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Introduction



You can’t really be strong until you see the funny side of things.

—ANONYMOUS

Hi again. For those who read my first book, A Stolen Life, I would like to thank you for your huge amount of support. Some of you, however—and you know who you are—still can’t quite remember who I am. No, I am not a Duggar. I do not have eighteen siblings. Let’s get one thing straight: my last name is DUGARD.

Many confuse me and my story with Elizabeth Smart. Just for the record, I am not Elizabeth Smart. Even though we both have blond hair, we have had vastly different lives and experiences. I am the one that was captive for EIGHTEEN YEARS! Not months. Not to say that what she went through wasn’t as bad as what I did. I’m not comparing us, but some have.

Believe it or not, I have also been mistaken for one of the girls held captive by Ariel Castro in Cleveland. Apart from being held by a deranged man for a number of years, I’m not sure how I get confused with these brave ladies: Amanda Berry, Gina DeJesus, and Michelle Knight.

When I was first recovered, it was hard to put into words what I and my daughters had been through. I wasn’t really the talkative type back then. Up until that point, Phillip had done most of the talking throughout the eighteen years of captivity, and it was mostly in the form of lectures and his idea of daily sermons. I mostly talked with the girls and that’s it. So to have so many people to talk to all of a sudden was very overwhelming. I gave these men and women the bare essentials of what happened. It wasn’t until I met Rebecca Bailey that I really wanted to open up.

I remember we were sitting in the backyard of the rental she and her team had found for us to stay in. Just the two of us. It was the first day we met. I told her right off I wasn’t comfortable talking about what happened. The backyard we were in was all fenced in, but we could hear a neighbor working in the yard next door. After making my proclamation about not talking, she said that was fine. We just sat for second or two and all of a sudden, words started pouring out of my mouth. Maybe it was her willingness to just sit there with me. Or the fact I felt no judgment from her at all, but my whole life story just came tumbling out of me. Rebecca was actually trying to get me to stop at one point because she realized the noise from the neighbor had stopped and that there was an unmistakable hush from the other side and we knew someone’s ears were burning. We both laughed at that point and decided it was time for a break. I had told her a lot, though. It went a little like this . . .

It all started on a bright and sunny day in South Lake Tahoe. I was eleven years old. It was an ordinary day just like countless others I had had in my short eleven years of life. Then everything changed for me and my family. I was walking up to the school bus stop when a car came up behind me and stopped at an angle in front of me. Cutting off any chance of an exit. I wasn’t scared at first, though. I had no reason to be. Nothing could prepare me for what was to happen next.

The man in the driver’s seat opened his window and started to ask me for directions. Before I could answer, he shoved his door open and stunned me with a stun gun. (I didn’t know what it was at the time, just that it made me lose control of my arms and legs.) I fell back into some bushes. Stunned, I tried to scoot backward, but there was nowhere to go. Nowhere to hide from the terrible man coming for me. Dragging me to his car. I try to hold on to whatever I can to no avail. (Years later, during my recovery process I would remember that the last thing I touched was a pinecone on the ground. It would become my symbol of new beginnings and the logo of my foundation.) The man throws me in the backseat where another person is waiting for me and covers me with a heavy blanket. (Later I learned this was Nancy Garrido, Phillip Garrido’s wife.) This person held me down. I felt like I couldn’t breathe. I know I passed out at some point.

These events happened so many years ago. Even though I am well into my thirties now, I can still close my eyes and relive these events as if they just happened yesterday. These are moments ingrained into my psyche and cannot be erased. I choose to not let them take over my life now. And I choose to create new, better memories. Memories that will eventually outweigh these bad memories until they are nothing but dust in the air.

That was the longest car ride ever. I remember being so embarrassed that I had wet myself. I found out later that it was because of the stun gun he used. The details of my horrific and ultimately triumphant story can be found in my first book, A Stolen Life. My first book was a story that I needed to let people hear. To know it was not my shame but the shame of two people, Phillip and Nancy Garrido. It was therapeutic for me in many ways. I even wrote some of it in my therapy sessions with my therapist, Rebecca.

