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			Dedication

			
		
    A Letter to Kim, my Daughter
 
I am dedicating this book to my wonderful darling daughter Kim.
 
You deserve to know the truth, the whole truth, and nothing but the truth. I am writing this letter to acknowledge you as the most important person in my life. You are the most special and precious person in my life now and ever. I want you to know all about your birth and my world's acceptance of you at birth and your early years. I apologize for the abuse and neglect that you have suffered.
 
I am sorry that you were also shunned by the religious group, called the Mennonites of Lancaster County, Pennsylvania. I tried all I could to have the two of us accepted in the family and especially at big family dinners at grandma's house. I saw how your little cousins ignored you and left you out of the games they played. If they had a chance to take the last piece of homemade chocolate candy that grandma made for Christmas, they took it. That is why we often left the dinners early, to avoid more hurt. I would cry on the way home and apologize to you, but that did not make the hurt go away.
 
I wrote this book to try and help you understand how a cult-like organized religion can break one's heart from all their judging. They judge me as I had left the religion and did not marry one of them. I hope you do not hate them, but I do wish for you to not live that type of life. At birth you had a special calling on this earth. Which you are doing an excellent job too. I am very proud of you.
 
I am sorry that you are still ignored to this day. You do not receive Christmas cards or birthday cards with a dollar bill in it, as they do for each other, and it is for sure they all know when you were born.
 
When I leave this earth, I know at least your friends will comfort you. I will be watching over you too. I love you so much. I hope this book will help you understand the evil displayed toward me in this family and you share no guilt in their actions. You will continue to be your warm and wonderful self.
 
From your loving Mother, Mary
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All the characters and situations described in the book are true and accurate to my memory. They are, as I loved, hated, breathed, and saw them through my eyes. Whether they are young and innocent or older and sad, it is my memory. Most names of characters and locations are true. I have exercised a writer’s right in taking the liberty of describing workings of the Lancaster County Conference Mennonite Church in Lancaster, Pennsylvania. It is told as I saw and was compelled to live it. Remember I only saw it through my eyes. This is my life that I lived against my will as a child and was severely damaged as a result.

The opinions in this book are strictly my personal experiences. My opinions and experiences are not necessarily those of some local Mennonites also certain family members. These opinions have risen from the treatment of religious punishment shown to me during my life. The daily rituals of the religion produced trauma, including being shunned till this day in my years of retirement.

My interpretation of treatments leads me to believe that the Mennonite Religion is a Cult. These are real facts as I started keeping notes over sixty years ago.
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At a very early age I knew I was not loved and was on my own. I had to create my own happiness and daydream and figure out things for myself once I knew I could not trust my parents and brothers, as I was under their watchful eye.

I was the fifth child of seven children. Older brothers were Floyd, Edwin& Harold, and older sister Ethel, and younger sister Anna. And most important was my brother Clayton (Butch) who was my buddy and still is. We appeared to look like a wonderful religious family on a big farm.

My family abused me through beatings, sexual molestation, starving, rape and isolation. I was denied higher education. I was forced to wear certain clothes and a net on my head. I was forbidden to have friends. I had to work in the fields from daybreak until time to walk to school; afterwards I was back in the fields until dark.  If I complained, I was punished and sent to bed on an empty stomach.

The isolation from my family forced me into a world all of my own. I would slip into my fantasy world where all was nice and friendly, warm, and cozy. The only time I could be happy was being alone with my little brother Butch. We were like two peas in a pod. I couldn’t show too much love for Butch in front of mom, as she would destroy it. I told Butch this too, so we played the game.

This book is the result of me writing notes of my life for the last sixty years and much therapy, healing, learning, working and recovering from the traumas of my childhood and shunning to this day.

A daydream I loved: I was walking to school; an angel was coming down on a cloud, picking me up, and taking me up to Heaven. When I would walk the mile and a half on a dusty road alone at age six, I dreamed that I could keep on walking past the school and keep on going forever and never return.

I feel I have some things in common with the Holocaust Survivors. I was lonely, I had no one to tell me I was o.k., and I didn’t know if I would be killed.

I hope my story will help victims come forward so we can help each other to heal.

––––––––
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Spiritual death is used as a threat that one would meet physical death.    

~ Mary Ranc

––––––––
[image: ]


RELIGION IS WHAT KEEPS THE POOR FROM MURDERING THE RICH      

~ NAPOLEON
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1 - Depression Baby
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The noise of someone running across our long wooden front porch startled mom and I, as we were in the kitchen preparing supper. It was Sarah Beiler carrying a small child that was not moving. Mom dropped everything and grabbed the little girl and tried to get her to breathe. Sarah explained that Melinda (2 years old), had fallen into a bucket that was half-full of gasoline. I was frozen in my footsteps as I never saw a person that was not breathing. 

