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INTRODUCTION

	I want to be clear from the start: I am not a psychologist, therapist, social worker or trauma expert.  I’m just a person who survived an abusive mother and spent a lifetime dealing with the consequences.  Everything in this book comes from my lived experiences.

	I’m writing this because the effects of her abuse didn’t disappear when she died.  They stayed with me, shaping how I saw myself, how I trusted others and how I moved through the world.

	For more than 20 years I carried those memories quietly, trying to heal, trying to understand, trying to rebuild. 

	This book is my truth---a goodbye letter to the woman who caused so much harm, and a release for the child and adult who lived through it.

	All names are anonymous. The details are honest. My goal is not to shock, but to speak plainly about what abuse does to a child and how long its shadow can stretch.

	If you’re reading this because you survived something similar, I hope you find recognition or comfort in knowing someone else has walked a path like yours. 

	I’m not an expert. I’m here to tell the truth of what happened to me---and finally let it go.

	 


I WAS ONLY 8

	I was only eight years old when you dragged me into that bedroom, your face twisted with a kind of hot anger, no child should ever have to understand.  Your eyes were sharp, your mouth tight, and you were looking at me like I had committed some unforgivable sin.  Then you immediately spoke to me like I wasn’t a child at all, saying the words that would follow me for decades: “I wish you were dead.”

	My little body stood in shock and fear, looking up at your angry eyes. Your hands were moving frantically and at that moment I braced myself for what I knew would be coming next.  I didn’t know what to say, I didn't know why you were saying this to me, I didn't know how to breathe after hearing it.

	I need to say this now, even if you’ve been gone a long time. A child believes the words from their mother. The person they look up to depends on and even loves. Those words didn’t just hurt me at that moment. They carved themselves into me, like a knife carves into meat. They shaped how I saw myself. They showed me that in your world, I had no worth. 

	You left me alone that day to watch my six-year-old brother.  I was a child trying to do what you told me, trying to be responsible in a situation no eight-year-old should ever be in.   He was playing with a burnt stick. I told him to stop and find another stick. I tried to protect him, but I was eight—and he didn’t listen—and he got hurt. 

	When he lost his eye, you didn’t acknowledge that I was a terrified child who just witnessed something traumatic, or that I would blame myself for it happening.  Instead, you turned your rage toward me. You made it clear that in your eyes, my life wasn’t worth his injury.

	You blamed me for something no child of eight could have prevented. You made me feel responsible and at the same time disposable. 

	I want you to understand this…I was only 8. 

	You treated me like an adult who had failed you, not a child who needed you. 

	That day showed me the moment your real feelings about me came out.  It was the moment I learned that no matter how hard I tried, no matter how much I carried, no matter how much I protected or helped---you would never see me as a child worthy of loving. 

	In my young innocent mind, I thought of you as an example of all mothers. How you were treating me was “mother love.”  

	Besides your acid tongue, you regularly used a belt to whip whenever you felt like it. And chided me on my awkward growing body, telling me I was “Ugly.” 

	I also thought mothers didn’t hug. Didn’t cuddle, never said to their child, “I love You.”  I thought this

	
	
	
	
	
	



