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This is an all too true story of an abused girl evolving through a life of nonstop chaos with a thousand secrets. 
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This truth is dedicated to all of you who have been abused.

You’re not alone.

You can overcome and thrive.

––––––––
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Names have been changed for privacy and characterization.

Please excuse my slang and pardon my profanity.

Explicit Content Enclosed.

Life’s Metaphor

My crazy life is always bringing me back to the feeling of my wildest roller coaster ride.

I’m 10 years old and super excited to ride the Colossus at Magic Mountain.
I get up to the front of the line, and the excitement starts to fade as I’m hearing the clanging of the rickety old coaster car pulling in. 
The excitement completely disappears when the bar comes down and I realize I’m committed to my decision to ride this enormous ride as it suddenly doesn’t feel so safe.

Fear sets in as I start thinking that the bar isn’t going to hold my skinny little body in the seat when this ride really gets going.  I’m hanging on for dear life. 

The thrill of the fear is pumping through me as we’re making our way up.
I feel a split second of ecstasy as I’m on top looking out over the world below.
The freefall drop pulls the life out of me, and it’s more than I can handle.  I can’t breathe.
I give in as the fear explodes and I accept that I’m ok if my life escapes me.  
The thrill is gone.  Maybe I’ll die of fear!  
No one can help me, and I can’t stop this. 
I close my eyes and go limp to quit fighting the pain of the fall from the top.  
I’m up again and back down, so fast, so far down.  I’m numb.  When will it end? 
I need it to end, I don’t really want to die!
Screech! It’s over!  I made it!  I’m alive! 
I’m walking away and now I have to decide what next.

What I don’t realize yet, is that I’ve just experienced the truest metaphor for my entire life.
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​Chapter 1: The Beginning
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First Memory

Have we all been asked what our first memory is?  What is the first thing you can remember in your life?

The first thing I can remember as a kid, is sitting outside my house in the front yard crying and completely distraught.  I’ve just gotten in trouble and I’m so confused.  My butt stings and I don’t understand how my parents can be nice sometimes and then be so mean to me.  Why do they just want to hurt me, I hate it.  I’m four years old and I’m so sad there’s nothing I can do right.  I’m afraid of what will happen next if I don’t just do what I’m told.  

They always yell at me and tell me what to do, and then hit me if I don’t listen.  I am so hurt.  If I ask why, they say “because I said so.”  I don’t get to know anything.

I live in a trailer park and my friend Brian lives next door.  He’s a nice boy.  He’s a little older than me, so he goes to school.  His grandparents are his parents.  I stay with his gramma sometimes when my parents go to work.  They don’t have a lot of food either, but she is so nice and gives me food when I am hungry. 

My parents tell me that we’re going to be moving away soon, so before I go, I really want to show Brian the new way I learned how to play together.  I take Brian into his room, and we slide under the bed together.  I show him we can take our pants down, and we can tickle our private parts.  But only if no one sees.  It’s tickly down there, but you can’t tell anybody that doesn’t already know.  Shhh, it’s a secret!  Uh oh, his grandpa just came in.  What are you doing!?  Just hiding and playing.  Ok, we’ll get out from under here, sorry we weren’t supposed to do that.  I’ll go home now.  Bye friend.

I go to preschool now when my parents are working.  There’s lots of kids here, but they aren’t nice like Brian.  No one will let me play up on the slide and I want a turn.  Teacher won’t give me a turn either and now I have to go inside and take a nap!?  Teacher please?  I should get to slide too.  It’s not fair!  I can’t just lay down and go to sleep now.  I’ll pretend to nap and then sneak right out that door when they aren’t looking, and I will go slide.  Tiptoe.

Now I’m climbing up the ladder to the top of the playground.  Oh no! I slipped, and oops, I’m stuck!  My head is stuck in the ladder, and I can’t get free ....  I can’t hold myself up anymore and I’m hanging by my head until ... I can’t breathe, I can’t see anything anymore ... everything goes black.

