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  IN MEMORIAL




  This book is dedicated to the Memory of Jeffrey Scott Dryden, Beloved Son, Brother, Nephew, Cousin and Friend.




  May you rest in peace knowing that Justice was finally served…




  May 15 1982 – July 18 2010




  FOREWORD




  Written by Brenda Irish Heintzelman Survivor Advocate and Author of Battered Body ~ Wounded Soul




  When I first started to read this book, I was shocked to learn that a man would allow himself to be manipulated and abused by a woman. As an experienced 911 operator with the Wyoming Police Department (Michigan), and then as a police dispatcher with the Michigan State Police, I could count on one hand the number of times a man had actually dialed 911 for help after being abused by an intimate partner.




  Therefore, I questioned whether the authors cousin had ever reached out for help if, in fact, the allegations of abuse were true at all. I, like so many others, wondered if perhaps he was actually the abuser, and his death simply resulted because his intimate partner had finally decided to protect herself from him.




  However, at the same time, as a writer, speaker, and survivor of domestic violence, I stress to my audiences that domestic violence knows no boundaries. While my many years of research and study on domestic violence, child abuse, and marital rape, have yet to produce clear answers to my question of why batterers and child abusers choose people they love as their prey. There is no doubt in my mind, from the information I’ve gathered, as well as the theories I have developed through the years, that domestic violence truly knows no boundaries.




  Yet, there I was, questioning whether it could be true that a woman would be physically abusive toward a man. After al , the man typically has a job and a vehicle, as well as superior upper body strength. So, real y, I asked, how could it be that this man wasn’t able to simply leave the abusive relationship?




  Suddenly, I realized I was sounding very much like the “polite society” of the 1980s, back when my children and I were being beaten by their abusive father.




  “You? Really? You have a good career! You’re so intelligent! You’re so attractive! Just tell him to leave! Why don’t you just pack up the kids and leave the monster? You don’t have to take that. Stand up for yourself!”




  Little did civil society know at the time of the inherent risk of death, to my children and myself, if I decided to one day, “just leave” the abusive relationship.




  Society hadn’t yet learned of the cycle of violence, or ‘gaslighting’ (1), or how the abuser typically appears so kind and protective at first, only to morph into a monster behind closed doors. Society was still clueless to the fact that the moment an abuser realizes he/she are about to lose total control of his/her victims is the most dangerous moment of the relationship.




  When I filed for divorce, a young mother in my church was murdered by her abusive husband, a short time later, my soon to be ex-husband, an abuser who not only beat on me, but also our three children, called to let me know I would be “number two.”




  Shortly after this incident, another woman in our community was murdered as she was attempting to escape her abusive marriage. Yes, the phone rang again. When I answered, the abuser (my soon to be ex) laughed and said , “It looks like you’ll be number three.”




  The concept of “stalking” was unknown at the time. In fact, abusive men were given the right to enter onto marital property until the divorce was final, with the police officers routinely shrugging their shoulders as they apologized to the survivors, explaining there was really nothing they could do, since the abuser’s name was still on the deed to the home.




  Church leaders continued to preach forgiveness, even for the unforgiveable. The few survivors were advised by well-meaning friends and family members to “just get over it, let it go,” unaware of the term “post-traumatic stress” or how survivors of domestic violence, child abuse, and rape, are never able to fully return to the sense of safety and security they once knew, before being violated by someone they had trusted.




  When it hit me, that my cynicism seemed eerily familiar to the arrogance and ignorance surrounding my children and me in the 1980s, I vowed to study the subject of boundaries in relation to domestic violence even further, specifically directing my research to the issue of gender.




  This is what I found…




  According to the American Bar Association’s (ABA) report, titled “Prevalence of Domestic Violence”…




  “In a 1995-1996 study conducted in the 50 States and the District of Columbia, nearly 25% of women and 7.6% of men were raped and/or physically assaulted by a current or former spouse, cohabiting partner, or dating partner/acquaintance at some time in their lifetime (Tjaden & Thoennes, 2000).




  Also included in the ABA report, Sexual Assault According to the National Violence Against Women Survey:




  Women are more likely to be victims of sexual violence than men: 78% of the victims of rape and sexual assault are women and 22% are men.




