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Praise for

A SCARLET CORD OF HOPE

Sheryl Griffin speaks from personal
experience and victory, offering hope and redemption for those in
even the darkest storms.

Karen Kingsbury

#1 New York Times bestselling author of

Fifteen Minutes and
The Chance

When I read A Scarlet Cord of
Hope, two things stood out: Sheryl has been through enough
heartache for a dozen lifetimes and so is the perfect woman to
write about very difficult issues like abuse, alcoholism, abortion
and others. Sheryl truly offers hope to her readers, with practical
tips and wise counsel, always pointing to God’s generous gifts of
forgiveness and redemption. Whatever troubles you’re facing right
now, A Scarlet Cord of Hope just might be the
solid resource you need.

Liz Curtis Higgs

Best-Selling Author of Bad
Girls of the Bible

A beautiful story of hope from an equally
beautiful lady with an incredible heart. In this book Sheryl
removes her mask to reveal her story; her story will remind you
there is always hope.

Jaci Velasquez

Dove Award Winning Recording Artist, Actress,
Author

Sheryl Griffin clarifies the complicated for
anyone struggling with issues of guilt and shame. After reading
A Scarlet Cord of Hope you’ll have new hope for
living free of fear.

Monica Schmelter

General Manager, Christian Television
Network

& Host of Bridges
syndicated television show

Sheryl’s story paints a tangible picture of
God’s tender mercies for us all. Switch the names, genders or
geography; the devastating events and emotional fallout will
resonate with anyone who suffered loss. Lot’s of us, growing up
just like her, wondering if life is upside down or right side up,
waiting for some responsible adult to come in and save the day.
Thank God, for Sheryl’s bravery to write it down for the rest of
us. Bravo Sister!

Let her story lead you to believe, accept and
know the freedom you can have in Christ!

Dana Russell Croce

Former Director, Piedmont Women’s Center

Sheryl Griffin’s writing is heartfelt,
brutally honest and easy to read. You feel like you’re sitting in
her living room having a one-on-one conversation with her. I found
myself relating my own life to hers and felt comforted that I
wasn’t alone. Her words will tug at your heart and you’ll find
yourself rooting for her through the trials and celebrating her
triumphs!

This book is perfect to inspire the
God-fearing person who’s looking for love in all the wrong places,
but also encourages those who’ve already found it. I found myself
uplifted throughout this book. I appreciated Sheryl’s willingness
to be transparent in her quest to not only finding her own healing,
but in helping others to find their own.

Victoria Koloff

Author, Non-Profit Executive, Christian Radio
Show Host

Star on Lifetime Television’s Preachers’ Daughters


A SCARLET CORD OF HOPE

Updated & Expanded

Published by WordCrafts Press at
Smashwords

Copyright © 2014 Sheryl Griffin

Cover design & photography by David
Warren

This ebook is licensed for your personal
enjoyment only. It may not be re-sold or given away to other
people. If you would like to share this book with another person,
please purchase an additional copy for each recipient. If you’re
reading this book and did not purchase it, or it was not purchased
for your use only, then please return to Smashwords.com and
purchase your own copy. Thank you for respecting the hard work of
this author.

Scripture quotations taken
from the New American Standard Bible®, Copyright © 1960, 1962,
1963, 1968, 1971, 1972, 1973, 1975, 1977, 1995 by The Lockman
Foundation. Used by permission. (www.Lockman.org)


 CONTENTS

Acknowledgements

Dedication

What’s New

The Beginning

Visitation with My Mom

Family Life at My Dad’s

Teenage Hormones

Living with My Mom

Accepting Christ

And Then Came Marriage

The Beating

Secrets

The Accusation

Happiness and Dysfunction

The Affair

My Mom

Divorce

A Single Mom

Meeting Jungle Doug

Truth

A New Life

My Dad

Controlled by Fear

Stretching and Growing

Give Him the Keys

The Move That Opened The Door

More...