I lived.  I sprained my neck and now I have to go back to the school with a neck brace on, and I am embarrassed.  Everyone hates me and now the teacher says I can’t come back here anymore.

I have to go to Grandma and Grandpa’s house now during the day.  Their house is scary, and my mom told me not to tell them anything.  I don’t know what that means.  Grandma asks me lots of questions sometimes, so I just say I don’t know a lot.  I try not to talk, so I don’t get in trouble.  I don’t understand why I am supposed to lie to grandma if lying to my parents is bad.

My grandparents have a lot of motorcycles in their yard, and they wear bandanas all the time.  They are different from everybody else I know.  Inside their house, it is dark and the light doesn’t shine in through the curtains.  There are always big bugs that are running all over the place. 

I have to sit on the floor watching a little TV all day and I am always afraid that the bugs are going to crawl on me or get in my lunch.  If I just focus on the looney toons and don’t look around, maybe I won’t see them...  But they are in the kitchen and in the bathroom too, there are bugs everywhere!  Grandma just sits in the corner smoking most of the day and she doesn’t even care.  Oh dear, just be quiet and watch TV is all she says when I try to talk to her or ask her questions.  

I’m 5 now.  We moved into a house, and I have a little brother, Alex.  He’s a crybaby and he gets a lot of attention.  

But, we’re going to my dad’s best friend’s house now, so I get to see my boyfriend.  He’s mine, they all tell me so.  And I’m his favorite, I’m his girlfriend.  Paul is a dad too, and his wife is so sweet.  I don’t know what I am supposed to do as his girlfriend, but I get to sit on his lap, and he adores me the most.  When no one else is around I will tickle his pants since he is my boyfriend.  I guess that’s what I’m supposed to do since he likes to tickle me too.



Big Girl Now

With my new brother taking up my parent’s love, I’m going to visit Nanna in New Mexico.  Flying alone is scary at first, but I’m a big girl now and I go all by myself.

Nanna’s nice to me, she loves me!  She cares for me when I’m sick and gives me medicine.  Nanna plays games with me, and we get to make gingerbread houses! Yay!  She even lets me hang around and exercise with her with Michael Jackson singing “Beat It” on the stereo.  This is great, I love it here! 

I even have an uncle that loves me here.  He ignores me sometimes during the day though, especially when his brother is around.  But he finally gives in, and plays hide and seek or tag with me.  He reads me books after supper too.  I like how he rubs me and makes me feel good when he’s reading to me.  I’m his special girl.

In the nighttime, I beg Nanna to have sleepovers in uncle’s room.  We like to wrestle around and wiggle his waterbed.  After everyone goes to sleep, he tickles my peepee and makes it get wet.  It’s weird.  I think it’s bad, but he likes it when it gets wet and then he tells me to touch his peepee too.  He’s showing me that his peepee can go inside mine.  I don’t think that is supposed to go there, then he tickles me some more.  Uncle says I really have to keep that a secret though; it’s naughty, and It’s only for grown-ups.  We will get in trouble if they find out.  

I want to spend every night with uncle Lester.  My favorite time is when we get to sleep out in the camper together.  No one hears us, so we get to laugh and play around a lot.  He snuggles me a lot and makes me feel special like no-one else does, so I don’t want to tell anybody.  I am really good at keeping secrets.  

My parents don’t pay much attention to me other than to tell me to shut up and do work, or get me in trouble.  They call me a rugrat and tell me that they have kids for slaves.  Definitely don’t disobey them or ask why, when they tell me something. 

Since I am 5, I have to go to school now.  I walk to school a ways away.  None of the kids really like me at school, but I have 1 friend, Gina.  I met Gina walking around my neighborhood.  We play together and walk her little dog around sometimes when we’re not in school.  Gina says that my parents should have bought me new clothes before going to school.  