Mom handed Melinda back to Sarah as she grabbed a raw egg from the refrigerator and broke it open and tried to get Melinda to swallow it, but to no avail. The egg was not disappearing. Melinda was pale as mom turned to me and told me to run as fast as I could and go get daddy as he was out in the field. I ran as fast as I could and when daddy saw me running to him, he knew something was wrong back at the house. He stopped the big Silver King Tractor and asked me what was wrong. I told him, “Mom can’t get Melinda to breathe; she fell in a bucket of gasoline.” He immediately jumped down off the tractor, unhooked the disc and grabbed me up onto the big tractor and headed into the house. I never saw daddy drive a tractor so fast. 

We got to the house and daddy grabbed Melinda and Sarah followed as they got into Daddy’s big old grey Oldsmobile and away they went to Doctor Baer in Quarryville. Daddy told mom to call the doctor and let them know he was on his way. Mom walked over to the big brown box hanging on the kitchen wall and turned the crank on the side of the box to call the operator. The operator called the doctor and said daddy was on his way with Melinda. Mom and I were just quiet and I saw her praying. I couldn’t talk as I did not understand everything that was going on. 

About an hour later daddy came home all alone with the news that Dr. Baer said Melinda was dead. I cried as she was a sweet little playmate. The next several days were silent as it seemed like no one could understand why a little child was dead. Old people die, not little children. On the farm, animals died, not little children. It was so hard for me to understand that Melinda would never be out in the yard ready to play when I went up to her farmhouse. I remembered when we went over to their house and saw the newborn Melinda sleeping in the big black baby-carriage. She was so tiny and under so many blankets to keep warm. Sarah and Amos were so happy to have this little girl after having two boys. 

Life went on after her ascent to Heaven, but I always thought of her every time we went past their house. I walked to school with Ira, the older brother, and we talked about missing Melinda.

Raised in the depression, I remember daddy could only get gas for his tractor if he had the right amount of coupons. Sometimes we had to skip going to church because we did not have enough gas to put in the car to drive to church so that daddy could farm. I remember mom could only buy sugar with coupons. It was a tough time but we were lucky that we did live on the farm as we raised our own vegetables and strawberries. We had chickens and eggs too, so yes we were lucky. The folks in the city had to stand in line for food stamps and free blocks of cheese to get fed.

It was a big deal if we got to go away on a Sunday afternoon to visit someone like Aunt Maude and Aunt Ada; I always had fun with Aunt Maude, she was funny and made me laugh. This particular Sunday she had company. It was Uncle Milty; we loved him as he always fussed over us kids and would have secrets in his jacket pockets. So Butch and I went straight over to him and sure enough he put his hands in his two jacket pockets and would gleefully say to us. “O.k., which hand do you want? Now remember the rules you must keep whatever is in the hand that you pick, you cannot trade off for the other pocket.” 

The excitement was building as I hoped I would get the pocket with the kisses in it. They were solid chocolate candies, but the foil wrapped around them was partially missing. Uncle Milty would go out into his factory and pick out the candies off the big belt that brought the wrapped candies down the line as they went into the bags for shipping out to the stores. I was only five, but old enough to know that the unwrapped candy was just as good as the wrapped ones, but too young to care. After all it was Uncle Milty’s presence that made us happy. I picked the left pocket and out came the round pink candy. I tried not to let Uncle Milty see my disappointment, but he saw it, and asked if I wanted to change. I said no and ate the pink candy. I was learning how to not disappoint the hand that gave me a gift. I have never forgotten that day with my Uncle Milton Hershey of Pa. He passed that year and I miss him and his pockets of candy. I especially miss the opportunity of making my own decision as to what I wanted. That was an experience I did not have in my home. So I have a permanent pleasant memory of Uncle Milty.
	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

2 - A Little Sister
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The silence of the night was interrupted as my daddy pulled me out of bed and ordered me downstairs. I tried to rub the sleep out of my eyes as I tugged at the dress hanging on the bedpost. I owned two dresses. So, the decision I had to make was which one to wear in the middle of the night. I picked up the long brown stockings and stretched them over my knees holding them up with homemade garters. I drug my feet down the hall, turned the corner and met Butch. He was my buddy, we were bosom pals, playing and working together. If Mom wanted to find Butch, all she had to do was look for me. We were inseparable. I was now thinking that this had to be really important for both of us to get up in the middle of the night and yet the older siblings were still allowed to stay in bed sleeping.

