
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


Preface:

This story is mine. I will drag you through the hell that was my life to where I am now. Some have heard pieces of my life story, but now the world will get to know my truth of getting sober and what led me to have to overcome.

This is the story that once tried to kill me, to consume me. Decades worth of trauma, pain, and fear that fed the constant voice in my head telling me I was worth nothing.

This is the story that will end with the beauty, joy, and experiences that shaped me into the woman I am. I don’t regret those at all and will be forever grateful for those. It allowed me to become a mother, which is my finest accomplishment in this life. 

This story will tell you how I overcame everything to get to this point. My past is not a wonderful story in any means and there are many trigger warnings in this story, too many to list. Please read at your own risk.
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Dedication 
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I want to dedicate this book to my daughter and the family that supported me.  

For the forgiveness that has been given. For the years of work of trust and love, after so much damage. I know everyone did their best. I know it was hard and I’m sorry.  

Everyone has their own demons, their own story, and their own shortcomings. 

We all have our own inspirations, our own motivations, and our own triumphs. 

By telling my story I hope it helps just one person. 

It’s my story, my point of view, and my life. And thank God he saved it. 

-Ellis 
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Chapter 1: The Beginning
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You might be wondering, just how did a girl like me get involved with everything you’ll read about later? Here is the beginning of the mess of my life.

I grew up for the first few years in a little Mormon town. A place that has since grown up but hasn’t everywhere these days? A place where kids would ride their bikes freely, a door was never locked, and everyone had 3.2 children, at least. When it was hot, the nearest hose was free to drink from. 

Yes, I was raised as a Mormon. Or Latter Day Saint, LDS, as they prefer to be called. We won’t get started on those details.

I have two sisters, who are six and seven years older than me, and my mother.

Christine is seven years older than me. I loved her so much. She was a second mother. She would play jokes on me. Like, if I didn’t give her a shot with a clicky pen she would die. Hurry!  I would cry. I was young and I thought they knew better, but maybe not. They would make me sad. I think everything that was happening was making me sad. I don’t know what happened to her.  She had her own demons she had to overcome.

I remember she taught me to ride my bike. She tried really hard, but I fell anyway, and I broke my arm. We told my mom but she made me go play baseball anyway because it was Easter,  it was tradition, and she thought that I was being a baby. I always broke bones easily. She was a nurse and  instead of finding out why I was breaking bones so easily, she blamed me for them. Being a parent now, it is so beyond my comprehension how I was treated. But we’ll get to my own parenting shit show later.

Ann is 6 years older. I still do not know what happened in her life to make her so fucking angry. From the time I was three years old, she is my first memory. She used to bash me on the head every chance she got. She’d even punch  or bite me.

I broke my arm thinking I was Superman.  I jumped off the piano bench when I was three years old (I am fragile) and I was so happy to get a cast so I could hit her back! I think, looking back, how concerning is it for a little kid to have to be happy to have a cast to save themselves at three years old. She was the constant form of physical abuse in the home my entire life. I recall her beating up my mother and just being so disgusted at her face. So red and furious. I hated her so much. And for some reason, it was ok??  When she got older and bigger, it became so much worse. From morning until night, someone would get the wrath. I tried to be such a good kid so my mom wouldn’t have to worry about me too.

I would sometimes hide in this little alcove that I think was meant for storage under the stairs. It went back really far and I could hide. What meant the most was cleaning the house, making dinner, and making sure my room was clean. I was somehow meant to know how to get good grades. The magical good grades. Be perfect. Know how to be perfect. I never got over it. 

As an adult, she got better and more calm.  She likes to argue with me but I don’t like to have conversations with her. I feel sad. I feel sad that my mother has a narrative that ‘she was a single mom just trying her best to raise her girls’. 

In reality, she was not single often.  Between being married over and over, and then dating because she didn’t want to be alone. I don’t remember my mom hanging out with me, helping me with my homework, helping me study. I don’t remember my mom going to the movies with me instead of going on dates. When she did land a man, that’s when she felt whole. Unfortunately, they weren’t good men. 

Not one of them would watch me when my mother was working because they had ‘better things to do’. It seemed everyone had better things to do then to take the time to properly raise me. My father decided, when I was about three, that he would like to have a different wife with different children. We didn’t click and he had much more time with my sisters. I felt uncomfortable and sad most times when we were together. We didn’t do anything I would like to do and it didn’t build a relationship. In fact, I was afraid of making my stepmother mad at me. I never once had one on one time with my father growing up. 