I have a lot of secrets that I can’t tell Gina, but I know stuff, so I tell her what to do a lot.  Gina says I’m too bossy.  Uh oh, now she is really mad at me.  She pushed me over and pinned me down until I cry for help.  Now I’m not the boss and we take turns deciding what to play together.  Gina’s mom Gerry makes fun of me a lot now for crying out “Gerrrry!” when I needed her to save me from Gina.  Ok, ok, I promise to quit telling you what to do.

I like to play detective, but Gina likes dress up and making our nails and hair pretty.  Gina has a lot of nicer clothes and dolls and stuff to play with than me, so I like to play at her house instead of mine, even though it smells like doggie poop.  I don’t know why her mom lets the dogs potty all over the house, it’s gross.

First grade is over.  I’m 7, and now that school is out for summer, I get more responsibility.  Since I can push the chair around, I’m in charge of washing all of the dishes and doing the laundry.  I cook too, and I have to babysit my little brother sometimes.  I don’t really like babysitting Alex though, he’s a brat and won’t leave me alone. 

My aunt Bobbi comes over sometimes to babysit when my parents are coming home late.  She’s a teenager and she’s cool.  She’s a boxer so she’s really tough.  She gets annoyed by my little brother too, so I like that we have that in common.  I live on cheese sandwiches or mac n cheese and hot dogs normally,  but Bobbi brings McDonalds, so we don’t have to cook.  She’s so nice to me, she is my hero.  

I like going down to Gina’s house even though their house is kind of falling apart.  Her dad gets drunk a lot, but he’s funny when he’s yelling on about nothing.  We just hide in Gina’s room or take Pumpkin out for a walk when her dad’s mad at her mom.  

Gina’s mom Gerry is so different than mine.  She loves Gina so much and loves to get her everything she wants.  Gerry pays attention to us and likes to measure us to see who’s taller or who’s smarter ....  It must be a competition to grow faster and get better grades than Gina, and I want to impress Gerry too.  I don’t ever really win though, and it makes me feel bad, so I don’t really like it when Gerry measures us. 

Gerry likes to win too.  She got Gina 2 cabbage patch dolls this year and I didn’t even get 1.  That’s the way it always is though.  We’ve got an Atari at home, but I hardly ever get to play it since Alex will just break it if it’s out.  

I spend hours in my room sometimes, so I am lucky to have a barbie doll and a horse for her to ride, and I have my pencil and paper.  Sometimes, I want to pretend to play like Gina who gets to paint her nails and have pretty hair and a mom that loves her, but that’s dumb.  

Gina’s dad is always mad now and hits her mom, but Gina’s dad never hit her though.  My parents don’t even get drunk, and they don’t scream fight like that, or hit each other, but they sure do hit me. 

I forgot to turn the light off in my room again, so dad’s beating me for it this time.  

I get spanked all the time and mom just broke the wooden spoon on my butt so now she’s getting the belt.  I shouldn’t have giggled.  She’s so mad.  Oh no, ok, she’s serious.  I’m scared now, mom I promise I won’t ever do it again! Please not the belt! I promise!  And whack!  Whack!

The belt across my backside just depressed me into a whole new level of sadness.  I didn’t know it could hurt so much.  Mom just hit me with a belt, to make me mind her every command.  Ok mom, I will listen better.  I will do everything you say.  And I won’t lie.

I get to go to Granny’s sometimes now, to get me and my brother babysat.  She lives in an apartment that has a pool, so I get to go swimming over there.  I love it!  I’m a good swimmer.  

Granny gets drunk a lot, but she is always baking stuff.  As long as I don’t try to sneak any batter, I always get a treat.  My parents don’t like her, but I do; she’s grouchy but still kind to me.  She even picks the mold off my food for me, so I’ll quit complaining and eat. 

For some reason, my parents don’t want me to tell Granny about what they do either.  They said that they want to keep the shop and their jobs a secret from Granny.  I am glad that Granny doesn’t ask so many questions like Grandma, so I don’t have to lie to her as much.  I worry about saying the wrong thing; my parents might beat me.  It’s cool that Granny also has a slot machine that I get to play on a lot.

