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FOREWORD
By Sterling G. Ellsworth, PhD

This book is a dramatic account of survival and learning from severe betrayal trauma. Since 1964, I have interviewed thousands of beautiful people, helping them to recover from and make sense of their emotional suffering. Deborah is one of these people.

As a psychologist, I am often amazed at how people get through emotional injuries that would destroy most of us! Deborah is again one of these people. In addition to her emotional trauma, she is pretty much homebound with intense daily physical pain from a knee surgery gone wrong. I admire her courage and am thankful she has still been able to write this book that will inspire everyone who reads it. It will help all of us to count our blessings, to see the big picture and learn from being a student in the earth school.

Many people have been sexually abused, usually by someone they know. Betrayed by friends and relatives, they often lose any hope of trust in human beings. Their lights go out. Their hope for significance and meaning in life are dashed to pieces. Depression, anxiety, and a host of other fear-based thoughts and feelings plague their lives. This is especially true when their abuse is early on and repeated through the years. When the perpetrator is a parent who should have been trusted and respected, it is very devastating. When it is also an authority figure in the person’s religious value system, it is life-wrenching. When it is life-threatening, including a near-death experience, it is nearly incomprehensible. Deborah’s story has all three of these factors. Not only is it high drama, but it teaches us the amazing power in each of us to survive, to repress, to look for meaning in our suffering, and to assign blame.

Deborah continues to grow today. I tell her often, “You won’t die dumb,” or “You will be one of the wisest people in heaven.” She still gains support from her weekly sessions with me.

I admire her for seeing the great truth, “Never judge an instrument by the user.” She doesn’t hate any church. She doesn’t hate all pastors, priests, or bishops. She knows most of them to be good, hard-working helpers in their churches. She is a great example for all of us. Don’t throw out all hammers because a few users hit their thumbs while driving a nail. Churches can be like hammers—good instruments for giving us purpose and meaning in life. Deborah’s bishop father abused this instrument repeatedly. It’s not the instrument’s fault.

Deborah’s story moves us all closer to the great truths available in betrayal trauma. It is a good read for all students in the “earth school.”


DELIVER
US FROM
EVIL



INTRODUCTION

They say it takes a village to raise a child. Having had three children, I know that to be true. It also takes a village to write a book. Besides all the people I have thanked, there are also teachers who helped me in my travels to get to be an author. A book is an endeavor that takes longer than a child to produce and when you hand it over to the publisher, you are as exhausted mentally as you are physically with a baby.

Chapter 14 talks about coping skills for the long-term problems of being sexually abused. It offers an immense amount of information on therapy. Therapy is my support system. Without therapists who genuinely cared about me, I also would not have been able to cope emotionally with telling my readers about such intimate details of my and the other individuals’ abuse. 

One thing I want to impress on your mind is the complete and total shattered character of my father. What made my father a sociopath? He had no conscience. There were many other things he did that were negative which you will see as you read this story, but he never felt remorse for them. If he had, he would have stopped molesting and raping all the people he did. Yet he felt no guilt or he would have controlled his behaviors long before he did near his death. The only thing that stopped my molester was poor health, lack of opportunity, and, finally, his death.

Dad was very narcissistic and he didn’t want to go through life obeying any of the societal or religious rules, which made him antisocial. These two diagnoses most often lead to someone being sociopathic. As you read the book, you will see all the signs and deviant symptoms that were there for my father.

I recently asked Dr. Ellsworth, “Are all fathers, uncles, or brothers who molest or rape a child sociopathic?” He told me there are many causes for pedophiles both in and out of the immediate family. He has interviewed fathers and they tell him various answers. “It is a complex issue with a variety of answers. Whole books have been written and so I can’t give you one answer,” Dr. Ellsworth said. 

I also want to mention that since we were a Mormon family, there is a lot of Mormon terminology. I have created an appendix with the simplest definitions I could think of and as the church defines them. Let me make it perfectly clear my sister Rebecca is active in her beliefs of the Mormon teaching, and I believe some of the concepts, but not all of these teachings. We are not against the Mormon faith. In fact, I quote from some of the talks and teachings that the leaders have offered. We feel our dad knew the gospel better than most and yet he allowed Satan to guide his steps instead of the Lord’s teaching and rules. This story is not the LDS Church’s fault. They could not have known the secret life my father kept.

We hope you will read the whole book to gain insight and knowledge that you are not alone. There are millions of victims and survivors in this world. If this book helps you in any way, please spread the word to others and leave reviews where appropriate, especially on Amazon. 

You can find me on Facebook, Twitter, Pinterest, our website and blog (deliverusfromevil.us) and my email (marshahunter2000@gmail.com). I look forward to hearing from you. 