Butch's hair was mussed and his eyes full of sleep as he reached for my hand. We tiptoed down the long front staircase of the farmhouse to meet daddy. He was waiting at the bottom of the steps to take us quietly into the kitchen. Daddy directed us over to the stove to put our shoes on. The coal stove kept the kitchen warm all night long and it was up on short legs but just high enough for our shoes to rest under there all night long and keep them warm. Butch was pretty good at tying his own shoes, he was three years old and I was five. We were buddies, getting into mischief and then covering for each other. I was the leader and Butch my follower.

Uncle Lloyd busted into the kitchen door, I could see the snow blowing around behind him under the front porch light. Daddy pulled us kids into the hall to put on our coats. I was tugging on my boots when I saw the doctor come into the house carrying a big black bag. He hung his snow-covered coat up on the hallstand and opened the door to mom's room. I could see mom in bed, then Uncle Lloyd hustled us out the door. I was scared and silent as I held tightly onto my uncle's hand.

The only sound that could be heard was the crunching of the snow beneath my little feet. I crawled into the truck and tried to figure things out. All I could figure was that Butch and I were riding through a snowstorm in the middle of the night in a cold truck. The ride seemed to take forever, as Uncle Lloyd didn’t talk much. The truck rumbled into the driveway of his farm and a sweet chubby lady welcomed us with open arms, it was Aunt Ruth. She helped us out of our bulky clothes and sent us upstairs to finish our night of sleep. She told us to crawl into any bed we could find space in her house full of boys. I found a space beside Cousin Jim and got close to his warm body, closed my eyes and fell asleep. Poor little Jim didn’t know I was there till he woke up in the morning. We were the same age and had played together a lot during family gatherings. When morning did come, we woke to a room full of boys jumping into their pants and hurrying around to find their shirts and socks. I jumped up to see if Butch was awake and helped him get dressed to go down for breakfast. I led Butch by his hand and went down the long narrow steps that led directly into the dining room.

There at the end of the table was Uncle Lloyd reading the paper and not saying a word to anyone as Aunt Ruth scurried back and forth between the dining room and the kitchen to fetch breakfast. The boys took turns helping her in the kitchen since she had no girls. When the plate of eggs, hotcakes, toast, and potatoes and bacon were placed on the table along with the syrup and homemade butter, all was silent as Uncle Lloyd bowed his head in silent prayer. Aunt Ruth said that we were staying there with them for a while because our mother has a new baby at home to take care of. My eyes lit up and I smiled now that I knew my mom was not sick. I told Aunt Ruth that I saw a doctor bring the baby in his black bag. A few chuckles were heard at the end of the table.

Life at Aunt Ruth's was fun. Butch and I learned to do a lot of new things. We got to help turn the handle on the “Butter Churner” to make butter. When we were done, Aunt Ruth scraped the butter out of the tub and placed it in little wooden boxes that made Wheat designs on the butter lid. When it was settled and dumped out onto a small little plate, the design was there, that was so fun. Butch and I got a treat, fresh homemade butter on a piece of warm homemade bread.

I fell in love with the big basement. Butch and I played there when it was raining and when Aunt Ruth would do the family wash. We got to play with the kittens inside the house without anyone trying to hurt the kittens. At home when we played with the kittens the big brothers would pull the kittens’ tails and drag them across the floor just to hear them meow. I would cry and tell mom what they were doing; she would smack me across the mouth and call me a little tattle-tail and get back to playing or go to bed. So, this felt like Heaven playing with the homemade marble roller and the wooden block set with colored numbers on the sides. There were plenty of board games like Peggity that I taught Butch how to play. I felt like I was in a dream world. I was playing on a rug on the floor with toys and cute little kittens in a warm house. I wanted to stay there forever. I knew that when I went back home that my kittens had to stay in the barn. I also knew that there was no warm rug on the floor to play games.

Oh, how I regretted the day when daddy pulled in the lane for us to go back home. Butch and I got a look at the new baby lying in mom’s arm in her bed that she and daddy slept in. Grandma was busy in the kitchen making hot chocolate for us, as we had to ride home in the snowstorm with no heater in the truck. Grandma was very nice to us and helped keep us quiet so as not to disturb the new little girl in mama’s arms. It was our little sister.

It was so different having a baby around. Ethel got to help with the baby so her chores fell on me. I didn’t have time to play. I missed my kittens to play with, as I wasn’t going to the barn in these snowstorms. I liked it when Grandma was there, I had someone to talk to and help me with a chore I could not do. When she went home, I was really lonely. Butch and I were in the kitchen most of the time. We did not get much attention from mom.

