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To all my brothers and sisters here on earth and in heaven.

I love you all.


No one born of God makes a practice of sinning, for God’s seed abides in him, and he cannot keep on sinning because he has been born of God.

JOHN 3:9
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Introduction


When most little girls play house, they might imagine two happy parents with several well-behaved children, pretty rooms, flowers in the yard, and a white picket fence near the sidewalk. Me? I just wanted parents who could stand to be in the same room with each other.

You’ve probably seen me on television on the A&E hit reality program Dog the Bounty Hunter. I am Dog’s daughter, Baby Lyssa. A lot of people think that Beth Chapman, Dad’s wife, is my mom, but my dad and biological mother divorced before I entered kindergarten.

My life since then has been a roller coaster of highs and lows. Drugs and gang rape were interspersed with fun-filled trips to the beach with my family. Neglect, poverty, and teen pregnancy were balanced with my love for school. Racial hate crimes and sexual abuse were the norm one day, while joy and laughter filled the next.

As you may have seen on TV, my family is a complicated one. We often have strong differences of opinion and find ourselves at odds with one another. In particular I find that my relationship with my stepmother, Beth, is especially challenging. We are two very different people, but we make it work because the relationship is important to both of us.

In recent years I have also been able to see my dad as a person separate from him being my father. That’s a perspective I think most grown children find eye-opening, and I am no exception here. My dad is not perfect, but no dad, no person, is. Dad has his own challenges, but I also know that he does the best he can—which usually is pretty darn good.

I hit rock bottom at the tender age of seventeen, an age when the biggest concern of most girls is the color of their prom dress. Instead, I was living in the cold Alaska climate in a car with my toddler daughter. I point no fingers here; that’s just how life was. As a child, I so desperately wanted to grow up that I made many adult choices far before I was ready. Getting my life back together was a tremendous challenge, but it is by far the best thing I have ever done for myself and for my girls.

But I found that getting clean and sober, becoming a responsible parent, and pursuing a job that I love did not necessarily mean that life was all sunny. My beloved older sister, Barbara, was my best friend but she died tragically, far too young, in a car crash, and her death sent my world spinning. At twenty-one I married the man I thought was the love of my life only to find myself in an abusive situation. During all this I had been a regular on the show for several seasons and my life was an open book, open enough that I gave birth to my second daughter on camera in front of millions of people.

You might say that when I was young I was a kid who was out of control, and in many ways I was. I do take responsibility for all of my choices, good and bad. But I was also a child of neglect, a little girl with few boundaries or adults to guide me. Interestingly enough, from my youngest days I always knew that God had something better in store for me, that He had a better life waiting for me. And you know what? I was right!

Despite my challenges I look upon my life as a love story, for when all is said and done, I know that my mother and dad both love me and I love them. I love my daughters, my brothers and sisters, and the rest of my family, but I also love who I have become.

I have found the popular saying “If God brings you to it, He will bring you through it” so true, for I could not have gotten this far without His love and guidance. I can now proudly say that I embrace my life, all of it, and I look forward to helping guide other young women through their own troubled times. Keep reading and you’ll learn all about it.

LYSSA CHAPMAN

January 2013



One


★

A Fairy Tale

Friday, February 20, 2009, was the most perfect day of my life. Not everyone gets to be married on national television on a beach in front of a beautiful Hawai’ian sunset. But I did. I was head over heels in love with my new husband, Brahman (Bo) Galanti, and more than two hundred friends and members of my extended family were there to support me.

On that day my family showered me with all the love I ever could have wished for. More than two hundred people showed up to celebrate as Bo and I exchanged the vows we had written. My wedding gown felt like something a princess would wear, and I was as giddy with excitement as any bride could be. When our family pastor, Tim Storey, pronounced us man and wife I was probably the happiest girl in the world.

