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Synopsis:

Rebecca M. Mendez grew up abused and
neglected in an era of which society provided few alternatives for
abused women and children - it meant just remaining in that
situation. This is the life of a battered child, who grows up to be
a battered wife. However, despite the impossible situation she
found the courage to literally reinvent herself.



"It is time to tell my story in hopes of helping others. I am not a
doctor or psychologist.

My only credits on the subject are that I myself grew up under
abuse and later became a battered wife.

Although it took me, a very long time I did escape...

Now, my life is filled with love and I enjoy the pleasure of being
safe and free."



If you are living a life of despair and abuse, this book will be a
refuge. If you have never experienced those horrors, first be
thankful, second pray for those still trapped, and third read this
book.

Introduction:

Emotionally, scars are deep with abused
children. Such children grow up to be abusers out of bitterness or
they become ongoing victims. People from all lifestyles notice when
a child is different. They see when a child is downhearted,
bruised, hungry, and frightened. Yet, they walk by with that look
of pity, without a word, without the tiniest offering of help. Most
people do not want to get involved, for fear their interference
will bring them trouble. Alternatively, they feel it is simply not
their business... I hate to say it, but some people just do not
care.

In addition, child services programs fail
miserably from being under-staffed and overworked. The courts in
their infinite wisdom make every effort to keep children with their
biological parents. Child abusers are great actors, giving
convincing speeches despite the evidence. A plea of not guilty
followed by a promise to attend counseling is all that is needed to
send a child back to the hell from which they came. Nevertheless, I
have a great respect for social workers and admire their
efforts.

This story is the true account of how I dealt
with abuse throughout my life. Some memories are simply too painful
to write about, and other memories are lost to me. There are times
that seem like blank voids that I cannot recall. My family told me
that I was a chronic sleepwalker, so severe at times I would leave
the house and roam the streets. Therefore, they installed locks,
out of my reach to ensure I remained in the house. I do not write
about those events, as I have no memory of them. All that I know
about my sleepwalking was my mother accusing me of speaking in
tongues and being possessed by the devil. I received many beatings
for the purpose of driving the devil out of me.

My life has been one of many secrets, fears
and a desperate need for escape. At my present age of fifty-four,
it is difficult to recapture every detail of events from my past.
Therefore, in telling this story, some dates could be wrong and
dialog exchanged not repeated word for word. I will write dialog as
I remember it or as I feel it was said according to the event. Some
people I have left out because of their minor role in my life. I
write about the people who had the most impact on me. Keep in mind
that I am writing from my point of view and that will include
imaginary friends, dreams, and inner-feelings. Out of respect for
my sons, I only pass lightly over their lives and focus only on my
experiences.

From a very early age, I kept my sanity by
writing in journals. When I was too young to spell words, I drew
pictures. I would steal my sister’s crayons and go through the
garbage in search of paper. I desperately drew pictures of my
mother with sharp teeth and long bloody fingernails. I would be
creative in hiding my journals and at times destroy them for fear
SHE might find them and I would then suffer dire consequences.

Nervous, grossly underweight, and longing for
love and acceptance, I created imaginary friends, so real to me
that at times my imaginary friends became my salvation. I suppose
some people would say I lost my mind, plagued with sleepwalking,
nightmares, and trouble distinguishing reality from fantasy.

After writing a poem about my childhood, (see
poem at end of this story) I suddenly had a need to share my past
with my new husband. However, he simply could not understand and
felt I was dwelling on the past, thinking that was not good for me.
However, as I continually relive my past in my dreams, the need to
speak out brought me to write this memoir. It is surprisingly
healing to let out all my secrets. Moreover, I began to realize
that this story might help other victims heal too.

I of course changed the names of people and
places for obvious reasons. Estranged from my family, I did not
want to stir up trouble or upset anyone at this late date. It is
not my desire to seek revenge. My heart is filled with forgiveness
and pity for my tormentors because they now have their demons to
deal with. Their ignorance and sense of denial are not worth
allowing bitterness to consume me. In reinventing myself, happiness
is all that matters to me.







Chapter 1

Eddie Boy

 


I was born in 1954 in the great era of Rock
n’ Roll. Teenagers were dancing to the tunes of Buddy Holly, Jerry
Lee Lewis, and Elvis Presley. Adults were in top form as Latin
Swing was all the rage. Television was new and had everyone’s
attention as they watched the Honeymooners and I love Lucy. Post
World War II, it was a time of prosperity in which so many were now
living the American dream. Most families owned their own homes and
nearly everyone had a car in their driveway. It was a simple time
of trust and family. Life was good.

My mother was a German immigrant. My father
came from Cuba, proudly becoming an American citizen after serving
in World War II. He was a hero who earned two purple hearts while
fighting the enemy in the South Pacific. When he returned to the
states, he became a merchant marine and world traveler.

Through a mutual friend, my father met my
mother. When he looked at her, he saw a red-haired beauty with
bewitching green eyes. However, all my mother could see in him was
how freely and generously he handed out money without a care. Going
off to sea for months at a time, he would dock in ports with a
salary paid out to him that was, to say the least, impressive.

Going against her upbringing and needing a
home for her three children, my mother spun her web. She was mean
and bitter, a single parent in an era that saw it socially
unacceptable to be a divorced woman. My mother planned to correct
her situation at any cost to gain the respect of the community,
even if it meant marrying a Cuban—a man of ethnic origin…a man of
color. Her goal was to own a home, a car and to build security for
her three precious children.

At twenty-eight years old, my father married
and became the stepfather of three children, which I believe my
father happily accepted because he loved children. Within a short
time, my father purchased a home for his new family and saw to all
their needs. They were the perfect family, or so it seemed.

My mother was a vampire, feeding on the love
my father felt for her. These were my beginnings; was I cursed or
did I just have bad luck? On the other hand, maybe reincarnation is
true and this life was my punishment for sins long ago committed?
There are no answers to those questions, yet, the never-ending
question echoes in my mind: “Why me?”

My parents argued bitterly over money and my
mother’s need to be in complete control. Her children being spoiled
and self-centered were also the cause of my parents’ bitter
exchange of words. After four years of unhappiness, disappointment,
and heartbreak, my father reached his boiling point. He slammed the
door and walked out of the house after a violent argument with my
mother. I knew I was in serious trouble at that very moment. I was
only four years old, but I knew my dark days would now begin. I
turned and faced my mother with tears of fear in my eyes. The look
on her face spoke to me without words. I could see even at my age
that she felt consumed with hatred as she now stared me down. Oh,
why did my father leave me behind?

That night in the cold, dirty garage, I
entered my prison for the first time. What was my crime… was I
simply born bad or, was it that I simply am me? I now realize that
I was my mother’s shame. My hair and eyes were dark in color, my
skin, not as fair as hers, made me appear deformed and ugly in her
eyes. I was a heavy burden for her to deal with, but at four years
old, I did not understand her frame of mind. I thought I was just a
bad child. Therefore, to gain her love and acceptance all I ever
said for every situation, trying my hardest to please was, “I’m
sorry. I’ll be good.”

At the tender age of four years old, I had no
sense of time. It seemed like such a long time since my father
walked out the door, without turning back. How long had it been,
was it hours, days, or weeks? I do not know. I waited in great
anticipation for his return in hopes that he would rescue me.
However, he did not return and now I faced my first real
punishment. I was alone, no means of defense, no escape . . .
little more than a trapped animal.

I cannot remember what I did to upset my
mother to such an extent. I must have done something terrible. She
hit me repeatedly with her open hand. The crack against my flesh
was utterly frightening. I flew this way and that as each strike
seemed to lift me and send me tumbling across the room. I found it
strange how my cries sounded to me, my own voice foreign to me. My
cries of terror and pain filled the room.

Finally, she stopped to catch her breath. She
was panting from exhaustion and spouting garbled obscenities at me.
I felt numb and was not sure if I was asleep or awake. I felt a
strange numbness. Yet, I could feel the cold of the concrete
against my flesh. Moreover, try as I might I could not open my
eyes.

Suddenly, the door slammed with a great
explosion and brought me back to my senses. I lay sprawled on the
floor. I wanted to move but I could not move a muscle. I touched my
face and it felt so strange, the skin tight and sticky. I moaned.
My moans echoed in my ears. I had no real concept of death, yet I
thought I was dead.

A tiny voice whispered in my ear, “I’ll take
care of you.” I tried to turn my head to see who spoke to me. Was I
dreaming? I began to sob with great heaves welling from within my
chest. The tears that now rolled out of my eyes stung brutally on
my cut lips, making me cry even more. Moments later, I moved into a
fetal position for comfort. Pain now found a home in my body. I
looked up, my eyes nearly blinded me from the swelling . . . I saw
a dark blur, trying hard to see as I slowly began to focus a
little, I saw a shape . . . a thin boy. He said, “I’m Eddie-boy.
You’ll be all right. I’ll take care of you.”

I wanted to speak to him but my sobbing now
made my body shake uncontrollably. My back felt tight and painful.
The tears running over my cut lips felt like fire and now my head
and eyes were throbbing to the point of madness. I was beyond
speech, beyond reason only the pain and my sobbing filled my
mind.

I felt Eddie-boy hold me and give me comfort.
The tighter he held me the more I cried. Was I dreaming? I felt his
heart beat under my ear. I think I was holding onto him and not
wanting him to let me go.

Suddenly, I felt what I thought was huge,
thick drool coming from my mouth. When to my horror I realized it
was BLOOD! I mumbled, hoping that from some magic force my father
or God could hear me, “Da- Da-ddy, I wa-wa-nt my Da-Da-ddy.”
Speaking was a struggle as I stuttered.

Eddie-boy said, “He cannot come to help you.
It’s just you and me.” I stuttered, “I wa-wa-nt my Da- Da- ddy.” I
always stuttered horribly with each word, another deformity to all
the many flaws I possessed.

Eddie-boy placed a cold, wet, dirty washcloth
to my lips and held it there or, maybe I held it there, I am not
sure. Who was this little boy that came to help me?

Over the weeks or months that followed, (I do
not really know how much time passed) I lived in a state of daily
beatings, denied food, soap, or any basic needs. The hardest part
was the never-ending desire for food. All I could think about was
food.