CHAPTER ONE
Innocence
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Dead at age seventy-five. Praise the Lord! Free at last! The daughter who is free at last! There is one less pedophile walking the streets at night. His obituary reads: 

Walton W. Hunter died at his home in Huntington Beach, California after a long, lingering illness. Born October 25, 1920, in Enoch, Texas. Served in the Air Force. Served two missions for the Church of Jesus Christ of Latter-day Saints. Mormon Bishop twice for 17 years. Dedicated to missionary work, loved teaching and expounding the gospel, counseled church members in times of stress. Prominent businessman. Hunter Motor Company.

What they forgot to add was, “Charming sociopath, conniving pedophile, master manipulator, controlled people with money.”

More of his obituary: 

Loving husband to June B. Hunter and devoted father to four children: Wayne Hunter (Utah); Rebecca Hunter-Rapp (California); Deborah Hunter-Marsh (Oregon); Cynthia Hunter-Steele (California). Also, he was a devoted grandfather to 21 grandchildren and two great-grandchildren. 

 

Sounds like a normal obituary, but my father and family were as sick and twisted as they came back in 1995. You won’t hear much about Wayne, our older brother, or Cynthia, our little sister, in Rebecca’s and my book because of a little family dispute: they don’t believe that this story ever happened. They believe the fairytale that ours was the perfect Mormon family, where everyone was happy. Theirs was a childhood of hot rods and after-school snacks, riotous jokes and trips to Disneyland. Everything would still be great for them—except for those pesky sisters, Rebecca and Deborah, who keep making up outlandish lies about our father raping and molesting them and their children. 

We also disagree about poor little anxious Mom, how she cleaned up sheets from our beds without even seeing the blood or body fluids on them. Furthermore, we have been unable to agree about our mother’s part in the abuse of their grandchild, Alexander. So we disagree a little—what family doesn’t? If Wayne and Cynthia were writing this book, they would stomp their feet and urge us to quiet down and go away. But it is our story and our book, and we are going to tell the family secrets.

Hopefully, this story will help other men and women who have been abused, who are too traumatized to speak and have decided to bear their family secrets in silence. As my therapist, Dr. Sterling Ellsworth, always told me, “Ye shall know the truth and the truth shall set you free. But first, it may make you miserable!” How true this turned out to be.

So let’s hold on to our hats, buy a bookmark, and hide under the covers if need be, because the trip we’ll take with our story may be scary at times. It may be graphic at times, but we promise it will be true. 

As they say on Law and Order: “We have the evidence.” In fact, we are the evidence!

—1959—

I was five years old and would be starting kindergarten soon. Today was my special day because it was the first time I got to go alone with Dad to the car lot and I had been looking forward to it for a long time. He agreed to take me with him, and that made it my special day. As we drove the shiny blue Buick to the car lot, I recognized many landmarks in Salt Lake City along the way: Natter’s Market, Conoco gas stations, and finally, Liberty Park. I knew we were getting close. We passed Sears on the right, and as the light turned green, we arrived at Hunter Motor Company. The sign, in all its glory with the royal blue background and golden lettering, made me feel special that I was going there for the day. It was a small mom-and-pop car lot on State Street and is no longer there, but in 1959, it did a fair amount of business.

“Uncle Elvan,” I said as I gave him a big hug, “you smell like spices.” 

“New cologne, kid. Gotta close a deal. See you inside,” Elvan said as he turned and quickly walked away.

Uncle Elvan was my dad’s older brother and that made him my uncle. He had greased black hair like my dad’s, but otherwise, he didn’t look like my dad at all. He looked like Grandpa Hunter with his turned-up pixie nose and his weak little chin. He worked for Dad at the car lot, selling cars, and he looked sharp today with his crisp white shirt, black suit, and red and black tie with a little pioneer tie tack. I remembered Mom telling us that the Mormon pioneers settled here in the Salt Lake Valley.

Dad wanted to put up some signs he picked up at the sign shop yesterday on a couple of cars on the lot before going inside the office.

“Louie, Louie!” I said as I walked further into the car lot and started to run to give him a high-five.

“Debbie,” Dad said, “you’re not greeting him with a big hug. Hi, Louie. Mom would die…” and I immediately knew what Dad meant by that with the grease and my clothes. They were not new, but still in good condition, and Louie was covered in grease.

Louie worked on the cars if they were broken and he was always covered in grease and oil. Dad said he was a Negro and his folks were colored people. All I knew was he had darker skin and played Go Fish with me and I always won and he always went and got lunch for all of us, or at least, every time I had been there.

“Well, it still smells the same as usual,” I said to Dad. “Dirt, oil, and gasoline, that’s what the car lot smells like.” I didn’t like the smell again this time at the beginning of my visit, but I grew used to it as the day went on. That was what happened each time I came to the car lot, either with Mom and/or my other siblings. At first, I didn’t like the smell, but soon, I found it intoxicating. 

