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Nanny




I miss you more than I know how to say.

You raised me strong enough to survive

and honest enough to tell the story.





Brandon & Maximus




You are the reason I keep getting back up, even on the days that feel impossible. Everything I’ve fought through, I’ve done with you in my heart. You are my strength, my purpose, and the best parts of me walking outside my body.







Ricky




Thank you,

I miss you so much. 
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  Introduction

  
  







Survival isn’t heroic, it’s stubborn. It’s waking up when you’d rather disappear. It’s breathing through moments that feel like they should have killed you. It’s standing back up when nobody claps, nobody notices, and nobody cares. I didn’t survive because I was fearless. I survived because quitting was never an option — even when staying meant hurting, or losing pieces of myself that I didn’t know if or how I’d get back.




I’ve lived inside of abusive relationships — the kind where love comes with conditions, where silence feels safer than truth, and where you slowly forget what your own voice sounds like. Not just with partners, but family as well. Abuse that leaves marks is ugly, but the damage from wounds unseen metastasizes in its neglect, training you to shrink, to question yourself, to stay small so you don’t get hurt even worse. It changes who you are from the inside.




I’ve sat in a prison cell and felt the weight of one label form a tomb around my identity — as if my entire character could be reduced to one moment, one mistake, one version of me that wasn’t the whole truth. I know what it feels like to be judged before I even enter a room, and what it’s like to eventually start believing in the reputation that always preceded me.




…And then I lost the person who anchored my world — the one who made everything make sense — and I’ve had to learn how to exist in a life that feels unfamiliar without them in it. Grief doesn’t knock politely. It rips through you, rearranges you, and leaves you to figure out how to carry what’s left.




There were nights I didn’t think I’d make it through. Days where getting out of bed felt heavier than anything I had ever carried. Moments where disappearing felt easier than fighting - But none of it broke me. Not completely. Not permanently. If anything, it carved me, shaped me as the battering ocean shapes the beauty of the land. It forced me to meet parts of myself I didn’t know existed; the parts that refuse to go quietly, even when everything else is falling apart. For a long time I thought endurance was the point. I thought surviving was the finish line. I thought if I could just make it through, that would be enough  — but I was wrong.




Survival is the floor. It’s the bare minimum. It’s where the real story starts, not where it ends. There’s a moment — quiet, but undeniable — when something shifts; when you realize fear has already taken everything it can from you. When shame loses its grip. When the worst thing you thought could happen already has, and you’re still here. That’s the moment everything changes. Because if the worst didn’t end you…What exactly are you still afraid of?




That’s not weakness. That’s leverage.




This book isn’t about what happened to me, it’s about what I chose after. It’s about the decisions that come when you stop waiting to be saved, and start rebuilding from whatever pieces you have left. Because I didn’t just survive…I rebuilt. I went back to school when my mind was still heavy and my confidence was shaky. I chose growth when it would’ve been easier to stay stuck in the narrative that others had written for me. I got on planes —alone. I chased sunrises to places I once thought were out of my reach. I learned what it feels like to breathe in a world that extends beyond my pain, and now I see I never needed anyone’s permission to take up space here.




I learned how to be alone without being lonely. How to sit with myself without needing to escape. How to stop handing out pieces of my heart just to feel chosen. I emptied the emotional backpack I carried for years —the guilt that was never mine, the shame that was handed to me, the weight of other people’s expectations, the stories that told me I wasn’t enough.




I put it down, piece by piece and for the first time…I stood up without it. Life is short. Pain is loud and fear will always have something to say. Let it talk. It doesn’t get the final word. Because on the other side of fear— there’s a life waiting that doesn’t look anything like survival. It looks like freedom. It looks like peace. It looks like waking up and not needing to recover from your own life.




Survival is not beautiful.




It doesn’t look like strength. It doesn’t sound like courage. It doesn’t come with applause.




For a long time, I told myself nothing had happened to me, not really. Other people had worse stories, worse childhoods, Worse pain. Mine didn’t qualify. Mine didn’t count.