Eddie-boy was my constant companion now. He
taught me to survive by eating out of the trash and he always
reminded me to drink plenty of water. The washbasin in the garage
had a constant drip, drip from the faucet. I cupped my hands under
it the way Eddie-boy showed me, then waited for my cupped hands to
fill so I could consume the delicious water. It is amazing how
flavors were so robust for me, even water.

Eddie-boy was a genius for ways to survive
and the best part was that nobody could see him but me. Sometimes,
when my beatings were worse than usual, Eddie-boy would enter with
friends. He once told me that he and his friends use to get beat by
their parents, too. However, their parents could not hurt them
anymore. I never questioned where Eddie-boy and his friends came
from or how they could disappear and reappear from the wall. I did
not care; all that mattered is that they were here with me.

One day, I sat huddled in a corner for warmth
within my sleeping bag, when I heard a car drive-up. I held my
breath in fear as I pressed my body against the wall hoping to
disappear the way Eddie-boy did. Try as I might, I remained. I
heard the car door shut . . . Then, I heard my mother’s familiar
heels clip-clop on the walkway up to the house. The front door
clicked as she opened it followed by the thunderous crashing slam
of the door. Then, my mother’s footfalls approaching sounded like a
bomb ticking as tears now streamed from my eyes. Terror gripped me
as I felt my spine tighten, my mouth dry, adrenaline pumping
through my heart as I wondered if she would kill me this time.

My stare fixed on the door as I watched the
handle turn. The door flew open and all I could think to say, in a
desperate attempt to save myself, was “Mama! I’m sorry!”

She glared at me with unimaginable hate as
she spat out through clenched teeth, “You will NEVER call me Mama!
My name is Nancy! Never call me Mama again. I am stuck with you and
you will shut your mouth and do as I say. I hate you! You are
nothing…no better than a gutter rat!”

I boldly stuttered as my body shook, “I
wa-wa-nt my Da- da-ddy.”

She approached and I flinched expecting a
slap. However, none came as she hissed, “He doesn’t want you. He
knows you will grow up to be a dirty little slut! Go wash your
face, I need to take a picture of you.”

My mother grabbed me, shoved me over to the
washbasin, and turned on the cold water. I trembled in fear,
confused as to what a slut was and why my father did not want me.
He always said that he loved me.

Suddenly, I heard Eddie-boy whisper in my
ear, “Hurry and wash your face. Do as she says, quickly. It’s
Christmas! Maybe she wants you to go inside the house. I’ll bet
there are hot buttery mashed potatoes.”

I glanced at my mother and took notice that
she could not see Eddie-boy or hear him. My mother was watching me
with such cold, unfeeling eyes. I turned to the washbasin
envisioning hot, steaming mashed potatoes drowning in gravy. I
imagined a hot cup of cocoa and it made my heart hammer in
anticipation. I was so hungry and could not remember the last time
I had eaten.

I splashed my face and scrubbed it good with
the washcloth. Then, she roughly ran a brush through my hair,
yanking my head back with each pull. My mother handed me a white
night gown and gestured to me with a wave of her hand to put it on.
I put the new nightgown on and could not help but smile. She glared
at me, infuriated by my smile, which quickly faded as I hung my
head with downcast eyes.

My mother shoved me toward the steps up to
the kitchen. As I passed through the doorway, the warmth of the
house seemed to engulf me. It felt so good to feel warm. I could
smell all the glorious delights of food. I felt my face flush with
warmth, wondering how I was managing to move my legs. I felt almost
in a dream state and wondered if I was dreaming. My mother shoved
me toward a chair and handed me a cup which was steaming with
warmth. I looked into it and she shrieked at me to hurry and drink
it. I took a sip of the broth and nearly gulped it all down. It was
so delicious.

After I put the cup down, my mother now
guided me to the living room. My mouth watered at the sight of
COOKIES, CAKE, and HOT COCOA on the coffee table where my siblings
happily sat enjoying a Christmas feast, wearing their new holiday
clothes. There were presents throughout the room, most were open
revealing beautiful dolls of every size, a china tea set, a toy
baby carriage, and many lovely clothes laid about.

As wonderful at it all looked, the only
interest I had was the mashed-potatoes, all buttery and hot as my
stomach growled. My brother sat taking in large spoonfuls dripping
in gravy. My lower lip quivered, longing for a taste . . . just a
small taste. I seemed to go deaf and time came to a stand still for
me as I looked at the food. . . . I held my breath as my stare
remained fixed on my brother, watching the spoon slip between his
lips and into his mouth.

I was deaf to my mother’s scolding when
suddenly; an ear-piercing slap took my attention away from the
savory food on display as my body went flying and crashed against
the wall. My sister grabbed my wrist and yanked me up to my feet as
she ordered, “Open the present, and look at Mama!”

Shaken, I could hardly think straight. I put
my hands on the package and looked at my mother who held a camera.
The flash of the camera went off in a bright yellow blur.

Suddenly, my sister whisked me away and
shoved me back into the cold garage. I looked up at the spider
webs, fearing the ghastly creatures. Heaving with a great sigh, I
crawled back to my corner and back to my sleeping bag. I looked
around thinking the spiders would surely crawl on me and bite me if
I closed my eyes. I began to sob, pleading to God to send my daddy
to save me. I felt the new nightgown I still wore, wondering why
she let me keep it. It was so soft and pretty but offered no
warmth.

Eddie-boy came up to me, smiling. “You can
still have mashed potatoes tonight. Just wait until Nancy cleans
the kitchen and puts the trash out. You and I will have our own
Christmas feast.”

Eddie-boy waved his hand and children came
out of the wall. All the children were thin and pale, in tattered
clothes and all of them smiled happily at me. They gave me a
feeling of belonging. I shivered from the cold but a little girl
came up to me and took me into her embrace for warmth.

We all huddled together, waited, and watched
the door in anticipation of the kitchen trash. Although I do not
remember the trash ever being put out, sure enough late that night
Eddie-boy and the children shared our own Christmas feast from a
shining, silver trash can. We enjoyed turkey, mashed potatoes, and
other mysterious delights that were in the garbage can. We laughed
and giggled as we gobbled up the food, making a mess on our
faces.

That night Eddie-boy and his friends did not
leave me. Instead, we all lay down together and slept soundly. I
felt so warm and cozy. My tummy felt full as joy filled my heart
even though tears flooded my eyes. I could not help but to think,
why did Nancy want to take a picture of me in front of the
presents? Later, I found out that my father sent me all the
presents and he requested a picture of me opening them. Why did he
send me presents when what I needed was for him to rescue me?

 



Chapter 2

Some Days Were Nice

 


The winter of 1959 was long, bitterly cold
and I was starving to death. I was often ill. Those nights when
fever consumed me they allowed me to sleep in the house. After I
felt a little better, Nancy sent me back to the garage. My body was
always in pain, with wounds that took a long time to heal. I could
only console myself with the joy of Eddie-Boy’s company. How would
I have dealt with it all, without my dear little friend?

Laundry-day, my mother spent in the garage
putting the clothes through the wringer washer. She hung the
clothes up to dry on clotheslines within the garage. This meant I
spent most of the day in her company. I cowered in the corner
trying to make myself invisible. She would curse at me and scold me
for simply being there. Why did she hate me so much?

She made me take my shoes and socks off
and sit on a footstool within the garage. I sat on my hands with my
bare feet on the cold concrete floor. If I moved or made a noise, I
was certain to get a fierce slap across my face or a smack upside
my head. After a while, my feet hurt from the bitter cold and my
hands became numb from sitting on them for such a long time. My
back ached something awful as the unbearable urge to urinate nearly
made me feel ill. I was so cold that I trembled, clenching my teeth
hard so as not to let them chatter, fearing another blow to my face
and head if I made noise. My stomach growled as the visions in my
mind filled with all my favorite foods. I let out inner
cries: Help! Please help me God... send my
Daddy to save me, was all I repeated within my
thoughts. However, my pleas and prayers went
unanswered as I began to imagine my Daddy might be dead, that maybe
his ship sank.

Suddenly, my mother pulled me up to my feet.
After sitting for so long my legs had fallen asleep and could not
support my weight. I felt as if darkness had come and gone, feeling
confused and wondering if I was dreaming. I suppose I moaned. I do
not remember if I spoke, but not being able to resist any longer I
urinated in my pants, making Nancy angrier. She grabbed a short
piece of clothesline, began whipping my legs, and ordered me to
walk around in a circle. I stumbled many times. My legs stung at
first from being whipped but after a few moments, the pain took
over my entire body as I forced myself to walk around in a circle.
Tears poured down my face as I tried to obey Nancy’s commands. I
found myself jumping up and down. I suppose she ordered that of me
too. I could not seem to hear, yet obeyed every command.

Finally, she broke the spell of madness with
laughter. She walked up the steps to the kitchen where she slammed
the door behind her. I collapsed panting for air and feeling a cold
clammy sweat consume my body. I was so thirsty, my mouth felt dry
like cotton. Eddie-Boy rushed over to me and quickly put my socks
back on my feet for warmth. He guided me over to my sleeping bag
where I curled up trying to find a degree of warmth. I think I
cried myself to sleep. I woke when it was dark and I could hear
talking from within the kitchen.

Eddie-boy told me, “They are getting dinner
ready. Maybe you will get some food tonight. You were a good girl
and did exactly what Nancy told you, after all.”

My head throbbed terribly and my left eye
felt swollen and shut. Nancy had struck me upside the head many
times throughout the day, obviously injuring my eye. Suddenly, the
kitchen door opened and Sam said, “Get in the house, pig!”

I stood up and walked over to the steps where
he repeated, “Get in the house, pig... Jesus god, you stink!”

I walked slowly up the steps and
entered the kitchen feeling the warmth coming from the oven. I
could smell the glorious fragrance of fresh baked bread.
Ellen, Hester, and Sam held their noses, gesturing that I
stunk. Nancy stood with her hands on her hips and just stared at me
for a moment. I dare not move or make a sound so I just stood with
downcast eyes waiting for the next command.

Nancy ordered, “You need a bath. Go sit
in the hallway next to the bathroom door and wait your
turn.”

I did not realize that I smelled. I had not
seen my reflection so I had no idea what the bruising on my face
looked like or the extent of my injuries. It felt so good to be in
the warm house. I went over and sat on the floor next to the
bathroom door as Nancy entered the bathroom first to take a
bath.