Nothing could dampen my exuberant mood on my wedding day, not even the fact that I had made none of the decisions a bride usually makes. Choosing the flowers, invitations, and color scheme, even deciding on the kind of cake that was served—all of those decisions were made by my stepmother, Beth, and the production crew of my dad’s reality TV series, Dog the Bounty Hunter. Normally I would have strong opinions about the details of my own wedding, but I was just so happy to marry the love of my life that I allowed Beth and A&E to make all of the decisions. They arranged for the wedding to be at Lanikohonua, a historical beachfront site in Ko Olina on the Hawai’ian island of Oahu.

My bouquet was a large fragrant mix of calla lilies and cascading blue flowers, and my dress was a gorgeous ivory silk by Demetrios with a plunging V-neck. Viewers of the show were probably unaware that I was fourteen weeks pregnant with my second child, as my dress was so well designed that it hid my small baby bump. I have made many mistakes in my life, and unmarried and unprotected sex were just two of them.

On my wedding day, however, I was thrilled about the idea of Bo and me parenting our new child together. All in all, I felt like I was in a fairy tale.

Fairy tales, however, are not all sweetness and light. They are riddled with darkness, just as my life has been. Snow White had to outsmart the evil queen. Little Red Riding Hood had to stand up to the big bad wolf, and Cinderella lived her formative years submitting to her oh so wicked stepsisters.

★

I was born Lyssa Rae Chapman II at General Hospital in Denver, Colorado, on June 10, 1987, a petite, blond-haired, green-eyed girl. I arrived at four forty-one A.M. and was named after my mother, Lyssa Rae Worthington Chapman. Lyssa, by the way, is pronounced as if it were spelled “Lisa.” In her youth, my mother looked very much like a curly-haired Barbra Streisand. When she met Dad, she had graduated from Rama Bible College and was newly separated from her husband, who was a preacher. Apparently she and my dad fell in love immediately. They were married after my mother’s first divorce was final in Estes Park, Colorado, on June 22, 1982, by an Indian chief who was also a judge.

My dad is Duane Lee Chapman, but you most likely know him as Dog the Bounty Hunter. There’s not much in his life that has not been told. From the Dog the Bounty Hunter television show, which has aired internationally in more than twenty countries, to his bestselling books, to the hundreds of interviews and media reports, much of Dad’s life is well known. Even though this is my story and not his, as Dog’s daughter much of his story affected me, especially when I was living with him when I was a child.

My perspective, however, may not be what you expect.

I love my dad, but he is not perfect. No one is. We all do the best we can, and Dad has had his own challenges. In addition to fathering a dozen children, he has served time in prison for a murder he didn’t commit, been a boxer, and been shot at more times than any of us can count. Now, as the “World’s Most Famous Bounty Hunter,” Dad has new hurdles in dealing with fame, a large family and staff, and in running several businesses.

Our relationship is beyond complicated, as is my relationship with my mother, but I love both of my parents more than words can say.

My early years were spent in Colorado, in a gang-infested neighborhood near Denver. I lived with my mother and dad in a run-down house that had been passed down through the family. There was graffiti on the cracked sidewalk and empty, burned-out houses across the street. With us lived my older sister and brother, Barbara and Tucker; my mother’s son by her earlier marriage, Jason; and two of Dad’s boys by one of his earlier marriages, Duane Lee and Leland. With six kids and a tiny house, we were often running wild out on the street. Everyone in the neighborhood knew we were Dog’s kids, however, so the gang members who loitered on our street didn’t mess with us. Even then, Dad was tough.

As the youngest child in this unusual household, I don’t remember much. I know I was carried a lot, and being held in the arms of my family members went a long way toward making me feel safe in a drug-infested neighborhood. I have been told that my mother and dad fought a lot. Tensions in our family ran high when bills came due and there was no money to pay. Plus, Dad was often out doing bail bonds or bounty hunting, so care for all six of us was mostly left to our mother.

