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This book is dedicated to YOU. 

You are the person I hoped to reach. The one who has been looking for the answer to the question I asked, the one who has been wanting to know the answer locked deep in your heart, you are the one who is looking for peace and healing in a life that deserves to have it.
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  Prologue


TRAUMA, as defined by the American Psychological Association, is any disturbing experience that results in significant fear, helplessness, dissociation, confusion, or other disruptive feelings intense enough to have long-lasting negative effects on a person's attitudes, behavior, and other aspects of functioning. More information on this can be found in the article: Guidelines to Incorporate Trauma-Informed Care Strategies in Qualitative Research by Rebecca Wong. 
Most of us will have a significant traumatic event in our lifetime or a series of lesser traumatic events; either way, however, our brain and body reactions will be different, and no one can predict the outcome.

      ***As a young child my grandmother would invite me to spend the weekend with her. On nice days we would go downtown and crash a wedding. We had a lovely church on the square of the city, and we would wait until the bride walked down the aisle before we entered the church. I have such fond memories of spending these Saturdays with my grandmother. 
I was a teenager with dreams. I would lie on an old quilt under our apple tree in the backyard and leaf through ladies magazines showing perfect homes with beautiful rooms and lovely gardens. I dreamed of meeting a wonderful man and having a beautiful relationship in which we would spend time falling in love, becoming engaged, marry, and have children. I saw my future as a package with a beautiful red love ribbon.
I daydreamed as I rode the bus to work and home again. I would sit in the bridal salon at our local department store and watch young women try on gowns. You might say, I was in love with love.
During the summer I worked as a receptionist at an office's local beverage distribution plant. We needed help and had a temporary agency placement for about a week. Her name was Beverly, and we got to know each other over lunch. One day, Beverly suggested that I come on a blind date with her boyfriend's neighbor that weekend. 
This is how I met Donald, the man of my dreams, the love I had been looking for: the marriage, the children, the whole package, or so I believed.

      ***We married in 1967. I was pregnant, and we ran away to Michigan, where it was legal to marry at eighteen. My mother slapped me across the face when I told her I had gotten married and was pregnant. After a lot of shouting and crying, I packed my bags and moved in with Donald.
Life went on. I was a young wife and mother when our first son, Adam, was born. We moved forward in our marriage, having our second son, Paul, three years later. We wanted a daughter, and after trying again, our daughter Lexie was born. I was living my dream.
My husband, Donald, worked as a machinist at a large company. He would sometimes travel for work. On the other hand, I was a stay-at-home mom until I decided to finish my education.
Donald worked the second shift because it paid more, and when offered overtime, he would often stay all night. We did everything families did. We took yearly vacations, giving the kids a glimpse into other parts of our country. We took them to Canada, often staying in Niagara Falls for several nights.
I worked part-time and became fond of making the kids' clothes. I got adventurous and made a lot of my own clothes, too. It was a relaxing hobby as they grew up and were all in school.
Everything appeared to be fine, but everything turned upside down in the autumn of 1979. We had moved to the suburbs by now, and I was working the second shift as a nurse at a local hospital. Donald returned to working days so that I could go to work during the evening/night. The children stayed home with their father and my mother for five evenings every two weeks. I did not sense fear in the air of our home. Looking back, I'm sure this was when everything began to spiral into hell; this was when the worst thing anyone could think of was happening.
The sparks of a flame were beginning to burn into our lives. I did not know about the dangerous things going on while I was at work. This was when Donald single-handedly destroyed our family and shredded that red ribbon to pieces.






  
  Chapter one
The Night the Stars Went Dark


~ 1986 ~

It was late winter. I was sitting on my bed and talking on the phone when Adam entered my room. He stood there and said, “Do you know what I hated most about Dad?” 
Hate is such a strong word, and I was surprised to hear him say it. He continued, and his words were ugly and vile, and my worst nightmare had just begun, only it was not a nightmare; there was no waking up from this. My skin prickled, I shook, I trembled, I screamed, I moaned, I beat the mattress, and I cried.
~ 1976 ~