From where I sat, I could see the TV and that
was a nice treat but for some reason everything looked blurry.
After a while, my body finally felt warm but the pain now became
nearly unbearable. My legs felt tingly and my head ached. I touched
the side of my swollen face in hopes to stop the throbbing.

Eddie-Boy walked up and sat down next to me.
“It’s warm and soon you’ll have a bath and maybe a hot dinner.
Don’t think so much about the pain you feel.”

Eddie-Boy was such a comfort to me. I leaned
my head on his shoulder, or maybe it was the wall, and then closed
my eyes.

I woke when Nancy walked out of the bathroom.
The fragrance that followed was heavenly. Next, Ellen entered the
bathroom for her bath. My headache was now so terrible I could not
even pinpoint the spot that ached more. I tried to swallow but my
mouth was too dry.

Sam and Hester were in the living room
watching the Wonderful World of Disney on TV. Normally, I would
have been thrilled to watch TV, especially Disney. However, I
simply could not keep my eyes open. Strangely, even though the
house was warm I began to feel cold and clammy and my eyes were
burning. I dozed off again and woke when Ellen called out for
Hester’s turn to take a bath. This was certainly a wild event as
Hester hissed and protested, refusing a bath which was normal for
her. I often heard her protesting bath time with a
temper-tantrum.

Nancy stormed into the living room with
a belt in hand. “Get in that bathroom and wash your filthy
body. NOW!”

Once Hester took notice of the belt, she ran
to the bathroom and shut the door. Nancy walked up to me with a
curious look on her face. She squatted down and put her hand to my
forehead. Then, she stood towering over me and just stared at me.
Maybe she spoke; if she did, I could not hear her. I saw her walk
over to Ellen who then hurried out of the room. She returned with
garments in her hand and handed them to Nancy who sat and just
watched me. My eyes shut again and I suppose I fell off to
sleep.

Suddenly, Nancy shouted at Hester to hurry
which brought Hester running out of the bathroom, in her pajamas
with her wet hair tied back in a ponytail.

Nancy then walked up to me and grunted, “Your
turn, get in there!”

I tried to stand but could not. I am not sure
if Eddie-boy or Nancy helped me up. Once in the bathroom, she
ordered me to remove all my clothes except for my panties. Nancy
had a strict rule that girls never got completely naked because it
was a sin. Standing in my panties, I turned and looked at the
filthy bath water.

Nancy always bathed with bath oils and her
constant need to economize meant we had to share bath water to keep
the water bill low. Yes, after Nancy had her bath, Ellen, Hester
and I took turns using the SAME water. By the time, it was my turn
the oil caused a dark greasy ring around the tub, soap-scum, and
body filth floated in the water in a very uninviting manner and
yes, by now the water was COLD. Before I could react, she pushed me
over to the sink and made me stand on the stool.

Nancy put my head under the faucet in the
sink to wash my hair. She was brutal as she washed and scrubbed my
filthy hair. Then, she combed it out, pulling my head back. My hair
was curly so a mess of tangles after a wash. When she was done, she
tied my hair into a ponytail. Nancy then scooped me up and placed
me in that disgusting bath water. It felt like Nancy scrubbed me
nearly to the bone. I do not remember all the details of the entire
bath experience; it was as if I was drifting in and out of
sleep.

Next, I found myself at the kitchen table. My
head felt like it weighed a ton and sleep was heavily consuming me.
Ellen put a plate of beef stew and a fresh baked dinner roll in
front of me. “EAT!” she snapped.

I felt so tired and could not remember when I
ate last. I picked up the fresh baked dinner roll and dipped into
the stew then held it up so Eddie-Boy could take the first bite. I
took a bite, feeling the dinner roll melt in my mouth. It was so
delicious.

However, as I looked at the stew I felt like
vomiting. I think I ate the bread; my mind seemed to shut off
because the next thing I remember I was in bed. The room was dark
and it appeared as if everyone in the house was asleep. My stomach
was churning and I feared I might vomit. I got up and ran to the
bathroom, but no vomit came forth. There I lay on the bathroom rug
and waited but the feeling to vomit passed. I got up and took a
drink from the sink then tiptoed back to bed.

I felt a little better understanding I was
very ill. I slept a long time undisturbed. When I woke again, it
was dark. Having lost track of time I thought it was the same night
when Ellen walked into the room and said, “Oh, so you are still
alive. Get up, it’s dinner time.”

I sat up and felt much better. Ellen gave me
a robe and slippers and I followed her to the kitchen where I ate
until my heart was content. By the next morning, I felt as good as
new and nearly happy.

“What are you so cheerful about? You are the
devil... your eyes are black and evil. Get in that garage and pray
God will forgive you your sins,” demanded Nancy.

Shocked and not really understanding what
Nancy meant, I foolishly protested, “I am not the devil... I don’t
want to go to the garage!”

Big mistake! Nancy stood up, grabbed my arm,
lifting me off the floor, and proceeded to storm through the
kitchen and literally tossed me into the garage. I flew like a rag
doll against the laundry hamper. Nancy walked toward me with a look
of murder in her eyes when she heard the phone ring. She turned and
Ellen called out, “The phone... it’s that man... Bill, he wants to
talk to you.” Nancy smiled and ran off to answer the phone,
forgetting all about me.

Eddie-boy walked over to me and said, “One
day, you and I will leave this place. We’ll have our own home and
eat all our favorite foods, every day. We’ll sleep in beds with
clean sheets and always feel warm.”

After that day, for the most part I was alone
in the garage. Now and then, Ellen would give me a dinner plate. I
was not eating every day and certainly not three meals a day. I do
not know how often I ate each week, but it was not enough. The cold
at times was more than I could bear and I became creative to keep
warm using the dirty laundry, newspaper, and magazines for my
makeshift bed. When the wind blew, it came right through the side
slits in the garage door and so I crammed newspaper in the cracks.
Since Nancy kept the garage door locked at all times, no one
complained about the newspapers I used to create a seal.

Winter finally gave way to spring, which was
wet and made the garage very damp. At this time, Nancy allowed me
to sleep a little more often in the house, although, if I said or
did anything that upset her I was back in the garage.

Finally, summer was in the air and warmth was
now a constant. I loved summer. Nancy allowed me to go out to the
backyard and there I could lie in the grass and soak in the sun as
I daydreamed of better places and happy times of love that awaited
me in the future.

It was at this time that I attempted to start
a journal. Of course, I could not write but I stole some of
Hester’s old broken crayons and dug paper from the trash; old
envelopes, paper bags, and such. I began drawing pictures of Nancy,
with bloody claws, sharp teeth, and horns. I drew pictures of her
special children eating and watching TV. I laid out all that I saw,
feared, and experienced in my simple drawings. It seemed to bring
me a sense of relief. I would draw myself looking beautiful, with
blond hair although my hair was dark brown. I would color in blue
eyes instead of my dark black eyes. I would draw myself wearing
pretty dresses and a big smile on my face. Eddie-boy gave me praise
for my artistic flair and he promised me that one day I would be
beautiful, happy, and loved.

At first, I did not notice but since Ellen
was on summer vacation from school and home all the time, I hardly
ever saw Nancy. I do not know where she went but I did not care so
long as she was gone. Ellen was mean to me too, but for the most
part only in a verbal way. The fact was, it was better for me when
Ellen was in charge. Ellen was obsessed with cleanliness and
therefore, she did make me take a bath a few times a week in clean
water. It must have been very difficult for Ellen when Nancy was
home and made her take a bath in dirty water.

Ellen was not concerned where I was during
the day so long as I was not in her presence. In Ellen’s care, she
allowed me to eat a little more often. I know she was afraid that I
would get sick in her care and often scolded me, “Eat, I don’t want
you getting sick!” She yelled at me, and called me clumsy and
stupid. She was hateful to me but it was still better with her than
with Nancy. Ellen never beat me and for that, I was grateful.

Ellen was a teenager and Hester about twelve
years old. Since Ellen was in charge, she always had her
girlfriends over to visit. They smoked cigarettes and invited boys
over. They played records, danced, and even kissed the boys.

Ellen did not want me to see their activities
because she was afraid I would tell when Nancy returned home. Nancy
forbade such things as smoking and boys in the house. Therefore,
Ellen opened the side gate, removed a red tricycle from the shed,
and told me I could ride it. She allowed me to go outside to play
with the other children!

I rode off on the tricycle, feeling so free
and happy. However, I had no idea that my appearance was quite
contrary to the other children. I was deathly skinny, my clothes
old and worn-out and the kids began to call me Raggedy-Ann. I was
cleaner now so I suppose I did not stink but the name-calling was
hurtful. I began to stay to myself to avoid the mean kids who hated
me for some unknown reason.

I rode my bike up the sidewalk to the north
then down all the way to the south end of the block with Eddie-Boy
on the handlebars. He kept an eye on which house was mine, since
they were all pretty much the same. We were worried about getting
lost. It was a wonderful day for Eddie-boy and me. After a while,
the children pretty much ignored me.

When, I heard Ellen call me, I raced my bike
back to the front porch with a smile fixed on my face. She looked
at me strangely for a moment then calmly said, “Put the bike back
in the shed. It’s time for dinner.”

I nodded and raced my bike around back and
parked the bike in the shed and closed the door. I took in a deep
breath and whispered, “Thank you God.”

Once inside, Ellen made me wash my hands and
face then sit at the dinner table. She had warmed up a can of
chicken noodle soup and served me the soup with crackers. I gobbled
it up being sure to hand Eddie-Boy crackers and spoonfuls of soup.
I felt that life could not be better. When I was done, Ellen told
me to go to the bedroom and get ready for bed. I felt wide-awake
and had no desire to sleep. Nevertheless, I obeyed so as not to
upset Ellen and ruin the day. Not all my days were miserable...
some days were very nice.







Chapter 3

He’s Back!

 


Autumn came and now Nancy was home all the
time. She spent lots of time at the sewing machine making clothes
for herself, Hester, Ellen and even me. In the garage, the nights
were cold but the days were warm. I kept thinking what fun it was
to ride the bike and how much I missed it. I did not care that
Ellen called me stupid and clumsy or that Sam would call me nigger
or pig. I enjoyed riding the bike and had fun times with Eddie-boy.
Eddie-boy always assured me that we would get another day to ride
the bike.

