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PART I: THE MAKING OF A KILLER (1956-1989)

	


Chapter 1  

	Born Unwanted - Rochester, Michigan, 1956

	 

	 

	 


The story of Aileen Carol Wuornos begins with an absence. Her father was already gone before she drew her first breath, not dead yet but vanished, having abandoned her teenage mother months before the birth. Her mother, Diane Wuornos Pittman, was herself barely more than a child at fifteen years old, unprepared for motherhood and unequipped to care for the baby girl born on February 29, 1956, in Rochester, Michigan.

	A leap year baby. Born on a day that only exists once every four years, Aileen entered the world on a date that seemed to question its own existence. It was an oddly fitting beginning for a child who would spend her life feeling like she didn't quite belong anywhere, like she was somehow out of step with the calendar everyone else lived by.

	Rochester in 1956 was a small city north of Detroit, a place of working-class neighborhoods and post-war American optimism that had largely bypassed the Pittman-Wuornos family. While other young families were settling into new suburban homes with modern appliances and station wagons, Diane was struggling to keep her head above water with two babies, Aileen and her older brother Keith, born just eleven months before her.

	Two babies in diapers. A fifteen-year-old mother. No father. No money. No hope.

	The Father Who Was Never There

	Leo Dale Pittman remains a shadowy figure in Aileen's story, more absence than presence, more rumor than reality. What is known about him paints a disturbing picture that would have implications for understanding his daughter decades later. He was, by all accounts, a violent man with a criminal history that included child molestation. He would die by his own hand, hanged in prison when Aileen was thirteen years old, an event she learned about years after it happened, if she was told at all.

	But in 1956, Leo Pittman was simply gone. He had abandoned Diane before Aileen was born, leaving no forwarding address, no child support, no acknowledgment that he had fathered two children. Whether he knew about Aileen's birth is unclear. Whether he cared is clearer.

	This absence would shape everything that followed. Aileen would grow up not knowing her father, knowing only that he had left, that he hadn't wanted her, that whatever he was, he hadn't been willing to stay for her. The details of his criminality and his death would emerge later, adding layers of genetic fear and deterministic dread to her story, the question of whether violence was somehow inherited, whether she carried her father's darkness in her blood.

	But in the beginning, there was simply the void where a father should have been.

	A Child Raising Children

	Diane Wuornos Pittman was fourteen when she gave birth to Keith in March 1955. She was fifteen when Aileen arrived eleven months later. Barely old enough to drive, she was responsible for two babies who needed constant care, endless attention, and resources she simply didn't have.

	The photographs from this period, if any exist, would show a teenager trying to play house with real children, real consequences, real exhaustion. Diane had dropped out of school. Her own childhood had ended the moment Keith was born, and it had never really begun again. Now there were two babies crying, two mouths to feed, two small bodies dependent on someone who was still trying to figure out her own identity.

	We don't know much about these early years, the first four years of Aileen's life when she was technically still with her mother. What we know comes from court records, from later interviews, from the fragments that survived in family memory. What we know suggests chaos, instability, a household where basic needs were barely met and emotional needs weren't met at all.

	Diane was overwhelmed. She was a child herself, thrust into adult responsibilities she hadn't chosen and couldn't manage. She had no partner, no co-parent, no one to share the relentless demands of infant care. Her own parents, Lauri and Britta Wuornos were still in her life, but their help came with judgment, with criticism, with the constant reminder that she had ruined her life, that these children were the evidence of her failure.

	The resentment must have been palpable. How could it not be? Every time Diane looked at her children, she saw the end of her adolescence, the foreclosure of possibilities, the weight of choices made too young. Every cry in the night, every dirty diaper, every sick day was a reminder that she was trapped in a life she never wanted with children who had no choice in being born.

	Aileen's first experiences of the world, then, were filtered through the lens of her mother's unhappiness. Before she could speak, before she could understand words, she would have absorbed the emotional reality of being unwanted. Babies know when they're not wanted. They feel it in the reluctance of their mother's touch, in the exasperation of her voice, in the absence of the joy that should greet their existence.

	January 1960: The Abandonment

	When Aileen was four years old, barely old enough to form lasting memories but old enough to remember the feeling of what happened, her mother did what her father had done before, she left.