“Hey, kid,” Chuck Van Dam, one of the lead salesmen, said to me as he rolled his eyes. “Why are you here today?” He made clicking noises with his gum.

“Mom had a church luncheon, the other kids are somewhere else, and I get to come with Dad to the car lot without my brother or sisters, just me and my dad,” I said as happily as I could. I wasn’t crazy about Chuck either and he passed by me and up the stairs, probably to see his wife. There was a one-bedroom apartment connected above the car lot where Chuck and his wife lived. It was a dilapidated old building, but it served its purpose. Dad often talked of the days when he would have a second car lot with a fancy, new, and modern office building.

“I am going up to my apartment to see if the little wifey has lunch ready or if she’s going to be my lunch today. You know what I mean, kid?” 

No, I do not know what you mean, I said to myself. I’m only five. 

My father said that his office was mine for most of the day, so I gathered my toys and entertained myself in the hot and dusty room. Dad told me that I needed to stay in there most of the day. After entering the office with Dad carrying some of my books, I climbed up into his big brown swivel office chair, where I felt so small while coloring and looking at my books. My favorite books were picture books, as I could not read yet; at least, not very many words. I was through coloring and playing with my toys around lunchtime when Louie was sent to get some hamburgers for everyone. It wasn’t often that I got a hamburger from Dee’s drive-through. We almost always ate at home.

After we had eaten, Dad could tell I was bored, so he gave me a green pad of paper and a special white pen with black, blue, and red inks. You could choose the color. He asked me to write down all of the license plates’ numbers and letters, which kept me busy for another couple of hours. I knew my ABCs and 123s but didn’t know how to write them all, so the sheets of paper looked more like chicken scratches than an ordered list. I was dying to jump in the rainbow-colored puddles, but I knew they were oil and gasoline and I would get in big trouble if I splashed in them, so I didn’t.

It was hot and the sun beat down. By the time I returned to the office, a pink sunburn kissed my shoulders in the places my flowered playdress didn’t cover. My father commented that Mother wasn’t going to be happy and spread some lotion on the pink areas.

We then took our traditional walk across the street to Sears, this time just me and Dad, to get some chocolate-covered jelly rings. We crossed in the middle of the street with cars whizzing by. I learned that you should always cross at corners in the crosswalk with a stoplight. Maybe Daddy knew of a different rule. And you always do what Mommy and Daddy tell you to do or they get very angry at you. 

Buying these chocolate-covered jelly rings was one of the fun things my father did with his kids whenever we came to the car lot. Today, I got to do it without the other kids—just Daddy and me. 

When we returned to the car lot, I was very tired and my father told me to lie down in his office for a while. It felt good to take my sandals off and feel my yellow butterfly blankie, so soft and cool. It only took a few seconds and I was out like a light for a long nap. 

I awoke suddenly to find my father’s fingers fondling my pee pee area and a car salesman entering the room to get something out of the desk. I think he saw Dad taking his hand out of my panties because I heard Dad explain to the salesman that he thought I wet my panties during my nap. As I rubbed my eyes open to come out of the fog of sleep, I was confused and asked Daddy if he was playing the “secret game” when I just woke up because my panties were still down by my knees. I started to cry and was overwhelmed with sadness that Daddy would play the secret game with me asleep. He had done this before and I had woken up to his feeling my pee pee at home, but never anywhere else. I started crying because I was asleep and I didn’t know what he had been doing. 

I asked through my tears if we had to play the secret game at the car lot. I didn’t want to, but again, Dad got to decide when and now where we had to play that. I was a smart cookie; someone had called me one time and I liked the name cookie. I knew Daddy wasn’t supposed to touch me there. I asked my Sunday School teacher, Sister Lambert, and she said only mommies can help you when you go to the bathroom when you are three or four years old. Daddy had been playing the secret game with me since I was in big girl panties. He said it came with the territory, whatever that meant. 

Dad was in no mood to answer anyone’s questions. I continued to cry for a few more minutes as Dad was gathering my toys and trying to soothe me at the same time.

I was inconsolable at times, but when he told me to be quiet, I cried all the harder. My family always called me the melodramatic child, but I just expressed my feelings out loud. The man I called father tried to comfort me, but I pushed him away. How could a daddy do such a horrible thing to his little girl? I wanted to scream, but just then, my father told me, “Deborah, why are you crying? Did you have a bad dream? I just came in and found you sitting up and crying. You must have had a terrible dream while you were napping.” He thought he had me awake when he checked my panties and I was wrong about the secret game happening then. That’s why he told the salesman what he was doing. The salesman didn’t realize Daddy was just checking to see if I peed because I was all sweaty and wet.

“Do you remember what your dream was about?” he asked.