Many months passed since my father left and I
gave up on him ever returning. After waiting for so long, I assumed
he was dead. I would never believe what Nancy told me about him. My
father loved me, and if he did not return, it simply was because he
was dead.

I sat huddled in the corner of the garage, in
my dirty old sleeping bag. I was only five years old but I was
already daydreaming of running away from home. Suddenly, SHE stood
at the door and just stared at me with that evil glare. She grabbed
a kitchen chair and walked up to me. My automatic response was to
shield my face, which only made her angry and smack me upside the
head. Nancy held a drink in her hand as she started her speech.

“When you are asked how you are doing, you
will respond with ‘I am doing well, thank you.’ If you are asked
why you are so skinny or why you do not eat more you are to respond
with, ‘I don’t like to eat.’ If you are asked if your mother feeds
you, you are to respond with ‘yes, she makes me delicious meals but
I am just not hungry.’ Nancy paused then continued, “If you are
taken out to eat you will NOT finish the food on your plate. You
will take a few bites and then say you are full! Do you
understand?”

The truth was I did not understand at all and
just looked at her blankly. She smacked me a few times and the
drilling began for what seemed like hours. Nancy forced me to
repeat rehearsed lines of speech. If I stuttered too much or got
the sentence wrong, I was smacked, hard. I grew tired and felt
hungry as the drilling continued with only small pauses while Nancy
went to refill her drink. Eddie-boy stood by and whispered in my
ear, each line to be sure I got it right and avoided another
smack.

Finally, pleased with my rehearsed
performance, Nancy stood up and returned to the kitchen, slamming
the door behind her as she always did. I sat for a while wondering
what that was all about but then felt too tired to really care, so
I fell into an exhausted sleep.

At first light, Nancy rushed me to the
bathroom for a bath, in filthy used water... of course. Then, I sat
on a tall stool as Nancy proceeded to style my hair into finger
curls, just like Shirley Temple. She was mean as she yanked my head
back and nearly jammed bobby pins painfully against my scalp while
warning me that I better not cry and make my face all red.

When, my hair was finished she sprayed it
heavily with hair spray. Then, I was marched to the bedroom where a
beautiful dress of blue with a big white lace collar awaited me. I
wore white tights and the prettiest lacy socks with black
patent-leather shoes. Ellen put white gloves on me and handed me a
cute little purse with a lacy white handkerchief in it. Nancy
always stressed the importance of gloves and a purse to be proper
for a lady. She had many rules on proper grooming and behavior for
a lady.

Eddie-boy smiled as he said, “You look
beautiful!”

Nancy looked at me and I swear she almost
smiled and nearly agreed with Eddie-boy even though she could not
hear him or see him.

Then, the drilling started with
rehearsed lines she wanted me to memorize. I looked at my white
gloves and my pretty, black shoes and thought I must be dreaming. I wonder why I get to wear these
beautiful clothes. If this is a dream, I hope I never wake
up.

Suddenly Sam called out, “He’s here!”

Nancy looked at me and warned, “You better
say what I told you to say word for word!”

She then yanked on my hand and told me to go
out to the car and mind my manners. I did not know what to make
about what was happening. Why did she want me to go out to the car
alone? I slowly went out the door and walked down the steps to the
driveway. There was a black car parked. I stood for a moment and
watched the car door open. My jaw dropped in utter surprise as I
saw my father step out of the car with a big smile. We just looked
at each other for a few moments. He broke the silence as his smiled
faded. “Don’t you remember me, TeeTee?”

He always called me TeeTee. I felt
overwhelmed as I thought, He’s alive, he’s
alive! He finally came to rescue me!”

I wanted to run into his arms and feel him
lift me and hold me to his heart but I shyly replied, “Yes, I
remember you.” He seemed disappointed with me because I just stood
there like a dummy with no love to offer. My father took my hand,
walked me to the passenger side of the car, and opened the door. I
crawled into the seat and sat with my hands holding my purse, void
of emotion. I wanted to hug him and never let go. I wanted to tell
him that I loved him but no words came from my mouth. What was
wrong with me?

We drove off as my father started
conversation telling me, “You’re so skinny, do you get enough to
eat?” So I started my reply of rehearsed answers, to the letter. My
father glanced at me as he drove, making me think he did not
believe me. We got on the freeway and drove for a while. I looked
out the window enjoying the car ride. Despite my cold emotionless
expression, I was having the time of my life. I looked at my purse
and at my shoes and felt life could not be better. I glanced at my
Daddy and imagined he was taking me to his home, where I would
always dress pretty and be his precious little girl.

We parked at a restaurant and we entered the
building where friendly Chinese people greeted my Daddy. He spoke
just like them; I had no idea what they were saying. It was obvious
that they were long time friends of his.

The older lady hugged me and brought out a
booster chair for me whereupon I sat at a feast. I was so hungry my
mouth watered. First served was a cup of soup, which I gobbled up.
My Daddy, whispered, “Eat slowly, TeeTee.”

I looked at him and remembered what Nancy
told me. She told me if I go to a restaurant not to eat all the
food and to act as if I was not hungry. Next served were vegetables
with pork-fried rice and shrimp. At the time, I did not know the
name of the food but the smell was heavenly. I looked at my Daddy
and said, “I’m not hungry, Daddy.”

With a look of concern, my Daddy said, “Eat,
TeeTee, you are so skinny. Please eat for me.”

I wanted desperately to please him, so I did
eat until I felt stuffed. The nice Chinese lady brought me a cup of
tea, my very first cup of tea! I was so happy. I assumed it did not
matter what Nancy told me, after all, I was not going to see her
again. I was going to live with my Daddy now.

After lunch, we went to a park where my Daddy
handed me a bag of bread and then handed me a small brown paper
bag. He said, “The bread is for the ducks and I brought you this. A
long time ago when you were about two years old, you forgot it at
my father’s house. He saved it for you.”

I opened the bag and saw a small brown teddy
bear with a cute plastic face. I smiled with delight as he
continued to say, “Do you remember what you called it?” I shook my
head and he continued, “You use to call it your MoMo.” I smiled at
my daddy as I embraced my MoMo. I was so happy.

We fed the ducks at the lake where I laughed
with joy as the ducks followed me around. I was not void of emotion
anymore. I was feeling loved and so wonderfully warm from within my
heart. As it got late my Daddy said, “I better take you home.”

I smiled as I ran to the car anxious to see
my new home. We drove off and got on the freeway. I looked at my
MoMo and my pretty purse. I clicked the heels of my shoes and
glanced at my Daddy who smiled at me and blew me a kiss.

We drove and drove then turned off the
freeway and down a familiar street. Oh my god! He was taking me
back to Nancy! I begged and pleaded for him to take me with him. My
Daddy said, “I don’t know how to take care of a little girl,
TeeTee. I have to go to work and...”

Panic overwhelmed me as I cried. He stopped
in front the house and I threw my arms around his neck and pleaded
desperately for him to take me with him. Nevertheless, he honked
the horn and out came Ellen. He said to me, “I have to go... I
promise I’ll be back soon to spend another day with you.”

Ellen opened the car door as Nancy came out
of the house. I got out of the car and so did my Daddy. Nancy
looked at me with those hateful eyes and grunted, “What is that
thing?”

I looked down at the teddy bear I held and
replied, “MoMo.”

My Daddy then said in a mean harsh voice to
Nancy, “My father saved that bear for her and I expect you to let
her keep it! If I find out that you took it away from her I swear
I’ll come back and...”

Nancy interrupted with her own angry voice,
“What do you take me for, why would I take her toys away from her?
Talk to me like that and you’ll never see Rebecca Marie again!”

My Daddy then squatted down and gave me a
hug, “I’ll be back soon, I promise.”

He got into the car and drove off. I hung my
head wondering what was going to happen to me now. I ate the food
at the restaurant against Nancy’s orders. Surprisingly, Nancy just
told me to go in the house and put my pajamas on.

Years later, I found out Nancy had to be
careful where my Daddy was concerned to guarantee her child support
and alimony checks. He was not just giving her money for my
support. He also gave her money to run her house and feed all her
children. During that year, I would get many visits from my Daddy
and she knew he would be coming often so she had to ease up on
me.

My Daddy returned every Sunday for a few
months and we always went to the Chinese restaurant for lunch. He
bought me many dresses and accessories. I was getting ready to
start Kindergarten. Every visit ended with a flood of tears for my
Daddy to take me away with him even though my situation was better
at home now. Nevertheless, each time, he left me back in Nancy’s
care.

In public, Nancy played the part of my mother
who cared about me. I went to Church now, every Sunday with Hester,
Ellen and Nancy. I always wore pretty dresses to church so Nancy
could present herself in the community as the devoted loving
mother. I started school, wearing the nicest dresses anyone had
ever seen, with lacy socks and pretty shoes. I loved my teacher who
let me finger paint, color and sing songs. After milk and cookies
the whole class laid out their blankets. My blanket was white and
blue with clouds and baby angels. We would lay down for a nap while
the teacher softly played the piano. Slowly, I began to gain weight
and feel a little like I mattered although; they still addressed me
at home by cruel names like stupid, clumsy and pig.

For the most part life was good and I shared
all my happiness with Eddie-boy. Little did I know, however, this
was the calm before the storm.







Chapter 4

Heaven Help Me!

 


On Thanksgiving Day, my Daddy picked me up to
take me to meet his family. Nancy grumbled, “It’s Thanksgiving and
I expect Rebecca Marie home for dinner!”

As always, my Daddy didn’t even answer her.
We drove off as I happily sat in the car with my cute little purse
in hand. Tucked under my arm was my precious MoMo.

We went to my Aunt Louisa’s house which was
bustling with people in celebration. They allowed me to run and
play with my cousins. It was such a fun day. We did not eat Turkey
but strange foods and fish with fruit. It was all delicious. I was
shocked when all the children sat to eat before the adults. In this
house children were Priority One. After we were finished with our
Thanksgiving lunch, all the children went to the living room to
watch the Thanksgiving Day parade on television. They served us
cookies and hot chocolate as a TV snack.