This second book is different. This is my new story. In it, I can be whoever I want to be. Not who someone wants me to be.

I’ve been asked this question many times throughout the year . . .

“Jaycee, how are you going to rebuild your life?” This question has stayed with me these past years. I didn’t know how to answer it for a long time. I ask myself, Do I know now?

How do you make a life for yourself and your kids when you have no idea where to begin?

• How do you rebuild a life?

• Do you rebuild it on the notion of what you think it should have been? Do you rebuild on a life you once lived?

• How do I build a life I never thought I would live to see?

So many questions but no answers . . .

Today if someone asked me the same question, I would say:

Hmmm . . . one day at a time.

One second at a time, one hour at a time, one day at a time, one month, one year . . . and all the little moments and people that go into building and living a new life of freedom and choices.

Is that an answer? I don’t know, but in order to share my life with you, I have to build you a picture of all the moments that have gone into my life now. These moments have helped shape me, and I hope that the sharing of these moments shows what goes into creating a new life. These seemingly small moments are actually all very significant. Each one has helped me define within myself who I am now.

Do I wonder what my life would have been like if Phillip and Nancy Garrido never snatched me from my tranquil life? You bet your last dollar I do! But what’s done is done. I can’t take back what happened. I can only march quietly forward and forge a path on uncharted territory. I think I’ve done quite well. If I do say so myself. In fact, I don’t really think I’m at all unique or special. I believe anyone could have survived what I went through. You just have to want to be okay. That’s a choice I made. I wanted to be okay.

Was I okay overnight? No, it takes time. I believe in seeking help and counseling. It helps to have someone to talk to. That someone for me was Dr. Rebecca Bailey. She is the founder of Transitioning Families, a unique equine-based program that specializes in reunification.

My daughters had never met any of my family before. Likewise, even though I knew my mom and family, they had never met my daughters. It helped to have Rebecca and Jane, her co-therapist, there for us as a family. Jane became my ADL helper. ADL stands for activities of daily living. And trust me, I had missed out on learning a lot of the daily activities that are normal to everyone else. She helped me with things like balancing a checkbook, even helped me learn to grocery shop by myself. She continues to be an important person in my life.

We needed the guidance from this team to learn how to connect with each other. You might think, Hey, what’s the big deal? You should be happy you were free. Of course I was! That was the big picture for us. The reality was that we were virtual strangers to each other. What seemed like fun exercises with her horses were actually teaching us the new skills we needed to form those lasting connections with each other. Chef Charles, Rebecca’s husband and the cook for Transitioning Families, was a vital factor in our recovery process, too. Besides all the delicious new foods he was introducing us to, he was also one of the first males my daughters had been around other than their father. I think those early days helped them to see that men could be so much more than what they had witnessed their tyrannical, possessive, egotistical, egomaniacal, narcissistic, psychopathic father being. I think this has led them to have healthy relationships throughout these years of freedom.

It has not been easy. I can attest to that. But each moment has brought an emotion, a memory, a time to share, and a time for self. So many firsts . . . where to begin . . . First sight of my mom in eighteen years, first time meeting my grown-up sister Shayna, hugging my aunt Tina and us celebrating her birthday at Disneyland every year I have been back, first barbecue with the whole Dugard clan. Making the choice to have the girls attend school, first doctor visits, and first shared caramel-covered apples with Mom. Learning to drive and first car, first plane ride and reuniting with old friends. Some of these firsts were in my first book, A Stolen Life. All these years of freedom later, what’s new with me? Let’s find out . . .


Fly Me to the Moon



First time I flew in the plane I was six years old, and my mom had a boyfriend that was a pilot. I remember it was a little plane and I threw up. It wasn’t the most fun I ever had for sure. I never flew again until eighteen years later, after my rescue.

The first time I flew in a big plane I was worried that same feeling of nausea would come back from my younger days. The chance to fly in a big plane far outweighed any fears I had, though, and I was looking forward to this new experience. I didn’t want to think about being sick. I just wanted to fly!