“You!” I rubbed my eyes with the blanket. 

“It’s my fault you had a bad dream?” Daddy said. “What do I have to do with you having a nightmare?”

“Never mind.” I was confused. “Can we just go home now?”

By the time we gathered up my picture books and my toys and the chocolate jelly rings to share with my brother and sisters, I still did not remember what my dream or nightmare was about. I still felt angry at my father but didn’t quite remember why.

On the way home, Dad didn’t say much and my mood was lifting a little. The dream Dad thought I had began to fade from my mind. My father said, “Let’s not tell your mother that you had such a bad dream. It might ruin her day or upset her, and she’ll be very tired.”

I replied, “What dream, Dad?” 

He told me to forget it, and it was never spoken of again. 

When we arrived at home, I gave Mom a kiss and showed her the new pen Daddy gave me. I went to my bedroom and drew monsters with sharp teeth and reaching arms until dinner was ready. I made a book out of the monster drawings and kept it in a secret place that not even Mother would find. 

It seemed as if Dad had been touching me forever. Somehow, I knew it was wrong for daddies to touch their children down there, but I thought all or most of them did that. They didn’t do it on television, so I thought it was not right, and Sister Lambert said it was a sin and none of our parents would dare do something like that. On other occasions, when Dad touched me, he swore that if I told anyone about our secret games together, he would say I was crazy and wouldn’t be believed—it was my word against his. And I was just a little girl.

“The men in white doctor coats will come and take you away and you will be locked away forever,” said Daddy, “because you would be crazy.”

I did what my father said in order to protect him, the family, and myself. The memory of being molested at the car lot was now buried. 

* * *

My very first body memory came when I visited Hawaii with my husband, Steve, in 1982. He went on a business trip, and I accompanied him as we rarely had the opportunity to travel together. And what a wonderful trip it was! The sun was bright in the sky, and I tanned and napped by the pool while Steve taught or attended classes. For once, we didn’t fight and got along great. 

On the hotel bed, we played, wrestled, and teased each other.

“Remember, I’m not ticklish,” Steve said, “but I know who is.” He began to tickle me.

I grabbed both of his hands and said, “Oh, honey, honey, you didn’t come—now stop that—you didn’t come all the way to Hawaii to tickle me, did you?”

“Well, it’s a fun thing to do because you are so…” Steve replied.

“I know, I know, but let’s think of something we both like that’s a little like tickling,” and I gave him a nice, romantic kiss on the lips. “Something along these lines,” I said and I kissed him again. He started kissing me back and then pinned me and my body on the bed. I asked, “What are you doing? Wasn’t the kiss enough of a hint?” 

He stated, “Yes, but I’d rather tickle and wrestle with you right now,” and he pinned my arms down.
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When I tried to pull away, I could not with all my might get loose. I said, “Steve, this isn’t funny anymore. If you don’t get off of me, I’ll have to scream.” I began to shout and that’s when he put his hand over my mouth and accidentally covered my nose as well. 

I flipped out and he saw that tears were welling up in my eyes and he let go of me. I flew into the bathroom and locked the door and hid between the toilet and the bathtub in the fetal position, rocking myself back and forth.

“Honey, oh, honey, what’s wrong? I was just kidding around. Did I hurt you? Are you all right?” He begged for any answer.

All I could do was rock back and forth and cover my ears and close my eyes.

“Sweetheart, tell me what I did?” Steve asked for the tenth time.

“You tried to hurt me, you meant to hurt me, I know you did,” I said and it echoed loudly in the bathroom. “Why would you want to hurt me?” and I rocked and cried until I fell asleep a couple of hours later. 

Steve pleaded and apologized most of the night for whatever he did, but I did not emerge until I woke up in the morning with dried tears on my face. I apologized, and I cried, and I begged him to understand that I didn’t know what happened. The event was a mystery to both of us. It was my first body memory, but I didn’t understand why I was so upset.

When we arrived home a few days later, I remembered that I had an appointment with a new therapist, Dr. Sterling Ellsworth. I was tempted to skip the appointment—I had been to many therapists, and my depression and anxiety were as bad as ever. I did keep the appointment, and I asked Dr. Ellsworth why I became so angry at my husband in Hawaii when we were just playfully wrestling. He said that he would need to have more sessions with both of us to understand that reaction. When couples come to him wanting marital counseling, he insists on meeting with each individual separately in the beginning and then he brings both of them back together to work on the marriage at some future point. What he didn’t tell me was that he already suspected that my anger could be traced to a suppressed memory, perhaps from childhood. We would just have to wait and see.