The adults all gathered for their turn to
eat. I could hear my aunts and uncles telling my Daddy how pretty I
was and that I would probably grow up to be a movie star. I heard
my Daddy tell my Aunt Louisa, “Thank you for having Thanksgiving
lunch for my TeeTee.”

My aunt replied, “Rebecca Marie is part of
our family and she deserves to be treated as such. In fact, she
belongs with us.” All the adults agreed, insisting that my daddy
bring me more often to visit the family.

I glanced at the adults in conversation
feeling as if I was special in this world of happy children. Here,
I mattered. When my mother’s name came up in conversation all the
adults starting talking in another language that I did not
understand. It was obvious that no one in this happy house liked
Nancy.

What I did not know and I think what my Aunts
and Uncles did not know was that this day was a good-bye
celebration. The next day my Daddy was going off to sea and might
be gone a year or more. My happy world of pretty dresses, sleeping
in a warm bed and enjoying hot meals was nearly over. It would be a
very long time before I could see this wonderful family again.

That evening my Daddy walked into Nancy’s
house with me. He handed her an envelope and told her, “This is for
TeeTee’s Christmas... I am going to Japan and will do that route
for a year, maybe more. I’ll send you money every month.”

My heart felt like the blood drained out of
it as I boldly asked, “Are you going away, Daddy?”

He squatted down and said, “Yes TeeTee and
I’ll be gone for a long time. I don’t want you to worry. I will be
back. I promise.”

I panicked and threw my arms around his neck
right in front of Nancy and begged him with tears running down my
cheeks, “Don’t leave me! Take me back to Aunt Louisa...
please!”

As always, he said I had to stay. Nancy
yanked me out of his arms as I screamed, “Don’t leave me!”

He walked out the door without another word
as Nancy released me. Her face twisted with fury for what I had
just said and done. She ran out after my Daddy where I could hear
them shouting in an angry argument. I do not know what they were
saying but I did understand what was going to happen to me when Sam
chuckled, “You are going to get it now, you stupid idiot.”

My head hung down to my chest, thinking she
was going to kill me this time. When the door flew open, there she
stood looking like a demon from hell wearing a lacy apron. The door
slammed shut with a crash. I heard Sam giggle in anticipation of
the beating I was about to get. However, for once God heard my
inner pleas as a knock came to the door. Hester looked out the
window and said, “The family is here.”

Nancy stared at me with those evil green eyes
of hers, full of hatred. Then as if a switch someone flicked a
switch or the channel changed, Nancy turned, happily answering the
door with hugs and kisses for the family that had arrived for
Thanksgiving Dinner.

This celebration was different from my
Daddy’s family. Just like at Aunt Louisa’s house, there was not
enough room at the table for everyone. Therefore, after some short
conversation, the adults sat to a feast. I held my MoMo and watched
the children, who were not running around in play or happily
talking. They all sat like mannequins and watched the television.
There was no TV snack and, we all had to watch wrestling because it
was Sam’s favorite.

After my sisters cleared the dishes from the
table, the adults talked and enjoyed desert. Then, Nancy called the
children to the table where they ate leftovers. Normally I would
not have taken notice or even cared. I was happy to eat leftover
stuffing and mashed potatoes but I just could not help noting the
contrast from my Daddy’s family and Nancy’s family. Here there were
no compliments for the children and all the children seemed to
understand they had to be quiet and perfectly behaved. I don’t
think my cousins were abused, it was just Nancy’s family had strict
hard rules in keeping with what my uncle always said, “Children
should be seen and not heard.”

My cousins did not really talk to me or even
acknowledge me now that I think about it. I didn’t notice at the
time but understood years later that I was an outcast to a certain
degree among my mother’s family. I was different from everyone
else. I did not have blond hair and blue eyes. I was not as tall or
as pretty, my hair was not straight and silky. They regarded my
Daddy and me as, OUTCASTS, inferiors, stupid and worthless. Nancy’s
family was very prejudiced. They tolerated me because I was not
black, my features and color were Hispanic. They forgave Nancy for
her “mistake” of marrying my father and having me.

The older children including Ellen and Hester
cleared the table and did the dishes while the adults had coffee in
the living room. As it grew late, many of the adults who brought
children left for home. Only those adults without children stayed
and visited with my mother over a game of cards.

Ellen told Hester and me to go to bed. The
evening was uneventful and one of peace as I assumed Nancy had
forgotten that she was angry with me.

Early, the next morning Nancy yanked me out
of bed causing me to fall to the floor. Startled awake, my thoughts
were unclear. Nancy was yelling at me and as I pulled myself up
when suddenly the belt came down across my back with a loud clap
and a hot surge of pain.

“You want to stay with your Aunt Louisa, huh?
You think that nigger bitch is better than I am? I’ll teach you who
to respect and appreciate,” shrieked Nancy.

The belt came at me like a whip across my
back, my head, and legs and twice across my left arm like a burning
hot branding iron. Over and over again, the belt stung into my
flesh. I curled into a ball trying to protect my face. Panting and
winded, Nancy stopped and stormed out of the room. Hester was on
the other bed watching the madness. I looked up at her and her face
was one of complete shock. She said nothing and did nothing; she
just looked at me as I began to heave greatly, tears now streamed
down my cheeks.

A few minutes passed and Hester still watched
me. I stood up, trembling and lost to a crying bout that I could
not control. I noticed that I had urinated on the floor and hung my
face in shame because Hester now looked at the puddle on the floor.
Why didn’t Hester help me? Why did she just stare as if I was a
freak in a circus?

“You filthy gutter rat! You peed on my nice
clean floor!” screeched Nancy.

Hester pulled the blanket over her head as a
shield. Nancy marched over to me, grabbed a hand full of my hair
and proceeded to wipe the urine on the floor with my face, smashing
my nose and lips into the hardwood floor and making urine go into
my mouth and nose.

Then, she yanked me up by my arm and put me
over her knee. She pulled up my nightgown and pulled my panties
down. To expose my buttocks was the worse taboo in this house. Sam
and Ellen were now standing in the doorway watching. Nancy gave me
a hard, fierce spanking with her bare hand. The hot searing pain
that went through my buttocks and body was indescribable. She would
not stop as I kept glancing up and looking at Sam who was actually
laughing!

This crazed spanking had to be hurting
Nancy’s hand as much as it was hurting my buttocks. It seemed like
an eternity, she just would not stop until Hester shouted, “Mama...
NO!”

Nancy shoved me to the floor and grabbed
Hester’s face. “Don’t you ever tell me what to do or you’ll get the
same!”

Hester started crying and got back under the
covers again. I just lay on the floor like a heap of heaving flesh.
Feeling so choked up it was a struggle to cry. Nancy grabbed me by
my arm and literally dragged me through the house. She made her way
through the kitchen where she opened the door to the garage and
tossed me in. The door slammed, nearly shaking the whole house.

I lay there for a long while and did not
move, nearly holding my breath as I felt my body ache and my
buttocks throb and burn. Eddie-Boy came up to me with tears in his
eyes and held me. When I tried to sit up, I cringed from the pain.
I put my hand to my buttocks and felt the skin, thick and coarse. I
had no panties on and felt so ashamed because Eddie-boy was
present. It was a great sin for a girl not to have her panties
on.

My nightgown felt sticky and I pulled on the
back bringing it forward to see what I sat on. My eyes went wide to
see blood. My pretty, new nightgown now stained with blood. I did
not really understand why I was bleeding.

Eddie-Boy suggested, “Get some clothes from
the laundry...”

Ellen opened the door interrupting Eddie Boy,
“Put this on and put that night gown in the wash basin. Boy, you
have really done it now. You hurt Mama; she has an ice pack on her
hand. You better stay quiet and not pee in your pants again.”

I felt astounded, to say the least. Nancy was
angry with ME for hurting her! I moved slowly to minimize the pain
all over my body, arms, legs and head. I told Eddie-Boy not to
watch while I put on panties and flannel pajamas.

I desperately needed to urinate again, but
where? I dare not knock on the door for permission to use the
toilet. Eddie-boy as always came to my rescue. “I’ll go back into
the wall so you can pee in private. Climb on the garbage can and
pee in the wash basin, be sure to run a little water afterwards,”
suggested Eddie-Boy

I thanked Eddie-boy and after he disappeared
into the wall, I did as he suggested. Then looked at the cold dark
corner where my sleeping bag awaited me. It had been a long while
since I slept on it and now it looked covered in dust. I looked up
and could see the spider webs. I hated spiders.

I dressed and then straightened out my
sleeping bag and sat on it, keeping an eye on the spiders. I wanted
to be ready to jump out of the way if one came at me. I rubbed my
buttocks, feeling it hurt and itch something awful. I touched the
back of my head and felt a great lump there. “Please God, Help Me,” I prayed, with silent
fervour.

Over that weekend, Nancy drank heavily and
several times a day came into the garage and gave me a fierce
beating with the belt. Sunday night was the worst, when she swung
the belt and let the buckle smash against my face, causing the
corner of my eye to bleed and split my upper lip. Even she knew she
had gone too far, I could tell by the way she looked at me.

“When you go to school tomorrow, tell your
teacher that you fell down the stairs. Do as I say... I warn you!”
shrieked Nancy.

She nearly flew out of the garage leaving me
there trembling in tears holding my lip that would not stop
bleeding. A short time later, Hester and Ellen entered the
garage.

Ellen said, “Jesus, God! Look what you made
her do to you. You better learn to keep your mouth shut or she’ll
kill you.”

Ellen cleaned my wounds while Hester watched,
still with that look of shock on her face. When Ellen was done with
me, they left the garage. Shortly after, I could hear them talking
in the kitchen probably having dinner. No matter, I did not feel
like eating anyway. I could hear when they were washing the dinner
dishes and waited for Hester or Sam to put out the trash. Hester
opened the door slowly and walked down the two steps to the garage
floor. She opened the trash and put in a brown paper bag. She
walked over to me; I swear she was afraid of me. She looked over
her shoulder to be sure no one was watching and she pulled a dinner
roll out of her apron pocket and handed it to me. I took it and she
ran into the house.

“Hester’s not that bad. Go ahead and eat the
roll. It’s a gift from Hester, she knows if she got caught giving
you food she’d get the tar beat out of her,” said Eddie-Boy.

