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    This book is dedicated to each child who has been a victim of sexual abuse and has not yet found their voice.  May they hear their voice in our personal story and know they are not alone.

      

    


AUTHORS’ NOTES

This book is authored by a collective of the alters:  Louise, Catfish, Ginny, Tina, Lisa, Julie and Unknown.  It is an accurate account of our life from the years 1991 to 2012 based on our memories, clinical records from our second therapist and journals.

For ease in reading, this book is written in the third person and all the alters’ names are in italics.

Most of the names have been changed except for the names of the alters.
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INTRODUCTION
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Close your eyes.  See yourself in a room filled with 29 children and three adults.  The children’s ages range from 1 to 12.  They are all different from the color of their hair, eyes, skin and personalities.  Listen to their chatter from soft voices to loud voices.  Some are crying, yelling or laughing.  A freckled-face girl approaches you.  Tangled fire-red-engine hair tumbles to her shoulders.  Her light brown eyes twinkle, “Hi, my name is Tina.”  She takes your hand, “Come on, I want to introduce you to some of my friends.”

Two boys sit on the floor playing marbles.  One boy looks up as he stretches out his long legs in front of him.  He brushes his sandy brown hair away from his deep blue eyes, “Hi, I’m Jack and this is George.”  George keeps his head low to the floor concentrating on the orange shooter marble between his fingers.  Jack playfully ruffles George’s short blond hair.  He snaps at Jack flashing bright blue eyes, “Hey stop that.  You will mess me up.”  

Tina laughs as she pulls you toward a large oak tree in the center of the room.  A toddler pops out from behind the tree.  A smile slowly crosses her face as big brown eyes peer out from under thick auburn bangs.  Tina remarks, “That’s Louise.  She’s three years old and very shy.”  Louise turns around and runs behind an older girl holding a baby with strawberry blond hair on her right hip.  Tina shakes her head in disgust, “And that’s Mary.  Just look at all the makeup on her face—from tacky blue eye shadow to thick black mascara and cherry red lipstick.  No wonder her father calls her a tramp.  She’s only 12.”  Just then the baby lets out a loud wail.  Mary bounces her on her hip, “There, there Sally.  It’s okay.  I love you.”  Sally stops crying.  Mary wipes away a tear and smiles.  Sally coos.  Tina sighs, “But, I have to say Mary does have a kind heart, and as you can see, Louise and Sally adore her.”

You glance across the room and see a long green rectangular table with red chairs.  At one end a black girl sits alone sculpting a rose from a piece of brown clay.  Tina and you walk over to the table.  Tina exclaims, “Wow, Lisa!  That rose is soo beautiful.  I could never do that.”  Lisa’s soft brown eyes light up and she hands you the rose.  Suddenly, a burst of laughter explodes at the other end of the table.  Tina points to a girl with thick wavy black hair painting a picture of a red rose, “That’s Julie and the other silly girl is Nancy.  They are always cutting up.”  Nancy glances up from her sketchpad and giggles.  Her ash brown bob bounces with each laugh.

Tina leads you toward the back left corner of the room.  Halfway down a small girl kneels on the floor facing the wall.  Her head is bowed down in prayer.  Auburn hair peeks out from under a white chapel veil.  Tina whispers, “Her name is Catfish.  She is a devout Catholic.  She’s always praying and forgiving someone, especially me.”  Tina grins, “I yell and cuss a lot like my dad.”

You look up and notice a dark shape in the left corner of the room.  You step forward.  Tina places her right hand on your shoulder and warns, “You don’t want to go near her.  I think it is a she—I’m not really sure.  I never get close enough to see her face.  She dresses in a long black-hooded robe with at least a 25-foot silver chain wrapped around her waist.  You can hear the chains drag across the floor as she walks around the room at night moaning in pain.”

Just then you hear a loud cry from the far right corner of the room.  You turn your head and see a girl huddled on the floor.  She rocks back and forth with her hands wrapped around her knees.  You run toward her as Tina follows close behind, “Her name is Ginny.  She was sodomized by a priest.  She’s 6 years old, just like me.  She sits in this corner all the time and cries.”  Ginny raises her head and pushes frizzy black hair away from her face.  Tears stream down her cheeks.  She shakes her fists in the air, “Leave me alone.  I hate you!  I hate you!  I want to die!  She turns around and faces the corner wall and screams, “Go away!”

Now, open your eyes.  Take a deep breath and close them again.  Go back to that room.  Watch a tall slender woman walk in.  She approaches you.  She is 32 years old, divorced with two young daughters, ages 2 and 7.  She maintains her own successful business as a temporary legal secretary.  Her name is Marita.  Look around the room and see all the children and adults.  Now put all these people in Marita’s body and mind.  That’s what it was like living with Dissociative Identity Disorder (DID) when Marita began therapy 30 years ago.  The following are the names of the other alters not yet mentioned:

Anne, Anna Belle, Carol, Charlie, Danny, Hate, Jan, Laura, Leroy, Maria, Objective, Patricia, Pee Wee, Patience, Sarah, Sheila, Shelly, Trixie, Virginia and Martha.

DID formerly known as Multiple Personality Disorder (MPD) is complicated and controversial.  Many myths and stigmas surround it such as 1) the person is making it up; 2) it is rare; 3) they are schizophrenic; or 4) they are violent.  