Having a lot of time on my hands in the prison of Phillip and Nancy’s backyard, I had a lot of time to dream and fantasize. One fantasy I had was having the ability to fly like Peter Pan. Often dreaming that with a little fairy dust I could fly myself home—Poof! . . . Tinker Bell, where are you? I would cry. But she never came.

I also imagined myself flying from city to city as a flight attendant one day. I thought it would be so much fun to see the world in this way. From London to Paris. Rome, Italy, Egypt. I have always wanted to see the pyramids. I did get to see the Mayan ruins on a trip to Belize. A group of us went to help a tiny village called Monkey River rebuild after the devastating hurricane that they were still recovering from. While there, we explored a pyramid called Altun Ha which means “stone water.” It was amazing and so big. Climbing to the top I felt like a queen. But I digress. I will tell you more of this story later.

This trip was to be my first meeting with Nancy Seltzer. Our need for protection from the media was an obvious priority from the beginning of our recovery. We needed the time to focus on each other and not the constant hounding of the media we were experiencing. Some people wanted to help, and we got involved with one in particular that we thought we could trust. It didn’t end up that way, and we didn’t know where to turn for help after that.

Rebecca wanted to help but had her hands full with not only our therapy needs but also dealing with all the agencies and law enforcement involved with the court case against Phillip and Nancy Garrido, our captors. Her brother-in-law, an actor, knew of our plight and suggested a woman that he trusted in the business of public relations. Rebecca passed this information on to me and, together with my mom, we contacted Nancy Seltzer and explained our story. We asked for her help and, thankfully, she agreed and the rest is history. She did what she said she would and protected us from the media and those who were seeking to exploit us.

On the day of my first flight, we were actually met in the airport parking lot by a security guard and taken through a special way to avoid any press that was lurking. My story was still new then and in high demand. I was accompanied on this trip by my mom and therapist Rebecca.

Once we boarded, I remember the flight attendant asking me if I was old enough to be sitting in the exit row. How funny she would ask, I thought. She said I looked like I was fifteen. No, I replied, I’m thirty! She was shocked. I don’t look my age, apparently. Still don’t to this day. The other day I was in Costco. They had the food samples out. I went to take one that looked like a health drink, and the lady at the booth stopped me and said, “You have to be over eighteen to drink that.” What? Hello . . . I’m thirty-five! I also went to a wedding once and during the toast I was served Martinelli’s sparkling apple juice instead of Champagne! I had even put on makeup! Come on, people, I am a grown-up! Anyways, I’m wandering again. The flight attendant did let me keep my seat.

Over the speaker system “Fly Me to the Moon,” by Frank Sinatra came on. I looked at Mom, who was sitting beside me, and we shared a smile. Fly us to the moon, Frank, this is our song! That actually helped me to relax. Until we started to accelerate and actually take off. My hands and fingers dug into the armrest. My mom asked if I was okay, and with gritted teeth, I answered “Yep.” Turns out, I was okay for the entire trip. I did some deep breathing and looked straight ahead the whole way. Landing made me queasy. I knew I had to take an airsickness pill next time. Rebecca recommended Dramamine. I have taken it ever since, and flights have become so much easier. I have also found a homeopathic remedy, MotionEaze, that works for me on short flights.

Nancy picked us up from the airport herself. Meeting her was like meeting an old friend. One that felt like I had known forever. Actually, with all the talks we had had over the phone up to that point, I really did feel like I already knew her and, most importantly, like I could trust her. So when we met face-to-face that day it felt comfortable. I knew she had our backs and would do all she could to protect me and my family from the prying eyes of the media. Her two beautiful dogs sealed the deal as they greeted us excitedly in the car. I knew right then she was a friend for life.

Later, getting to know Nancy, we decided she needed a nickname. Funny how a certain name can follow you. “Nancy” is that name for me. Although there has only been one “Bad Nancy,” the new Nancy in my life wanted a name that didn’t remind me of the old one. She said as a child she had had the nickname of Nanny Goat for her way of taking care of everyone she loved. So she became my Nanny Goat in more ways than one.