The times we went camping, we went in a truck that was not meant for 2 adults and three children. It just had a bench seat. I had to sit very illegally, and uncomfortably, on the hot floorboard. What would have happened to me if we would have been in any sort of accident? Or when I had to ride in the back of the truck with the shell on it? I was terrified in the two or so hours it took to get to the property. They bought property far away that they didn't mind getting to, but to visit me was such a chore.  There was one conversation I had with my father, when I was young, about my abuse, and it was the last time I saw my father for visits.

My grandparents, with whom I spent so much time with, were my saving grace. Even then, I was left alone in the basement for the day to watch TV, play with my Barbies alone, and use my imagination on how I wish my life to be when I grew up. I thought I’d be an actress or a hairstylist. I loved making people laugh. I loved cutting my dolls' hair. As I got older, I would cut my hair and then I moved on to friends, much  to their parents' chagrin.

I built up a barrier around myself. Making other people happy and being a people pleaser was now who I was. I wasn’t born that way, I was made in so many ways. 

When I was six, my mother married her second husband. I was so excited to have a sister near my age to play with. She was much more outgoing than I was. She was thinner and prettier than I was. She got to do gymnastics but I didn't because I didn’t have the body for it. So again, it solidified more the self-talk that I wasn’t worthy, or enough, that I was basically a useless piece of shit. 

I remember writing in my journal as a teen that he had a bad temper and I was afraid. My response was always to accept what was going to happen and get through it. But it was beginning to take a toll on my central nervous system that would affect my body in the future. The body keeps score. My mom and Ted had just had the house of their dreams built in a different city on the side of a mountain, far away from my father, and they changed my last name. 

He and my sister, Ann, were always fighting. But she fought everyone. She kicked me after I had my first open surgery at the age of 9. I had just had an appendectomy. She was angry that I was ruining her birthday, so she kicked my stomach. It was the worst pain I had ever experienced. She was cruel, didn’t care. I don’t know if she ever cared. She would rather argue and not get along. She’d rather be right, in her eyes, than be happy. 

Seeing where my own child was at 6 and 8 years old, I looked back and saw myself, and she would have no idea about sex. Think back to the 80’s where there was no internet, no Tiktok or YouTube. I was told, by my step-sister, that I would know that I was a ‘really good girl’ when I got to use suppositories. 

Now, I sit and wonder to myself what happened. I don’t know to this day. I do remember the unfinished part of the downstairs. It sickens me and makes me so sad for those children. It had our boxes of extra things and my mind struggles to remember other items in that area. Trauma does its best to smuggle memories, yet also won't let them go. There are holes in my memories. Lapses in time and faces I no longer see. 

I remember being shown a crawl space. I remember being shown a corner in the back near that area. Then, it was myself, my step-sister, and my friend who is  female, that I used to call George. We were 8 and 10 years old. I don’t know who else was in the room. But we were naked, performing oral sex on each other. After that, I became withdrawn. They divorced shortly after and I don’t know why. 

That’s when we moved to another city. Changed names. It always felt like I was moving and I hated it. I was mad, sad, frustrated and I had no one to talk to. The squeaky wheels were getting the grease, so to speak. So I had to be the people pleaser. I tried to make friends. Going to my grandparents house was a reprieve.

At my grandparents every night, I'd have a big bowl of ice cream and I'd get to watch the black and white TV in their room while they watched the news. We would bond over food. Food was my escape at times. My grandmother taught me how to be a wife. How to cook, clean, and be beautiful everyday for your husband. That is how I was raised to be a traditional wife. 

I saw how my grandfather loved my grandmother. It wasn’t just in words. It was in his actions. He would work so hard. He worked for his family and for future generations. He worked knowing he would never leave. He loved with everything he had. He would come home for lunch with my grandmother everyday. He chose to have a career in real estate early in their marriage. He created a work ethic to show to his children and grandchildren, whether they chose to use it or not, right away. My grandmother loved my grandfather with everything in this world. She would wake up to make his coffee and get his breakfast ready every day. She wouldn’t go a day without doing her hair, wearing a skirt, doing her nails, and wearing her favorite lipstick. 

***
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Our family was full of so many secrets. When I was 12, my mother married again. Third time’s the charm, right? That’s what we thought. He had three children, she had three children, it’s the Brady Bunch. A really messed up kind. His oldest was the age of her youngest. At first, we were all cramped into a two bedroom apartment that the four of us were originally cramped into. I think she forgot about these times. But I cannot. 

Everything has holes. I think back and I only get short glimpses into my past. Some people know their entire childhood. I envy that type of childhood. How it must have been to remember things like teacher’s names or people you went to school with. I have friends I went to school with that kept in touch, but I can say without a shadow of a doubt that if they wouldn’t have kept in touch, I wouldn’t have remembered. 

