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  Dedication

This book is dedicated to

my mother, my stepmother, my brothers, my stepsisters, and my children —

each of you a part of the story that shaped my life.

Your strength, love, and presence — in memory or in life —

have given me courage to tell my truth and the hope to keep moving forward.

— Deborah Fuller
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“They called it defiance. I call it survival. If I must burn, let me burn for speaking  up.”
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  Foreword



Trauma. Heartbreak. Abuse. These are all things written about in this book.  Yet, you will also read about times of joy and happiness.  Times when slight glimmers of a “normal” childhood peak out from all of the pain.  One cannot help but wonder why some people must endure so much in a lifetime, especially as a child.  That is what this book will leave you wondering.  




Yet, what you should also take away from reading this book is how one can overcome and be persistent through the pain.  The young girl, who experienced and witnessed so much, found herself.  She picked up the pieces, moved on, fell in love, married, had a family, and never once allowed all of the pain to swallow her.  Was life easy? No. Did she still experience hardships, pain, struggles?  Yes.  Did she have moments that almost broke her? Yes. However, my hope is that you will read this story and see just how much of an overcomer one can be!  That word-OVERCOMER-is the word that exemplifies the author of this book.  Aunt Debbie is truly an overcomer.  Her story isn’t over; her dad is still trying to destroy her, as he did her brothers, but she continues to heal.  She pushes through even when those dark times creep back into her memory or he contacts her.




This book is part of her healing journey.  Her family fully supports this endeavor and longs to see the healing that will take place once it is in the hands of others, many of which may have their own similar stories to tell. Just know this is a hard read.  You will read of many sickening moments: murder, mistreatment, manipulation, the list goes on. The reality is that there was never any justice.  That has to be the saddest part for our family!   Our justice system failed; corruption ran deep.  Yet, the family had to pick up and “try” to live as normal of a life as possible.  




All of us that have a part in this story sincerely hope and pray that if you are a victim of  abuse, please seek help!  Tomorrow may be too late.  Abuse, evilness, and injustice changed all of our lives.  One moment took away a dear mother, step-mother, grandmother, sister, niece, and friend which changed the course of many lives.  May you read something in this story that saves your life or the life of someone you love.




Aunt Debbie-I am SO proud of you. Your courage to get your story out inspires me.  May this book lead to increased healing and be a form of closure for all of the trauma you endured.  Know that you have a family rooting for you and loving you tremendously.  Thank you for letting me be a part of this journey with you!







JBM







  Preface



There are moments in life that divide everything into before and after. For me, that line was drawn when I was only eleven years old. One night changed my family forever — a night of violence, loss, and survival that no child should ever have to witness. For years, I carried the silence of it, the weight of secrets too heavy for a little girl to bear.




I began writing this book not to relive the pain, but to release it — to speak for the child who had no voice, and for others who have lived through trauma and wondered if their story mattered. Every page is a step toward reclaiming the truth and reminding myself that even in darkness, there IS a way through.




Living with the Sins of Our Father is not just about what was done to me; it is about what I chose to do with it. It’s about resilience, the strength of a mother’s love, and the determination to rise when life tries to bury you. 




I share my story for those still fighting their own unseen battles — to say that healing is possible, and that our past does not define the future we build.




— Deborah Fuller

© 2025 Lil Aleut Creations
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  The Keeper of What Remains

  
  




Writing this book, I don’t know where to begin. I considered starting at the beginning and work my way to the end, but it hasn’t ended for me. The one who has caused so much suffering is still here, and unfortunately, it seems he’ll outlive his victims. Due to the fact that our justice system fails for so many of us, victims get the heaviest sentence while the perpetrators seem to serve the lightest sentence. You feel justice will be served when the judge hands over a verdict of life in prison without parole-one that clearly stated for the rest of his natural life for premeditated murder. This didn’t happen, so my story continues.  He was released after serving approximately 13 years.




I had hoped to have this book written before my mother passed, but I failed. Six months after her passing, my oldest brother passed as well. Their loss forever changed my life. Just last month, my other brother passed after a very long disability brought on by a major stroke in his 40s. The last two weeks of his life were very stressful due to the fact our dad once again managed to cause stress and chaos in our lives. Bobby was faced with the fact he could be homeless when dad decided to put his property and home for sale. Dad’s property had been for sale for quiet awhile with no takers. One look at his property and you would understand why! So, with that, he decided to sell Bobby’s.  