Lauren

Faith and Letting Go

Panic and Fear

Storm Clouds Gather

The Storm Hits

Let the Healing Begin

The Power of Forgiveness

Lost and Found

The Journey Continues

About the Author







 Acknowledgements

The Spirit of the Sovereign Lord is on me,
because the Lord has anointed me to preach good news to the poor.
He has sent me to bind up the brokenhearted, to proclaim freedom
for the captives and release from darkness for the prisoners, to
proclaim the year of the Lords favor and the day of vengeance of
our God, to comfort all who mourn and provide for those who grieve
in Zion to bestow on them a crown of beauty instead of ashes, the
oil of gladness instead of mourning, and a garment of praise
instead of a spirit of despair. They will be called oaks of
righteousness, a planting of the Lord for the display of his
splendor.

- Isaiah 61:1-3
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 Dedication

This book is dedicated to all who walk through
life with their scarlet cord of guilt, shame and fear. I pray that
as you read this book you will begin to see your scarlet cord as
A Scarlet Cord of Hope.

There is always Hope!


 What’s New

What is new?

If you’re familiar with A Scarlet
Cord of Hope, and have read the first edition, you will find
this edition has more detail and information. I have also included
a few pivotal chapters that have happened since the release of the
original book in 2010. At the end of each chapter you’ll still find
the What I Know Now section that serves to give
facts, insight or scriptures that correlate with that particular
chapter. I have also added five Strands of Hope
questions that were created to be self-reflective or used as a
small group study. These questions are designed to help you in your
journey towards hope.



Chapter
1

The Beginning

For You formed my inward parts; You wove me
in my mother’s womb. I will give thanks to You, for I am fearfully
and wonderfully made; Wonderful are Your works, and my soul knows
it very well. My frame was not hidden from You, when I was made in
secret, and skillfully wrought in the depths of the earth; Your
eyes have seen my unformed substance. And in Your book were all
written the days that were ordained for me, when as yet there was
not one of them.

- Psalm 139:13-16

The year was 1965 and life, as two young people
knew it, was about to change. They exchanged wedding vows and
promised to love and honor one another in front of the young man’s
family. Everyone knew why they were getting married, although it
wasn’t yet obvious.

I often wonder, if my mother had not become
pregnant with me, would they have married? Would they have dated
more than the few times they did before she became pregnant? Did
they even love one another?

In spite of the odds against them, they did what
was expected, and in turn each hoped for the best. Somewhere within
the five and half years they were married the alcohol abuse, the
accusations and the arguments opened the door for that hope to
become a distant memory. The divorce that followed in 1972 was
filled with anger and deceit.

As a mere child of five years old, I began my
journey of taking responsibility for other people’s choices and
behavior. I felt responsible for the demise of my family and the
pain and anger that my parents openly showed in front of me. Each
one telling stories of betrayal, abuse and instability.

I have memories of them arguing and yelling at
one another. One time in particular they were in the kitchen and
their voices quickly escalated. I was in the front room watching
TV. As I glanced towards the kitchen a huge knot formed in my
stomach. I couldn’t see them, but I could hear the tone and the
angry words. My dad realized I was listening and told me to go to
my bedroom. I immediately jumped up and obeyed. As I sat on my bed,
someone closed my bedroom door. I heard more yelling and then
crying. I grabbed my doll and blanket, and I clutched them both
tightly to my chest as tears began to form in my eyes.

I wanted to run to the kitchen and hug my
parents in hopes of stopping them from the angry words they hurled
at one another. I didn’t understand why they were fighting; but I
thought I was somehow responsible. If only I had been
better! More guilt heaped upon my heart when I realized I
didn’t have the courage to open the door and tell them I was
sorry.

I was in the middle of my kindergarten year when
they agreed I would finish out the school year and continue to live
with my dad, while my mom chose to move several hours away to live
with her sister and brother-in-law. What happened after that
depends on who you ask. According to my dad, my mom willingly
signed legal documents giving him permanent custody of me before
she moved out. My mom says she signed the documents, but there was
a verbal agreement between them stating that at the end of the
school year she would have permanent custody of me and I would live
with her.

Shortly after my mom moved out, Dad and I left
the duplex where we had lived and moved in with his parents. My
grandparents did everything they could to comfort and shield me
from harsh reality of what was going on. I kept my feelings of
guilt and sadness within my heart. I tried not to cry when I found
myself sad or missing my mom, because I knew it made my dad feel
bad.

