siblings and their spouses for a meal every five to ten years, and usually she was successful.

			​One half-brother, Leroy, ran away from home and no one knew his whereabouts. After many years he was found in California with a wife and children. He had three wives and an unknown number of children, according to various reports. In Grandmother’s will, Leroy was supposed to get some of her assets, but if he wasn’t found, all assets were to be divided among the other children. Maybe Leroy was ‘difficult’ to handle or did not like how he was treated. Since he was old enough, he ran away from it all. I heard dad’s siblings call Uncle Leroy ‘wayward’, a term used for people in the family who did not follow the norms of the family and/or usually had sexual behavior that met disapproval or was inappropriate. I found the word ‘wayward’ confusing as the religious beliefs were very different from what I understood as evil. For example, cousin Millie told me that she enjoyed and watched the airplanes flying overhead. When Grandma saw her, she admonished her and told her airplanes were evil. Cousin Millie told me she knew that was her belief. If watching airplanes were evil, what was the wayward behavior of Uncle Leroy?

			​Grandmother’s religion (Church Amish) and her getting married affected how she functioned in the house. Mentally, by herself, without discussing with Grandpa, she decided electricity or modern conveniences were not for her. This included the car. But in the end, she decided to use them, because they were Grandpa’s, not hers. These adjustments allowed her to remain married and still have her beliefs. She was able to live guilt free. The above was a decision made alone. Grandpa, if he knew, did not join in a discussion with her.

			​Grandmother exerted her authority using her religious values as caretaker of the children. Grandpa’s role was outside the house, working on the farm. Grandmother read the German Bible faithfully to the children for hours on Sunday afternoons, and they had to stay seated for many hours listening. As they did not know very much German, it was an arduous task for them. My grandfather was not a part of the reading and did not speak of his beliefs. The children heard lectures of values and other religious beliefs from her throughout the week. Other roles for Grandmother included cooking, cleaning, and doing laundry. Grandmother fulfilled her role as a caretaker and attempted to educate the children in her way of life. Although she was in charge, I heard that Grandfather placed demands on Grandmother in some unknown ways, but did not stop any of her habits or include his religious values.

			​On Sunday Grandmother and Grandfather traveled to their respective churches. Grandmother went to Weaverland in a horse and buggy while Grandfather went to Metzlers’ Mennonite in a car. The children went to his church most of the time. Grandmother’s church used German or Pennsylvania Dutch and Grandfather’s church used English. 

			​As a mother, Grandmother had much trouble. She was not capable of handling my father, so at age eight Dad was sent to a farm to correct his behavior. He opposed his mother’s requests or possible demands. He became defiant and opposed her authority. He was the only child that was sent away to a farm, where he had a boss who demanded that he perform certain jobs. If he was disobedient, he was whipped. He received repeated whippings. Dad called the farmer a ‘slave driver’ and did not change his behavior. He remained defiant, and was sent to another boss on another farm. Dad said that the new boss treated him more fairly and he stayed there. When I talked with my dad, he got very angry about the situation and refused to talk about this part of his life. Obviously the situation Dad experienced was difficult and painful and he wanted it to be a secret part of his life that was not healed. But I was a curious child and wanted to know how the new boss treated him differently. I wanted to know what he knew about his being sent away. I wanted to know the role his father had had in this, but Dad was so angry that I withdrew from asking questions. He mentioned that he was not rewarded for his work; his parents received the money he earned and used it for their expenses. 

			​Grandmother tried care taking of ‘difficult persons’ in her family. She offered to bring them into the house and have them stay with her. I failed to understand her taking these challenges when she could not handle her own son. Surely she reached beyond her limits. 

			​Cousin Ruth told me of two people who came. One ate all of Grandma’s prepared mashed potatoes for a meal to be eaten later in the day. Whatever was extra, this person ate it all. She gained weight and became very heavy. The other person found Grandma’s knife and chased her around the house. My cousin was frightened, but fortunately nobody was harmed. This one was sent to a mental institution.

			​Dad went to school, but found no interest or value in it. His bosses and parents did not encourage schooling. As soon as possible he left school without the ability to read or write. He did have the ability to learn on the spot how to do house repairs, fix mechanical failures in cars or lawn mowers, or do carpentry. When an item was to be put together, he did not read but automatically sensed how to do it. Thus he became an excellent handy man. I never knew about his inability to read or write as he did write his signature on checks. I often begged him to write to me in college, until I discovered he did not know how.