We stayed with Nanny Goat a few days. She introduced me to some people that would become very important in my life. One of them was Michael, who would take care of my finances, and another was Dale, who would represent me and my daughters in our lawsuit against the state. Our stay was very productive and a whole new experience of meeting people for me.

The flight back home was scheduled for nighttime, and we were a little late getting to our gate for the flight. As we walked through the tiny airport, I suddenly heard our names over the speakers. “Terry Probyn, Jaycee Dugard, Rebecca Bailey, please proceed to your gate.” Rebecca looked scared as she ran ahead to ask them to stop. (Remember, the press was still hounding us. That very day a reporter from a tabloid had gone by Rebecca’s house and asked where Rebecca was. The reporter told her fifteen-year-old who answered the door that he was with the FBI and needed to find her.) Guess what happened at the airport. No one even looked twice as our name was repeated over the loudspeaker again and again. Funny how I could be in plain sight and no one noticed!

I remember that day on the flight home, sitting there holding my mom’s hand as we took off, and she said, “Look out the window.” I said, “No I can’t.” I didn’t want to be sick if I turned my head to look, and it was scary being so high up from the ground. My mom promised me I would like what I saw. I turned my head and opened my eyes. I realized I didn’t feel sick, so I looked out a little more and I saw diamonds twinkling, shining bright, but not in the sky. They were below me. Beautiful sparkling diamonds on the ground and me looking high above them. I forgot to be scared in that moment. I had never seen such a magical display of twinkling lights, even more brilliant than the night sky. From then on, I couldn’t wait for my next flight. I still have to take Dramamine, but I enjoy flying more because I remember those twinkling diamonds. Happy memories help when you’re afraid. I always try for a window seat so I can look out over the world. I never get sick of the sight.

I’ve been on many flights now and I’ve even flown all by myself. The first time I flew by myself was actually a pretty fun adventure, even though I didn’t think it was at the time. For a while the thought of traveling alone was really scary. What happened if I got lost? What if I got on the wrong plane and ended up in a strange city? What would I do then? My mom and sister encouraged me to try it but only when I was ready. My sister, again the little one teaching the older one, told me it would be fun to travel alone. She thought I was more than capable of handling any situation that came up. Encouragement like that is what helps the most in new situations and adventures.

I got the chance to take this advice and encouragement sometime later. I was coming back from a visit to my sister’s house. My mom was staying a few extra days, and I was planning on going on my first solo flight. I felt ready to face this new challenge.

The flight had a layover in Dallas. I had been on layovers before and knew the routine. The plane was late taking off, so I knew I had to run to my next flight when we landed. To prepare myself, I studied the magazine with the layout of the airport in it. I knew from previous flights that Dallas was a big airport with trains to take you from terminal to terminal. The first time I was in the Dallas airport the group I was traveling with got on the wrong train, and we ended up across the airport with five minutes to spare before our next flight. I was not going to do it again, especially not by myself! The man next to me saw me looking at the terminal layout and offered some helpful suggestions and helped me plot my course to the assigned gate. I was thankful because I would have been too shy to ask for help.

As soon as I was able to disembark, I ran for all I was worth to the gate assigned to my flight. I had checked my luggage, so I just had my purse and made good time. I even had to navigate the dreadful train. I finally made it to the correct gate only to find out that the gate had been changed! What the?! I ran to the next gate only to find out that my flight had been delayed anyway. Relieved but out of breath, I sat and realized that I needed to charge my phone because I had 10 percent power left. I walked to find an outlet to charge my phone. It was around 10:30 at night and my flight was rescheduled for 11:15 p.m. I thought I had a few minutes at least to charge my phone. (Why are iPhone batteries always running out when you need them the most?)