  There it is, in black and white, from the American Bar Association, no less. Men comprise 22% of the victims of rape and sexual assault and 7.6% of men in the United States “were raped and/or physically assaulted by a current or former spouse, cohabiting partner, or dating partner”




  While this report clearly states, “most perpetrators of sexual violence are men”,




  this research data also serves to support the need for polite society to broaden its awareness and efforts in order to truly help all victims of rape and physical assault, regardless of the victim’s gender.




  According to the United States National Institute of Justice, in 2010 alone, in the United States, there were 15.5 mil ion children living in partner violent homes.




  That is 15.5 million children in our country who are living in greater fear, and who face a much higher risk of being abused in their own homes, than children who are living free of abuse.




  In the 1990s, there were new laws enacted to help protect victims of domestic violence. Yet, look closely at these numbers, 15.5 million children are still living in partner violent homes. And now, according to the American Bar Association’s report, there are a staggering number of these partner violent homes which involve male victims.




  While it is true that the majority of assaults against men are perpetrated by men, the fact remains that these victims need our help. Further, it is important to note, in some cases, however few, women are the perpetrators of violence against men.




  Therefore, it is necessary for those of us who are working to help end the violence to broaden our scope of understanding in order to include concern for these men who are being harmed. Are there shelters available for men? Do the police listen if the caller is male? Are male victims of domestic violence given the same advice and assistance that is offered to female victims of domestic violence?




  Simply put, it is clear that help for victims of domestic violence, child abuse, and marital rape, needs to be offered regardless of whether or not the victim is male or female, and also regardless of the gender of the perpetrator.




  Before the argument surfaces that abusers simply claim violence in order to further abuse their victims through ambient abuse, (the use of others, such as the court system or police personnel to harm their victims), I would like to point out that this appears to be a rare occurrence, at best.




  Yes, abusers are known to blame their victims. “Look at what you’ve done to yourself” or “she/he fell down the stairs then tried to blame it on me,” are common statements abusers like to make. Once the abuser attends anger management classes, he’ll add a few new lines, after getting into the groove of denial, “she/he came at me first, she/he slapped me, she/he bit me, she said she was going to kill me”.




  Therefore, to my friends who still question whether or not a male could possibly be victimized by a female, I’d like to point out that to not listen to men who are claiming their injuries were inflicted upon them by their intimate partner is akin to adopting societal attitudes from so many decades ago. Back when victims of domestic violence were told to ‘just leave’ the abusive relationship or that they had somehow “allowed” the abuse to occur in the first place.




  If we continue to adhere to closed mindedness and clucking tongues in regard to whether or not a male could actually become a victim of domestic violence, then we are no better off, or more aware, than society was up until the 1990s, before legislation was introduced to help protect victims and their children from domestic violence and child abuse.




  How could this have happened that women are now abusing men? How did our country morph from cases of domestic violence including only male domination and female submissiveness to today, where women are now being convicted of abusing their husbands and children?




  Here is my theory: the women who bravely escaped domestic violence and protected their children from further child abuse back in the seventies, eighties, and nineties. When society finally began to take, notice and started to reach out to help, are the same women who then taught their young sons to never, treat a woman with disrespect, period. These same women also taught their daughters to stand up for themselves, and to refuse to ever be treated with even a hint of disrespect.




  What has followed, it appears, is perhaps the pendulum of abuse swinging toward the opposite direction from the days, the years, through the many generations, that young men were taught to be tough and to take what they wanted, while young women, who would one day become their wives, were trained to be pretty, and to please their future husbands.




  Instead, we now have a new generation of women who were taught just the opposite, to take what they want and to expect even more, while young men were told to never make their wives cry.




  In addition, young men who have survived child abuse as well as watching their mothers being beaten and abused by their fathers, I believe, silently vowed to never harm their wives. This message is deeply buried and often broadened in day-to-day life to mean they give in to their wives’ demands across the board.




  In addition, young women who have survived child abuse and watching their mothers being beaten by their fathers, I believe, silently vowed they would never become victims of domestic violence or marital rape, nor would they ever allow their husbands to abuse their children.




  The result? These young men and women are getting married and starting families of their own. Young men are routinely giving in to whatever their wives expect them to do, while young women are snapping their fingers and demanding more each day.




  The slogan of the seventies was, “we’ve come a long way, baby”. Well, perhaps, the slogan of the new millennium should read, “yes, it’s all about me,” as young women, more and more, rule the roost in complete power and control of their husband’s actions, finances, and futures. Herein lies the answer to how some young women, regardless of how few, are increasingly the perpetrators of family violence.