In actuality DID serves as a very creative and functional mechanism to survive severe physical and/or sexual abuse as a young child.  Both of these topics are highly sensitive to discuss.  When you add the stigmas placed on DID, you might understand why it has taken us this long to share our story.

I am the alter who was in the left corner of the room, the one dressed in a black-hooded robe.  Tina was right to caution you.  At that time I was filled with hate, rage and contempt.  I came into existence when Marita was two years old as a result from neglect and sexual abuse by our father.  I did not feel worthy of a name.  Years later the other alters called me Unknown.  I saw and experienced the worst of every rape.  I felt no positive emotions.  I represented all the feelings of shame, guilt, anger, hate and unworthiness that the others could not handle.  You might say I was like an overflow parking lot.  I held on to these feelings and I did not know how to forgive, nor did I choose to forgive.  I believed I was evil and became a dark spot on our soul.

Fortunately, this book is not about me.  It is about the alter who was in the far right corner of the room—Ginny.  We both experienced sodomy by the same priest and we both felt deep-rooted anger and betrayal; yet, we took different paths.  Ginny chose a journey of forgiveness while I chose to stay stuck in my past buried under the rubble of contempt and hate.  I was an atheist and she had undying faith.

I chose to be the narrator of this book because Ginny’s story inspired me to travel down the road of forgiveness.  On my way I encountered many long roads filled with potholes of resentment and anger.  I fall to the ground—feeling defeated and victimized.  Life stops for me.  I can’t take another step.  A hand reaches out to me.—It is Ginny’s.  She smiles, “You are not alone.  Know how powerful you are and when you forgive you send an electric charge of energy throughout the universe capable of changing the world of fear into a world of love for everyone, including you.”  Tears roll down my face.  I take Ginny’s hand and stand up.  I breathe in deeply and speak from my heart, “I forgive all the men who raped us and I forgive myself for holding onto resentment and anger.”  Ginny squeezes my hand and smiles.  Peace washes over me.  I finally realize that forgiveness does not condone the action; instead it sets me free from the people I felt caused me harm.  Today I call myself by our pen name, Martina.  May this book inspire you as it has done for me.  

We hope by reading our story that you come away with a better understanding of DID.  May it also help you see all of us as battle-scarred warriors rather than victims as we stride through the world knowing we are safe.  

Martina
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PART I

Chapter 1
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On the evening of September 19, 1991, fear gripped Marita as she drove to our first therapy session with Dr. Williams.  Her head swirled with dizziness and her stomach wrenched in pain.  Panic filled her as she lost all sense of direction.  She stopped at a gas station and asked for directions.  Twenty minutes later, even though we were still on the same road, she felt lost.  She pulled over and walked into a convenient store.  She laughed when the clerk told her she was on the right road.  Ten minutes later we stood in front of a two-story white bungalow with a porch in a quiet neighborhood.  A sign in the front yard read, “Christian Counseling Center.”  Marita walked up the porch steps and opened the door.  A woman sat at a desk.  She looked up and smiled, “Are you here to see Dr. Williams?”

Marita smiled and nodded her head yes.

“Please, have a seat and fill out this form with your name, phone number, address and insurance carrier.  Dr. Williams will be right with you.”

Marita’s hand shook as she filled out the form.  When she finished, she handed it to the woman.  

The door opened, Ginny came out and stared at Dr. Williams.  She could not take her eyes off of him.   He was tall, dark and handsome with his short black hair with specks of white.  His peppered beard was nicely trimmed.  Marita came back out.  She felt dazed as if in a trance.

He smiled, “Hello, I am Dr. Williams.  Won’t you please come in?” 

Marita moved slowly into his office.  She spaced out for what seemed like a minute.  Tina emerged, walked over to a chair and sat down.  Dr. Williams asked, “How can I help you?”

Tina responded, “I work as a legal secretary for Bill at Carson and Phillips.”  She sighed, “I’ve been divorced for a year now.  About two weeks ago it was my oldest daughter, Wren’s birthday.  She turned seven.  Mitch had Wren and Emma for the weekend.  I missed them so much that I broke down and couldn’t stop crying.  Bill happened to call right in the middle of my breakdown.  He suggested I call you.  He told me you were a family counselor and better than a psychiatrist or psychologist.”

Dr. Williams grinned, “Well, I don’t know about that. Bill goes to my Sunday School.  I am a Baptist minister and a professor at the local college.  I teach family counseling and religion.”

Tina left and Marita found herself sitting in a chair with her back straight and her feet flat on the floor.  Words tumbled out of her mouth.  She heard herself tell Dr. Williams her brother-in-law, Dylan, molested her at 15.  Tears rolled down her face.  Her body shook.  Dr. Williams handed her a tissue.  

He consoled her, “You did a good job telling me your story.  I know it was hard for you to do this.”

Suddenly, Ginny came out and cried between sobs, “Emma, my youngest daughter,  was conceived by rape.”

Dr. Williams spoke softly, “Sexual abuse is one of the worst experiences and has the most effects of any abuse during your childhood.  If I could, I would wave a magic wand and make all the pain go away.  There is a healing process and I can help you.”

