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CHAPTER 1 


Honor killings, incest, domestic violence, molestation, forced marriages, rape, genital mutilation, sexual slavery, child brides—its enough to make a girl climb back into her mother’s womb at birth. What kind of world allows the majority of its women to experience such horrors? 

One that needs more women’s voices to be heard. 

For this reason, I am sharing my story with you.   


I’ve shit on myself more times than I can count. The first few times it was a big deal. I won’t say I’ve gotten used to it, because it’s not something you could ever get used to.  I just clean myself up and try not to dwell on it. If I really thought about it, I’d lose my mind and wouldn’t be able to survive out here. There is something so soul-crushing about wiping your own feces off your body, and hand washing it out of your drawers.  No amount of pumps from the soap dispenser can wash away the image of it from your mind.  There just isn’t an available bathroom when you sleep in empty lots, and parking garage stairwells, waking up between 2 and 6am having to take a serious dump.  Not having control of what and when I’m getting food makes having to go at odd times inevitable.  I’ve tried not drinking or eating anything past 6pm, but there is not always food available before that time, and you need those calories when you spend most of the night shivering. The worst part is, I’m always almost to somewhere I could use a bathroom or waiting those last few minutes before a place with a bathroom opens when the dam bursts; my bladder just gives out from all the pressure of holding it for so long. The so-called food that I’ve had to eat to survive has caused me to experience the entire spectrum of bowel troubles-indigestion, constipation, nausea and diarrhea in varying levels of intensity-sometimes all in one day.  I am so grateful that though my diet consists largely of  partially hydrogenated oil, high fructose corn syrup, monosodium glutamate, and fd&c yellow #4) I’ve been forced to ingest I have not gotten sick. This one shelter where I go to get food must have a different nutrition chart cause cookies, rolls, crackers and breadsticks isn’t a balanced meal-though that’s what you’ll find being served in different combinations on any given day. 

I’m always hungry, because I spend the entire day walking-from one place for food, to another to wash up, another for quiet to read and yet another to sleep.  Reading helps keep me sane.  Reminds me of the possibilities. My feet are covered in blisters, in different stages of healing-fresh, red, angry, swollen with fluid, dried bloody patch, or brown, hard and lifeless, waiting sadly to fall off.  The ones under the skin that look like a bruise are the most excruciating, but I have learned to ignore the pain. Washing my feet daily still results in yellow and brownish stained socks cause my blisters are constantly oozing and drying simultaneously.  It’s been a challenge to maintain my appearance having to rely exclusively on public bathrooms every time I need to brush my teeth, wash my face, wipe down my armpits, or as I mentioned earlier, take a dump. Yeah I’m tired of wearing the same clothes all the time, but you’d be surprised how unbearable just a couple of outfits can be when you have to carry them around on your back everywhere you go. There is no reason to walk around with a foul smelling body or filthy clothes just because your on the streets, but I understand what makes people give up. It’s just so tiring.  I don’t have a choice. I can’t look homeless.  It makes me a target.  I get angry when people trying to “help” me suggest going to a shelter.   It would be better if they just said nothing.  Shelters are in many ways more treacherous than being on the streets. Friendly, helpful and compassionate are not adjectives I would use to describe people that work at shelters either.  I’ve had food snatched out of my hands, been shoved, harassed, yelled at, and had money and valuables stolen-and that’s just the workers. 

Some days I wish I had the courage to end it all and take my life, but there is still a part of me that believes I can get out of this situation somehow, that I have a purpose beyond this pathetic existence, beyond the pain and suffering that led me here.   Those first few days being on the street, everything was new, and it was easy to remain positive and keep some hope intact. Once the days turned into weeks it began to seem like I’ve been on the street forever and that I’ll never get off. Little by little I stared to unravel, until finally…..I cracked.  I’ve cracked a few times now.  Its necessary to unload all the fears, worries and hurts that accumulate each day from time to time in order to manage to carry the next batch. If I didn’t let myself crack now and then, I’m sure I’d breakdown in a way I couldn’t recover from.  That’s what scares me the most.  Terrifies me actually.  Because there are people I see everyday that have lost it and I wonder how many fears, worries and hurts I am away from becoming one of them. 




CHAPTER  2 


 In order to understand how I got here, you must know about the experience that has impacted me more than anything else in my life. You must know about the cult.  

I’ve spent the last few years in a bleak settlement that people have the nerve to call a “community”. 

 I had a name once, and identity, an actual life. That was such a long time ago, so foreign from my recent experience and current existence, it might as well have never happened.  I have struggled my hardest to hold on to the memories, the person I was before, but I’m too far gone.  I’ll have to have been away from that place for a long time before I will be able to shed all that’s been imposed on me. 


