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There are things that happen to a person that change the shape of everything that

comes after. Not just the big moments — the accidents, the courtrooms, the hospital

beds — but the small ones too. The night a child cannot sleep. The morning they walk

into school carrying something no one can see. The moment they realize the world kept

moving and left them standing still.

I am writing this book because I survived things that should have broken me.

Some of them nearly did.

I was abused as a child by someone my family trusted. I carried that secret alone

for longer than any child should carry anything. I was bullied. I dropped out of school. I

dove into a bay in Galveston, Texas and broke my neck, and I woke up in a body that

would never move the same way again. I have been used, betrayed, emptied out, and

left behind.

And I am still here.

I wrote this book for the people who are still carrying their secret. For the

survivors who never had a name for what happened to them. For the ones sitting in a

dark room right now wondering if anybody would even notice if they were gone. For

the fathers who never told their sons that men can be hurt too. For the children who are

not yet old enough to understand why the adult they trusted did what they did.

I wrote it for myself too. Because keeping it inside was killing me slowly — and I

decided I would rather tell the truth and live.This is not a perfect book. It is the truth, the way I lived it, the way it felt from the

inside. Some of it will be hard to read. Some of it was hard to write. But every word of

it is real.

If you are reading this and you are hurting — I see you. I have been where you

are. Keep reading. Keep going.

This is my story. And I am just getting started.

— Anonymous

To the Woman I Love

Thank you for walking up on my doorstep.

Little did I know that our friendship would be more

than just you being a helpmate to me.

The things that you do for me, you don't have to do —

but I know you do it at the countenance of your heart.

We have both been broken and torn down,

violated and betrayed.

But I thank you, because we work together, we communicate,

and I really believe that our energy matches.

I thank you for easing my mind at night when I can't sleep,

and for waking up in the mornings, happier when we meet.Thank you for being there through the thick and thin —

and in the dark, literally, when my light's gone out.

Faithfully, you are stuck in here with me.

So now we will be blessed together.

Sincerely, Yours Truly, Anonymous

I thank the universe for you as well.
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Why I Had to Tell It 

For our children.

Why Was This Book Hard to Write?

This book was hard to write because men don't tell their secrets sometimes — or

what they've been through, or their depressions. There were times I could have easily

taken myself out of this world because I couldn't handle the pressure.

This book was hard to write because I'm ashamed. I didn't want anyone to know

that this could happen to me. Not only the boys — what happened to me too. That stuff

just took the fear out of me. Right here, I am speaking the truth, but it is what it is.

This book was hard to write because I didn't want nobody judging me, or looking

at me like they did when I was in school.

So I want to appreciate everybody who's tough enough to speak out and tell people

what's going on in their life.

I wrote this book because I felt like I can help people all over the world — or

anywhere. I just wanted to put myself where I wasn't put before, leave a mark, leave a

legend in words that people can take and live with themselves forever.

Why Telling This Story Is an Act of Healing

Telling this story is an act of healing — for my mind, my body, my soul, and my

spirit. I have been through things most people will never see. I have been in the ICU. Ihave had water poured down my nose to clear the secretions from the bay water in my

lungs. I have fought pneumonia. I have fought depression. And I am still here.

I have friends in wheelchairs who never tell anyone how they got hurt. I am telling

this story for them too — for all of us who know what it means to live inside a body

that has been broken, and to keep going anyway.

This book is more than my pain. It is a punch of encouragement to everyone

reading. Faith without works is dead. The one who endures to the end shall receive the

crown of glory. Do not give up. Please. Do not give up.

Life Is Worth Living

I want you to know — you do not have to check out. There are other ways to heal.

Life is worth living. Until then, we owe it to ourselves to heal, to grow, to prolong our

lives and fill them with something real.

Heal yourself. Prolong your life. That is the assignment.

If You Are Ever in a Dark Place

You are not alone. Please reach out.

988 Suicide & Crisis Lifeline — Call or Text: 988

Available 24 hours a day, 7 days a week

Crisis Text Line — Text HOME to 741741

SAMHSA Helpline — 1-800-662-4357

NAMI — 1-800-950-6264 | Text NAMI to 741741Your life matters. Your story matters. Keep going.

Who This Book Is For

This book is for the survivors — the ones who stood up against the evil forces that

roam this earth and finally said enough is enough.

This book is for the families going through it together. For the parents, the

husbands, the wives. For anyone carrying someone else's pain along with their own. It

could be anybody — even the loneliest person on the street with no one to turn to.

This book is for the people carrying that pain, that hurt, that misery inside them

every single day. I do not want anything to happen to any of you. Because I love you.

What Truth Means to Me

The truth will set you free. If people would just tell the truth — even in the court

system — justice could actually be served. But justice wears a blindfold. Too many

people are too scared to say what they know.

I believe that if I tell my story — if I show people that you do not have to be afraid

— then we can help change the world. We can help people come up out of the shell

they have been living in.

Why Does This Story Matter?

I can't imagine how many people are out here who have been mentally abused,

sexually abused, trafficked, bullied, raped, or molested. All of these things are terrible

— and no one really talks about it. But I believe it is happening. It grieves me

sometimes to know that.I don't think anyone is talking to these kids the way they need to be talked to,

raised, and loved. Some parents still haven't grown up themselves. And those children

could be lost in their minds — depressed, hurting, sitting alone in a back room thinking

about ending their lives.

That is exactly why I wrote this book. Someone has to reach into that silence and

let people know they are not alone.

The Moment I Decided to Write This Book

I remember the moment clearly. I was sitting alone, and so many things were

running through my mind. I had been carrying all of it for so long — the abuse, the

injury, the losses, the silence. All of it sitting in my chest like a hairball, choking me,

building up pressure I had nowhere to put.

So I said enough is enough. Somebody needs to hear this story. Not just to know

what I went through — but to know that you can survive it. That everybody needs

somebody, and that there is no shame in saying so.

That is when I picked up the pen.

Going Into Childhood

As I look back at my childhood, I did not know then what all of it was preparing

me for. All the hard times, all the struggle — it was building something in me without

my permission.

I dropped out in eighth grade, still trying to figure out where I fit in. Nobody told

me to go to college. I thought twelve grades was the finish line. But I did not give up. I

got up and went to trade school in Oklahoma. Go get a trade. Go to Job Corps if you

can. Do not let
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