With half a dozen children and not enough money to go around, anyone would be overwhelmed. That was my mother. She loved to party, and from the time I was very young I knew she drank. I learned very early in life that there is a huge difference between partying and actually going to a party. My mother had a lot to escape from, and during this time in her life alcohol was her diversion. Today she might have joined a support group, gone to counseling, or taken a yoga class, but back then she must have felt that alcohol was her only choice. Either that or the pull toward substance abuse overcame the need to find a healthier alternative.

When I was small I adored my older siblings, especially my sister, Barbara. She was almost exactly five years older than I was—her birthday was June 8 and mine was June 10, and we used to have combined birthday parties on the ninth that I looked forward to for months. Everyone came: family, neighbors, and friends. And though a lot of kids were there, I knew I was Daddy’s girl. Even through the roughest of times, I have always felt a special bond with my dad. I was his Baby Lyssa.

Dad wasn’t always there, however. Work kept him away a lot, and to be honest, tension at home probably did, too. Because of that, and because my mother was so overwhelmed, Barbara became a surrogate mom to me. As far back as I can remember I looked to Barbara for help and guidance. When we were still living with both of our parents, Barbara was often the one who made sure I had something to eat, who made sure I wore clothes that were at least somewhat clean, who comforted me at night when I’d had a nightmare. We were inseparable and I loved her with all my heart.

When I think about it I am amazed. Barbara at the time was just seven or eight. I look at my daughters, especially my older daughter, Abbie, who is nine as of this writing, and shudder to think of this beautiful little girl having to shoulder the responsibility that Barbara had at the same age. An old adage says that adversity makes you stronger, but sometimes I feel that too much of it just wears you down. Despite Dad’s best efforts, the Chapman family in the late 1980s and early 1990s was just that: worn down.

A marriage is hard to hold together in the best of circumstances. Eventually the constant poverty—and the fighting it caused—drove my parents apart. I can now also speculate on the effects of alcohol and drug use, and of marital infidelity. From what I can see, everything stemmed from the choices of whether to use drugs and alcohol, and whether to fight. I also sometimes wonder how many different kinds of mental illness, such as depression or bipolar disorder, have affected various members of my family and how much they have contributed toward our dysfunction and addiction.

Today I see my parents as two different people with different goals and aspirations. But all I knew then was that “Mom and Dad” had come to the end of their marriage. When I was two, my mother left us to move in with her mother and care for her ailing stepdad. Barbara, Tucker, and I stayed with Dad. Barbara and Tucker cried a lot for our mother after she left but I’d always had so many people around that I didn’t understand the concept of mother. I also didn’t understand the idea that a permanent split between two adults meant that one of them wasn’t coming back.

It wasn’t long before Dad moved Tawny Marie, his secretary and new girlfriend, into the house with all of us. I remember only bits and pieces of the separation and eventual divorce, but I remember liking Tawny, who eventually married my dad. Tawny was the one who served my mother divorce papers from my dad, even though I am not sure why my mother was at our house. It could be that she had dropped us off after a visitation. I’m also not sure what my dad was thinking, especially as I can’t imagine Dad doing it to deliberately hurt my mother. Maybe Tawny took it upon herself to fulfill the service so as to speed Dad’s divorce along. Or Dad may have been thinking of Tawny in her role as his secretary. Since Dad was in the business of bail bonds and knew how our intricate legal system works, he might have decided to have Tawny serve the papers so he could save money on a process server. Something like the plumber fixing his own sink. Do it yourself so you know it has been done right. My parents were divorced on November 20, 1991. I was four years old.

My strongest memory of that time, however, was the day my mother and Tawny got into a terrible brawl and knocked each other around as if they were bowling pins. Again, I am not sure why they were together, but it was essentially a bar fight. By the time they began pulling each other’s hair out, I had become hysterical. This violent behavior from the two women who were supposed to take care of me was terrible to witness. From them I learned that the way to solve problems was through disrespectful name-calling and, if that failed, physical violence.