  Until help is available to all victims of domestic violence, child abuse, and marital rape, regardless of gender, there is no reason to believe this phenomenon will reverse.




  In fact, if men are silenced both by their wives as well as a polite society which cannot fathom the possibility of a female abuser harming her husband and children, then we have every reason to believe this problem will only intensify in the future.




  I believe the causes of domestic violence do boil down to the issues of power and control. I also believe that when an abuser is harmed as a child, they are more likely to harm their spouses and children. Yet, what comes of the children who were able to safely escape domestic violence? What occurs when the chain of violence has been broken? The result, I fear, is a society as we are seeing happening right before our eyes today, in which it is becoming more acceptable for women to turn the tables on men; to ridicule them, to demand to know where they are and who they’re speaking with at all times. To control the finances, to disconnect their husbands from their family and friends, and finally, to throw a hissy fit if they don’t get their own way.




  Therefore, as you read Troy’s (the authors) work, please keep all of this in mind if you, like me, begin to question why Troy’s cousin didn’t “just leave” the abusive relationship. Clearly, his abuser was in control of his life. She threatened him with damaging his career if he left her. She had previously abused him physically. He even went so far as to obtain a personal protection order against her.




  Like so many victims of domestic violence, he kept forgiving her, again and again, while hoping and praying that one day she would somehow become normal and the abuse could stop. Therefore, I believe that his actions prior to his death, as well as his murderer’s behavior both before and after she killed him, all serve to prove that he truly was a victim of domestic violence. This book has served as my wake-up call to examine more closely the core issues surrounding domestic violence.




  As a writer, speaker, educator, and survivor of domestic violence, as well as a member of Mensa, a firearms instructor, a real estate broker and owner of my own real estate company. As a mom, a grandma, a daughter, a sister, and friend, as a basketball coach, as the vocalist in the praise band at church, as a Christian woman, as a college graduate with my degree in psychology from Calvin College. As a student of Criminal Justice Administration, and as a future law school student, I’m here to say that if domestic violence can happen to me, a strong, intelligent, highly capable and hard-




  working woman, then yes, domestic violence can happen to anyone.




  This means anyone, including the doctor’s wife who dialed 911, and became my first call for help after an incident of domestic violence, back when I started my career as a police dispatcher. She sounded so frightened; not only of her husband and of what he would do to her if he found out she had called for help, but also of what would happen once her neighbors learned of his abuse, and what the hospital where he worked would do if they learned he had abused her. She begged me not to send any marked police vehicles to her home.




  This includes the judge who was divorcing her abusive husband when suddenly he appeared in her chambers, raised his firearm, and killed her.




  This includes Nicole Brown Simpson, who lived in one of the most elite cities in our country. And, Lacey Peterson, and her unborn son, Conner, who appeared in her photos as being very happy and healthy, with a loving husband by her side.




  And yes, of course, this includes a strong young man in Wyoming, Michigan who had a loving and supportive family al around him, who went to work each day, and who always treated others with kindness.




  A young man who began a relationship with the wrong woman, who was taken in by her lies and deceit, then soon learned to fear her, as her temper began to explode onto him. She threatened him, she ordered him around, and she demanded total allegiance to her, and to their relationship. Then, when it appeared she was losing total control of him, she murdered him in cold blood.




  If someone you know is a victim of domestic violence, please reach out and help them realize that regardless of their age, gender, race, or socio-economic status, they deserve to be safe in their own homes.




  Most importantly, if you are a victim of domestic violence, male or female, black or white, rich or poor, with a successful career or unemployed, please reach out for help.




  No man, woman, or child, deserves to be harmed, to live in fear, or to die, as a result of domestic violence. Please, stand in the truth, break the vow of silence, expect to be heard, and I promise you that society will do its best to help you.




  Be safe.




  The term “Gaslighting,” refers to a form of psychological abuse in which false information is presented with the intent of making the victim doubt his or her own memory and perception. This term comes from the play “Gas light,”




  in which a character uses a variety of tricks to convince his wife she is going crazy.




  




  INTRODUCTION




  At 2:45 a.m. on the humid summer morning of July 18, 2010, my cousin, Jeff Dryden, became a statistic. Actually, we, as a family, also became statistics; we became a part of a group of families and friends who are related to someone killed by an act of domestic homicide. As for Jeff, he became a victim of the ever growing, yet, socially ignored disease that plagues the world of the male societal philosophy.