A few months went by and it was getting towards spring. One evening at the supper table, Mom yelled at me to put my left arm down on my side where it belongs. I said, “I do have it down mom”. She kept insisting I didn’t have it down and to put it down or she will come over there and push it down and it won’t feel good either”. I started to cry as my arm had a lump under it and I couldn’t put it down. Daddy got up and came over to check my arm out and immediately saw I was suffering. He asked if I bumped my arm or did I fall on something and did it hurt my armpit? I said “No, it just got like that yesterday”. Daddy told mom to get some warm towels to put on it and I was to rest and not stand there at that sink to do dishes where I had to reach up a lot. Mom was silent as that meant Ethel would have to do the dishes. Daddy did not finish eating his supper and asked mom “Didn’t you see this lump under her arm?” Mom mumbled something, as he headed for the telephone on the wall. He wound up the crank on the right side of the phone one long time and an operator answered. Daddy told her to “get Dr. Baer for my little girl”. When Dr. Baer got on the line, he told daddy to get me in as soon as the roads were passable in the morning and put warm soaks on my armpit and make me lay down. In the meantime, mom put warm dressings on me and propped my arm up a little. She mumbled in my ear, “You did something to hurt yourself so you don’t have to do the dishes, didn’t you?” I cried into her hands, “No mom I don’t know what it is, maybe I am going to die.” She sharply replied, “Don’t talk so dumb, you just like to get attention don’t you!”

Daddy checked on me before he went to bed and made sure I had warm soaks on my arm. I could tell he was worried. The next morning the lump was larger and I had to hold my arm up in the air when walking around. Daddy ordered Floyd and Edwin to get out there and get the car ready to go to the doctor. He told mom to get me ready and not to make me use that arm. She silently did it and I was on my way to Dr. Baer in Quarryville. Doc was puzzled. I could not understand all they were talking about, but I was too young to know about cancer or swollen lymph nodes. I never did hear what was wrong. I remember that afternoon Sarah Beiler was there and saw my arm and was alarmed. She was talking serious to my mom and saying she should be doing this and that. Finally, mom started to take me seriously and wasn’t so hard on me and let me rest more with the arm. Ethel was now doing the dishes. I got to rest on the sofa in the living room. Wow, I felt like I was somebody. I slept a lot for days, as it took nearly a week for the lump to totally disappear. I returned to Church and my daily chores. It wasn’t long until the old routine was back in place. My saddest memory was that mom thought I did it to myself. It was not black and blue, it was not sore, and there was no evidence of self-injury. My mom was cruel to me, so I just tried to stay out of her life. I now knew that I could trust daddy but not mom. I never got that trust back again ever in my life and I never got an apology from mom for anything.

Sunday morning breakfast was cereal as there was no time to cook, because Mom had to get the baby ready and comb my long braids. She had to check all seven children that we had clean clothes on and matching socks. Hair must be in place and everyone had a quarter in their pocket or little purse for the collection. All had to be carrying a Bible. Off to the closed truck we would go. Daddy drove while Mom held the baby and Ethel got to sit between them in the front. The rest of us five children sat in the back of the truck on benches that had been placed against the side walls. We had to hang on to the wall if daddy went around a curve too fast, or our benches would upset and we would go spilling all over the floor and get our clothes dirty, then mom would scream at us for getting dirty. We were divided by the color of our eyes. I had brown eyes and had to sit beside the big brother with brown eyes. On the other side were the blue eyes and they would kick me and I couldn’t say anything. If I did say anything, Mom would yell at me, “Do you have to be a tattle-tale on the way to Church? Just be quiet”.

The drive to Andrews Bridge Mennonite Church took forty minutes of hanging on to the edge of the bench. I was so glad to get to the church just to get out and walk and get away from the big brothers. Butch and I ran into the church and hurried to our special benches. We had assigned benches for whatever class we were in. We had the beginning of the service with a practice called ‘Devotions’. Daddy was in charge of that so we had to be very quiet and not move as he stood about 10 feet away from us. After that we went to our classes. Butch and I had different classes to go to. I was in a small class with only three other girls in it and yep, you guessed right, my mother was my Sunday school teacher. I had to know all the answers to every question she would ask or I got a beating when we got home, because I embarrassed her in front of the other three girls. They did not know the answer either, but Mom had it in her head that they would go home and tell their mothers just how bad a teacher my mom was that she could not train her daughter to know the answers.

Then it was the end of the first hour of the service so we all met back in the little auditorium with about ten benches on either side of the room. The men sat on one side and the women sat on the other side. We sat there and listened to a preacher that was boring and if he saw you close your eyes, he would mention that possibly we were falling asleep. So he would tell whoever was beside us to wake us up. We would get a beating when we got home because we caused an embarrassment to our parents. The sermon was boring, it was about



d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
Mary’s
Shunning

A True Story of Survival and Hope

MaryRanc.com Part 1 of 3 or more

by Mary Ranc

edited by her daughter, Kim Del Rance





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/scene_break.png