	In January 1960, Diane Wuornos Pittman abandoned her children. She didn't die. She didn't lose custody in a dramatic court battle. She simply left four-year-old Aileen and five-year-old Keith with her parents, Lauri and Britta Wuornos, and walked away from motherhood. She left them in Troy, Michigan, a suburb of Detroit, in a small house on Cadmus Street, and she vanished from their daily lives.

	The reasons are lost to history, or at least to public record. Perhaps she simply couldn't cope anymore. Perhaps she wanted to reclaim some fragment of the adolescence she'd lost. Perhaps she met someone who didn't want the burden of another man's children. Perhaps she looked at her life and her children and felt nothing but exhaustion and resentment and saw only one way out.

	Whatever her reasons, the result was devastating for Aileen and Keith. Their mother, the person who, however inadequately, had been their primary caregiver for the first years of their lives was gone. They woke up one day and she wasn't there. She didn't come back the next day, or the day after that. She was simply absent, and no one could tell them when or if she would return.

	Children that young don't understand abandonment intellectually. They understand it viscerally. They understand that the person who is supposed to keep them safe has left them. They understand that something essential has been broken. They blame themselves, this is universal in abandoned children. They search for what they did wrong, what they could have done differently to make their mother stay.

	For Aileen, this abandonment would become the foundational trauma of her life. It preceded all the abuse that followed, all the violence, all the exploitation. It was the original wound from which all other wounds flowed. Her mother didn't want her. Her mother chose to leave her. Nothing she could do could make her mother stay.

	This is the soil in which a damaged person grows.

	The Lie That Shaped Everything

	But the abandonment itself wasn't the only trauma. What followed was perhaps even more psychologically damaging, the lie.

	Lauri and Britta Wuornos decided not to tell the children the truth. Rather than explaining that their mother had left and that their grandparents were now raising them, they constructed an elaborate fiction. They legally adopted Aileen and Keith. They told the children that they, Lauri and Britta were their parents. They told them that their actual mother, Diane, was their older sister.

	They took children who had already lost their mother and told them their reality wasn't real.

	Imagine being a child and being told that the person you remember as your mother is actually your sister. Imagine the cognitive dissonance, the confusion, the sense that something is fundamentally wrong but you can't articulate what. Imagine knowing, on some level, that the story doesn't make sense, that your memories don't align with what you're being told but being told those memories are wrong.

	This lie was maintained for years. Aileen and Keith grew up calling their grandparents "mom" and "dad." When Diane would occasionally appear, still living in the area, sometimes in contact with the family she was introduced as their sister, not their mother. The children were expected to play along with this fiction, to suppress whatever memories or instincts told them otherwise.

	The psychological damage of this cannot be overstated. Identity formation in childhood depends on having a stable, truthful understanding of who you are and where you came from. When that foundation is built on lies, when your family structure is a fiction you're required to believe, when your own memories are contradicted by the adults who control your reality, you learn that truth is flexible, that reality can be whatever the powerful say it is, that your own perceptions cannot be trusted.

	You learn that love comes with conditions and that one of those conditions is accepting lies.

	You learn that you are not important enough to deserve the truth.

	You learn that your origins are shameful, something to be hidden and denied.

	For Aileen, who would spend her adult life using aliases, constructing false identities, and living in a reality that often seemed detached from truth, this early lesson in identity manipulation was formative. She learned from the very beginning that who you are can be erased and rewritten, that names and relationships are fluid, that reality is negotiable.

	She also learned that the people who claimed to love her were willing to lie to her, fundamentally and continuously, about the most basic facts of her existence.

	The Wuornos Household: A Home That Was a Prison

	The house on Cadmus Street in Troy, Michigan, should have been a haven for two children who had already lost so much. Instead, it became another site of trauma, another place where Aileen learned that the world was hostile and that adults could not be trusted to keep children safe.

	Lauri Wuornos, the man Aileen was forced to call father, was an alcoholic. He was volatile, unpredictable, and violent. He would drink himself into rages and take those rages out on the children he had adopted. He beat them. He berated them. He created an atmosphere of fear and chaos where children walked on eggshells, never knowing what might trigger an explosion.

	The abuse was physical, beatings that left marks, that caused pain, that taught children that their bodies were not their own and that adults had the right to hurt them. But it was also psychological. Lauri was cruel. He told the children they were worthless, that they were burdens, that they should be grateful for the roof over their heads even as he made that roof feel like it might collapse on them at any moment.

