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The Beginning

As I sat down to write this story about my life, I had to think a long time about how to start my story. Should I write it in the third person about someone, who might not be me? Or should I write it in the first person?

Obviously I chose the first person. So let’s get to know each other. I’m Lisa and I’m 30 years old. And my life is glorious.

Now.

It wasn’t always this way. There was a time when my life was a complete shitheap. There is no other way to describe it. I was a tiny child and all alone in the world. 

I don’t mean that I was the only person in the house - but the fact is, it would have been better if I had been. Even when I was four years old, I could feed myself. Sure it was cereal with milk and lots of sugar. I learned early that you cannot substitute water for milk on cereal so when there was no milk in the house, I just ate it dry.

Mom was there, kind of, and when she was good, she was very very good. But Mom loved her pot. She would sit at the kitchen table and let the dirty dishes pile up around her and smoke cigarettes and do crossword puzzles or play solitaire for hours and hours. Some of her cigarettes were marijuana laden. 

She was happy and sang to herself a lot. Especially if we didn’t interrupt her solitaire game. She could get pretty bitchy if things got on her nerves.

Dad was pretty cranky just as a general rule. He’d come home from work and throw a temper tantrum at all the dirty dishes and no supper and Mom would say, “Oh shut up and drink your beer.”

I had a brother, Len, who was three years older than me and I still hear the echo of Dad yelling for Len to look after me. Len would grab my wrist and yank me away from whatever I was doing.

I hated it when Len “looked after” me even then, but it got much worse.

I still don’t like to think about those days but I will because the point of writing about my childhood is to let you know that sexual abuse is a reality and comes in many forms.

 

You see, it was a kind of scary childhood and my big brother was my ally. Or that is kind of what I thought. Yep, this is me dancing around getting to the heart of the matter.

The heart of the matter? Yes, that describes it. Mom was soft and kind but distracted a lot. I used to hide out in Len’s room because he sheltered me in lots of ways. If for instance Mom or Dad ever came looking for us, they would focus on Len not me. So that made it safe.

When Len was eleven or twelve, he got angry. Not a one time getting pissed off kind of angry but a bone deep anger at the world.

And that is when it began.

 

 





Sexual Abuse

It was not a nice thing, the way Len started treating me. I remember scenes like the time he pushed me and sat on me and started feeling my boobs. They were just buds and a little bit painful and he mauled them and I cried and the more I cried, the more he handled me.
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