Marita told him, “When I was 6, in first grade at St. James Catholic School, I wet my pants many times and I was afraid of the nuns and priests.  Do you think something happened?”

Dr. Williams remarked, “It is possible.”  He added, “It takes a long time to heal from sexual abuse.  It could take up to 15 years of therapy.”

Tina immediately came out and exclaimed, “I don’t want to spend 15 years in therapy!  I don’t have that kind of money.  I want to be done in a year.”

Dr. Williams suggested, “I could take a course in hypnotherapy in California.  I hear that hypnosis shortens the time of therapy.”

That sounded good to Tina.  She wanted all of us to heal from the emotional pain that had consumed our life as soon as possible.  Still, she wasn’t quite sure about using hypnosis.  She told him she would think about it.

When the session ended, Dr. Williams walked us out of his office.  He said, “You need to see me once a week until I tell you differently, okay?”

Tina nodded her head yes and left.  When she got into the car, Marita returned and felt a throb of pain in her heart.

At the second visit Dr. Williams asked, “How do you feel about your mother?”

Louise came out and responded, “I am the ninth of 12 children.  I felt I was just a number in a herd of cows.  My mother was never there for me.  I love her, of course.  I am supposed to, right?  She wasn’t very nice.  She spanked and yelled all the time.  I was afraid of her.  When I would wet my pants at school, she scolded me.  I felt ashamed.”  

Dr. Williams then asked, “And how do you feel about your father?”

Louise thought, “Huh?  What a silly question.  How would I know?”  She squeezed her eyes real tight and thought about our father as hard as she could.  She hoped that she would feel something.  She opened her eyes and said, “I feel nothing.”

Dr. Williams suggested, “I want you to start keeping a journal.  Write down all your feelings, no matter how silly you think they might be.  Write about what you do each day.  Memories will come back the more you write.”  

He added with a smile, “I want you to have 20 pages done by the time you come back to see me.”  

When we returned home, we put our daughters to bed.  Marita came out and went into our bedroom and turned on the computer.  Words flowed through her as she typed as fast as she could.  Her fingers flew across the keyboard.  It was as if a dam broke inside and flooded the pages with her feelings.  Tears streamed down her face the more she typed.  

Catfish came out, cried and typed, “Someone wants to hear me!  Someone cares!”  She was ready to live like she never had before.  Hope filled her as she saw the possibilities of who she could be.  She titled the document, “My Journey to Healing from Sexual Abuse as a Child.”

Catfish typed, “I was shy and introverted.  I had no friends. When girls were interested in boys, I still played with Barbie dolls.  I felt lonely all the time.  I wasn’t like everyone else but I did not know why.  I could see people making fun of me but I never stood up to them.  I acted like I was stupid so they wouldn’t see my pain.  I looked like a fool with a smile on my face.  I hated myself.  I wanted to die.”

Marita typed, “I am introverted and closed off from people except my two daughters.  I dote on them and give them all the love I have.  There is nothing I would not do for them.  They are my main reason for being in therapy.  I want to be the best parent I can for my daughters.  I do not want to repeat how I was raised.  I do not believe in hitting a child.  I felt my mom and dad tried to break my spirit through their abuse.  Once, I called my mom and asked her why she allowed all of my brothers and sisters to hit each other so often.  She laughed and said that was normal.  I did not think it was normal.  I read when a parent gets angry at their child most of the time they will react and treat them as they were treated as a child.  I choose to change this cycle of abuse.  I choose not to hit my children.”

Marita stopped typing, sighed and turned the computer off.  She walked into Emma and Wren’s bedroom and checked on them.  They both were sound asleep.  Emma held a doll in her arms and Wren held her favorite stuffed animal, “Tigie.”  She went over to them; lightly kissed each of them on the forehead and whispered, “I love you.”

Tina smiled as she watched Marita mother our daughters.  Tina was glad we were now in therapy.  She believed it would give her better parenting skills to cope with her feelings of anger from her abuse as a child and from the divorce.  She saw Dr. Williams as a lifeline pulling us out of our inward world into a world of loving relationships, beginning with him.

Every evening Catfish came out and typed every detail of that day as well as her feelings.  She ended up with 40 pages instead of 20.  She could not wait to give a copy of the journal to Dr. Williams.  She was so proud of herself.  She felt like she was in school again and wanted to please her teacher.  

At the next visit, Marita walked into Dr. Williams’ office and gave him a copy of the journal and sat down in a chair.  She asked, “Would you please read my journal instead of talking to me?  It is too hard for me to talk about myself.”

He skimmed through the pages and exclaimed, “Wow!  I am impressed with how thorough you are.  I can see you are a talented writer with just the few pages I have read.”  

Catfish blushed knowing she was the one who wrote the most in the journal.  She was too shy to come out so Marita remained out.  

Two months passed.  Even though we continued to journal religiously, Tina was not satisfied with our progress.  She wanted to be done with her pain now.  She thought about hypnosis again and how it might speed things up.  The next time she saw Dr. Williams she asked if he would use hypnosis in the sessions.  He agreed and he flew to California and took a course in hypnotherapy.  

He returned to Tennessee and used hypnosis in each session.  We were easily hypnotized and Marita recovered more memories.  She trusted Dr. Williams more each time she saw him.  She found comfort in his soothing voice as he took her down into a trance, freeing her from her past memories.  At the end of each session she felt relaxed and calm.  