Some years back Bobby wanted to sell his property, but Dad convinced him that he would be his savior by paying off the balance of his property with the understanding/agreement that Bobby could remain in his home on his property until he passed. Sounds like a good deal if the deal weren’t made with devil!  




About a week after Dad showed his property, Bobby was found one morning on the floor unresponsive. He was pronounced dead several hours later.  




Again, I’m feeling the loss! He was my last sibling. We had been through so much in this life. I am at peace knowing he isn’t suffering any longer with his health, the pain he carried from abuse at the hands of dad, and poor choices he made in life trying to numb the hurt.  




All three of us kids handled the pain in different ways. I watched my brothers turn to alcohol and drugs to cope, and I made a very determined decision not to walk that road. I was just determined not to let the evil done to us destroy me. I never took up for their choices. I did my best to bring them out of the darkness, but the reality is we’re only in control of ourselves, and that’s very iffy at times. 




I can sleep at night knowing I was always there for my family, and the love we shared for one another will go on until the end of my time on this earth. Once we understand how hard it is to change something within ourselves, we understand we can’t change anyone! No matter the support or the love. We each have to put the work in on ourselves! 




Now is the time to write this as I’m the last one who can from our memories. This is being written for those who didn’t get justice or peace on this earth. While they rest, I’ll continue to make sure they aren’t forgotten. They mattered! They were loved! They are missed!  




I do have two step-sisters who know this pain, and I’m writing with their support as well. They came into my life when I was 10 years old. My dad murdered their mother Mara Martha Gill shortly after my 11th birthday. They were older than me and started families of their own, and I lost contact with them over the years. All of us were in survival mode from such life changing events.




As I grew older, I felt I was only a reminder of pain for them, so I chose to keep my distance. I’ve expressed that I feel I only bring hurt to them, but both have insisted it isn’t true. Recently, we had the chance to have a sleepover, and it was more healing than you can imagine. I look forward to our next visit. Moments like these are priceless.




We aren’t blood sisters, but we are bound in love, and that is something we know our mother’s would be so proud of. Through the unimaginable, love wins! I love you more than you know, Vicky and Tammy. 




Now I’ll just start from the beginning.  




My mom is from Kodiak Island, Alaska. She is an Alaska native; our roots are deep from the Alutiiq Tribe. The Russian term is Aleut and refers to people of the Aleutian Islands. My grandfather homesteaded several islands and settled in Kodiak. He was a kind and gentle soul. A great fisherman and someone I didn’t get to spend enough time with. Grandpa left me with beautiful memories in the brief time we shared.




I never knew my grandmother; she passed shortly after my birth. From what I learned  through mom maybe some of my fiesty characteristics comes from my grandmother. Mom had a sister that married and moved out of state to Louisiana, so she tagged along on that journey. While there, she met my dad. Mom was young and just out of school.  Journeying off the Island must have felt like such an adventure. The world can feel very big for someone growing up on an Island. 




Dad is from Mississippi with roots from Monticello to Jackson. When Dad was just a baby, his father was murdered on the front porch of their home while holding my dad. At least that’s the story we were told. Grandma had married several times, and dad left home in his early teens. He never finished school; I believe he made it to the 8th grade. He began working where he could and helped my grandmother with money through the years. Somewhere along the way he landed in construction and built homes.




My parents hadn’t been together too long when they decided to marry which was normal in those days. Dad charmed her and won her heart. Mom’s parents sensed he wasn’t right for mom and voiced their concerns by trying to persuade her not to marry. We’ve all been there;  we think we know what’s best and listen to our hearts instead of our parents. If only she would have listened. What a life of torment she could have avoided. No one could have predicted what would lie ahead.  




Throughout this book, the word “victim” is used frequently due to the circumstances, but we need to recognize that while we were victims, we were also survivors!  




Something I’ve learned with age and experience is that often times we meet people who are on their best behavior, wearing masks of what they want us to see. It takes time to see what’s behind those masks. Unfortunately, in marriage, they don’t reveal their true identity and character until after marrying!
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  Before the Storm

  
  




After Mom and Dad married, she would soon find out that stability was not one of Dad’s strong points. Putting down roots and focusing on the family wasn’t high on his list of priorities.  Control was first and foremost. Moving was just a normal thing growing up. In the blink of an eye, we would pick up, leave everything, and be somewhere else. When the boys were little, they lived from Alaska to Mississippi with various places in between. Tommy was born in Alaska, Bobby in Washington, and I was born in Mississippi. 