It began when we moved into the house they built. He wouldn’t hug me appropriately. I’d be sitting down and he would hug me into his crotch. I’d feel frozen in time. My whole body wanted to leave. He would give me kisses on the mouth. Not on the cheek, that would have been the appropriate kind. And it would be in front of my mother. I couldn’t understand why she couldn’t see that it was so terrible. I hated it. I hated my life so much. 

He would come into my room at night to give me “back rubs”. I would just freeze. Go cold. He said that if I told anyone, we would go back to being poor in a stupid apartment, if that, and my mother would hate me for it. I believed it. With all of the dating she did in search of a man to take care of us, instead of spending time with me, I felt like no one would care. I had gone through physical abuse and no one cared, so why would anyone care now.

He would touch me every night. Then one day, my mother went out of town and it brought things up a notch. He asked me what I wanted. Drugs, alcohol, or cigarettes to sleep with him. I was scared. He said to get in the bath tub and I started crying. He got mad. He was working on a basketball hoop outside and said he’d go and get cigarettes for me and cement to give me time to get in the bathtub. I was 13. I got undressed but debated whether to stay or go. I called my friend who agreed to let me come to her house so I quickly got dressed before walking miles to her house. I stayed really late until her mom said I had to leave. I walked in the dark home. Miles alone. Scared.

I got home and my uncle was there. My mom had finally gotten home and I told them what happened. They didn’t call the police. They called the bishop of the LDS church. Nothing happened to him. I went to live with my older sister, her husband, and her baby 20 minutes away. And what’s disheartening is, she says she never knew what happened. My mother was there that day. That fateful day. She never left the man who terrorized me for years. She knew about it and sent me to live with my sister after I told her what happened. But for her, it’s easier to just forget. For so many years it angered me, because I didn’t have the luxury of forgetting. It was sealed into my brain, his disgusting breath. His rough hands from working on cars all day. How the hands that touched her are the same hands that touched me. 

It fucked me up.

That’s when it really all began getting real for me. How no one had my back. How I felt like I was garbage. How if I wanted anything in life, I needed to use my looks and my body to get it. How alcohol and drugs were introduced into my life, and I liked them. My eating disorder was in full effect. I wanted to disappear. I hated myself. There was nothing about myself I enjoyed. To everyone else, I had a smile. I sang, I was happy. I made friends. My friends did drugs. I did drugs. Nothing else mattered. 

I helped my sister with her baby. She also had foster children. I did a good job. I wanted children from the moment she was pregnant. I knew I’d be a good mother. My mom always put my sister on a pedestal. My sister was the best mother. Of course. Yet, she seemed to forget when she tried to commit suicide and I had to pick her up from the hospital. She wouldn’t stay at my house. Her husband picked her up and she jumped out of a moving car. But she’s the best. 

Or the time she got a DUI in a different state with her friend. Or the time she tried to get in her car drunk and her child tried to get her to stop and she hit him. Or the time she did cocaine with me when her kids were at school. Like it wasn’t a big deal. But she’s the best.

––––––––
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If you haven’t guessed it, my time with my sister ended after only a few months. I was a lot, I was angry, and I was getting more out of control. I was sleeping with boys and doing drugs. So back I went to my abuser and to the woman who had no idea what was going on in the world around her. She thought that God and tithing would be the big fix, instead of calling the police and having him put away for sexual abuse.  She took me to a therapist that I couldn’t talk to. I remember her name. Judy Frojen.  Whatever I would say, she would share with my mom. I couldn't open up in sessions because they would just get parroted back to my mom. It was unfair and so difficult. My dad was paying for sessions for me to not open up about abuse from my mother’s husband. So many things wrong with that. When I told my dad about the sexual abuse, he said I was lying and chased me around his backyard.  I didn’t have visits with my dad after that. It took a long time for me to talk to him. I think it was at my wedding. I was 18.

The holes in my memory give me glimpses of light in the cave I lived in for so long. These memories held me in addiction for so long. Because of this, I lived a life that made it impossible to have healthy relationships,  a healthy body, and healthy mental health. I was so sick. Spreading my sickness into relationships and having unhealthy people propagate onto me.

I wanted love. Someone to just love me. I looked for love everywhere. I knew at a young age that I was disposable. What do you do with that heavy feeling?  I got married. I was with someone much older. With today’s standards, it would be rape, but back then, it was considered ok. We had been together three years and he introduced me to meth.  That took on a new life for me. His friend was making it and we were there in the lab day in and day out, doing drugs and having sex when we got home. 
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