 I’ll never forget the day we went to the ‘Apostles of The Mighty One’. The spaces between the houses got wider and wider as my father drove, until there was nothing but trees for miles.  My mother talked about the small village in Western Massachusetts we were going to like it was heaven the entire time.  A campground in the middle of nowhere with no electricity would never sound like a good idea to me.  They had only told me about their decision for us to come live here yesterday, but I think the eviction notice jammed in the door two days earlier had something to do with how great she thought the place was.  It had only been a week since she had lost the baby girl that had eaten, breathed and kicked inside her for nine months.  We buried her three days after she entered the world.   They told me we were going to live with the Apostles until my father could get back on his feet and find a new job.  Six months to a year. That’s it. To a kid, six months to a year might as well be ten years. 

Three hours, and fifteen minutes driving on a dirt road that curved through the thickest patch of forest I had ever seen, we reached a rusty iron gate. There was a huge wall surrounding the property so you could not see how big it really was. Outside the wall there was a large cottage with a smaller cottage on each side. We were met at the gate by Serene, the woman who had befriended my mother when she was in the hospital. She wore floor-length A-line long sleeved dress with a high collar and what resembled a full-length apron over her dress and black leather oxford shoes. The most striking thing about her appearance was that her head was completely bald. She instructed us to follow her to the first one of the smaller cottages. There was a man standing in front of the second small cottage and he motioned for my father to go with him. There was a group of women who served us food and told us stories about how the Apostles saved them in one way or another, like an endless infomercial. 

My mother seemed to be enjoying the company of the women.  I comforted myself with the fact that we would only be there for six months to a year.  Once we had all eaten and each woman had told her version of why the Apostles of The Mighty One was the best place on earth, they took us outside to help us “part with our worldly life”, which really just meant getting rid of anything we had that was nice, valuable or that we liked. All our clothes except undergarments, our TV, movies, videogames, board games were thrown into a pit and set on fire.  I didn’t see the point of packing all that stuff just to destroy it all as soon as we got there.  

The flames licked the sky, as we watched things that took years to accumulate reduced to ashes.   Serene interrupted to take us to the big cottage.  There was a large round woman sitting in a chair against the wall. As soon as she saw us, she stood up and grabbed a pair of scissors.  Which one of you is first?  I hid behind my mother. She was the one who wanted to be here.  I had no idea we had to get our hair cut off?! That’s not a small detail. It was bad enough we had to wear the same outfit Serene was wearing, but bald? Serene gave us three sets of uniforms and one pair of shoes.  The round woman who called herself Gertie hacked away at my mother’s hair as if she was ridding her of a life threatening disease. Lots of women looked especially stunning without hair; unfortunately Gertie’s intention was to keep my mother from being included in that group. When Gertie was finished, she spun my mother around in the chair the way a stylist would to reveal a head full of bouncy curls or a sleek blow out to their client after hours of hard work. My mother looked somewhat deflated, but brightened when the cutter praised her, saying how her inner righteousness had manifest in the physical form, and what a great mother she was. Gertie motioned for me to get into the chair. I never liked my mother telling me what to wear, and now someone I didn’t know was telling me not only what to wear and but also what to do with my hair. I did not move from where I was standing. This just didn’t feel right, not to mention that Gertie looked scary. Scary like if she accidentally chopped my ear off and blood started squirting out of my head it wouldn’t faze her. Then I felt my mother’s hand on my shoulder, pushing me forward. I looked at my mother, the sadness from the death of my sister still eating her alive. She looked broken. As Gertie closed the gap between us, I bolted. I ran back out the cottage the same way we had come in. I got a good head start since they were both momentarily stunned and didn’t react fast enough to stop me.  I ran down the tree-lined dirt path for what seemed like miles then cut through the woods. I made it to another private road which eventually led me to the main road. I didn’t know where I was going, but when I got the urge to run, I didn’t think ahead to where I was running to. I just had to get away from there. I stood along the weeds on the side of the road for hours before I saw a truck. It was an older man, who appeared to be in his late 40’s. He slowed down, stopping to ask if I was okay and if I needed him to call the police. He had a kind smile, but when I looked over his shoulder, there was a bloody deer in the back of his pick up truck.  Did you hit a deer…by mistake? Nope, I shot it, he announced proudly.  Okay bye, I said, turning to walk away. He said something else to the back of my head, but I just looked straight ahead, pretending not to hear and kept walking. After what seemed like hours, and no more cars appeared, reality began to set in.  Even if I did get a passing driver to give me a ride, where would I go? Everyone that I knew would just take me back to my parents, and I wouldn’t be able to survive on my own. I had to go back.  
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