	For Aileen, who already carried the wound of abandonment, who already believed on some level that she was unlovable and unwanted, this abuse confirmed her worst fears about herself. She wasn't just abandoned because her mother was young and overwhelmed. She was abandoned because there was something fundamentally wrong with her, something that made her unworthy of love, something that invited violence.

	Britta Wuornos, the grandmother forced into the role of mother, was not the protector she should have been. She was described by those who knew the family as passive, as enabling, as unable or unwilling to stand between her husband and the children. Whether she was herself a victim of Lauri's violence, whether she was simply exhausted, whether she had her own resentments about raising her daughter's children, whatever the reasons, she did not protect Aileen and Keith from their grandfather's rage.

	This is its own kind of abuse: the failure to protect. Children need adults to stand between them and harm. When those adults fail to do so, when they witness abuse and do nothing, they teach children that no one will help them, that violence is normal, that suffering is simply the condition of existence.

	The home was clean enough, apparently. The children were fed. They attended school. From the outside, it might have looked functional, adequate, acceptable. But inside those walls, Aileen was learning lessons that would shape the rest of her life: that home is where you get hurt, that the people who claim to love you are the ones who harm you, that violence is the currency of family relationships, that no one is coming to save you.

	Early Signs: A Child Already Damaged

	By the time Aileen started elementary school, she was already showing signs of the trauma she carried. She was a difficult child, this is the language used in school records, in family accounts, in the later narratives of her life. But "difficult" is often the word adults use for children who are suffering, for children who are acting out trauma they can't articulate.

	She struggled in school. She had trouble concentrating, trouble following rules, trouble forming relationships with peers and teachers. She was aggressive sometimes, withdrawn from others. She had difficulty regulating her emotions, small frustrations would escalate into major outbursts. She seemed angry, but more than that, she seemed profoundly sad, carrying a heaviness that children shouldn't have to carry.

	Her relationship with her brother Keith was one of the few bright spots in her early life. Keith, just eleven months older, was her partner in survival. They understood each other in ways no one else could. They shared the experience of abandonment, the confusion of the lie they were forced to live, the fear of their grandfather's rages. They protected each other when they could, comforted each other when protection failed.

	But no child should have to be another child's primary source of safety and love. Keith was dealing with his own trauma, his own survival. The bond between them was real and important, but it was born of necessity, not of the healthy attachment that children should form with stable, loving adults.

	The school system, which might have been a source of intervention, largely failed to recognize what was happening. Teachers saw a difficult child, a problem child, a child who was falling behind and disrupting class. They didn't see or didn't know how to respond to a child who was being abused at home, who was living a lie about her own identity, who was already developing the survival mechanisms that would later be labeled as personality disorders and criminal tendencies.

	No one asked the right questions. No one connected the behavioral problems at school with what might be happening at home. No one intervened in any meaningful way. Aileen was left to navigate her childhood alone, with only her brother for support, learning every day that adults would not help her, that she was on her own, that survival was something she would have to figure out herself.

	The Weight of a Name

	There's something else worth noting about this early period: the confusion around her name and identity. She was born Aileen Carol Pittman, her father's surname. When her grandparents adopted her, she became Aileen Carol Wuornos, taking on her mother's maiden name, the name of the people who were now legally her parents. But some records from this period show variations, show the confusion, show the administrative tangle that reflected the deeper tangle of her identity.

	She was a Pittman who became a Wuornos who was told she had always been a Wuornos. She was the daughter of Diane who was told she was the daughter of Britta. She was herself, but she was also whoever the adults in her life needed her to be to make their story work.

	Names matter. They anchor identity. They connect us to family, to history, to ourselves. For Aileen, even her name was uncertain, contested, changed to serve a lie. This instability of identity, this sense that who she was could be rewritten at the convenience of others would persist throughout her life. She would use multiple aliases as an adult. She would become Susan Blahovec, Lori Grody, Cammie Greene. She would slip between identities like someone who never quite knew which one was real because she learned early that identities were fictions anyway.

	But in 1960, she was just a four-year-old girl who had lost her mother, who was living a lie, who was being raised by grandparents who called themselves parents and who hurt her, who had nothing stable to hold onto except her brother and the growing understanding that the world was not a safe place for children like her.

	The Trajectory Begins

	Looking back from the end of her story, from the seven murders, from the death row cell, from the execution chamber it's tempting to search these early years for signs of the killer she would become. This is what we do with origin stories: we look for foreshadowing, for the seeds of what came later, for evidence that the ending was inevitable from the beginning.