During one of the sessions Dr. Williams asked, “Would you like to go back into your past before any abuse happened?”

Marita asked, “Can you really do that?”

He replied, “Yes, hypnosis is that powerful.”

She agreed.  She sat back in the chair as relaxed as she could with her hands in her lap crossed over her crotch.  Dr. Williams took her down deep into her subconscious and told her to go back to the time before she was ever abused.  Colors of red, green, purple and white swirled through her head.  Feelings of peace and love washed over her.  

Dr. Williams asked, “Where are you?”

Louise came out and answered, “Before I was born.  I am formless, surrounded by light.  I feel the presence of unconditional love.  I am one with God.”

Dr. Williams slowly brought Marita back to the present.  She opened her eyes and saw him smiling.  He said, “You are shining so brightly.  Your eyes are lit up.”

Louise came out, rubbed her eyes and smiled, “I have never experienced that kind of love before.”  Suddenly her smile turned into a frown. 

Dr. Williams asked softly, “What’s wrong?”

She replied, “I feel sad.  My mother did not want me.  When I was 3 she yelled, ‘You are lucky to be alive.  I only wanted one child, your sister Jade.’”  She covered her face with her hands and wept tears of grief from not feeling loved by our mother.

Dr. Williams consoled her with his soothing words, “Well, it’s not too late.  You are loveable.  That is why you are here with me now.  I see how much love you have when you talk about your daughters.  You can learn to have this love for yourself.  It will be the happiest day of my life when you come into my office filled with confidence and love for yourself and tell me you are leaving therapy.”

His words warmed her heart and filled her with hope.  Louise wiped away her tears and looked at Dr. Williams with his round belly and bearded face.  He reminded her of a big warm teddy bear.  She felt safe in his office.  

One night we brought Emma and Wren to therapy because we did not have a babysitter.  They were our pride and joy.  Marita introduced Dr. Williams to our daughters, “This is Wren and this is Emma.”  Wren was friendly and Emma was reserved.  

Dr. Williams smiled, “It is nice to meet you.  There are games and toys upstairs in one of the rooms if you want to go up and play.”  They both ran up the stairs laughing.

A week later Catfish filled with courage, came out and sat in Dr. Williams’ office.  He smiled and said, “I have been reading your latest journal entries.  You are a very talented writer.  Can you see yourself as an author?”

Catfish blushed and said, “Yes, if I had an editor.”

He smiled again and said, “Well, I think you would make a wonderful author.  Why don’t you go home tonight and begin writing your story and I will edit it.”

Catfish exclaimed, “Really!  You would do that for me?”

Dr. Williams said, “Yes, I think you are that good.”

Catfish wiped away the tears that sprung to her eyes.  “No one has ever told me I was good at anything.”  She wept in her hands.

Dr. Williams consoled, “Yes, I know and that is changing right now.  I can’t wait to see your book published.  It will be a best seller.”

Catfish laughed, “Now I know you are kidding.  I will go home and type a masterpiece.  I even know what I will call it—A Rose Among the Thorns.”

When we returned home, Catfish typed the first chapter of her book.  She cried, “Dr. Williams thinks I am good enough to be an author.”  A sense of confidence filled her as she continued to type with flourish as tears of joy streamed down her face.

One and one-half years passed quickly.  Emma was three.  One night she woke up and screamed a blood curling yell.  Emma came down with an ear infection.  Her screams shook us so much they took us back to the age of three.  Marita felt worn out.  She heard muddled voices in her head.  She couldn’t think straight.  Marita saw her father put his fingers in her vagina.  Her head spun and Louise came out and screamed, “He hit me on the side of my head with the palm of his hand.”

Marita slipped into a daze as she walked into Emma’s room and picked her up.  She held her until she stopped crying. She then put Emma back to bed.  Marita sat down at the computer and typed in the journal.  A voice inside her head yelled at her.  

The next day Marita saw Dr. Williams.  She reported, “Last night I remembered my father raping me when I was three.  Then I heard a voice in my head yelling at me.”  

Dr. Williams said, “Oh, that is your inner child.  Why don’t you give her a name?  What is your middle name?”

Marita answered, “Louise.”

“Okay,” he suggested, “Tell Louise to go sit down in the corner and be quiet.”

Marita went home that night and journaled on the computer.  When she heard the voice she said sharply, “Louise, go sit down in the corner and be quiet.”

Marita no longer felt in control of her fingers or her thoughts as she watched words flash across the computer monitor.  

“I will not be quiet or sit down in a corner.  My name is not Louise.—It is Tina!”  
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Chapter 2
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Marita was taken aback by these words.  She had seen the movie, “Sybil” who had multiple personalities.  She cried, “Oh my God!  I am crazy, just like Sybil.”  She stopped typing, afraid of what would be typed next.  The next day she ran out to a store and bought the book, Sybil and read it.  She could relate to Sybil, who was withdrawn and shy and not aware of her “alters.”  It was scary how much her story made sense to her.

Then she freaked out again, “Oh my God my poor children!  Will another part of me harm them?  How can I protect them when I don’t know myself?”

At her weekly visit to Dr. Williams, Marita went to see him.  Tina wanted to speak to him, but she was unsure what his reaction would be.  She stayed in the background and watched as he read our journal and talked to Marita.   