  Stabbed in the neck, murdered in cold blood by his 21-year-old alleged girlfriend, as he attempted to flee from her after a dispute over her cell phone, Jeff became, and subsequently was a victim of male domestic abuse.




  After a year of constant sorrow and dread, anger, pain, and sadness felt by his family and friends, his killer was placed behind bars to serve 14 to 45 years for pleading no-contest to the charge of second-degree murder. Still holding on to the ideal that it was all an accident, Chiquita Rena Fizer will have to live with the fact that she is an abuser. Not a victim, but a murderer.




  As his cousin and as an author of other written works I feel that the burden, or rather the privilege, of telling his story now falls upon my shoulders. Thus, it is with this book that I will tell you what led to Jeff’s final breath, the horror and fear he went through while being involved with his female abuser.




  It falls to me to tell the people of this world the truth behind male domestic abuse.




  The truth as to what a wonderful person Jeff was. Not all men raise their hands to their lover. Not all men are abusers, as our society would like you to believe.




  It falls to me to tell you of the growing number of men that raise their arms not to abuse their female lovers, but instead to cushion the blow of their anger as they strike out to abuse their men and in some cases, such as Jeff’s, to KILL…




  “It has been said that time heals all wounds, but those that know pain, those that know the loss and heartache of a loved one know that wounds never fully heal. Instead, our wounds become scars, reminders of a time before the pain and heartache. A time---before scars...”




  ---Troy Veenstra (2011)




  




  CHAPTER 1:




  SUNDAY, JULY 18, 2010




  6:00 A.M.




  “Jeff’s… Jeff’s dead.” Eric whimpered over the phone. I could hear the panic in his voice, the almost cracking of his tone as if forcing himself to say those two words.




  “Eric, what? What was that?” I paused, hearing nothing but the faint echo of his breath against the receiver as he waited for me to finish my question; tried to give sound to my thoughts.




  “What do you mean HE’S DEAD?” I asked. My mind, not fully registering his words, as images feathered through me like a haze of faded photographs, flashing back to the last time I saw Jeff at the campgrounds of my aunt and uncle’s trailer home.




  “I… I don’t know… Jim (our stepfather) just came knocking on the door and told me that Jeff, was dead and then… just walked away,” he sobbed. “He said something about…,” Eric paused.




  “Something about what Eric?” I asked, needing more information than just hearing that my twin cousin was dead.




  “Something about him being stabbed in the neck by his girlfriend,” Eric wept as my mind fell into a great void of darkness, trying to think of what she looked like, yet faltering in my gaze to remember.




  “I’m… I’m not really sure what’s going on but mom’s not answering the phone at home right now.” he hurriedly stated. My thoughts vacant, drawing a complete blank as what to ask, what to say next.




  “Troy,” Eric said quietly in an almost weakened whimper. I could hear the care and the concerned sadness brazening through his tone.




  “Troy, do you think… do you think he’s real y dead?” he asked like a saddened child experiencing the despair of a tragic loss for the first time.




  “I…,” I paused for a moment, remembering a time not long ago when our father passed away; remembering how Eric took the events back then. Recalling the tears that glistened down the sides of his face, the silent state of sadness he quickly fell into.




  Suddenly, all I could imagine were those same dismal tears on the face of Jeff’s twin brother; upon the faces of his family, the sorrow of it all causing a cord of dread to splinter deep in my heart as the thoughts of their pain showered through me in an awkward reflection of my own.




  “Eric…” I swallowed hard, forcing myself to speak, “Let’s just wait until we know more. Maybe he was just injured or something.” I sighed. “I should be home from work in about an hour and we should know more then---okay?” Hearing nothing more than a shallow grunt, a speckling sigh in his tone that told me he already knew the truth, the sadness breaking through his heart at the loss of another. “If you hear,” I paused for a long moment, hearing the strains of his own pain as he fought back his grief, his own jagged memories of hurt and appalling loss. “If you hear from mom, have her call me on my cell, okay?” I demanded.




  “Yeah… Just… just get home soon,” he whimpered.




  “I will,” I said as he hung up the phone.




  Hanging up, I immediately called my mom, but got no response from her. I knew that she and my Aunt Linda were more than likely in the thick of the whole situation.