I held up the roll and let Eddie-boy take the
first bite. I tried to eat it but my lip was raw and spilt and I
the inside of my mouth felt cut too. I just could not eat it. I
gave it to Eddie-Boy who hid it for later.

At dawn, I woke to excruciating pain. I
examined my legs and arms, taking notice of the enormous dark black
bruises. I could not see my reflection but I felt how terribly
swollen my face was. I could taste the metallic, salty taste of
blood in my mouth. My back and head hurt to the point of insanity.
My throat felt dry and the thought of a cool drink of water drew me
toward the washbasin.

Nancy opened the garage door and looked at me
with those angry eyes. “You stupid little fool... Look at yourself!
You are the devil and make me do these things to get me in trouble.
You are going to school today and you will tell your teacher if she
asks that you fell down the stairs. Tell her that we have a deep
basement and you went down the stairs without permission and fell.
She will most likely call me and I’ll tell her the same thing. If
you say something different, you will get me in trouble. You are
the bad one, with those devil black eyes of yours.”

I looked at her thinking at my tender age
that she was a complete nut. Nevertheless, obediently I agreed to
tell the teacher that I fell down the basement steps. We had no
basement, only two steps from the kitchen door to the garage but I
would tell the lie to keep Nancy happy. It was all about survival
and I understood completely.


Chapter 5

Keep the Secret

 


Early the next day, I was called into the
bathroom where I bathed in clean water. My hair was shampooed and
styled in a ponytail and braid. When I looked at myself in the
mirror, my jaw dropped in shock; it looked as if a train had hit
me. My lip was so swollen and bruised I could not close my mouth.
The left side of my face was seriously bruised along with a black
eye. No amount of grooming would take away from the fact that I was
badly beaten. If Nancy had one ounce of common sense she would keep
me home until I healed. However, this was not a house of common
sense.

I did not have to walk to the corner to catch
the school bus this morning. Nancy drove me to school. I did not
say a word but the truth was I was feeling ill. Although I was
hungry, I knew I would be sick if I ate anything. The car stopped
in front of the school and Nancy looked at me for a moment before
she asked, “What are you going to say, if they ask?”

“I went to the basement without permission
and fell down the stairs.”

Nancy nodded, “Good girl. I’ll pick you up
after school unless they call me to come and get you early. You
know this is your entire fault. You made me hit you. Now, off with
you.”

I got out of the car and watched it nearly
race off for home. I turned and walked up the walkway with my head
down, feeling embarrassed for anyone to see me in such a state. Of
course, the kids were mean, laughing at me and calling me names.
One boy went up to me and laughed, “What the hell happened to
you?”

I kept walking, feeling near tears. Some kids
stared in shock and others whispered to each other or laughed at
me. Judy, a girl from my class walked up to me looking concerned. I
always saw her at the bus stop and she always had a friendly smile
and hello for everyone.

“Rebecca, what happened to you? Are you all
right? Maybe you should go to the school nurse,” suggested
Judy.

I glanced at her and just kept walking
without a reply. She stayed by my side, telling the other kids to
shut up. I stood in line in front of my classroom door, which was
the rule. Miss Brinks opened the door and rang her little bell. I
stood with my head down staring at the back of the shoes of the
little boy in front of me. We marched into classroom one by one.
When Miss Brinks saw me, she gasped, “Rebecca... oh my, what
happened?”

I do not know what came over me because I
loved Miss Brinks so much but I snapped at her, “Nothing happened!
Leave me alone!”

She watched me walk to the coat hooks
and hang up my jacket. I tried with all my might to hold back the
tears thinking with great regret, “I
yelled at Miss Brinks. She is so pretty and so nice. Why am I so
bad?”

Miss Brinks remained in the doorway waving
her hand to someone. Then, I saw her talking to a man who looked
over her shoulder directly at me. I felt so ashamed. Miss Brinks
closed the door and went up to me. She put her palm on my forehead
and asked me to sit down. I sat on the rug with the rest of the
kids who were ALL staring at me as if I had grown a second head.
Judy stayed by my side.

A lady walked into the classroom wearing a
white dress, white stockings and white shoes with a cute little hat
on her head. Miss Brinks called me over and said, “This is Miss
Green, the school nurse. Go with her and I’ll be along shortly.” I
panicked, thinking I was in trouble. All I could think to do was to
shout, “I’ll be good. I’m sorry...”

Miss Green took my hand and calmly said, “Of
course you will be good, you are a good girl after all. No need to
be afraid, let me put ointment on your lip to help it feel
better.”

She spoke with such a sweet voice and so I
went off with her. In her office, she had me take off all my
clothes except, for my panties and undershirt. I was very
embarrassed, feeling my face blush red hot. She examined my legs,
arms and peeked under my shirt. She pulled the back of my panties
to look inside. I flinched, knowing it was a terrible sin for her
to look at my buttocks. She examined my scalp then took tender care
to look at my lip and in fact did put ointment on it. Miss Green
took pictures of me from behind and from the front. I was a puppet,
making no protest because I just had to do as she said. Miss Green
then helped me get dressed.

Miss Green gave me a drink of water and an
aspirin that I could chew; it tasted good but stung the inside of
my mouth.

Miss Brinks, and a man who identified himself
as the school principle, Mr. Wallis walked into the room. They sat
and began their questions. At first I did not answer but they were
persistent so I went into my rehearsed speech, “I went down into
the basement without permission and fell down the stairs.”

Miss Green, asked, “Did you fall forward or
backward?”

Not prepared for that question I just
shrugged my shoulders. Mr. Wallis asked, “Who lives in your home
with you?”

Again, I did not expect that question and so
I had no answer. Miss Brink asked, “Do you live with your mother
and father? Do you have brothers and sisters?”

I stuttered, “My...my father does not live
with us. He… he…he’s away at sea.”

Miss Brink then asked, “Who else lives in
your home?”

I replied, “Sam, Hester and Ellen.”

Mr. Wallis then asked, “Are they your brother
and sisters?”

I nodded in reply and was surprised when Miss
Green just came out and asked, “Who hurt you? Was it your Mother or
maybe one of your sisters or... your brother? Someone spanked your
bottom terribly, who was it?”

I nearly gasped and firmly stated, “I fell
down the stairs!”

Mr. Wallis shook his head as he signed
deeply. “Lie down, here in the nurse’s office and rest,
Rebecca.”

I liked the feel of the crisp clean sheets
and soft pillow. The three of them walked away and whispered to
each other. They appeared to be very upset.

Miss Green told me, “Take a nap, Rebecca. You
will feel a little better after some rest. I’ll be right here.”

Feeling warm and somewhat better, before I
knew it, I was asleep. Miss Green woke me up as the bell rang out.
It was lunchtime and she brought me a tray with soup, a grilled
cheese sandwich and a glass of milk. She also had a tray for
herself and sat to have lunch with me. Eating was awkward because
of my swollen lip and the cuts inside of my cheek making me drool a
little.

Miss Green asked me lots of questions about
Nancy and my family. For the most part, I gave no answer. Suddenly,
Nancy walked into the room. I immediately looked down to the floor
as Nancy put on the performance of a lifetime.

“My poor baby, she had such a nasty fall. I
did not want to send her to school but she cried and cried telling
me she did not want to miss a day of Miss Brinks’ class. I just did
not have the heart to deny her. She scared me to death when she
fell. Will she be all right? Please tell me that my little girl
will be all right!”

Nancy then went over and took me in her
embrace putting on such a show of love. My god, I think she was
even crying. I knew it was a lie. I was only five but she could not
fool me.

“Mrs. VanBuren, Rebecca told me she fell down
the stairs. You should have taken her to the hospital. I examined
her and I believe she will be all right but you should have a
doctor check her out. Keep her home for a few days to heal. She has
a bit of a fever so I gave her a chewable aspirin.” No mention was
made about my sore buttocks.

Nancy thanked the nurse a hundred times and
assured her that she would take me straight to the doctor. I
suppose Miss Green, Miss Brinks, and Mr. Wallis suspected at first
that Nancy hand abused me. However, I kept my story straight and
after Nancy’s performance, all suspicions were gone. I stayed home
that entire week, to heal. I never saw a doctor and remained in the
cold garage with little food. Nancy did not hit me but threatened
me repeatedly and called me terrible names. I was so
frightened.

When she thought she had the people at school
convinced that I was just a clumsy fool, the beatings returned and
the starvation continued at home. Most of the time, I didn’t have a
sack lunch or money to buy lunch but Miss Green or Miss Brinks
always saw to it that I had a hot lunch. They were so nice to me.
Despite how the kids made fun of me and picked on me, I always look
forward to going to school. To Miss Brinks and Miss Green, I was a
person who mattered.

Nancy’s theatrics became something to marvel
at. She was so good at fooling people despite my appearance.
Moreover, I always lied to protect her. Strangely, I did not hate
Nancy. Yes, I was afraid of her but I still loved her and all I
really wanted was for her to love me, to show me that she was proud
to have me as her daughter. I always believed that one day she
would accept me and there would be peace between us.

From Thanksgiving weekend to Christmas, I
missed many days of school. I kept getting sick and Miss Green
firmly stated that I was not to go to school if I had a fever. I
guess my Daddy sent Nancy plenty of money to pay the bills because
she never went to work and was always home for the most part.
Although, many weekends she would come home very late into the
night or spend a day or two away but, she was home in time for
church on Sunday. She never missed church. Hester, Ellen and I went
to church every Sunday unless I was sick or had bruises on my
face.

Christmas, to say the least was bewildering
for me. I remembered my father gave her an envelope and said “This
is for TeeTee’s Christmas” I suppose money was in the envelope but
all I received for Christmas that year was the great privilege of
being allowed Christmas dinner and at this point in time, all I
wanted or cared about was dinner. I was indeed starving and food
was all that was important to me. I really did not care about toys;
all I wanted was a heavy blanket and hot food.

Nancy was in a good mood that
Christmas. She allowed me to watch “It’s a Wonderful Life” on TV,
followed by the best dinner of my life. I got new warm pajamas and
slept in the house. Eddie-boy was always by my side. I always held
up the first spoon full so he could have the first bite. We both
slept in a warm clean bed and felt life could not be better.
However, I ruined everything with my clumsiness. This time
it was my fault.

Hester called out, “Rebecca Marie! Bugs Bunny
is on ... come and watch it with me.”