My dad is taking me into town with him today.  I’m so excited sitting in the front seat for the first time.  We are going on down the curvy road and my truck door flies open and I fall out, but I reach out fast and grab onto the bottom of the seat before I hit the road!  DAD! HELP! I’m holding on and I’m so scared!  I hold on until dad pulls over.  I climb back in, and he yells at me to make sure that the door is closed all the way.  

That was so scary, and I can’t cry or talk about it at all.  

Movie Star

It’s summer again and this year, we’re going to Disneyworld!  My parents are actually taking us to Disneyworld! I can’t believe it!  I am on my best behavior so I will get to go.

My parents are being mostly nice to me on vacation.  I just be quiet, try to be invisible, and I have so much fun.  I ride the rides; I love roller coasters!  I get to eat a churro and I even get to pick out what I want to eat!  This is the best place ever!  I am so glad they didn’t leave me at home like they threatened to a few times.  I even got picked out of everybody for a prize from the prince!  I have never felt so seen.

Epcot Center is amazing and NASA! Wow, we go to NASA! Woohoo!!  This is so amazing!  I will be really good forever now.  

Uncle Lester comes for a visit, and I am so excited to see him and tell him all my new secrets.  My parents are not home and uncle’s babysitting.  He’s showing me a movie on the VHS with people having sex in it.  I get a warm feeling in my privates, and I’m not sure if that is ok.  I’m really uncomfortable.  I don’t want to disappoint uncle, but I quit watching and I’m going to my room.

Uncle sits down with me, and he’s explaining that it’s an important thing to learn while he rubs me and shows me how to rub myself until I feel better.  Now I feel special, and I feel naughty that I kind of like that it feels good.  He wants me to pay attention so I can learn about what they are doing in the movie.  I watch it like he tells me to.  I promise not to tell anybody.

Later, aunt Bobbi comes over to help uncle Lester babysit and they want to play with my parent’s new camcorder.  They have their other friend come over too, and I have to have sex with him like I saw in the movie while aunt and uncle record it for a video.  I did everything they told me to.  Now I’m a movie star! They said I did great! 

I don’t feel too great though.  I know we weren’t supposed to do that, and I am really afraid I am going to get in trouble.  I wonder why they did that.  I have to go past their friend’s house to go to school and I run past now, and cover my face hoping that he will never see me.  I know that they said I did good, but I don’t feel good about it.

During the evenings at home, I am supposed to also feed the dog.  I don’t know why I keep forgetting to feed the dog,  but I do, so I’m in trouble a lot.  The dog just lives outside, and I don’t ever remember he’s out there.  Nobody cares about him or pays any attention to him.  I didn’t ask for him, so I don’t know why I am responsible for him.  He doesn’t even like me.  Now I get a backhand for forgetting him.  I have to watch my brother a lot more now too, so everything kinda sucks.  

Gina’s mom gets my parents to let her take me with them to the local carnival, since Gina wanted me to go with her.  I love her for that, so I promised to be really good at home.  We always have the best fun at the carnival!  This time I’m puking a bit after a couple rides on the Gravitron.  No big deal, ride on!

Now my parents are going out tonight with some new friends, and their son is coming over to babysit.  I wonder what that’s going to be like.  Gina gets to stay the night too, so we can ignore him if we want to... Oh whoa! He is so fine!

This teenage boy is over at my house, and he is so cute.  Let’s put the little kid brother to bed and hang out in my room.  We got Barry’s shirt off, and Gina and I  are tickling him and teasing him.  Giggles, and I kiss him!  And ... he’s kissing me back!  This is so fun.

A couple weeks later, I can’t believe Barry’s going to babysit again!  Gina’s not invited tonight, and I can’t wait until little brother goes to bed.  I got Barry in my bed and showed him the sex I learned from uncle.  I blew his mind, I’m only 9 and he’s in high school!  I am proud of myself to be so grown-up and show Barry stuff he didn’t know.  We didn’t tell anybody, and no-one knows.  