			​Occasionally, Dad’s family had potlucks at his half-brothers’ farm (John or Henry), or at his father’s home in the summer. The boys played baseball and quoits, while the girls sat around and talked or were just silent. Sometimes I wished to be a boy to be able to join in physically active games. The food was delicious, so I ate more than one serving whether I needed the food or not. Dad visited with his brothers or spouses’ husbands at the potlucks. Apparently decent conversations occurred in these settings, but I was not a part of them as I was with the women and cousins. 

			​Family visitation among siblings was very infrequent. Dad went individually to see his sisters, Charlotte and Esther. Some of his family visited our home. I often saw him talking mostly to Esther’s spouse, Walter. Dad’s family did help in times of need. Cousin Ruth stayed with Mother when I was born. People came and canned fruits and vegetables for the winter months.

			​Mother had a very different family; they were inclusive, communicative, and fun loving. Not all were equally functional, but I enjoyed spending time with them, and found opportunities to grow emotionally. 

			​Mother was the oldest of six children. Albert was second born and then there were four more sisters: Mildred (Millie), Marian, Mary Jean, and Helen. Mother and Millie were close to each other. Millie studied and went to school in Harrisonburg, Virginia and then went out west to teach, so she was not home very much. Mildred was a substitute mother for Mother and earned the name ‘boss.’ They both laughed at this label. Perhaps Aunt Millie got this name by caring for Mother when she had diphtheria and Bright’s disease. During the diphtheria period, the house was fumigated and Mother was isolated. With Bright’s disease food restrictions included pretzels to reduce salt intake, and Aunt Millie helped with these. Mother had no negative after-effects from these conditions.

			​Mother’s mother was very active with counseling pastors with their problems in their churches. She had very little time to be a mother. In her absence Grandmother Stern, Grandmother’s mother, became the basic caretaker and nurturer of my mother. Aunt Millie too functioned as a firstborn and directed the activities of the other siblings. Mother always defended her mother and said she was a nice mother. She did not wish to talk negatively about her. Aunt Millie was very clear that she was unavailable. Aunt Millie did not tell me how Grandma Stern was as a mother. 

			​Mother’s father was fun, enjoyed teasing and enjoyed children. He always carried candy in his pockets to be given to children and chuckled as he gave the candy because he was happy. He played an accordion and a harmonica for his own enjoyment. Mother told of his reading children’s books to her. 

			​Eventually Aunt Millie went to Ethiopia as a missionary. I missed her vivacious personality and her interest in me and other people around her, both children and adults. When she went to Africa, she left on a boat from a New York dock. All the family, siblings and cousins, got in cars and vans and took the trip to see her off. What an exciting time to be with the family and having the adventure of seeing the boat leave the dock! We saw the Statue of Liberty off in the distance and Ioved seeing the large boat. 

			​I was sad that she had left us, but became happy to hear from her via letters, which began coming after four months. She told many interesting stories and shared her experiences, and I always anticipated the next letter. After four years she came home and the family gathered to spend time with her. When we met we laughed, sang and had a good time sharing experiences. I always found her very positive and enjoyed being with her. After she went back she returned every four years, serving for many years in Ethiopia as a missionary. My mother saved her letters, which showed how Mother and Aunt Millie wrote faithfully to each other and supported each other. One area of mutual concern for both of them was my body size, and they hoped for change over the years in my body and my eating habits. 

			​Mother enjoyed her aunts and uncles, who gathered frequently for meals. She said they were fun too, but Dad eventually refused to go with her to these gatherings. The reason was never given. Mother joined Dad and did not attend. She wanted me to know these relatives, so she talked periodically about them to me. I wished I had listened to her more as she described her experiences and who these people were. I found her repetitive stories tiresome. I wanted real people, not just her stories. I was never taken to see them. Apparently these people were part of the positive functioning in the family. I questioned what had happened that stopped Mother going and why Dad did not want to go if it was so much fun. Was Dad trying to isolate Mother so he was able to control her more easily? Was he uncomfortable with the fun they had and found embarrassment at his inability to participate? I met a third cousin from that family after many years and was asked what had stopped my parents from coming. I told him I did not know. He said these get-togethers were always fun. I had more than one contact with him afterwards and I appreciated his caring and understanding. 