After the initial divorce settlement, my dad
gained permanent full custody of me. The judge awarded my mom with
two yearly visitations - a week the day after Christmas and two
weeks in the summer. She was allowed to call me once a week on
Sunday evenings. My mom was shocked with the judge’s order and
vowed to keep fighting to gain full custody of me.

The court battles continued, and during one of
the last hearings the judge wanted to hear from me. A Child
Advocate Attorney was appointed to me.

I was prepped by both parents as to whom the
woman I would be talking to was and the importance of what I was to
say. The day finally arrived when I met with her. I was nervous.
The situation weighed heavy on my heart. I tried to recall what
both parents told me to say. I couldn’t remember which parent told
me what, and all of the earlier insecurities of my first years came
rushing back, making me feel that no matter what I said, it was
going to be the wrong answer. I wanted to believe that I held a
magic key to getting my family back together. I wanted to say the
right things to make it all work.

I don’t recall all of her questions or how I
answered, but I do recall telling her I wanted to live with both of
my parents. Her response was short and filled with sympathy. “I am
sorry Sheryl, that doesn’t appear to be an option today.” I left
her office wondering if I said the right things to make everyone
happy. I wondered if she would tell anyone what I said. I continued
to keep everything locked inside.

What I Know Now

God purposed me to be born with the specific DNA
of each of my parents. My parents may not have planned me,
but God did. I was not an accident.

I was not responsible for the end of my parents’
marriage.

It is natural for children of divorced parents
to feel confused and want to live with both parents.

My parents (unintentionally) put me in the
middle of their divorce and feelings for one another. This opened
the door for guilt and shame to form in my mind and heart.

Divorce affects the whole family. Children and
adults will cope differently. Children do not have the emotional
maturity or verbal communication skills needed to fully communicate
their feelings and they will often tell each parent what they think
they want to hear.

Each year a million children are affected by
divorce.

Strands of Hope

Read Psalm 139: 1-16. In what ways can you start
choosing to live as if you believe this scripture is truth and
meant for you?

Can you recall a time when you were a child and
you wanted to please two adults with different agendas at the same
time? What was the result?

Looking back with wisdom and insight that you
have now, what would you tell a child who is struggling to please
two adults who are in disagreement?

Has divorce or a fractured relationship affected
your life (via yourself, parents, family, or friends)?

What are some key elements in helping a child
cope in a situation with divorced parents?



Chapter
2

Visitation with My Mom

Peace I leave with you; My peace I give to
you; not as the world gives do I give to you. Do not let your heart
be troubled, nor let it be fearful.

- John 14:27

Shortly after my parents’ divorce was final,
they each remarried on the same day, in same state, and each bride
was ‘with child’. I am the ‘only child’ between my parents. I am
the oldest of six children in my dad’s home and the oldest of two
in my mom’s home. Between the ages of six and fifteen, I grew up
with my dad, stepmom, her two sons from a previous marriage, and
three much younger half-siblings.

During our visits, my mom sometimes wanted to
have a talk with me. These conversations always made me
nervous. She told me terrible things about my dad, disturbing
things about their marriage. Then she asked question, usually
pertaining to herself. I frantically searched my memories, trying
to find the right answer she was looking for. These
questions usually pertained to things about her…“Sheryl, if you
could change one thing about me, what would it be?” One time I
recall nervously answering that I wished she would quit smoking. At
the time it seemed like a safe answer. She took a
longer-than-normal drag on her cigarette, smiled at my stepdad and
said, “Well, that’s not going to change.” The smile she shared with
my stepdad gave me relief. I had picked something that did not make
her sad.

Time spent with my mom always included fun
trips, new clothes and quality time. My mom always made sure we
went somewhere fun. There were trips to Disneyland, Knott’s Berry
Farm, parks and fairs. We enjoyed playing games together. One of my
favorites, at that time, was The Peanut Butter and Jelly board
game. I loved that game. I frequently cheated to ensure either my
mom or I won, and that my stepdad lost. At my request, they also
played house or doctor with me. When we played house,
Mom and I were good people, while my stepdad was always relegated
to being a stranger or a bad person. Whenever I got the doctor kit
out, I was always the doctor and my mom the nurse, while my stepdad
had to be the sick patient. It never failed: whatever ailed him,
Dr. Sheryl had the cure - and it usually involved a shot, sometimes
more than one shot. I made sure those injections went firmly into
his arm. He was always a brave patient and had a smile on his
face.