Today I am twenty-five, and understand that, as a young child, I was given little guidance. I don’t mean to say that my parents didn’t love me. I know they did, even though when I was small I wasn’t always sure of it.

★

In the fall of 1992, when I was five, I started kindergarten and quickly came to love everything about going to school. Everything. Tawny always walked us to school, and in previous years we would drop Barbara and Tucker off, then Tawny and I would walk home. This year, however, I got to stay!

I loved meeting all the kids and making new friends, including my teacher, Mrs. Fox. Every day we had snack time, play time, and nap time, and I enjoyed the process of learning far more than you might imagine—especially for a girl with my particular family situation. For me, school was a safe place, an environment where I could be “normal,” and it was a place where no one knew of my troubles at home. I could even, for a few hours during the school day, forget about all the tension within my family.

Even then I had a vague awareness that other parents thought about Dad and Tawny differently than they regarded parents of most of my classmates—Dad’s career, the way our family was configured, even how my dad looked made him unique. When I was young, Dad had long hair worn in a kind of flattop mullet and was clean-cut. He was thin and so handsome that many of the other moms whistled at him. Plus, his suave, charismatic personality, combined with a crisp white shirt and black vest, made him impossible not to notice. Even though he was not yet a celebrity, there was never a time when he was shy and retiring. He has always known how to fill a room, even if he’s the only one in it. That’s also one of the many things I love about him.

I don’t know how blatant his drug use was at that time, but I do remember seeing drug paraphernalia around our home. I didn’t realize what it was or what the connotations could be—for me, it was just something else to wonder about, among all those other adult things that didn’t seem to have much to do with me.

Because my mother left when I was so young I didn’t have any strong memories of her. To be honest, I didn’t even think about her much. Tawny was the first of half a dozen or more women Dad would eventually wind up having close relations with—women who each lived with us at one time or another. I wasn’t really aware of the concept of a biological mother, so I called each of those women “Mom.” It seemed natural, since to me “Mom” was simply any lady we lived with for a length of time and who took care of us.

Sometimes Dad had two women he saw regularly at the same time. That became a big thing for me to wonder about. For example, for most of the time Dad was married to Tawny, he was also pursuing other women, including Beth Smith, who later would become another of my stepmothers. Beth is Dad’s current wife and starred along with Dad, two of my brothers, and me in Dog the Bounty Hunter. Beth first came into Dad’s life when I was two, about the same time my biological mother left. When the divorce came through and Dad married Tawny, Beth was still an on-and-off presence.

Dad initially met Beth when he bailed her out of jail for shoplifting and illegal possession of a firearm. Then Beth and Tawny became good friends. I remember several times when Beth came to our house when I was very young, including the Christmas after Dad and my mother separated. This was unusual, as other women rarely hung out at our house. Over the years the relationship between Dad and Beth grew until even a child as young as I could see that there was more than friendship going on.

This is why I became confused about the roles of women in the home and in society. When you have never experienced normal, it is hard to recognize it when you finally find it. The same holds true for an abnormal life. For example, when your parents are continually high, it is hard to think of that as being either a bad or an unusual thing. I just regarded it as being “what grown-ups do.”

As young as I was, I could see that Dad was making an effort to create a “normal” life for us, and even though he and Tawny fought just as my mother had fought with Dad, life was better when he stayed away from the partying lifestyle. During those times we went to church regularly and Barbara, Tucker, and I were able to develop our interests. For me it was dance. I so loved going to dance class. Dad really did want to give us the childhood he never had.

One of the people who helped Dad grow in life was the motivational speaker and author Tony Robbins. Dad had been going to and speaking at his seminars for several years. Dad often spoke to Tony’s audiences about his time in jail for a crime he didn’t commit, and how much Tony’s words and philosophy had helped him over the years. At about the time I turned six, Dad attended a ten-day Tony Robbins seminar in Hawai’i while our grandmother, Dad’s mom, watched us. Dad and Tawny had been married only a little while, but already it was on-again, off-again.