It wasn’t long before I woke up one morning and the day at the car lot returned to me. I shook my head at my bizarre dream that I had been molested as a child. I lay back down and sank into the bed, surrounded by the covers and the pillow. Suddenly, I knew beyond a shadow of a doubt that I had been molested. It was not just a dream, but a fact that I no longer could deny. Whether it was by my father or someone else, I was still unsure. But I was positive that somewhere in my past, the happy moments were tainted by a dark shadow. We discussed it with Dr. Ellsworth at the next session, and our wrestling in Hawaii fit clearly into my coming memories. 

“If someone was going to sexually molest a little child, wouldn’t a hand over the mouth silence her?” Dr. Ellsworth asked. 

I agreed with that part, but I was having an increasingly difficult time with the idea that it was my father. I just couldn’t fathom that. I prayed that God would help me know who it was, and if it was my father, that I could somehow accept that knowledge. I described my father as seductive, charming, and handsome, and by the second and third sessions, I revealed to Dr. Ellsworth that my father had affairs with other women. He wasn’t surprised.

I had no more dreams, memories, or thoughts about it until Steve and I prepared for our next appointment. Dr. Ellsworth lived two hours away from our home. This might sound ludicrous, but he was a remarkable therapist who was the same religion, and two or three of my close friends went to him also and gave him rave reviews, so he seemed like a perfect fit to help with my pain and depression. I fell asleep on the way down to Dr. Ellsworth’s office and was startled awake by a car horn honking.

“Debbie. Debbie, are you awake? You’re crying, honey. Why are you crying?” Steve said as he gently rubbed my shoulder.

“Oh, I’m awake now. Who was honking? Why are there tears all over my face? Why am I so upset?” I said as I wiped the tears off. 

“I don’t know why you are so upset. You started saying ‘No, no, no,’ and then you said ‘Daddy’ in your sleep, and that’s when someone honked their horn and you woke up crying. Did you have a bad dream?” Steve said and then I really started crying and Steve had to pull the car over to get me calmed down.

I was wailing and shaking my head, saying, “NO, NO, NO! It can’t be! It just can’t be my father. I have to get to Dr. Ellsworth. I have to tell him it was my father. AND HE RAPED ME! He didn’t just molest me at the car lot, there were other times he molested me and then he raped me. I can’t believe it. Hurry, get to Dr. E’s office so I can tell him. He just won’t believe it. Can you believe it, Steve?” I said as I grabbed his hand and squeezed it tight.

I sobbed for the next hour as Steve tried to console me. We spent our entire appointment processing the fact that I was now positive it was my own father who molested and raped me. It wasn’t a dream—it was a memory. I knew that God revealed the truth to me, no matter how horrible and awful that truth was. 

I had more nightmares and dreams about being raped, and each time these thoughts invaded my mind, I would cry out, scream, or become violent with rage. One night, I went into my closet with some scissors to cut my legs. The decision to cut my legs was completely impulsive and irrational, leaning on the side of being mentally ill. But that’s the place I was at for now. By cutting my legs, not deep or long, it allowed me to focus on the physical pain and not the emotional pain, which was overwhelming. 

Steve was outside my closet door, saying, “Honey, please, can I come in and console you in some way?” 

“No,” I whimpered, trying to get a breath in between sobs.

He kept begging me. “But honey, please don’t cut your legs again, you don’t deserve that kind of treatment.”

“That and worse; I must have done something very bad to warrant that severe of abuse from my Mormon bishop father. I do deserve it.”

“Shred a picture of your dad, the one on the wall of your dad and mom. I’ll get it.”

I screamed back, “No, I’ll tell you what I’m going to shred,” and Steve could hear the scissors tear at some kind of cloth. He opened the closet door just enough to see what I was shredding. 

“Not your wedding dress. You love that dress,” he said, trying to open the closet door now all the way. He couldn’t as I had put a wooden dowel at the bottom part of the doorway so it would only allow Steve or anyone six inches to open the closet door. I needed a lot of control at this time. “Remember, honey, that’s the dress that made you feel like Cinderella at the ball, only in Southern style. You love the big hat made of chiffon and silk like the dress,” Steve pleaded.

“But I wasn’t good enough to get a white dress, not a white dress, it had to be a beige dress to match my tainted body,” I said as I gasped for air. Just as I started to cut my leg again, Steve took the closet door off its hinges and grabbed the scissors out of my hand just before my strength completely wore out and I was on the floor in a heap like a ragdoll, with sweat pouring down me one way and tears all over my face and down my neck another way. I was wrung out. I could have still cut my legs, but I awoke from my crazy state to realize cutting my legs didn’t help as much as I hoped it would. I fell completely to the floor, exhausted and all cried out for the moment.

Steve took me in his arms and said, “No more, no more. You’ve done enough damage to yourself.”

“But not as much as my father did to me. He ruined my life.” 

And Steve rocked me slowly back and forth, saying, “I know, I know.”