Marita shared with him what Tina had typed.  Marita asked, “Am I crazy?”

He smiled, “No, you are not crazy.  There is actually a medical term for it.  It is called Multiple Personality Disorder.  I have never treated anyone for this disorder.  You can be my teacher.”  He suggested, “You can talk with a friend of mine who is a child psychologist if you are worried about how this will affect your children.  I can give you her number if you like.”

Marita took her information and went to see her the next week.  She reassured Marita, “Don’t worry.  You can’t harm them.  After talking with you and Dr. Williams, I can see you have good strong moral values and you love your children very much.  You won’t go against those values.”  

Marita felt relieved. As an extra precaution she talked to Wren and Emma that night, “I love both of you very much.  Mommy is going through a rough time and that is the reason I have been yelling and cussing.”

Wren said, “That’s why there’s so much money in the cuss jar, right?”

“Yes, it is. I am in therapy so I can learn to control my anger and be a better parent.  But there is one thing I want you both to know—no matter how angry I am, I do not have the right to hit you and it is okay for you to tell an adult if I do.” 

Emma and Wren looked at each other, shrugged their shoulders and said, “Okay.”

Marita breathed a sigh of relief and got ready for bed.

The next weekend was Emma’s birthday.  She and Wren were at their dad’s.  Marita relaxed in the living room curled up in her favorite chair.  She closed her eyes.  She asked to meet all of the many parts of herself that she never knew existed.  One by one, like toy soldiers, they stepped forward to greet her.  Tina led the way.  She appeared to be 6.  Tina had fire-engine-red hair and brown eyes.  Freckles dotted her face.  She introduced the others to Marita.

“This is Louise.  She is three years old.  She came out after your dad raped you and hit you on the side of your head when you were three.”  Louise had short auburn hair and dark brown eyes.”  Marita cried seeing this child inside of her.  

Tina continued, “This is Catfish.  She came out in first grade.”  Catfish also had short auburn hair and deep brown eyes.  Marita remembered her dad drawing a catfish on her lunch sack.  She sighed, “And here was a part of me still that little girl.  She looks so pure and innocent.”  

Then a young girl stepped forward.  Her thick black hair covered her face to her chin.  Tina said, “This is Ginny and here comes Mary.”  Mary looked straight into Marita’s eyes.  Her silky black hair fell to her waist.  She appeared to be the oldest of all the children, about 12.  Tina said, “I came out after Ginny.”  

Tina asked Marita, “Do you remember wetting your pants in first grade?”

She answered, “Of course.  I was always being punished by Sister Stephen Lucy.”

Tina recounted the story of how these alters came to help Marita:

You were sitting at your desk in first grade.  Pee dribbled down your legs.  You heard Sister Stephen Lucy talking.  Her words faded in and out as you prayed she would not notice the pee on the floor.  You disappeared and Catfish came out.  

Sister Stephen Lucy stood tall above Catfish.  She looked like a monster about to eat her.  She hissed like a snake and then shrieked, ‘Marita, stand up now!’

Catfish stood up, shook and wet her pants again.  All the children laughed.  Her face turned beet red.  Sister Stephen Lucy pointed at the cloak room, ‘Behind the cloak room now.  Children get back to work.’

Catfish hung her head in shame and walked behind the cloak room.  Sister Stephen Lucy pulled her underwear down and struck her bottom with the side of the ruler.  She scolded, ‘You are a bad girl.  You cannot go out to recess and you will stay after school.’

Catfish left and you came back out.  You sat down in your soiled uniform.  George, a classmate, laughed and said, ‘Baby, baby Marita.  Marita is a baby.  She wets her pants.’  Everyone laughed.  You disappeared again.

When the children went out to recess, Sister Stephen Lucy took Catfish to the bathroom.  She walked into the stall with Catfish, pulled her underwear down and poked her finger in Catfish’s vagina.  Sister Stephen Lucy said, ‘You will not pee anymore in your pants.’  She slapped her face.  Catfish cried.

‘Shut up!’ she yelled, ‘or I’ll give you something to really cry about.  You are a bad girl.  I’m going to have to tell Father Tipton what you have been doing.’

Catfish walked back to the classroom.  She sat in her chair.  She gazed out the window and said, ‘I wish I was back with God before I was born.’  She heard a voice in her head, ‘I am always with you.  I love you.  I am God.’  

‘Marita, stop staring out the window,’ yelled Sister Stephen Lucy breaking the peace Catfish felt.  Soon school was over and she walked out of the class with the other children.  Sister Stephen Lucy came up to her and grabbed her arm, ‘No, Marita, you have to stay after school for wetting your pants.’  When all the children left, Sister Stephen Lucy closed the door.  She said, ‘For your punishment you are to spank yourself with the ruler.’

Catfish pulled her pants down and she hit herself on the bottom with the ruler.  

‘You are not hitting your bottom hard enough.  Now do it again!’ she screamed.  Catfish hit her bottom again and cried.  Sister Stephen Lucy grabbed the ruler and pulled her arm and hit her hard on the bottom and then on her back.  The ruler snapped in two.

Catfish prayed to God, ‘Please forgive her, God.  Please forgive her.’  Sister Stephen Lucy stopped immediately.  She scolded, ‘Now go home and don’t ever wet your pants again.’