Looking back, I know that I was influenced by my
dad’s comments about my stepdad. Unfortunately, I was not very kind
to him. It’s not that I was a competitive person. I didn’t have to
win the games, as long as he didn’t win. He seemed to
understand that the reason I responded to him the way I did was
because of my situation.

All too soon each visit reached another ending.
As we headed towards the airport, I knew that our relationship
would be back to a short phone call on the weekends and the
homemade cards she would send me in the mail. It would be six
months before we would see each other again.

On the way home to my dad’s house, I would play
back the picture of my mom in my mind - her beautiful, long blonde
hair, her makeup applied to perfection, even her smell. She
frequently applied Rose Milk hand lotion, so she always smelled of
roses. Her home was always nice and clean, and had a loving feel -
beds always made, laundry always put away, ashtrays always emptied
and cleaned at night, and cupboards were orderly, dishes never
stayed in the sink, counters always clean and free of clutter. The
coffee tables and shelves were always free of dust and the floors
were always vacuumed, mopped and swept. During meal times we sat at
the dinner table as a family. We talked, laughed and played
together.

Our visits together were always fun - that is
with the exception of the last few days. Those were spent with
little communication and an underlining sadness. The reality of not
seeing each other for months on end was hard. During one particular
visit, as our time was ending, my mom and stepdad asked if I wanted
to live with them. Of course, I said yes! The rest of the day our
conversations revolved around the possibility of moving, changing
my name…and me never seeing my dad and his family again.

I cried when I began to understand all of the
implications. I wanted to live with my mom; but I also wanted to
still live with my dad. I was told to call my dad and tell him that
I was not coming home. I cried as I told him I was not coming home.
I lied and told him it was my idea and I wanted this.

At the time, it seemed only minutes before my
dad was at the front door with a Sheriff. The reality is, it must
have taken hours, possibly even days, since he had to make a plane
reservation, contact his attorney and meet with the local Sheriff’s
department. As my dad and the Sheriff stood at the door, my mom
calmly gathered my things and put them in the suitcase. She hugged
me and with tears in her eyes told me to never forget how much she
loved me.

My dad and I rode to the airport in the back of
the Sheriff’s car. As we settled in the back seat, we both cried
and hugged. I felt responsible for the pain and anguish that I saw
in my dad, but I also felt responsible for the tears and heartache
I saw in my mom as I left. I cried the entire flight home. As far
as I know, no legal action was taken against my mom.

I felt guilt for wanting to live with my mom and
for saying ‘yes’ to their plan, even though once I realized what it
meant, I didn’t want it. I felt guilt for telling my dad I did not
want to come home. I felt fear and guilt when I saw the Sheriff at
the door. In my child’s mind, the police only come to get the “bad
guys.”

I didn’t know how to communicate what was going
on inside my mind and heart. No one said a word about it
afterwards, not my dad, my mom or my grandparents. It was pushed
under the rug, never to be brought up again. Sweeping things under
the rug and not talking about them anymore would continue as a
life-long pattern that would ultimately lead to my first panic
attack.

What I Know Now

Parents should reserve their opinions and
negative stories of one another to other adults, not to the
children. This can have a damaging affect on the children.

Never allow yourself to sweep things under the
rug, no matter how difficult the situation is. Age appropriate
communication is vital. Not talking about a situation doesn‘t make
it go away.

Children should not be the confidant of their
parents’ secrets or feelings. The child is unable to process such
things on an adult level. This creates a huge burden for the child
and sets them up for shame and guilt.

In divorce situations it is important to focus
on what is best for the child(ren) involved and not necessarily
what the adults want.

Strands of Hope

Reflect on a time from childhood when you were
affected by the feeling of guilt. Did you sweep it under the rug or
have you been able to move forward with it?

If you had an opportunity to talk with a friend
who is struggling through brokenness, what advice would you
encourage him/her with?

Is it ever okay to disregard a court order or
judges ruling? When? Why?