	But that's not how human development works. Aileen wasn't born a killer. She wasn't destined by genetics or fate to murder seven men. What she was, in 1960, was a traumatized child whose needs were not being met, whose pain was not being acknowledged, whose trajectory was being shaped by abandonment and abuse and lies.

	She could have been saved. At four years old, with proper intervention, with therapy, with stable and loving caregivers, with truth and safety and support, her trajectory could have been different. She could have grown up to be someone else entirely. The damage was not yet irreversible.

	But no one saved her. No one intervened. The adults who should have protected her either abandoned her or abused her or stood by while abuse happened. The systems that should have caught a child falling through the cracks, schools, social services, community structures failed to catch her.

	And so the trajectory continued, the damage accumulated, the wounds deepened. The unwanted leap year baby, born to a teenage mother who left her, raised by grandparents who lied to her and hurt her, was learning lessons about the world and her place in it that would shape everything that followed.

	She was learning that love meant pain. That family meant violence. That adults could not be trusted. That she was fundamentally unlovable and unwanted. That survival meant hardening yourself, trusting no one, expecting nothing.

	She was learning to be alone in a world that felt hostile, learning to see others as threats before they proved otherwise, learning that her own needs would never be prioritized, that her own pain would never be sufficient to make anyone stop hurting her.

	She was learning, even at four years old, how to survive. And survival, as she would discover over the next three decades, sometimes requires you to become dangerous yourself. It requires you to hurt others before they hurt you. It requires you to take what you need because no one will give it to you. It requires you to become, in the eyes of the world, everything you most feared in the people who hurt you.

	But that transformation was still years away. In 1960, she was just a little girl who had lost her mother, who was living with grandparents who lied about who they were, who went to bed at night in a house where violence could erupt without warning, who was already carrying more pain than most children will experience in their entire childhood.

	She was born unwanted. And for the rest of her life, she would search for someone who wanted her, someone who would stay, someone who would see her as worth loving and protecting. That search would take her through exploitation, violence, crime, and ultimately to killing. But it began here, in Rochester, Michigan, on February 29, 1956, when a fifteen-year-old girl gave birth to a baby she didn't want and a father who was already gone didn't care.

	The leap year baby. Born on a day that barely exists. Raised by people pretending to be her parents. Hurt by those who should have loved her. Already beginning the long fall that would end, forty-six years later, in an execution chamber in Florida.

	But in 1960, that ending was not yet written. It could have been different. That's the tragedy worth remembering: it could have been different, if anyone had cared enough to make it so.

	 




Chapter 2

	Childhood Sexual Exploitation and Survival

	 

	 


The transition from childhood to adolescence is supposed to be a time of discovery, of growing independence, of beginning to understand who you are becoming. For Aileen Wuornos, this transition was instead a descent into exploitation and survival that would rob her of any remaining innocence and teach her that her body was a commodity, that sex was a currency, and that the adults who should have protected her were either perpetrators themselves or willfully blind to what was happening.

	What happened to Aileen between the ages of eleven and fifteen is difficult to document with precision. Much of what we know comes from her own accounts, given years later in interviews, confessions, and court testimony. Some details are corroborated by others who knew her during this period. Some remain allegations that were never proven but are widely believed by those who studied her case. What is certain is that during these years, Aileen was sexually exploited, became pregnant at fourteen, gave birth to a child she would never know, and emerged from adolescence with layers of trauma so deep that they would shape every relationship and every choice for the rest of her life.

	This chapter examines those years with the understanding that we are looking at the systematic destruction of a child, not through a single catastrophic event, but through the accumulated weight of countless violations, each one teaching her that her value lay only in what her body could provide to others, that consent was a concept that didn't apply to girls like her, and that survival meant learning to trade the only thing she had.

	The Shadow of Sexual Abuse

	Aileen would later allege that her grandfather, Lauri Wuornos, the man she was forced to call father, sexually abused her. These allegations were never proven in court. Lauri died before Aileen's crimes brought public scrutiny to her childhood, and there was no criminal investigation into the abuse she claimed to have suffered. But those who have studied her case extensively, including investigators, psychologists, and journalists who interviewed people who knew the family, generally believe her claims were truthful.