After charging for a bit, I decided to head back to my gate. Walking back, I became a little worried because the airport seemed deserted and some areas had cots out. Upon reaching my gate I saw there was nobody at the desk, actually nobody anywhere. Oh no, what should I do? I thought to myself, Don’t panic. You can handle this. Like Dory says, “Just keep swimming, just keep swimming.” I walked a few gates down and finally found somebody at a desk. I said, “Excuse me, but my flight was delayed and now there’s nobody there. What happened?” She said, “Oh, the flight was canceled.” Just like that, like it was no big deal. I’m in Dallas–Fort Worth and my flight has been canceled! I’m alone in some strange city airport! And where in the hell was my luggage? I felt like I couldn’t handle it. But I knew there was nobody else to handle it for me. I was on my own and it felt . . . different.

I said, “Well, what am I going to do?” She didn’t really answer me and acted like she didn’t know. I didn’t really know if I should repeat my question or just continue to stand there. As I stood there, she handed me a bunch of papers she had printed out. She called them vouchers. She explained that one was for dinner tonight in the airport (even though all the stands had closed for the night) and a taxi ride to the hotel. I’m thinking to myself, Oh my God, I’m going to have to go to a hotel by myself and take a cab ride! She went on to say that there was one for another cab ride back to the airport in the morning, one for breakfast, and a voucher for a standby flight. I took the tickets from her and walked to the exit.

Looking up at the airport exit sign felt like a turning point. “Exit your old life,” it seemed to say. “Exit now and become . . . what?” Okay, I said to myself. Just keep swimming. I have never been so scared in my life . . . Well, that’s not true. I had never been in this kind of situation before was all. It felt scary and new and different. Sometimes I have to remind myself what I have been through. People tell me I am strong, brave, etc. To be honest, I usually just tell myself I am lucky. How funny is that to think I’m lucky after everything I have been through.

But on that day I did not feel lucky at all—just annoyed, frustrated, tired, and a little scared. I left the relative safety I felt in the airport and entered a hot, muggy unpredictable night. It was past midnight by this time. I didn’t know what I was supposed to do really, but luckily, there were a few taxis still outside at that time of night. I peeked in the open window and told the driver I had vouchers for a cab ride to this hotel in downtown Fort Worth. He said, “I can take you” in a heavy foreign accent. Okay, I told myself, this is going to be okay. Just stay alert. Be present. Stay in the moment. All things I had learned from Rebecca.

After what felt like hours of riding in a stranger’s cab, I thought to myself, Where is he taking me? Does he know where to go? Is he taking me somewhere to rape and kill me? In reality, though, the ride to the hotel was probably no more than twenty-five to thirty minutes. I gave myself permission to have all these thoughts because I felt like if I thought about all the things that could happen, then they wouldn’t. It’s the things you don’t think about that get you. Of course, nothing of the sort happened, but can you blame me for thinking of all the worst scenarios that could? How much bad luck can a girl have, though, right?

We arrived at the hotel. The cabdriver turned out not to be a serial killer but a very nice man. He asked if I would be returning to the airport in the morning and I said yes. He gave me his number and said to call when I was ready and he would pick me up. I thanked him and left the sanctuary of the cab to enter the jungle of a strange city. Well, it wasn’t quite the jungle, and it actually felt pretty safe. I walked the few steps and entered the still brightly lit lobby of my hotel for the night. I showed the desk my voucher and they gave me a room. I navigated my way to the elevator and was relieved to have already learned how to easily find my hotel room. Room 202 so that would put me on the second floor. Wipe the sweat from my brow for figuring that out.

By the time I reached my room, I had to go to the bathroom something fierce. Mother Nature is not kind. I realized she had given me my monthly gift and I had bled through my pants. Mother Nature also gives us brilliant ideas to deal with problems such as these. Since I had checked my luggage and was wearing the only clothes I had, I would wash my pants in the sink and hang them to dry, for surely they would dry by morning. (Which I forgot was already here at one in the morning.) But sometimes things are overlooked in times of crisis. I washed my pants in the sink and got most of the stain out. I hung them over the shower rod to dry.

I ate the meager snacks I had from my first plane ride and fell asleep quickly. Only to be woken up an hour later to the sounds of yelling from the room next door. I must admit at first it startled me with thoughts of bullets flying through the wall. But I told myself again to just chill
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