So I minimized it.

I buried it.

I outran it.




Until the day everything split open and I couldn’t pretend anymore.

That’s the thing about truth—

it waits. 
It waits through the chaos, the bad decisions, the relationships that almost kill you, the nights you don’t talk about. It waits while you build a life on top of something unstable And then one day, it doesn’t ask permission anymore.

It just arrives.




This isn’t a story about what happened to me, It’s about what happens after—when you realize survival was never the goal…

just the beginning.
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  Before the Truth

  
  





Music filled every corner of the house. It was the early 1980s. Led Zeppelin, The Beatles, Pink Floyd, The Rolling Stones; these were the soundtrack of my childhood. It wasn’t just background noise; it was the rhythm of our lives. The walls vibrated with laughter and conversations— cigarette smoke rolled through the air, dancing with the sunbeams that would shoot across the living room onto the gleaming hardwood floors. Everyone always seemed calm and mellow, except for the occasional light-hearted teasing or someone laughing too hard. My parents’ friends were mostly stoners just passing through for a social drink, or to smoke a joint, or maybe a little rye in hand.


Our house always smelled like a careful mix of cleanliness and indulgence. A constant drifting scent of Pine-sol and cigarette smoke. My Mom always enjoyed taking care of everyone. Friends, family and/or the occasional co-workers— but this usually also meant that I was to be invisible. 

I was very much born into the seen-and-not-heard era. My mom and I never got along—Not really.  Even now, I still carry regret that I couldn’t be the daughter she wanted me to be—or maybe just wanted. Our fights were loud, aggressive, and fueled by opposing wills that left a residue I felt for years.


My Dad was very different. He was calm, steady, and he had a work ethic stronger than any man I had ever known. His laugh was infectious and could cut through tension like sunlight. He had a moral center that demanded justice in quiet, uncompromising ways, especially when it came to women. I can only remember one time that I ever saw him get violent. He stepped up to fight a man in a bar that threw something at Mom. He wasn’t a violent man, not by nature, but he didn’t tolerate disrespect. That energy certainty shaped me and shaped my understanding of right and wrong. It helped give me a compass for compassion in a house where love sometimes felt unpredictable.


My Nanny (Mom’s mother) and one of my aunts, Sophie, were my real safety nets growing up. Nanny spoiled me, there was no denying that. I was her first grand baby. She herself was only 36 at the time I was born, and still wanted more kids of her own.  She loved me with a devotion that felt like magic from the moment I was born: a pony so I could learn to ride, shopping trips until our arms hurt, and a trip to Disneyland. Nanny was indigenous and was originally from Six nations of the Grand River, but she had never lived on the reservation. She had lost her status and rights to be First Nation because at that time if you married a white man you gave up your rights. When then government decided to return those stolen indigenous identities, that was the first time Nanny was able to learn about her culture and heritage.

As for Aunt Sophie, she offered a quiet refuge when mine and my Mom’s world became too loud. With her, I could just exist—no Pine-sol and no expectations. I was allowed to be exactly who I was, who I wanted to be. Those two people were the constant positives in my childhood, the safe harbors in a world that often felt like it moved without me.


My parents’ families were strangely close to each other well before I came along. My dad’s parents, Pat and Gladys, were both born in the UK and they knew my Mom’s father, Freddie, from back home. When Pat and Gladys moved to Canada, they had reconnected with Freddie and started getting their families together. Because of this reignited friendship, my parents grew up referring to the other’s parents as ‘Aunt’ or ‘Uncle’. It can be very confusing from the outside, but all this to say, our families were very close and we all lived very closely; so I grew up with all of my grandparents, aunts, uncles and cousins around at holidays, birthdays and definitely at every Robbie Burns day.


My baby brother Derek came along three weeks before my fourth birthday. The world changed, and suddenly I could see it more clearly—the extra love, the constant praise, the way everyone treated him as perfect. It’s not that it was unfair—not truly—but it was then that I recognized what had been there the whole time, just inaccessible
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