Eventually, my parents bring home a big pachinko game that says playboy on it, with girls in bikinis all over it, and it’s the new favorite game in the living room.  It’s so weird; being sexy is so disgraceful to them.  My parents do taxes and science stuff and dress dorky; I don’t get it; they’re so strict and they refuse to let me wear a 2-piece swimsuit.  This is opposite of everything they tell me.  Maybe it’s a sign that being sexy does matter, I don’t know, having these pictures in my house bothers me and it makes no sense to me. 
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Chapter 2: Life Goes On
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To Tell or Not to Tell

I’m going along in third grade and my teacher just put on a little play in class about people and adults touching your privates.  She’s making a big deal about how bad it is for people to touch you down there and how important it is to tell someone who cares.  

She’s making me want to tell her, but I don’t want to.  I know I’m not supposed to tell, but she cares so much about it.  My teacher is nice, and this means a lot to her.  Oh, but I can’t talk about it.  There is so much that I can’t tell.  I know too much to tell.  But she cares so much, I should... No, I can’t.  Well, what if I just share a little bit.  Maybe I just tell her about the babysitter.  I really shouldn’t .... 

She keeps asking us to be honest and tell her.  Ok, I’m telling her.  Um, Teacher, my babysitter touched me there when he was babysitting.  I am really scared to be telling her, I want to take it back but now she’s calling in the principal.  I have to tell her too!  I tell Principal all over again and now she’s calling the police.  Oh no! I am not comfortable with this at all.  I am really scared and so embarrassed.  I don’t want to tell anyone else.  Can I just go home now? Please?  I told you, it’s over now.  Can I go?

No, I have to tell the policeman too, and now he’s taking me to the police station.  Oh no, what have I done?  I am in so much trouble now!  I’m terrified; I’m going to jail!  

Mom’s here now and she is so mad to be here.  Mom, yes, the babysitter touched me.  Now we have to talk to Mr. Police boss.  Sir, yes, he touched me and did sex with me.  I cannot tell them that I participated in it, I don’t want to go to jail.  I just keep telling them that he did things to me.  I’m explaining it over and over, and I am regretting telling anyone so much more every time.  This is so horrible. 

Sir is asking me did anyone else ever do this type of thing to me before.  ... ? ... Well? ... Umm ... ? ... Uh ... uh, my mom is sitting next to me clearly pissed, and big scary policeman is pressuring me to tell the truth.  I am terrified to answer, and my head won’t go any lower or it will be between my knees.  I don’t want to be here.  I feel like he is staring through me and reading my mind.  He knows that I know more than I am telling...  I’m sick.  I don’t want to be in trouble for lying, and well ... uncle did show me everything I know.  

Umm, I’m shaking, I’m scared I will get in trouble no matter what.  WHO? he demands.  Uhhh, ummm... mm my uncle.  WHAT?!  Mom’s freaking out and she’s even madder!  Sorry mom, yes, uncle Lester.  Oh NO way! she says.  Mom’s now telling the police bossman that there is no way that her brother did this and that I am confused about him reading me bedtime stories and whatever it is that I think happened, definitely did not happen.  Mom’s saying that I am just desperate for attention and telling all kinds of lies to get it. 

Mom’s telling the policeman that she’ll take care of me and that none of this will ever happen again.  She’s taking me home, and I am terrified.  Mom is furious.  Yes, mom you’re right, I’m confused about uncle.  She says don’t tell my dad or he will kill him.  I feel horrible about saying anything at all, this is awful; I should have kept my mouth shut and my secrets to myself.  I’m in big trouble.  They’re so mean to me, they all hate me.  

Mom says we are Christian.  I think that means that we’re good and not supposed to do bad and naughty things or hurt people.  I feel that hitting people is also bad since I don’t like it and it hurts me, but my parents show that beating on me is not bad.  My parents don’t ever want to help me, only punish me.  So, I guess I don’t know what being Christian even means.