			​Family get-togethers happened over Thanksgiving and Christmas holidays. The families made turkey or ham with all of the fixings, and we sat round the table and shared conversation and food. My mother’s siblings laughed and joked with each other about their current and past life, and their spouses shared in the fun. Amazingly the conversation included subjects of interest for both adults and children such as school. Mom’s brother, Albert and Millie were missing from the gatherings; Albert was not invited and Aunt Millie was overseas. I anticipated going to these gatherings because of the fun. When the meal was finished, Aunt Helen played the piano and we sang. I felt an interest and care among themselves and towards me. 

			​Sometimes conversation led to disagreements, but the conversation continued and our relationships did not end. I felt accepted even in the disagreement. How healthy, I thought! To have a dialogue like this was wonderful. Here I broadened my view of life. They also broadened their view as I shared mine. We never needed to change our views to be accepted. It was so different from what I experienced in my home where ‘keep the peace’ took over and it meant silence, yet there was always argument. Dad’s dominance took over and ‘shut up’ became the mode for problem solving. When I wanted to formulate my views, I went outside my family. Church or Sunday school helped. I wished my family to be like Mother’s siblings.

			​Mother’s family visits to our home were few. Aunt Helen came and babysat us when I was young, approximately four to six years old. She used to read story books and kneel beside the bed and pray with us. She was so sweet and kind. I wished her to come for more visits, but she did not come very often. Mother visited Aunt Marian, who gave her chicken and vegetables from the garden and Mother gave a small amount of cash towards the produce. Mother found a place to talk about her problems. She visited Aunt Mary and her husband with my father. I appreciated the cousins in these families.

			​Mother was called a ‘loose woman’ by her family. They labeled her this because she had met Dad, or Dad had found her, on the square of Manheim. The square was in front of Mr Nissley’s home where Mother spent some time outdoors. In Mother’s family, spouses were to be found at church and other similar social gatherings that Mother attended. My dad and his brother Henry travelled together to scout or hunt for women. They used the centers of towns to hunt and flirt. They drove around the square and if they saw a woman they stopped and talked to her, if she was attractive. Other men of the community found their women on this square, but not Mother’s family. I always thought this seemed like a common place for men and women to find each other. I remembered going with friends to a place east of Lancaster where young people gathered and we sought to find a man to date, though I never found a person to date there. Dad did the same thing; he saw my Mother on the square and liked her, so he asked to take her places, and the romance began. I have no idea if Mother went outside purposely to meet him or not, since her place of work was in the square. My mind roved to various ideas about what a ‘loose’ woman was. I assumed that Mother had acted in a sexually inappropriate way and was wayward in these behaviors. I believed she was sinful. When I was around my cousins I often felt the negativity towards my mother which also came to me. I felt less of a person than my cousins. 

			​One day my cousins came to me and apologized for giving Mother the label of ‘loose’ woman. They told me that the label came from how she had found her husband and realized when they grew up that this was a different way of finding a husband but was not sinful. I learned Mother had normal teen activities and was responding to her interests. I learned it was a family distortion to think this behavior was ‘loose.’ I found a relief with this apology and realized any idea of inferiority was useless. It came from a view in their values about finding persons to date. Mother often struggled with this label and criticism. She described herself as less than a normal person. 

			​Her brother Albert was also ‘wayward.’ He received this label because of sexual activity before marriage. He left the Mennonite church and went to a Lutheran Church, and Mother attempted to connect with him. My dad liked him and accompanied her on visits, but the other siblings did not visit him. I found that if someone did not have the same values, they were cut out of the person’s life. 

			​Mother’s mother became available to Mother after her marriage. She provided clothes, food and money. Mother remembered these times as supportive and caring, but at age fifty her mother died of a heart attack. It was after this death that Mother talked about not being able to have piano lessons or finish school. I know her father said no to her going to school, but what was her mother’s belief about school? How much work did she do? Did her mother get paid for the counseling and consulting? What was her role in relationship to her father? Did he demand? Did her mother demand? Was there communication between them? Talking about Mother’s growing up was off limits to her. Mother had a connection with her mother that created extensive grief. Nevertheless, it was hard for her to function without her mother.

			​I found that Mother and Dad had not received direct care from their mothers in their childhood. Mother’s father cared for her. Both of my parents were hired out: Mother at an appropriate age and Dad at a very young age. Dad
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