The next morning Catfish did not want to go to school.  She told our mom, ‘Mama, Sister Stephen Lucy hit me yesterday.  She put her fingers where I go pee and hit me with a ruler on my bottom because I wet my pants.’

Our mom glared at her, ‘Well, serves you right for wetting your pants.  You’re a big girl.  I am ashamed of you.  You have been wetting your pants since the first day of school.  It’s been two months now.  If you don’t stop wetting your pants, I will put diapers on you like your baby brother.  Do you want that?’

Catfish answered, ‘No,’ as she hung her head in shame and cried.

Our mother retorted, ‘You have no reason to cry.  Now go on to school before I give you a spanking.’

Catfish walked out of the house toward school.  It was four blocks away.  Regina, our sister, came up behind Catfish and hit her on the back.  She lost her balance and fell on the sidewalk and skinned her knees.  ‘That’s for wetting your pants.  You are such a baby.’  Regina ran off to school.  Catfish picked herself up and walked to school alone.  Sister Stephen Lucy stood next to the classroom door and greeted each child who entered.  When she saw Catfish, she frowned.  Catfish dropped her head in shame.  She passed Sister Stephen Lucy and silently prayed she would not wet her pants.  She walked to her desk, sat down and gazed out the window.  She thought about God and how much God loved her.  

Sister Stephen Lucy said, ‘Good morning boys and girls.  Today we are going to learn what the Trinity is.  Soon you will all be receiving your First Holy Communion.  It is important to know what that means.  Can anyone tell me what the Trinity is?’

George raised his hand.  ‘Yes, George?’

He smiled and said, ‘It’s the Father, Son and Holy Ghost.’

‘That’s right,’ she said.  ‘I am very proud of you.’

The next thing Catfish heard was, ‘Marita, stop looking out the window and tell me who the Trinity is.’

‘I don’t know.’  

‘Weren’t you listening? No, you were staring out the window again.  George just told everyone in the class who the Trinity is.  You will never learn anything if you don’t pay attention. And if you don’t know the Trinity then you won’t get your First Holy Communion with the class.’  

Catfish shook and then wet her pants.  Sister Stephen Lucy’s face turned red and she screamed, ‘Marita, behind the cloak room now!  Everyone else can go outside for recess.’  Attracted by the loud noises, Mrs. Wynn the second grade teacher came over to see what was happening.  Sister Stephen Lucy said, ‘Well, Marita seems to not be able to control herself.  Will you take the rest of the children outside while I take care of this mess that Marita made?’

The other children left and again Catfish was at the mercy of Sister Stephen Lucy.  ‘All right, I am going to write a note to your parents and they are to take you to Father Tipton to see if he can help you stop this horrible habit of wetting your pants.’  

Catfish walked home with the note and gave it to our mother.  She yelled, ‘You have to go see Father Tipton!  You know you are in trouble now.  Your father will take you.’

Our father told Catfish. ‘Get in the car.  I am taking you to see Father Tipton.’

Catfish asked, ‘Daddy, did I do something wrong?’

‘No, of course not, Catfish.  He is going to see if you are ready to receive your First Holy Communion.’

They drove to St. James Church.  Catfish was in awe of the priests because they said they talked to God.  She thought they were special.  She wished she was that special.  She felt God did not like her because she wet her pants.  They walked up to the rectory.  

Our dad rang the doorbell.  Father Tipton opened the door.  He towered over us.  He had blond hair, blue eyes and spoke in a very gruff voice.  Our dad left Catfish with Father Tipton and said he would pick her up later.

Father Tipton took Catfish’s hand and led her to a room.  It looked like a library filled with books.  Dark mahogany wood shined all around the room.  He told her to sit in a chair.  She started crying.  He became angry.  ‘There is nothing to cry about,’ he grumbled at her.  She was not convinced.  Her stomach gurgled and then she wet her pants.  A puddle formed on the floor.  Her face turned red.

‘Oh,’ he said, ‘You are the girl who wets her pants like a baby.  Sister Stephen Lucy told me about you.  Well, we’ll fix that problem.  You can’t receive your First Holy Communion if you are a baby.  You should be ashamed of yourself.  Now take your panties off and go to the bathroom and wash yourself off.’

Tears fell down Catfish’s face.  She thought, ‘What did I do wrong?  I couldn’t help it.’

Catfish walked into the bathroom and looked in the mirror. She saw a beautiful girl with long black hair and dark brown eyes.  ‘Hi, my name is Mary.  I am an angel.  I am here to help you.  You can go to sleep now.’

Catfish closed her eyes and went to sleep.  Mary looked in the mirror smiled, washed her hands and walked out of the bathroom.  Mary looked at Father Tipton and apologized, ‘I am sorry.  I won’t do it again.  I want to receive my First Holy Communion.’

‘Good.  I am glad you are obedient.  Let’s see if you are ready to receive the body of Christ.  Come into this room.  I want to show you something special.’  

Catfish came back out and walked into the room.  She saw a bed with a dresser next to it.  She touched a soft white lace doily that lay on top of the dresser.

Father Tipton ordered, ‘Sit down on that bed.  I am going to ask you some questions to see if you are ready to receive your Holy Communion.  Who makes up the Trinity?’