Mom is talking to me now at home and asking me about things that I do, and she says she wants to understand me.  I feel like she’s being a mom, and now she really does care about me.  So, I open up, sorry mom, I snuck a call to Gina when you weren’t home, and oh, I spanked Alex last time I was babysitting because he bit me. 

Oh no! She’s mad at me now.  She’s not my friend, I shouldn’t have told her that....  She said she wouldn’t spank me since I told her myself, but I’m definitely grounded.  See if I ever tell her anything again.  I just got myself in trouble, this is so stupid.  I can’t help spanking Alex though; he is such a pain in my butt.  He follows me everywhere and wants me to entertain him all the time.  I don’t want a kid to deal with, he even follows me down the street and tries to make me take him to Gina’s house when I get to go.  If I hit him like they hit me, maybe he’ll quit bothering me. 

It is really hard getting through third grade with all of this trouble.  I’m happy that summer is coming, until, mom tells me that they are bringing Barry and his family on vacation with us.  She says that they are so humiliated by what happened to them because of me telling on Barry, they want to make it up to them.  Umm, they’re going with us?  Yes, we are all travelling together on a trip ... in our RV.  

I want to die right now.  I am such an idiot.  I didn’t quite tell the whole truth about me doing all of that with Barry ... and now I have to face him, and his family, for days.  I am so ashamed of myself.  I am so stupid for ever telling my teacher.  Mom, why are you doing this to me?  

Apparently, the police pulled Barry out of class at school and took him to the police station.  He got in big trouble and now he has to go to counseling.  Oh my god, how horrible.  I hate myself.  I never should have said anything.  I’m so sorry.  I can’t face him.

I can’t stay here.  This life, these people, aren’t for me.  I’m going to live at Gina’s house.  I’m quiet as a mouse in Gina’s closet and if Gina will just bring me food, then I can stay right here.  Crap, Gerry found me, and she’s calling my mom.  Now it’s just worse.  I’ve got nowhere to go.  There’s no escape.  What do I do?

I just found out that the RV broke, and the vacation with Barry’s family is off.  Oh my god, a miracle!  For me.  Thank you, guardian angel!  Breakdancing was not the way to celebrate.  That was awful; I’ll suffer in silence so the kids at school don’t see how bad I hurt my knees.  Thankfully, it’s just a couple days till summer.  


Just Go to My Room

Summer is almost over now, and I am so happy school is coming back.  I need to get away from home.  I spent most of the summer running around the desert chasing lizards and prairie dogs when I wasn’t babysitting.  They keep telling me to go play on the freeway, but I don’t really want to.  

My parents own a business too, and I have to just sit at the shop a lot.  I have to hang out in the back room entertaining myself for hours, for days.  I find some pop cans and a knife and I play around cutting them up to make them into cups and stuff ....  I am good with the knife, but the can slipped and the sharp edges cut my finger really deep.  I don’t want to tell anyone; I don’t want to get in trouble.  I put pressure on it like I heard you’re supposed to do to a big cut, and then I wrap it real tight with a napkin and some tape.  It is bleeding a lot and I have to redo the tape a bunch of times.  

Finally, my finger quits bleeding, and now that I am home, I put some alcohol on it, OUCH!!!  I’m in agony, this hurts more than anything I’ve ever felt.  Ahh, I rinse it and then wrap it back up.  After a couple days it isn’t bleeding anymore, but mom sees it and says it should have gotten stitches, but put peroxide on it and keep it bandaged.  Our back yard is filled with car parts and all kinds of junk to blame it on. 

There’s a family that lives kind of across the street from us with 3 boys.  The middle one is my age but he’s rude.  I just want to play together sometimes but I don’t think their parents like me either.  We hang out once, but the next time I see him, he’s throwing rocks at me.  I throw a rock back at him and hit him in his face.  He starts bleeding and runs home yelling.  His parents yell at my parents about how horrible I am, and we never talk to them again.  Maybe I am horrible, but apparently not my aim, ha ha, jerk. 