Do you struggle with presenting a good image on
the outside and yet you’re a “mess” on the inside? What can you do
to begin the process of taking off your mask and allowing yourself
to be real with those around you? Read 2 Timothy 1:7.

Have the actions of another person caused you to
carry unnecessary guilt? What can you do now remove this burden of
guilt from your life?








Chapter
3

Family Life at My Dad’s

The Lord is near to the brokenhearted, and
saves those who are crushed in spirit.

- Psalm 34:18-19

As soon as my dad and stepmom married, my dad
wanted an instant family. He felt things would fall into place more
naturally if I started calling my stepmom, Mom. I did
not want to do this. I felt uncomfortable. They hadn’t dated
long and I felt as if I didn’t know her. I saw her as a threat,
because I was hopeful that someday my parents would reconcile. Even
though they both had made it clear this would never happen; I still
had hope. I also worried that if I started calling her Mom,
it would hurt my real Mom’s feelings.

But my dad was determined. He took me on car
rides, just me and him, and he used the time to try to convince me.
He told me how important it was to him that I do this (guilt). He
told me how happy it would make her (taking responsibility for
someone else’s feelings over mine). He never asked me if I wanted
to do this or how I felt about it. He simply told me what he wanted
and he expected me to follow through.

I finally said it - “Mom.” That one little word
seemed to make everyone happy; everyone but me. Saying and doing
things to make others happy, at my own expense, would develop into
a pattern of behavior that would prime me for an abusive
relationship. I was careful not to reference her as “Mom” when I
was talking to my real Mom though.

I was close to my three youngest siblings. I
willingly took on the role of big sister and caregiver. As much as
I wanted to be the only child, I also loved being needed and wanted
by my siblings. As siblings, we got along and were protective of
one another. It was rare when one of the youngest was not in bed
with me at night. This innocent family routine would later come
back to haunt me in my first marriage.

As a family, we always struggled financially,
between my Dad getting laid off from his job, workers’ union
strikes, a serious foot injury and raising six children, money was
always an issue. This was difficult to accept. No child wants to be
‘less than’ when compared with her peers. We were told to tell the
cashier at the local store, “Please hold this check for a week.”
Fortunately, they knew our family situation, so they were always
agreeable. I was aware that my friends never had to say this when
they went to the store, so I’d walk around the store until I was
sure no one I knew was at the checkout.

With the exception of the new clothes that my
mom bought during our visits, I always wore hand-me-downs. Our home
and vehicles always looked unsightly and impoverished. Our family
often qualified for welfare, food stamps and free lunches at
school. My stepmom sometimes babysat just to bring in a little
extra cash. With two adults, six kids and the “extras” my stepmom
kept, the house was always chaotic and unkempt. No one really cared
about outward appearances there. We all just did what we had to do
to get to the next day.

There was nothing significant about our home
life outside of our finances. Our home just…was. We lived in
a middle class neighborhood in a three bedroom, one bathroom home.
The house had blue carpet and black and white curtains with red
sheers. It was furnished with a few items my step mom brought with
her to the marriage, and a few pieces my dad brought along from
his. My dad’s parents gave the rest to us.

As children, we had many chores to do. It seemed
our dryer was always broken, so it was my job to hang the laundry
outside on the clothesline. With eight people in the family, there
was always lots of laundry to do. If I left clothes on the line too
long, pincher bugs would invade the clean laundry. I hated those
bugs, and I hated the way the laundry always felt stiff and
scratchy from the sun and wind drying them out.

While dusting, vacuuming and emptying ashtrays
was never a priority in our home, washing the dirty dishes was. My
two stepbrothers and I had to take turns washing dishes every
night, but the kitchen was still never really clean. Since we never
really washed the dishes very well in the first place, it always
seemed that I had to wash a “clean” cup if I wanted something to
drink. We were not required to make our beds as long as things were
picked up off the floor at night. It didn’t matter if we just
shoved things under the beds or in the closets.

Having one bathroom with eight people only added
to the stress. The door didn’t have a lock, so unless you pulled
the drawer from the bathroom counter out, as a way to block the
door from opening, privacy was never guaranteed. The rough towels,
made all the more scratchy from drying outside in the sun, made
bath time less than a pleasurable experience, and the pungent smell
of old urine was a constant.
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