	The sexual abuse, if it occurred as she described, would have begun around the time she was approaching puberty, perhaps age ten or eleven. This is when many incestuous abusers begin targeting children in their care: when the child is old enough to be sexually objectified but still young enough to be controlled, threatened, and silenced.

	We don't know the specifics, and perhaps that's merciful. What matters is understanding what this kind of abuse does to a child's development, to their sense of self, to their understanding of relationships and bodily autonomy.

	When the person who abuses you is the person who is supposed to protect you, when the abuse happens in the home that is supposed to be your refuge, when the abuser is someone you're required to call "father", the psychological damage is catastrophic. There is no escape. There is no safe space. Your own home becomes the site of your violation. Your own body becomes something that belongs to others, that exists for their use, that you have no right to protect.

	For a child who has already been abandoned by both biological parents, who has already learned that love is unreliable and that adults cannot be trusted, sexual abuse by a parental figure confirms and deepens every worst belief about the world and about herself. It teaches that intimacy means violation. That authority means exploitation. That the people who claim to care for you are the ones who will hurt you most.

	It also creates profound confusion about sex, love, and human connection. When your first sexual experiences are abusive, when sex is introduced not as something connected to care and consent but as something that happens to you regardless of your will, you learn distorted lessons about what sex means, about what you're worth, about what relationships are.

	Aileen never learned that sex could be something other than transactional, exploitative, or violent. From her earliest sexual experiences, it was something done to her by more powerful people, something she couldn't refuse, something that hurt her but that she was expected to endure. This foundation would shape every sexual encounter for the rest of her life.

	Britta Wuornos, the grandmother who should have protected Aileen, apparently did nothing to stop the abuse, if she knew about it. Whether she knew and looked away, whether she was herself too terrorized by Lauri to intervene, whether she simply couldn't face the truth of what was happening in her home, the result was the same. Aileen was not protected. The abuse continued. And she learned that women who should defend children will sometimes sacrifice them instead to keep the peace, to avoid confrontation, to maintain the fiction that everything is fine.

	This lesson, too, would shape her understanding of the world: that women will betray other women, that mothers (or grandmother-mothers) will fail to protect daughters, that female solidarity is a myth and that every woman is ultimately alone.

	Trading Sex for Survival: Ages 11-13

	By age eleven or twelve, accounts vary slightly on the timeline Aileen had begun trading sexual acts for cigarettes, drugs, alcohol, and small amounts of money with boys and young men in her neighborhood. This is documented in multiple sources, including interviews with people who knew her during this period and her own later accounts.

	It's crucial to understand what this was and what it wasn't. This was not prostitution in any meaningful sense, she was a child  below the age of consent, and therefore legally incapable of prostituting herself. What was happening to her was child sexual exploitation, full stop. The boys and young men who traded cigarettes or beer or pocket change for sexual access to an eleven-year-old girl were not her clients. They were her abusers.

	But Aileen likely didn't understand it that way at the time. For her, this was survival and coping. She had learned from abuse at home that her body was something others would take. She learned from the culture around her that girls like her, poor  from troubled families  already marked as "bad" were available for sexual use. She learned that she could at least get something in return for what was going to be taken from her anyway.

	The cigarettes mattered. The beer mattered. The sense of having some tiny bit of control or agency mattered. If sex was going to happen to her regardless and her experience had taught her it would then getting something in return was at least better than getting nothing. It was a child's logic applied to an impossible situation: make the best of what you cannot prevent.

	She was also seeking something else through these encounters: connection, attention, perhaps even a distorted version of affection. Children who are abused at home often seek out relationships, even exploitative ones where they feel wanted, noticed, valued in some way. The boys who gave her cigarettes and beer were paying attention to her. They wanted her for something. In the wasteland of her emotional life, even this exploitative attention felt like more than she was getting from the adults who were supposed to love her.

	The neighborhood knew. Other kids talked about it. Adults must have noticed, a girl that young with older boys, a girl smoking and drinking, a girl whose reputation was already forming around sexual availability. But no one intervened. No one called child protective services. No one sat her down to explain that what was happening to her was abuse, that she deserved protection, that her body was her own.

	Instead, she began to develop a reputation. By twelve or thirteen, Aileen Wuornos was known in her neighborhood and at Troy High School as promiscuous, as "easy," as a girl who would have sex with anyone. This reputation would follow her, would shape how peers and adults treated her, and further isolate her from any possibility of normal adolescent development.