Just before school’s starting up, I walk up to Gina’s, but she’s not home.  I’m walking back home, and some guy just stopped his truck in the street right in front of me, he’s jumped out of his truck and he’s running at me.  Uh, I see a pickax and shovels sticking up out of the back of his truck.  Oh shit, Run! I take off running the other way.  

I run back up the street and hide behind Gina’s house under some plywood.  Hopefully there’s not a black widow spider under here, or I’m done for.  But I have to stay and wait. ... I’m squatting and shaking and scared this guy could grab me, or a black widow could bite me, eeeek.  

It’s been some time; I hope it’s safe out there.  I’m scared, but I’m forcing myself out from under here and  I slink over to look down the street and see that he’s hopping back in his truck, and drives off the other way.  I run home to tell mom what just happened!  

Mom, mom, I’m telling you what the guy and the truck looked like, and which way he went.  Please mom, call and tell the police.  He was trying to kidnap me!  He chased me! Mom, please call and tell someone!  That was so terrifying!  I was almost taken by some creep for who knows what.  Mom!

Ok, I’ll just go to my room.  Oh my gosh, I feel so bad.  I wish she cared about me at all.  It would be better if I just didn’t exist.  How can I disappear?  I’m always so scared and ashamed.

I am having nightmares now about being grabbed and taken to the lake and drowned.  In my dreams I am being held under the water and I wake up gasping for air as I choke to death in my dream.  I want to tell someone.  I’m really scared, but nobody cares.  Maybe I don’t need to talk about it, I want to quit thinking about it, but it’s in my head and haunting my sleep. 

Hang on, Say what?! I have a different dad.  My dad isn’t my dad?  My mom’s telling me I have another actual father out there, but I can’t tell anyone that I know.  I certainly won’t tell my dad, he’s always grumpy already.  

I tell Gina anyways; I am so glad I have her to talk to.  Obviously, this other dad isn’t coming to save me from my horrible life, but I start thinking and daydreaming about what a better life could be like.  For a minute anyways, it hurts my heart to come back to reality, so now I try not to think about it at all.

Blah blah, I rolled my eyes, and I’m slapped across the face... Crying in my room, I forgot to feed the dog, now it’s 3 belt lashings, or swats as they call it. 


Life Goes On

Christmas came and went, and now I’m waiting by the phone with Nanna, excited to hear if the new baby is a boy or a girl.  I got a new baby brother!  Tyler is a little cutie, hopefully he won’t be such a brat like Alex.  I don’t really want to have to take care of another kid, but hopefully mom and dad will be distracted for a while so I’m not in focus all the time. 

Oh ... there’s just more laundry to do now, and bottles to clean.  I‘m minding as best I can right now since they’re so grouchy from this crying baby.  School is my only escape.  I’m actually pretty good at spelling.  I won the 4th grade spelling bee at school!  I’m not telling my parents though; I don’t want to put any attention on myself.  

I’m hanging over at Gina’s new house and we are playing around and running around, and then she runs ahead, and CRASH!  Gina just ran through the glass door!  Oh my god she’s bleeding everywhere! AAAAH, oh my god!  I scream Gerrrry!  She came in and now we’ve got a bunch of towels and  we’re holding them on the bleeding until the ambulance comes.  She’s cut everywhere!  There’s blood everywhere! 

And now I’m just waiting for my mom to come pick me up as Gina goes off with her mom in an ambulance.  I can’t believe that just happened, I hope she lives, there’s so much blood.  

I hear she got a whole ton of stitches, and her mom passed out in the hospital room.  I’m so glad she’s going to be alright.  She’ll surely have some scars for life.  

Now what?!  Gina is moving to California!  It’s 4th grade and she’s my only friend!  I don’t know what to do without her.  I want to hang out with her before she goes, but she is living far away now, and I have to do so much at home all the time.