Catfish stared at him.  She did not understand what she was supposed to say.

Father Tipton roared, ‘Well, who are they?’

Catfish cried, ‘I don’t know.’

He yelled, ‘Why don’t you know?’

She cried hysterically.

He scolded, ‘Look, you can’t receive Holy Communion if you don’t know who makes up the Trinity.  Now think.’

She closed her eyes, ‘God?’

‘Good.  Now name the next one.’

‘Mother?’

‘No.’

‘I don’t know.  I hear a voice.  She says she loves me and she is God.’

‘Well that is not true.  That voice is a demon.  She is not God.  God is the Father and I am the Son.  And you are stupid and worthless.  I am going to punish you for not knowing who the Trinity is.  Now bend over.’

Catfish bent over and Ginny came out.  Father Tipton put his penis in her rectum. 

‘You have now received the body of Christ,’ as he laughed.  ‘You will learn who the Trinity is—the Father, the Son, me, and the Holy Spirit.  There is no ‘she’ in the Trinity.  Now go to the bathroom and clean yourself up.  Your father will be back soon.’

Catfish came back out and ran to the bathroom and closed the door.  She wiped blood off her bottom.  She prayed to God to help her.  Mary came out again and said, ‘Go to sleep now.’  Catfish went to sleep.

Father Tipton roared, ‘Well, hurry up.  If you don’t get out here now I will punish you again.’

Mary came out of the bathroom and smiled at Father Tipton.  ‘I am better now.  Thank you for teaching me what the Trinity is.  See, I can make the sign of the cross.’  She looked into his eyes and made the sign of the cross with her right hand, ‘In the name of the Father, the Son and the Holy Spirit.  Amen.’ 

Without a word Father Tipton glared at Mary and took her to the entryway to wait for our dad to pick her up.

As soon as our dad arrived, Ginny came out.  When they returned home, Ginny ran to our mother and cried hysterically.  ‘Mama, Father Tipton put something big and hard in my bottom.  It hurt.  He said I was a bad girl for wetting my pants.  I don’t want to go to school anymore.’

Our mother yelled, ‘You are a liar and that is a sin.  Priests don’t hurt little girls.  Now bend over.’  Ginny bent over and our mother spanked her.

Ginny shattered and I first appeared from the betrayal of our mother not protecting her or believing her.  I expressed my anger outwardly while Ginny held her anger inside.

Marita cried, hearing her story shared through these beautiful, courageous parts of her.  She thanked Tina and all the other alters for protecting her from the abuse.  She continued communicating daily with each personality through dialogues, art and writing.

The other alters Marita met were Nancy, Jack, Anne,  and Anna Belle.  They each had a specific role.  Her inner family was created with the intention of keeping her safe from the truth of the abuse.  She truly believed she would not have survived all the abuse had she not dissociated.  

Ginny caught her attention the most.  Ginny felt as ugly as the beast in “Beauty and the Beast” and Marita would hear her say, “Who could ever love someone like me?”  Marita felt the exact same way.

One day, we drew Ginny in a box with her arms wrapped around her knees.  She lived in her own world where there was no time.  Her world was the past and every moment she was being raped.  We drew lines radiating out and wrote the names of each alter on a line.  Ginny was in the center.  We then wrote a poem reflecting Marita’s newly discovered family within:

The Family Within

So many doors but she remains inside.

So many avenues but she continues to hide.

You think you are alone as you shed your tears.

If you could only realize we are here to share your fears.

You are the only one who holds the true key

to unlock your door and set your heart free.

Nothing lasts forever soon your pain will subside

and you will realize there is nothing left to hide.

Healing is no easy task

We are here to help you.  All you have to do is ask.

We were one in the beginning until there was no ending to the pain we suffered.

We split apart for protection for we felt no love or affection.

We each have separate jobs to be done.

When we are finished we will then be one.
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Marita cried after seeing this picture and reading the poem.  She connected to Ginny for the first time, accepting that she was so much like her.  Marita felt a sense of wonderment as she discovered her family within.  Marita no longer felt alone.  
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Chapter 3
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It was late May, 1993, and summer was approaching.  We struggled financially as we raised Emma, 4, and Wren, 8. We continued therapy as we dealt with memories from sexual abuse by priests and our brother-in-law, Dylan.  We chose to stay home for the summer and watch our girls instead of sending them to daycare.  We watched what we spent and were grateful to have the child support, a few word processing jobs and credit cards to help us get through.  

When Marita had more memories of the abuse that happened in first grade, she called our mother and asked, “Do you know why I wet my pants in first grade?”

She replied, “Gwendy, the girl next door, told you stories about the nuns.  You cried hysterically in the morning and refused to go to school.”

Marita informed her, “In therapy I remembered being raped by Father Tipton and abused by Sister Stephen Lucy.”

Our mother surprised Marita when she said she believed her.  She surprised her even more when she offered to send money for therapy.  Marita said, “Thank you.  That would help me tremendously.  I am not able to work as much right now.”  She started sending us monthly checks.  

One night Marita remembered Father Tipton sodomizing her.  She felt so much pain; like life was not worth living.  She prayed to God to help her.  She saw a bright light, felt unconditional love and heard, “I am here.  You are not alone.”  