	But reputations like this don't emerge from nowhere. They emerge from exploitation and abuse. They emerge when adults fail children so completely that those children have to find their own ways to survive, and then those same adults judge the children for the survival strategies they've developed.

	Aileen was developing survival skills that would serve her for years on the streets. She was learning to read men, to understand what they wanted, to provide it efficiently. She was learning to dissociate during sex, to be present physically while removing herself mentally and emotionally. She was learning to demand payment upfront, to never trust promises. She was learning the basic transactional nature of human relationships as she had experienced them: you give something to get something, and if you're not getting something, you're being cheated.

	These were skills that would keep her alive during thirteen years of street prostitution. But they were skills that no eleven-year-old should need to learn.

	The Physical Scars

	Among the documented evidence of Aileen's childhood abuse are the cigarette burns on her body. Multiple sources reference these scars, which Aileen carried throughout her life, small round burns on her arms and torso, the distinctive marks of cigarettes deliberately pressed into flesh.

	Who burned her? Accounts vary. Some sources suggest it was punishment from her grandfather. Others suggest it was part of the sexual abuse and exploitation, either as sadism or as a form of control. Still others suggest that some of the burns may have been self-inflicted, a form of self-harm that traumatized adolescents sometimes use to cope with psychological pain they cannot otherwise express or control.

	Whatever their origin, these burns were a visible map of trauma carried on her body. They were wounds that never fully healed, scars that lasted decades. They were physical evidence of the violence that had been done to her, marks that would still be visible in mugshots and trial photographs when she was in her thirties.

	Cigarette burns are particularly cruel. They are intimate violations, someone has to be close to you, has to hold the burning cigarette against your skin long enough to create the wound. They hurt intensely. They scar permanently. They mark you as someone who has been hurt deliberately, repeatedly, by someone close enough to touch you.

	For Aileen, these scars were a permanent reminder of her childhood, visible evidence of what had been done to her. But they were also something else: proof. In a life where she was often not believed, where her accounts of abuse were sometimes questioned or dismissed, her body carried evidence that could not be denied. Something terrible had happened to this child. The burns proved it.

	Age Fourteen: Rape and Pregnancy

	In 1970, when Aileen was fourteen years old, she became pregnant. According to her account, she was raped by a friend of her grandfather, a middle-aged man who was trusted by the family, who had access to her, who used that access to violate her.

	The rape itself is documented only through Aileen's later testimony. She was never able to pursue charges against her rapist, and by the time she spoke publicly about it, years had passed and the legal window for prosecution had closed. But her pregnancy is documented fact. In 1971, at age fourteen, still a child herself, she gave birth to a son.

	The pregnancy must have been impossible to hide. Her body changed. She got sick. Eventually, even in a household where adults looked away from abuse, someone had to acknowledge that this fourteen-year-old girl was pregnant.

	What happened next reveals everything about how Aileen's family and community viewed her. She was not treated as a victim. She was not protected from her rapist. She was not given support or compassion. Instead, she was sent away, removed from the home to spare the family embarrassment, hidden during her pregnancy like a shameful secret.

	She was sent to a maternity home for unwed mothers. These facilities, common in the 1960s and 1970s, were places where pregnant girls and women were sent to give birth away from public view. They were presented as charitable institutions, but they functioned largely as places to hide the evidence of sexual activity that society deemed inappropriate, whether that activity was consensual teen sex or, as in Aileen's case, rape.

	Imagine being fourteen years old, pregnant from rape, sent away from the only home you know (however awful that home was), surrounded by strangers, carrying a baby you never chose to conceive. Imagine the fear, the confusion, the physical pain of pregnancy at an age when your body is barely equipped to handle it. Imagine having no one to advocate for you, no one to explain what's happening, no one to promise that everything will be okay.

	The birth itself must have been traumatic. Fourteen-year-old bodies are not fully developed for childbirth. There are increased risks of complications, of difficult labor, of physical damage. Whether Aileen's delivery was medically complicated we don't know, but we know it was psychologically devastating.

	She gave birth to a son. She held him, perhaps, for a few moments or hours or days, sources vary on how long she had with him. But the outcome was predetermined, the baby would be given up for adoption immediately. She had no say in this. She was fourteen, poor, from a dysfunctional family, with no resources to raise a child. The baby was taken, placed with adoptive parents, and she would never see him again, would

	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	