At school, it turns out that I am nice and friendly enough to make a new friend Annabelle.  She’s mod, and has a cool big sister that likes alternative music and goes to concerts.  My parents even let me go over to her house to play.  I get to go sleepover when I’m really good.  

Annie is so nice.  Her house is nice too and it’s really clean.  I should take a shower before I come here.  Even though she has a pool, we don’t get to play in it much.  We play in the treehouse a lot.  Annie’s is way different than mine or Gina’s home.  I feel weird, like maybe I don’t belong here or something. 

At Annie’s pool party, one of the other kids from school was really mean to me and I told her to F off and shove it.  I got caught being mean and I have to go home now.  I don’t hang out much with Annie anymore. 

I turn 10 right before school lets out, but Gina’s gone and I have no friends.  Having a birthday party isn’t even an option.  I don’t have anything else to do but go to dinner with my parents.  I want a pair of better shoes, but dinner for the whole family means no shoes for me.  Steak and all you can eat shrimp at Sizzler makes the day worthwhile, with a great birthday dinner.  I won’t complain about that. 

I wake up the next morning and my eyes are swollen shut.  I got mercury poisoning from too much shrimp.  I’m sick now, but not for long.  Still worth it.

There’s a movie store by our house and aunt Bobbi rents me Nightmare on Elm Street.  I get my cousin to come over and watch with me, and oh my god, Freddy Kruger is so freaking scary!  I already have insane nightmares, so I don’t even know why I want to watch the next one too.  

I have a cousin Brandy that lives near me, but I only hang with her sometimes.  She is nice and could be my friend too, but she lies all the time.  She is always telling stories about wild things she has done, and I just go along with it for her, but it’s getting old.  I’m sick of it.  I know she didn’t go to the places she is saying she did, and I don’t want the kids to find out I am lying for her.  It’s better when we just play at her house.  Her mom gets us some crafting projects to do, but I always have an unsettling feeling at her place.  My parents don’t like them too much either and I wish I knew why.  

I think my mom got jealous of Auntie T doing crafts with us, because my mom has signed me and Brandy up for a club with some neighborhood girls, and now we’re putting on a talent show.  My mom is acting like she is such an amazing parent and isn’t even including Auntie T. 

My cousins and a couple neighbor girls are working on performing in this talent show.  My mom is helping everyone to figure out what to do and she’s making some costumes.  I have no talent for the show.  Making mac n cheese isn’t a talent, and well ... my magic tricks for making a guy’s thingy erupt, surely can’t be displayed.  Mom taught me to play kumbaya on the piano awhile back, but there’s no keyboard for the show.  I guess I am going to pretend to be a model in a runway show, but I don’t really even know how to do that.  And my mom won’t help me.  

My mom is helping everyone in the club, but me.  I think she just wanted to show off to Auntie by helping cousins.  Now I feel even more shitty that I don’t have a talent or even a parent to help me find some kind of useable talent.  This was her idea.

Now, mom is telling me that being a model or an actress is an evil profession, and she won’t allow me to participate in that behavior.  But what am I supposed to do?  The talent show is this weekend and everyone else is ready but me.  I am so embarrassed, I quit.  Thanks a lot mom.  I actually had some hope that it was going to be fun. 

I already felt like you didn’t really care much about me.  Now seeing you be so nice to all these other kids while leaving me to be humiliated in the end, really makes it clear that deep down, you do actually hate me.  And I can’t even tell you.
California Dreams

Somehow, I get to go visit Gina in California this summer!  My parents are actually letting me go, and it is so good to see Gina again.  Her complex has a pool!  We spend almost all of our time swimming and playing around the pool.  When we’re waterlogged, we’re trying to find mysteries to solve or watching movies and eating ice cream.  A 10-year-old girls best dream!  

And there’s more; Gerry’s taking us to Magic Mountain!  I already know I like roller coasters, but this is a whole new level!  The magnanimous size of the Colossus is unbelievable!  It is bigger than any ride I ever
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