My father passed away in the autumn of 1971, and he had been my rock. When I was pregnant with Paul, he would stop at our house on his way home after work and play with Adam while I napped. Dad and Adam would play on the living room floor with Sesame Street on the television, casting the only light in the room. He adored Adam. He took him to softball games in the summer when he was only three.
Eventually, Donald and I knew it was time to leave the inner city and the home Donald had grown up in and move to the suburbs. We were living in what marketing experts called the ghetto. Our zip code told retailers we couldn’t afford to shop at their stores.
Donald’s mother had passed away, leaving us the house. We had no house payment, and while we lived in a poor neighborhood, we were not poor. 
We knew it was time to look for a better neighborhood for our children’s safety, which eventually became a sick and sad matter. However, it was time to move away from the motorcycle noise, fumes, and the bar fights at the corner bar. Then, there was a bank robbery on the corner, with guns drawn, where I worked as a school crossing guard. It was time to start looking for a safer place to live.

~ 1979 ~

After eight years as a widow, my mother eventually reached a point where she couldn’t afford to live by herself any longer. We partnered, and I began to look for homes where we could all live nicely, all while giving her privacy from the noise of three children and a dog. We finally made an offer on a house with an in-law suite, where she had an apartment upstairs.
Negotiations started, and soon, we had our new home. She had her privacy, and we shared dinners every night when I did not work the second shift at the hospital.
Even though our arrangements were tight, we had made it into a lovely home. The house had a big furnished basement and an in-ground swimming pool in the backyard. We purchased a pool table and created an excellent hangout for everyone. The children loved it, as did their friends, and our home became a popular gathering place. I soon fed more than just my family. It was all okay because I liked watching all of them come in and out of our days and evenings. Life was as perfect as I had dreamed it would be.
We could afford everything our children wanted to do. They played baseball and basketball, swam, and participated in scouting and dance classes. We had a dog and, eventually, three cats. Our backyard was an oasis of plants, and a deck surrounded the entire pool. On warm spring days, I would sit outside and express my gratitude for everything we had; I did not know the red ribbon was fraying.
I was sure we had everything I had ever desired. When I was a child, I wanted babies. As I grew older, I wanted love and romance with a perfect man. It felt like everything had fallen into place.
We were an average middle-class family living in the suburbs. I loved to cook, and we had great meals. We also had game nights, and the children played the video games that had just become popular.
I had returned to school to finish my nursing education; everything was as close to perfect as possible. Except it wouldn’t last; I had no idea the stars would disappear from the sky and I would face years of total darkness.







  
  Chapter two
Monsters Only Creep In The Dark


~ 1979 ~

Iworked the second shift because the timing worked well for me; mornings were busier, and evenings were not as much. The children came home from school at about 3:15 p.m., and their father got home about an hour later. They were latch-key kids and handled it well. On the other hand, I liked my work and schedule. I was home to see the kids off to school every day, and when I did not work, I was there to hug them and hear about their days. I worked part-time, and it all fit well. 
~ 1981 ~

These next two years went by quickly. Nearing Halloween, I pulled a day shift weekend to work because we had planned an adult Halloween party with friends at our house. It was a great Saturday night filled with fun and laughter. The children snuck down to peek at adults in costumes, and the night was filled with great friends and a full liquor cabinet.
I went to work the next day, and before I went to work, I left instructions for my mother to start our dinner. I called home several times to check on everyone, and my mother told me that Donald was on the couch, not feeling very well. I thought it was probably too much partying the night before. When I came home, I found him still lying down. I took his vital signs, and his blood pressure was shallow. I asked him about his symptoms. It was then that I noticed the bandages on his wrists, and after I asked him about them, he told me that he had taken a handful of Tylenol and had attempted to cut his wrists.
I sat next to him in shock. How had we gone from a great life to this? How had we hosted a big party the night before and then this? How had he ever thought to attempt to commit suicide. How had that perfect life I had dreamed about, all tied up in a red ribbon, become untied? 
I was so scared, confused, and angry. I started to cry in fear that he could be dying from an overdose.
I was crying and begging him to get up which he eventually did and all the while I was making phone calls. I called my babysitter to come and get my children, I called the doctors at the hospital where I worked and they told me they would be waiting for us at the Emergency Room. He was put on a psychiatric hold and transferred to a psychiatric facility for three days of evaluation. 
During this time, he told his doctors that he had tried three different ways to kill himself; he had even gotten in the bathtub and dropped a transistor radio into the water. However, because none of his actions worked, the professionals called this a cry for help. This was problematic though, because he refused to tell anyone what was troubling him and why he did it. He signed