Steve was a six-foot-three-inch burly type of guy. He had thick wavy unruly black hair and he could be very loving to me and I truly needed it at this particular point. He told me later when I was handling the sexual abuse better, that if I had killed myself, he would have dressed me in a little girl’s dress, pink with ruffles, and would have told my parents, “There is the child you destroyed. There is little seven- or nine-year-old Debbie. Now you live with her death on your hands.” I loved him all the more for it.

Knowing the truth, I often hid in my closet underneath the clothes, where no one could come in and touch me. Steve sat at the closet door and soothed me with positive reassurances. I was suicidal at this time, and Steve watched carefully to see that I didn’t take an overdose of my medications. The anger raged inside of me, and I continued to want to cut my legs, but I didn’t. If I cut my legs, it seemed to relieve some of the pain I felt inside, but it was only a temporary solution with a permanent scar. I felt like a ragdoll thrown upon the dirt; used, abused, and thrown away as garbage.

For months, there were counseling appointments where I received empathy, kindness, and acceptance from Dr. Ellsworth. He gave me a gentle hug, encouraging words, validation, the tools to understand my memories, and coping skills. Most of all, he didn’t try to control me. He said, “Well, if you can’t cope with some of the tools I’ve given you, like journal writing, artwork, or driving to your safe place and crying or screaming, then you can call me. But try two other coping mechanisms first.” 

I never did have one memory come back to me in Dr. Ellsworth’s office. They mostly came in dreams, but dreams that were unusually vivid and followed by a surety throughout the day that the “dream” was the truth. They became clearer and stronger every day after that. We processed the newest or most troubling memories at each appointment by talking, crying, left-hand writing to try to get at repressed memories, and artwork. He was so patient, kind, and encouraging, despite the fact that I was such a wreck. 

Dr. Ellsworth invited my parents to come to Oregon for therapy with me to help us all heal from this tragic experience and become a closer, more open family. I begged them to come. At my next counseling session, I stepped into Dr. Ellsworth’s newly decorated therapy office, noticing the new wallpaper. There was a sunset motif on the west wall and a sunrise motif on the opposite wall. There were cute knickknacks from beaches and lakes he and his wife had been to with his sailboat.

“I like your office, especially the sunset scene on that wall,” I said, trying to make small talk when what I really wanted to do was lie on the floor in the fetal position and cry my little heart out. “They’re not…not coming,” I sobbed.

“Who’s not coming?” Dr. Ellsworth said, leaning forward.

“My parents, my stupid, stupid parents. They think I’ve had a total break from reality or it’s a false memory that you caused,” I replied.

Dr. Ellsworth sat back in his high-backed white recliner and said, “Did you tell them that all your memories have happened elsewhere than my office and that you started getting memories back even before we met?”

“Yes, I did.” I began sobbing uncontrollably. “It’s true, it’s coming true. My father said when I was a little girl, that if I told what he was doing to me, no one would believe me. It’s coming true, they don’t believe me, the whole family has written me off, even some friends too.”

“Let me send them another letter, urging them to come and ‘save’ their daughter from me. You get my drift, Debbie?” Dr. Ellsworth clasped his hands around my mine, which were in one big fist. “Maybe I can convince them into coming, using the Lord’s words from the Bible to soften their hearts. Then maybe we might get somewhere with them. Any loving parents would want to come help their daughter and knock some sense back into her head,” he said, smiling with a special twinkle in his eye. “Now what do you think about that, Deb?”

I stopped crying and wiped away my tears. “Yeah, they’re really into using the Lord’s words to convince me ‘out of this trance’ I’m in.” This was the first bit of hope I felt in a long, long time.

He was antsy in his chair. “We’ll have to do it that way, but in a professional manner. Debbie, if your own daughter flipped her wig—I use the term gently with love and empathy—and was telling people that you beat her up twice weekly when she was growing up, wouldn’t you go to therapy with her to find out what made her think that? Because you love your daughter unconditionally?”

“Well, yes, I would. I have nothing to hide…”

He stopped writing in my chart to say to me, “Exactly my point. They don’t want to come because they do have something hide.” He threw his pen onto the coffee table and leaned back in his chair. “I’ve written in your chart to send another letter to your parents, pleading with them to come and work this out as other families have.”

“Have other patients and their parents really come and worked through this kind of stuff?”

“Not many, but some have. Now, what else is going on with you?” Dr. Ellsworth said, winking at me.

I began to cry again.

I kept the letters, proving that we did invite them; I so hoped they would do it for me. But once again, I was abandoned. Here are some of the letters, although Mom (June) just makes excuses for not coming, that they and Dr. Ellsworth wrote:



[image: ]



[image: ]

 



[image: ]



[image: ]

[image: ]

I was disappointed and relieved at the same time. I was hurt that financial matters were the top priority. No matter how we asked or how many times Dr. Ellsworth asked them, they would not come to Oregon and meet with Dr. Ellsworth and Steve and me. I knew things would never be good or even tolerable between us again and I was sad.