  Trying as best they could to comfort my Aunt Paula, while at the same time contacting the other sisters and finding out more about what truly happened. Having no other way to confirm what was going on, I went online to The Grand Rapids Press. I found a brief article that depicted just enough information to confirm what Eric told me. It was just enough information to allow my mind to acknowledge our loss of another, the loss of a family member. Reporter Jeff Engle wrote (Engle, 2010):




  WYOMING -- A 28-year-old Wyoming man died early this morning after he was stabbed, according to police. The man was found dead near an apartment complex in the 900 block of 44th Street SW at about 2:45 a.m. Police initially responded on reports of an injured person, and the man was later pronounced dead at the scene. Police have a suspect in custody, but have not released his or her name. The stabbing is under investigation.




  This brief article was just enough to confirm Eric’s heartbroken words. Confirm yet another tragedy to our family as a whole, and send us all down a spiraling journey filled with tears, hate, sadness, and anger.




  It would open our eyes to feelings we never wanted to feel, things we never wanted to see, and a disease ignored by the masses. It would lead us to the incident that foretold of my cousin’s murder by 21-year-old Chiquita Rena Fizer, and her reign of abuse upon our beloved.




  Hours Earlier




  It was still dark when they arrived at her home. The damp summer humidity left an eerie heaviness in the air as if foretelling of the grief to come. Slowly they tracked through the slight blades of damp grass like dark shadows of despair.




  Walking up the slightly lopsided wooden steps, preparing themselves for the situation that was about to unfold as it had countless times before. They readied for the gut-wrenching cry, the weep of dread and sadness, recalling the sound from previous families and loved ones as they prepared to hear them yet again this day.




  I would like to think that Detective Pols of the Wyoming Police Department held my Aunt Paula’s hand firmly in his grasp, gazing into her troubled eyes. I imagine he could already see the dread, the horror of the unknown, echoing through her as a distant memory from her past rumbled through her like a torrential storm.




  For those same passionate words, the cry of sympathy was spoken years earlier by other officers when she was told of her husband committing suicide, leaving her with their twin boys and unborn daughter. Now there was the sadness and sorrow, the tear stricken grief of a mother lost in misery after being told her 28-year-old son was dead, murdered in cold blood. He was the victim of a domestic homicide.




  To think of the pain she felt at that moment disturbs me, even a year later. I am sure that the sanity of it all crashed down upon her like an unbearable wave of hopelessness, becoming worse with trepidation and confusion as Detective Pols spoke those ill words of grief and sorrow to her. His voice soft, yet firm, caring, yet stern, as he told her that Jeff, her first-born, her baby, had been stabbed in the neck and that her son was forever gone. Only to follow those words of grief with even more distraught and horrendous news. Informing her, they also believed the monster that killed him, the abuser that took her baby from her, was his very own girlfriend.




  I can only imagine the heaviness she felt in her heart as her mind raced with images of her fallen son. Her legs weakened with each passing thought, buckling to the strain, succumbing to the devastating heartache and fury as her mind continued to race through all the recollections, all the past happy memories, shattering through her like shards of broken glass. Falling to the floor, lost in an inferno of sadness mixed with hate, confusion mixed with loss, of outright horror and shock. It pains me to think of it now, that moment, those seconds, those breaths, after hearing those words of loss and death.




  My mother Roxanne told me that they came to her in this way. Leaving her in complete shock, leaving her to reach out to those she could count on the most; reaching out to her family, her sisters, who came ever so willingly, ever so lovingly to her aid.




  Jeff & Jason




  “Cut of the same cloth,”




  From the time they were born, Jeff was always half of a group known as “the twins,” in my extended family, his brother Jason being the other part of that dynamic duo. Never did anyone ever ask where Jeff was without finishing that sentence with an “and Jason,” nor was there a Jason without a Jeff. Even after they became adults, moved out, and lived separate of each other, they were still referred to as “Jeff and Jason,” or “the twins” whenever we had a family get-together or saw one without the other in passing.




  From the moment they were born; the moment they both took breath upon this world, they were one of the same soul, both of the same mind and being. Both cut from the same cloth, both brothers and friends. Never was there a closer bond between the two for any other than their twin and never, at least not really, would one betray the other. They were like the day and the night, thunder and lightning, they were brothers unlike most others.
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