Tina said, “She is our connection to God.  She never left us.  We all connect to her.  We call her the Positive Voice.”

Tina went to Dr. Williams’ office two days later.  They talked about the abuse from the priests and nuns.  He suggested, “Why don’t you contact an attorney?  You need to sue those bastards.”

Tina agreed, “You’re right.  I am so angry.  I need to do something.”

“Why don’t you call one of the newspapers in Kansas City?  They might be able to help you.”

Tina smiled, “Thank you, Dr. Williams.  That is a wonderful idea.  I will call the Kansas City Star first thing in the morning.”

The next day Tina contacted a reporter in Kansas City, Missouri and informed him, “I attended St. James Catholic School as a child.  I remembered being raped by priests when I was 6.”  

The reporter suggested, “Why don’t you call the diocese?  The church has an intervention committee who takes complaints of sexual abuse by priests.  They might even help you with your therapy.”  Tina thanked him and hung up.

Tina looked up the phone number for the diocese and dialed.  She was directed to Father Nolan and told him, “I am in therapy and believe I was sexually abused by priests.”  

Father Nolan replied, “I am so sorry.  I believe you.  What the priests did to you was a sin and they will go to hell.  The church will be glad to pay for your therapy.  We will send the money directly to your therapist.  All I ask is that you keep me informed of your progress.”  

We felt grateful to the Catholic Church and our mother for relieving us of our financial burden from therapy.  Our mother continued to send monthly checks.  With each check she included a letter.  Her letters were nice at first.  Then in August she wrote, “Marita, don’t you think it’s time you get over all this abuse.  Really, you’ve been dealing with it for such a long time.”

Louise became enraged when Marita read the letter aloud.  Louise screamed, “The bitch—she is such a bitch!  I never want to see her again.  I don’t want her money anyway.  It is because of her and our dad that we are in therapy.”  She continued her rage as she tore the letter into tiny pieces.  She stomped her feet and then crumpled to the floor, wrapped her arms around her legs and rocked back and forth.  

Tina came up to Louise and put her hand on Louise’s shoulder.  “I know how you feel.  I couldn’t agree more.  Well, we don’t have to take her money anymore, and I will tell her today in  a letter.”  Tina wrote the letter and read it out loud, “Dear Mother, I no longer need you to send me money for therapy.  I did not appreciate your comment telling me it was time for me to get over my abuse.  I will get over it in my own time.”

Louise shook as Tina read the letter.  Louise cried, “I want to divorce my family.  Can we do that?”

Tina said, “I don’t see why not.  After all we are a legal secretary.  We have divorce forms we could copy.”  Tina drafted the necessary papers for all of us to be free from our parents.  When she was done, everyone signed the document and Tina notarized it.  That night we celebrated our emancipation with a bowl of Rocky Road ice cream, Louise’s favorite.

Tina felt a surge of empowerment.  She thought about Dylan and the first time we called him and Darlene and told them we were in therapy.

Ginny cried as she  talked to Darlene.  

Darlene responded, “I am so sorry what happened to you.  We love you.  Here is Dylan.  He wants to talk with you.”

Ginny shook as Dylan apologized, “I am so sorry.  I done you wrong I know.  There is not a day that goes by when I don’t think what I did to you.  Darlene told me what you said about the priests.  Hey, you can talk to me about it if you want.”

Ginny answered, “No, thanks,” and hung up the phone.

Tina fumed, “Dylan wasn’t sorry.  He just wanted to get his perverted kicks listening to us talk about the priests.  I wonder what his tone would be if I called today and expressed my anger at him.”

Ginny cautioned, “I don’t think that is a good idea.  What if he gets angry at us?”

Tina retorted, “So what.  He raped us.  We didn’t do anything wrong.”

Tina dialed Dylan’s number.  Dylan answered, “Hello.”

Tina shook with anger, “Dylan, this is Marita.  I just want to tell you how I feel.  The last time I talked to you I felt depressed.  Today I feel angry.  It is your fault that I am having to deal with all this pain.  You raped me!”

“Whoa, I don’t know what you’re talking about.  You seduced me.  It was not my fault.”

Tina smirked, “That’s what I thought you would say.  You aren’t sorry for what you did.  You should be in jail.”

“Now look here.  I did not touch you in any way except a few kisses.  That’s not a crime.”

Tina stormed, “That is not true and you know it.  You committed a crime and I am going to report you today!”

Tina hung up the phone and dialed again.  A woman answered, “Walden Creek Police Department.  How may I help you?”

Tina stated, “My name is Marita Lewis and I was raped by my brother-in-law, Dylan, when I was 15.  I am now 34.  Is it too late to file a report?”

The woman replied, “No.  I will take down the information.  I don’t know if they will prosecute, but it is always okay to report.”

Tina gave her the details of what Dylan did.  Ginny came out and started crying.

The woman said, “It’s okay.  I have enough information.  Thank you for calling us.  You are very brave.”

Ginny sobbed, “Thank you,” and hung up the phone.

At our next therapy session Tina talked about reporting Dylan to the police.

Dr. Williams looked at Tina and said, “I am proud of you for standing up for yourself.  You have definitely been busy doing that:  first the church and now Dylan.”

OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg





OEBPS/d2d_images/image001.jpg





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