Over time, I remembered an event that happened during the rape many years ago that soothed me. As I recall, my father appeared in the middle of the night and climbed onto my body, hurting my body and soul. I remembered wondering how he could do this to me. My father was a bishop in the Grant 9th Ward and he only did what God told him to do, so if he was raping me, I must be very bad. I was a bad, bad person. My father was covering my mouth and nose tightly with his big hand and I could not breathe or cry out for help. I tried moving and scratching his hand away. The words blazed through my mind—he wanted to kill me. I couldn’t get any air, and I silently begged him to let me breathe. At that moment, I felt nothing apart from my father violently raping me and not letting me breathe. I knew I was dying. 

All of these thoughts raced through my mind as my father was raping me for the first time. I thought I was a very bad girl that God would have told my dad to do these things to me. It made sense to cover my mouth so I couldn’t make noise during the rape—which was violent and quick because I left my body so fast—mostly because I slept on the bottom bunk bed, I had no bedroom door, and my room was only twenty feet away from my mother’s ears. I thought God wanted me dead and if he did, what a horrible little girl I was in God’s eyes and in my father’s eyes as well. YOU ARE BAD! My spiritual being took that message to heart and repeated it every day and every time I was in trouble.

Soon, I found myself floating up to the ceiling and looking at my dad’s partially naked body covering my body—in the bunk beds my sister Cynthia and I shared, with only my dainty foot protruding. A soft, warm light filled the room. I saw a male angel dressed in white. He held me in his arms and I pressed my cheek against his soft, silky robes. There are no words to describe his brightness and warmth. Pure joy, love, and euphoria are the closest words I can think of to describe what I felt that night. Even though this hideous monster, my father, was violating my body in every way, I felt safe. I was rescued by a heavenly angel, and he held me for quite some time with no words passing between us. To communicate














CHAPTER TWO
Walton W. Hunter (The Younger Years)
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CHAPTER THREE
The Sociopathic Years



[image: ]













[image: ]








[image: ]



































































CHAPTER FOUR
Rebecca Hunter
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CHAPTER FIVE
June Brady Hunter


































CHAPTER SIX
Family Systems













































	






	






	






	






	






	






	









CHAPTER SEVEN
Disconnection
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CHAPTER EIGHT
Alexander James










































































































CHAPTER NINE
Power
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CHAPTER TEN
Bethany Michelle



























































CHAPTER ELEVEN
Retribution


















	


	


	
































CHAPTER TWELVE
Hypocrisy…Spiritual Bankruptcy






















































CHAPTER THIRTEEN
Survival




















	


	


	


	


	


	







	


	


	


	


	


	


	


	


	











	


	


	


	


	


















	


	


	


	


	


	


	


	


	


	


	


	






	


	


	


	


	


	


	


























CHAPTER FOURTEEN
Coping Skills
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May 19, 1993

Mrs. Debbie Maren
13284 SE 119th Court
Clackamas, Oregon 97015

Dear Sister Marsh:

The E1 Cajon Stake Presidency is considering formal
aisciplinary action against your father, Walton W. Hunter, as &
Tesult of the charge of moral conduct unbecoming a member of the
Church.

You are cordially invited to attend the disciplinary
council to present your charges and give evidence to your father
and the council. If you choose, you may also provide other

o support your chargés. However, anyone other than
S Wi11 noed to be cleared by me Prior to the date of the

The council will convene on Sunday, June 6, 1993, at

0 a.n., in the High Council Room of the Ei Cajon Stake Center,
1270 South orange Avanue, EL Cajon, California. You should be in
attendance beginning at 10:00 a.m.  Ploase enter through the door
Shat givas divect access to the Stake Offices on the north side
of the building.

If you have any questions or require added instruction,
please feel free to contact me at one of the numbers listed
below.

sincaraly,
f%ﬁ/m—/
M1do n. Gunnorson

Shake Prosidont

Telephone: (619) 444-2620
(619) 582-9601
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CumeaL CounseunG PavcHoLooY

STERUING G. ELLSWORTH, PH.D.. P.C.

oct. 25, 1989

Mr. & Mrs. walton Hunter
406 Avenida Palamas
San Jose, Ca. 95123

Dear Mr. & M

Hunter

Thank you for your concern regarding Debbie. It is alvays
Good to see parents who are willing to take an active role in
their child's healing proce

Debbie says she has presented our idea to you that you both
come to Oregon in the near future to participate in therapy. I

foel it is a very appropriate time for this to take place. I would
Like to discuss in person your concerns and feelings regarding the
curzent situation. I would like to meet with the two of you alone
first and then jointly with Debbie. Many of ay clients who are
concerned and wish to help thefr children participate in this manner.