Well, in my excitement I ran into the living
room and bumped a table, whereupon I knocked down the silver framed
picture of Nancy’s children causing the glass to break. Hester
turned wide-eyed and ran to the safety of her bedroom. I stood
there frozen, terrified at what I had just done.

Nancy stormed into the room and looked at me
then to the broken picture on the floor. She slapped me with all
her might, knocking me to the floor. I think she was yelling at me,
but I don’t really remember. I saw her pick up the frame as if it
were a precious treasure worth great sums of money. She grabbed me
by the back of my collar and put me over her knee. Sam was now in
the room watching as always. She pulled my pajama bottoms and
panties down and proceeded to give me a severe spanking.

Sam was laughing and I was beyond
humiliation. He watched me get a horrible spanking and could see my
naked buttocks, and of course, to bare my buttocks was the most
horrible sin in the world.

Nancy shoved me off her lap; I am not sure if
she stopped because she was tired or because her hand hurt as much
as my buttocks did. She screamed, “Get in that garage right now.
How dare you break the picture of my children... get out of my
sight before I kill you!”

I ran into the garage and back to my dirty
sleeping bag. Eddie-boy came up to me as I released a stream of
tears. My behind was sore, burning and itching to the point of
madness.

“Eddie-Boy, I broke the picture of her
children. Why am I so stupid? I ruined everything!”

Eddie-boy comforted me while I got my wits
about me, and then Nancy entered the garage for a session of
punishment. I was in serious trouble, it was still Christmas
Vacation and so she did not have to worry about anyone seeing me
for a few days. Consequently, she let loose, hitting me this way
and that way, my body flying from one side of the garage to the
other. It was as if I were a rag doll. I did not realize it but I
was screaming for help. Our next-door neighbor could hear me and
called the police.

This was not the first time the police had
come to our house. Quite often, when Nancy was not home Ellen and
Hester would play their music loud while their friends were
visiting. There was talk that they were smoking and drinking beer.
However, this was the first time the police came to the house
because of me.

Sam ran into the garage and gasped, “It’s the
cops! I think nosy Mrs. Pena called them.”

My mother heard pounding at the door and a
burly man’s voice shout, “Open up, this is the police!” She ran her
fingers through her hair and took a deep breath before she hurried
off to open the door.

Sam looked at me with a hateful glare and
spat, “You are always causing trouble... pig!”

I sat sobbing and trembling not really
understanding all that was happening. Whatever happened, no one
came to my rescue. To this day I have no idea how Nancy was always
able to calm any situation, even with the police. No doubt, she
gave a spectacular performance of lies.

It was daybreak before Nancy came back in the
garage to deal with me. She was serious in her manner, speaking
with low even tones. “Do you want to go to prison? Do you know that
in prison you have to take a shower naked in front of everyone and
even use the toilet while everyone watches? The people there will
take turns beating you up... everyday... is that what you
want?”

I shook my head in fear wondering where this
was leading to. “If you ever talk to the police or anyone about
what happens here in this garage, or in this house you will go to
prison and stay there till the day you die. Remember that!”

Nancy left me alone in the garage to think
about what she told me. I swore to Eddie-boy that we would never
tell a living soul what happened in the garage or in Nancy’s house.
I certainly did not want to go to prison.

 



Chapter 6

Torment & Torture

 


January second, I returned to school, afraid
to speak to anyone. I had to keep the family secrets. For the most
part, my beatings amounted to only the routine smack upside my head
and the never-ending scolding. Like the time Nancy entered the
bathroom and I had not put on my panties yet. She ranted and raved,
preaching the evil of exposing the private parts of the body. She
forced me to kneel and pray with her in hopes God would forgive me
my indecency.

Nancy mainly punished me by denying me food
to such an extent I always felt sick and exhausted making it
difficult to stay awake. I did get a meal at school, Miss Brinks
and Miss Green always saw to it. They always questioned me about
Nancy but I kept the secret, fearing prison.

Weekends were the hardest for me. I would go
from Friday afternoon until lunch at school on Monday with no food
at all. Then I would eat my lunch to the last crumb and end up with
a stomach ache. I just could not win.

Easter vacation came and spring was in the
air. Hunger was all that dominated my thoughts. I sat in the garage
hoping and praying for food when Hester came into the garage to put
the evening’s trash out. She always looked at me with such fear in
her eyes; I guess I looked ghastly. Nancy said I always had the
look of the devil in my eyes. After Hester went back into the house
without saying a word to me, I just stared at the garbage can. I
had to eat something, anything.

Eddie-boy walked with me to the silver can
and we opened the lid. I knew this was wrong but I was so darn
hungry. We dug through the can and found the table scraps. I dug my
fingers in and ate up as much as I could. I do not remember what it
tasted like; good or bad, but it was food and anything was better
than having nothing.

Eating out of the trash became a regular
routine until Sam caught me. Of course, he ran to Nancy, “I saw
Rebecca Marie eating trash ... Like a pig!”

Nancy walked into the garage with Sam and
just looked at me. “Oh, so you want to be a pig now? Sam, put the
trash outside. I do not want the trash in the garage anymore.
Rebecca Marie, I will teach you to act like a pig. Get on that
floor and crawl around... in a circle and do not stop until I tell
you too.”

I made the mistake of hesitating because even
at my age her request of me was so humiliating. She smacked me hard
and knocked me to the floor. Sam returned from putting the trash
out and began laughing at me as I crawled around, “Make her say
Oink, Oink!” laughed Sam.

Nancy laughed and commanded me to Oink like a
pig and not to stop until she told me too. There I was, crawling
around in a circle oinking like a pig. Tears choked me and I
stuttered “O...on...oink.” She grabbed a piece of clothesline and
repeatedly whipped my buttocks, shouting at me to oink louder and
quicker. My god, could it get worse than this?

After a long while, I guess both Nancy and
Sam got bored with this ridiculous display. Nancy then ordered,
“Get up, and stop acting like an animal. You will eat when I say so
and not before.”

That is when I noticed that Ellen and Hester
standing in the doorway watching me. I looked at Hester knowing she
was terrified of Nancy. At least she was lucky and never beaten,
only threatened on occasion.

My return to school was a short-lived relief.
The kids were mean to me. The boys would make me trip and fall and
then mimic my stuttering saying, “Re... Re... be... be... ca...
Ma... Ma... Reee” The girls would make fun of my appearance, my
clothes and call me ugly Olive Oil (Popeye Cartoon) because I was
so skinny. My head always hurt and sleep was so hard to fight when
I was at school. I just wanted peace and quiet, but found none in
school. School only meant food to me and the rest of the time, I
just wanted escape.

One night, I got a fierce spanking, but this
time Nancy’s joy was to humiliate me. She went on and on about how
sinful and evil it was for girls to show their private parts. “Only
very bad girls would allow their body to be naked in front of
anybody.” She made sure that Hester, Ellen and Sam were agreeing
with her. I stood there with my head dropped to my chest praying
this madness would end.

To my horror, Nancy ordered, “Strip!” I
looked up and she repeated, “Take off all your clothes, NOW! Don’t
make me say it again.”

I took off all my clothes except my panties
and undershirt. I glanced at Ellen and Sam who were giggling. Then,
Nancy ordered, “I said everything!”

I started to cry. I could not take off
everything in front of God and everyone. But, before I knew it, my
body crashed to floor from the smack that Nancy gave me. She glared
at me as I stood up and hung my head in shame. I dropped my panties
and removed my undershirt. There I stood naked!

Nancy then said, “Look at you, you are
disgusting... you are so bony and ugly... Jesus God, I can see your
privates! You make me sick.” Tears began running down my cheeks as
Nancy continued, “You are to stand there without moving. If you
move, you will get a good spanking.”

I stood in the middle of the living room,
naked, my dignity stripped from me. Tears rolled down my cheeks but
I said nothing and did nothing. I stood there until my legs and
back hurt. I stood for so long that I started to lose my balance a
few times. Sam made faces at me and tossed crumpled up newspaper at
me being sure to hit me on my buttocks or my pelvis area. Eddie-boy
was not present; he knew never to be present if I was naked. My
head hurt, I was hungry and beyond exhaustion. I don’t know how
long I stood there, but it was more than I could bear when Nancy
shouted at me. “Put your clothes on and get in the garage!” which I
immediately did.

Once in the garage Nancy told me, “Pray to
God to forgive you for standing naked with no shame. If he forgives
you then I will too.”

The door slammed and I simply wept as I put
my clothes back on. It was not my idea to stand naked in front of
everyone. I sat on my sleeping bag where Eddie-boy awaited me. Many
hours passed without a word between us, it grew dark and cold as my
stomach growled. I watched the door hoping and praying for food,
but I could see from under the door when the light went out. Once
the light was out, that meant kitchen closed.

I cried so hard I felt my body shake. When I
grew tired of crying, I sat quite for a moment then heard a click.
The door opened a little and Hester put something on the step and
quietly closed the door. I waited for a moment then went over to
the steps. There was a paper napkin with three cookies on it. I
smiled thinking they were heavenly. I whispered, “Thank you,
Hester. Thank you, God.”

The next day, I went to school feeling worn
out. I was always in pain so much so that at times I could not tell
where the pain was coming from. The day was a normal routine,
uneventful but I did get a hot lunch that was beyond delicious.

As I walked from the bus stop toward the
house, Mrs. Pena went up to me, looking from side to side checking
to see if anyone was watching. She grabbed my hand and asked,
“Rebecca, are you all right? Does she hurt you? Tell me sweetheart.
You can trust me... I can help you. I’ll call the police.”

Well, at the mention of police I sternly
stated without a stutter, “My Mama doesn’t hurt me; she loves me
and gives me mashed potatoes all the time.” With that, I ran for
home terrified that I might go to prison. After that day, Mrs. Pena
always offered me something to eat but I never took her food and
would always run away from her. I wish I could see her today and
thank her for wanting to help me.

Summer finally arrived and that meant that
Nancy started staying away from home again. I was always curious as
to where she went or what she did. Ellen was in charge again and
that was okay with me but now Sam took power into his hands. He
finished school and had a job but when he came home, he took it
upon himself to torment me as his entertainment.