Soon after marriage, Mom realized the side of Dad he kept hid from her: the abusive side. He could be so cruel with actions and words.  The beatings began and continued for 15 years.  Some men threaten and like feeling the control they have over their family, but it’s all talk.  Then there’s Dad! His threats were followed up with psychotic behavior.  Mom, being raised on a small island, had no idea just how awful life outside the island would be for her.  The distance from her family must have felt so entirely alienating.




My earliest memories are from living in Crystal Springs, Mississippi. Being so young, dates and specifics aren’t there.  Only details of places and what our life was like.  Mom had a restaurant called Ellen’s Country Kitchen. Mom told me that I loved to ask her for tacos, and I would only eat the shredded cheese of the taco which got on her nerves.  Thinking back, why did she have tacos in a country kitchen? One of her pet peeves had to do with restaurants that advertised pizza and Chinese food. She would say, “Just pick one! One has nothing to do with the other.” I remember we had a Juke box and to this day I would love to get my hands on one.




I can still hear her today as I laugh at her rambling. That little native lady could go kamook at times. Any who,  let’s get back to it. While running her restaurant she also had to help Dad with his furniture store/pawn shop. Dad was also doing construction building houses. We didn’t want for much materialistically. We had cars, homes, toys, and animals. What we didn’t have was a happy home, which is worth giving everything else up for! From the outside to a stranger we had it all.  To those who really knew us, they saw the fear we lived under on a daily basis.  When I look back at the memories, I wish the ones I have would be happy memories, but instead I have more horrible memories.  The ones you wish you could forget.  One vivid memory is of my mother being brutally beaten by my dad in the living room.  I remember being at the end of the hall peeking and crying, seeing her being hit over and over. At one point, he grabbed a broom and started beating her with it. The blood and her pleas to stop are forever engraved in my brain. After a beating, he would usually leave the house for awhile. Not long after this happened, we moved to our largest house, built by my dad. I’ve confronted him about this very memory but unfortunately he denies it! He tells me that I’m crazy and a liar just like everyone else!




This home was a large two-story home with an additional apartment built on the side for my grandpa from Alaska. It was a beautiful brick home. I have a photo of Mom and me standing near the front door with me wearing my rabbit fur coat. I treasure that photo! We don’t have many from our childhood. On top of Dad being psychotic, he loved fires. It was a recurring theme in our lives. The photos I have were passed down to me by family members and friends because most of ours burned in homes! 




A memory I have is that Grandpa was here from Alaska. Our cousin, from dad’s side of the family had moved in with us after finishing school.  She was around 18 or 19, I believe.  She didn’t have the best home life and thought moving in with us would be better. Little did she know it would create more trauma in her life!  She helped Mom a lot with us kids and with the businesses and home. 




It all imploded in one of the biggest traumas in our lives.  It affects me to this day! I have PTSD and anxiety that has worsened with age instead of getting better to cope with.  Most likely, I can thank menopause for that.  (If you know, you know!)




We had all went to bed, and the next thing we know, we were awakened by mom frantically yelling, “Get out of the house!”  The house was on fire!  It became very apparent once we were awake.  The sounds,  the smells,  the heat topped with sheer fear will never be forgotten.  Mom managed to get all of us out of that house as the second floor was falling in on us! She was (IS) our hero!  Grandpa, Tommy, Bobby, cousin, and myself were saved by her quick thinking and love.




By all rights, none of us were to survive that night.  I didn’t mention Dad because he had saved himself.  He set the fire! Mom woke to a noise and raised up in the bed. She saw Dad putting his guns out the bedroom window. She asked what was going on, barely awake.  He told her nothing except, “Just go back to sleep.”  By this time, she was becoming more alert and saw the smoke and could hear all the sounds coming from our home burning around us.  She jumped up and ran to us in that single act of love from a mother. That sums up who my mother was.  Love. She was love! The only reason we understood what love really means  is because of her. Dad was evil.  He claimed to love us, but he isn’t capable of love. He only knows control. I would say my dad has characteristics of a psychopath and sociopath. If you look up the meaning of each, he has shown behavior in both. 




I remember Mom telling me that Dad had been prescribed medicine to control his behavior, but he refused to take it.  Mental illness isn’t something that was recognized in those days much.  Add in the fact that Dad wasn’t doing anything that anyone told him to do. One thing I am thankful for getting from him is my hard head.  This hard head is what has helped me survive! I’m too hard headed to let anyone or anything keep me down! I’ve taken a beating in this life, but I haven’t tapped out! Came close, but a win is a win.