I have the following eeks when our
“They are the week of Dec. 18, 1989 or anytime after that. Pl
Loty secretary know as soon as possible uhich time would be con-
venient for you S0 we can get the time scheduled.

ion could take place.

I feel that you will both find it very beneficial to participate

in this sanner and look forvard to meeting with you.

sivesphiys
Ce Covi o

Sterling G. Ellwworth, Ph.D. P.C.
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Page 2

led and the

pain, depression, and anger, the situation has he
fanily is closer than ever.

You left out the main body of Elder Scott's remarks. "To say
foxget it (or it didn't happen) does not help.” "Serious cases
coquire professional help.” Jesus said, “Know the truth and the
truth will sec you free”: Debbie has tried gallantly to discover
the truth in her life and as a result enjoys more peace and
happiness.

I have no influence over my 52,000 colleagues in the country.
Besides T cannot implore them or myself to abandon a philosophy
which ve never abscribed to nor practiced in the first place.
Your false accusations to me and other therapists will never
heal the pain in your family. Isn't it odd that people who so
easily make false accusations of others reap what they sow?

No family has to endure any unnecessary pain if they are unselfish
and come to the aid of a suffering child as we invited you to do
by special letter, and you refused.

1 pray that you and all people like you will wake up and be

willing to look, investigate, and husbly be open to a child's
feelings and see why she would feel this way and to help her
Sf she vere deluded, rather than rebuke, castigate, cut her off.
etc. and then pray for a miracle,that she will come to her sens

I have taken the liberty of sending your letter as well as a copy
of this one to Debbie.

I£ T can be of any help to you or Lf you have any questions, please

f;@///(i/(_\-

Sterling G. Ellsvorth, Ph.D.
sce/ec

ce: Debbie Marsh
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SreaunG G. Eswonmi, PH.D., P.C.
PsvenoLoaisT
CouNsELIa AND PSYCHOTHERAPY.

May 20, 1992

Mrs. June 8. Hunter
9026 Summerhill Point
Alpine, CA 91501

Dear Mrs. Hunter,

I am sorry there is so much pain in your family. fYou evidently
blame everyone but yourself for this pain. This makes you feel
better, but it is not the truth.

You assune that all therapists do the two things Brother Scott
cautioned against. You have no knowledge of what any therapist
does, only your own assusption which comes from your intense need
to externalize blame.

I know exactly what happened in my therapy with Debbie. I can’
state without any reservation whatscever that none of these things
or any other leading techniques happened in her therapy. I never
do any of those things nor have done in all my 10 years of practice.
The last thing I want is for people to have been sexually abused!

She told me this after barely four interviews. No one had a chance
%o do any of those probing leading things. I agree there are
therapists who do, but I am not one.

She has been to other counselors, therapists and groups besides
myself, and probably was aware before seeing me of her feelings.

Sister Hunter, have you ever wondered deep down, if a daughter
did make up false accusations of sex abuse toward her father, why
she would do such a thing? The motivation is anger. You should
be looking at causes of her anger in yourself, and your husband
should be looking too. Instead, both of you refused to join in
therapy to help her with her pain and anger. You persist in
blaming everyone but yourself for your family problems. When
parenta spend all their tine defending themselves and thinking
5¢ themselves only, instead of helping resolve the child's pain
2nd anguish, is what splits families apart, not the accusation of
sexual abuse.

© have worked with many families where

mach ase where parents do all they
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NEW BISHOPRICS
WQ/Z’ had been bishop

_GRANT NINTH, GRANT STAKE
New bishop is Walton W. Hunter, center. His counselors
ay,-e Clifford S. White, left, and Ralf L. Pollei, right.
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16 November 1989
406 Avenida Palmas
San Jose, CA 95123
Tel #08.225-5941

Dr. Sterling G. Ellsvorch
202 Zast Bescon Drive
Eugene, Oregon 97404

Dear Dr, Ellsvorch:
Thank you for your recent letter concerning our daughter, Debbie Marsh.

At the tize Debbie suggested we cone to Oregon sometime soon and partici-
pate in therapy with her, we both though this 3{ght be very worchuhile.
Hosever, I have recencly received two lecters from Debbie which are so
£ull of ‘animosity toward us that we feel meecing with her right away
would only bring on more hurt for all of u

As you are probably aware, our problem uith Debbie and Steven is two-fold:
one, esotional and the other, financial. As soon as ue are sble to put an
end'to the financial problem, then we hope there can be a meeting with
Desbie which would help all three of us to heal and bring our whole family
back togecher again.

For che noment, we feel ue have lost our daughter and her family, but
through our faith and prayers, our relacionship can eventually be mended.

Stacerely,

/m g7

June Hunter
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