Ellen always reinforced the importance of
never taking my panties off when I took a bath. She would always
leave the bathroom when I changed into clean panties because she
really believed it was sinful to expose my rear end. Sam listened
to these lectures and used what he heard as a way to make my life
even tougher.

I usually wore play-clothes, which consisted
of a pair of pants made with an elastic waist and a blouse. Sam sat
on the porch and watched me riding my bike, one of the biggest
pleasures I had during the summer. Sam then called over a group of
boys playing ball. I saw him talking to them then he tossed the
ball toward me.

“Rebecca Marie, bring the ball here,” asked
Sam with a sly smile.

Always eager to please, I got off my bike
picked up the ball and ran over to him, handing him the ball. I
turned to walk back to my bike when suddenly I felt Sam yank on my
pants pulling them down along with my panties in front of all the
boys who immediately laughed. They laughed so hard some were
bending over and clapping their thighs.

I was shocked beyond words... the humiliation
took me by surprise as I quickly pulled my pants up and ran toward
the house. The front door was locked because I was not allowed in
the house until Ellen called me in. She would not open the door no
matter how much I pounded.

Sam called out, “I’m sorry... I didn’t mean
it. Come get your bike.”

I was crying as I turned and took notice that
all the boys had stopped laughing and seemed genuinely sorry. I
walked over to get my bike having to pass by them. One of the boys,
I don’t know which one, YANKED my pants down exposing my rear end
again. They laughed as more kids gathered to laugh at me. I was
beyond humiliation and ran over to the side gate to find a place to
hide from them all. The gate was locked! They were laughing and
calling me ‘Butt Girl.” Tears streamed from my eyes when Ellen
finally opened the door, “What the hell is happening out here?”

I turned and ran behind Ellen choking on my
tears and looking for escape, for a place to hide. Sam could hardly
contain himself as he laughed thunderously.

Hester said, “I saw from the window, Sam and
the other boy pulled Rebecca Marie’s pants down.”

Ellen scolded, “You are a sick bastard. Leave
her alone ... don’t you have something better to do?”

After slamming the door, Ellen told me to go
watch TV with Hester and to stop making such a fuss. How could she
think I was overreacting when she was always telling me how sinful
it was for people to see my buttocks? I sat sobbing in front of the
TV, unable to enjoy it. I just wanted to die.

Within a few days, throughout the
neighborhood the children nicknamed me ‘Butt Girl”. All the boys
would try to pull my pants down. I became so afraid I no longer
went out to ride my bike when I had the chance. I spent time in the
garage by choice or in the backyard with Eddie-Boy. Sam called me
names and said such terrible things about my body being ugly and
nobody wanted to see it anyway. He said I was a freak and only good
to laugh at.

One Saturday, Ellen invited her friends over
to play records. She ordered me to stay in the bedroom. It was in
the evening and dark out. I could smell pizza, which made my mouth
water. I turned off the light and quietly opened the bedroom door a
tiny bit to observe what was going on.

The living room was nearly pitch-black save
for the lit cigarettes. I could make out that a few couples were
sitting in chairs and on the couch kissing. I just had to have some
pizza. I crawled out into the hallway thinking because it was so
dark I could make it through the living room without anyone
noticing. My plan was to grab a slice of pizza, return to the
bedroom and eat it.

My attempt was foolish. Of all the people in
the room, of course I bumped into Sam. He picked me up by the
scruff of my neck and marched to the bedroom where he tossed me on
the bed. Ellen was right behind him and angrily scolded me for
leaving the bedroom. Sam whispered to her then she ordered me to
the bathroom. I ran into the bathroom where Ellen told me to use
the toilet so I would not have an excuse to get up again.

When I returned to the bedroom, Ellen warned,
as she pointed at the chair in the corner covered in coats and
sweaters. “If you get out of bed again, the clothes-monster will
get you and toss you into hell! I am not kidding, so don’t try
it.”

Ellen turned the light off and closed the
door. The room was dark with only a tiny ray of light coming
through the window. I stared at the chair in the corner thinking it
did in fact, look like a monster, in the dark room. I found it
strange that no one ever spoke of a clothes-monster before.

The smell of pizza and other foods became
irresistible. I decided to peek again to see what was happening in
the living room in hopes of something to eat. I sat up and put both
feet on the floor keeping my eyes on the chair, in the corner. I
stood up and took a couple of steps toward the door. From the
corner, a dark large figure stood up with a growl and came at
me.

I cannot remember if I screamed or tried to
run, maybe I stood frozen. The next thing I knew the
clothes-monster picked me up to toss me into hell. Instead, I hit
the wall with the back of my head, hard! Ellen ran into the room
and turned the light on. I do not remember all that happened, I was
dazed and I think I could hear myself moan. Either there seemed to
be lots of movement in the room, by people or maybe the room was
moving. I had the feeling of falling in slow motion. When I felt
like I finally fell on the bed, even though I already was on the
bed, things suddenly became clear.

I could hear Ellen yelling about the dent on
the wall. She picked me up and put me back into my own bed and
shouted, “Next time the clothes-monster will send you to hell where
you belong. Now, stay in bed!”

Needless-to-say, I did not get out of bed. I
rubbed the bump on the back of my head and kept my eye on the chair
in the corner, fearing the clothes-monster. I found out years later
that it was Sam posing as a clothes-monster. I think he only meant
to scare me. Nevertheless, I was hurt and the next day Nancy was in
a rage wanting to know what happened to cause the dent in the wall.
To her, the dent always remained a mystery.

At times, I felt completely drained. Drawing
my picture journals was my only way to hold onto some degree of
sanity. My pictures grew more brutal as time passed. I drew
pictures of killing Sam and cutting him apart. In addition, I drew
pictures of the mean neighborhood kids in prison, cut and bleeding.
Anger filled my heart as I wondered about my Daddy. Why didn’t he
care about me? He told me that he loved me.







Chapter 7

Humiliation

 


It was August again and Nancy anxiously
groomed me from head to toe. My Daddy arrived with a great smile on
his face. I however had no smile to offer him. I was void of
emotion, heartless and unhappy. He embraced me but I stood like a
mannequin despite it felt so wonderful to be in his arms.

“What’s the matter TeeTee, aren’t you happy
to see me? I missed you very much.”

I had no reply and just walked around to the
passenger side of the car waiting to get in. We drove off without a
word then he parked the car and turned to talk to me.

“Are you all right, why the long face?”

I simply replied, “Can I stay with you? Can I
come and live with you?”

He signed in frustration, “TeeTee, I can’t
take care of a little girl. My ship leaves for sea in a few weeks.
I just don’t have the place or the time.”

Tears welled in my eyes because I came to
realize it was true he did not want me... just like Nancy said.

Eddie-boy whispered in my ear. “Don’t ruin
it, he’ll take you to eat and you can at least spend a little time
away from home.” I nodded as we drove off.

We went to the Chinese Restaurant and then to
the lake to feed the ducks. I have to admit I loved going to the
restaurant and had so much fun feeding the ducks. Over the next few
weeks, my father visited every Sunday and bought me a new wardrobe
for school. Then, just like before, that last day he drove me back
home I let go, crying and pleading for him not to leave me. Just
like all the times before, it was for nothing as I watched him
drive off.

I was in the first grade now and I did not
see Miss Brinks anymore. My new teacher was older and rather mean.
Miss Green was happy to see me and so was Mr. Wallis. The kids
however, were mean and hateful to me, calling me names, pushing me,
and treating me as if I was an intrusion upon their happy lives. It
just seemed that everyone hated me for just being me.

Now my daydreams turned to plotting how I
could run away to a better happier place, it’s all I ever thought
about. Once my father left, my life returned to beatings, hunger
and humiliation. Nancy forced me to pray for my sins and at times,
she would beat me in the name of God. Why did God hate me so
much?

At school, the little boy who sat behind me
thought it would be funny to put gum in my hair. I was completely
unaware of it. I wore my hair in a ponytail and did not feel him
put a wad of bubble gum in my hair. All day the kids kept giggling
and pointing at me and I had no idea why. When I got home, I had to
change my clothes into play-clothes, a typical habit, just about
every child in my neighborhood changed into play-clothes after
school. When I came out of the bathroom, I waited for Nancy’s
command.

Ellen asked, “What is that in your hair?”

Nancy examined my ponytail then grabbed hold
of it. She angrily dragged me to the garage by my hair where she
proceeded to yank out the gum, cursing and yelling the whole
time.

“What the hell is this? Just how and when did
you get gum?” spat Nancy.

I protested, explaining I did not have gum
and I did not know anything about how it got into my hair. Well,
all hell broke loose. Nancy shouted, “How dare you lie to me!”

She repeatedly smacked me, making my head
uncontrollably go from left to right until I hit the floor. Nancy
put me over her knee and spanked me brutally until my behind felt
like it was on fire. She stood panting and left me to myself. Then
she returned with a stick in her hand. “I’ll show you what happens
to people who lie to me.”

Most of the beating is a blur in my memory.
It felt like she whipped me to within an inch of my life. I could
hear the loud clap of the cane against my flesh. She hit me so much
my clothes began to tear. I tried to get away but found the door
locked. I was now afraid for my life as she struck me with an
object. I cannot remember what that object was, but suddenly my
head hit the washbasin. Everything went quiet then faded to
black.

I was beat so badly Nancy kept me home from
school. As I look back, I think Nancy was afraid of what she did to
me. I had no idea what I looked like but she kept opening the
kitchen door just to look at me without a word spoken.

Nancy denied me any food and I felt all the
strength drained from my body. I wet my pants a few times, unable
to move from the pain. I began sleeping nearly around the clock. I
held onto my MoMo and Eddie-boy praying to God for help but no help
came and no food came.

I do not know how many days I was kept in
that state. Nancy took a washcloth to my face and had me dress in
school clothes. She drilled me about what I was to tell the people
at school if they asked but my mind was in a haze.

Once at school I had little memory about the
day’s events. I do remember sitting at my desk and hearing the kids
whisper and giggle. I remember Miss Nellie addressing me but for
some reason I could not hear her. Miss Nellie walked toward me, but
my mind went blank and I just cannot remember what happened.

The next thing I knew I was in Miss Green’s
office lying on the bed. She put a cold, wet towel to my head and I
think she was asking me questions but I cannot remember a word
spoken between us if any at all.
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