After surviving the fire, we move to one of our smaller homes just down the road.  We had a pond in the back that I loved to play around.  I remember flying across the levy on a three-wheeler with my little friend and giving Mom near heart attacks. It’s really a miracle we didn’t drown in that pond.  Feeding the fish in the pond was another favorite thing to do. My love of frogs began around that pond. I vividly remember catching frogs and lightening bugs.  Playing in the rain and mud were places I could be found.  My brothers were my best friends! I loved doing anything they were doing.  I felt safe with them.  I knew my brothers would protect me if they could.  I remember one day walking from school, Bobby and I ended up in a fight in front of the bank I believe it was.  Two boys jumped on him, and I joined in.  All of us going to pound town right there on the lawn.  I’m all of about eight years old at this time.  




While living in this home,  things progressively get worse for Mom.  She realizes she has to leave.  The reality that she couldn’t take us three kids is obvious. Dad made it very clear to her that IF she took his kids, he would kill everyone when he found us.  She left and went back to Alaska. I didn’t know she was leaving. She couldn’t tell me because I couldn’t keep a secret.  The feeling of abandonment was a new feeling for my brothers and me. Abandonment is something I’ve dealt with my entire life.  It’s one of those things that affect a child and becomes ingrained.




Of course, we knew why she had to leave, but at young ages, we couldn’t process those feelings.  We were children.  During this time Dad caused so much chaos for Mom and her family in Alaska. He told Mom and her family if they didn’t give her up, he would go house to house killing until he found her. She came back to him.  He picked her up at the airport, and on the way home, he stopped in a patch of woods and told Mom that he killed us kids and we were each buried out there.  She was horrified and searched for us in a frantic mess until Dad told her he was just kidding and we were at home. You just can’t imagine the depth of mental abuse Mom suffered in the years spent with Dad, along with the physical abuse. She dealt with teeth being knocked out, black eyes, bruises and a busted ear drum to name a few.




Mom was home for a while.  However, that didn’t last. There was a very brief time we ended up living in Anchorage in a small house that was set up as a duplex or apartment.  We were downstairs, and my elementary school was within walking distance.  Our cousins lived in the same area, too. Mom enjoyed being near her sister for support. Once again moving was a hasty plan by Dad.  Before we left though, he made sure to leave a path of destruction.  He destroyed the kitchen, broke the chairs, dumped food. He went outside and vandalized mom’s car.  He slit all the seats with a knife and destroyed the engine.  He poured something in the gas tank and busted the windshield. Just anything and everything he could to let the devil in him rage against Mom. 




Before he did this, he staged another family photo.  In the “before” photo, you can see the pain in Mom’s face.  The “after” photos show the destruction.  I’ve held these photos that have been passed down because nothing speaks to truth like a photo! 




After this we moved back to Mississippi, I remember a small house near the train tracks in Brookhaven for another brief period.  Then somewhere between this and meeting Martha, we lived in Florida for a short period.  Back to Brookhaven living near a cemetery.  Brookhaven is where us kids made friends and felt a sense of normalcy. If you could even call anything about our life normal!  Some of these friends are still in my life today and just hearing or seeing them brings back a feeling of love and support. As a matter of fact, a close family friend to my brothers and I flew to Alaska to give me away at my wedding. This man was incredible to us!  He cared,  supported,  mentored, and tried be an example for us. One night, someone shot at him and tried to kill him.  It wasn’t long after the murder of my step-mom.  We know who was to blame for that attempt! That man will always be remembered as someone very special. 




My first boyfriend was from here. We wrote letters and saw each other very little. Most likely puppy love or whatever they call it.  Either way, I just kept him tucked away in my heart and memories.  It’s true what they say, you never forget or get over your first boyfriend. 




At this point,  I’ve been bounced all over the states.  Mind you, the boys have been bounced around even longer since there’s a small age gap between us.  The boys were forced to quit school in order to help Dad build houses.  Cheap labor when your forcing your kids into childhood labor. So not only were they abused at home, but they had to go to work with him and be abused there.  It wasn’t a secret at this point that we were abused.  People saw it.  They heard about it.  A lot of them talked about it, but no one interfered, and if they tried, they were threatened.  Most people who felt Dad’s wrath just steered clear of him. 
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