Dad fell in love with Hawai’i and did not return home to us until our initial two-week stint with Grandma had turned into more than a month. When he did return, he happily announced that we were moving to the Aloha state. I was still at an age where I had no concept of the enormity of change this move was going to bring. But the plane ride, the endless ocean, and the new house in a tropical paradise all represented such great challenges that they made life feel strange and unreal, even for a little girl growing up in the surreal fashion that I was.

Still, even if all of my life challenges so far were combined, they would not come close to the test my elementary school years would prove to be.



Two


★

New Identity, New Life

Hawai’i truly is one of the most beautiful places in the world, and I understand why Dad fell head over heels for it. I live on the island of Oahu, where the weather is perfect year-round and there is a lot to see and do. I love hiking and being able to take my kids to the beach every day. Between the beach, hiking up Koko Head (the headland that defines the eastern side of Maunalua Bay), the Makapu’u Lighthouse trails on Oahu’s east side, and the many waterfalls, Hawai’i has it all. For me, it is home.

But even paradise isn’t perfect. My move here when I was six taught me that people and life situations can mar what is otherwise ideal. For example, my brother Duane Lee did not move to Hawai’i with us. Instead, he chose to stay in Colorado with his girlfriend, and I missed him terribly. There were also many new things in my world, and most of my time was spent getting used to the warmer climate, the lush vegetation, and the unusual accents spoken by many of the people in Hawai’i.

Although English and Hawai’ian are the co-official languages of Hawai’i, I quickly learned that many Hawai’ian residents speak a broken form of English called Pidgin. Early Hawai’ian settlers and plantation workers influenced Pidgin by the many different languages they spoke. Eventually Pidgin was used outside the plantation, kids learned Pidgin from their classmates, and over time it became the primary language of most people in Hawai’i.

For a young, newly arrived Hawai’ian like me, Pidgin was very difficult to understand. For example, “th” sounds are replaced by “d” or “t” so that becomes dat, and think becomes tink. An “l” at the end of a word is often pronounced “o” so people becomes peepo. And an “r” after a vowel is often dropped, so letter becomes letta.

In addition, the intonation of Pidgin is much different from traditional American English. Instead of the tone of a person’s voice rising at the end of a question, for example, as it does in English, in Pidgin, it drops. I couldn’t understand most people when I got to Hawai’i, and I was soon to find that most people didn’t understand me.

When it was time for me to start school, I became very excited. I had loved kindergarten and expected more of the same at my new school, President Thomas Jefferson Elementary School, just a few short blocks from the beach in beautiful Waikiki. I wasn’t disappointed.

For school, Tawny made sure that Barbara, Tucker, and I dressed in clean, stylish clothes and that our hair was immaculate. Not every seven-year-old gets a perm, but I did. Other than having difficulty understanding people, life in Hawai’i that year was wonderful. Dad’s bail bonds business was thriving, and we were living the dream.

On New Year’s Eve that year Dad had a special treat for us. He rented a large, luxury car and we all piled in and drove down the main drag in Waikiki. Dad put the top down and pretended like we were the main attraction in a parade. He had that big Dad grin on his face and smiled and waved at everyone we passed. He even thought to buy a boatload of candy that we threw out to people. Dad knew how to make all of us feel special.

When we first moved to Hawai’i we all lived together in a studio apartment in downtown Honolulu in a high-rise complex called the Marina Surf. For several months Dad, Tawny, Tawny’s daughter, Nikki (who was about Leland’s age), Leland, Barbara, Tucker, and I all lived in that one room. All I remember about that place was how crowded it was. I was glad that as soon as he could afford it Dad moved us to a nearby two-bedroom apartment in the Waipuna complex on Ena Road in Waikiki.

That complex was very nice and had a swimming pool on the seventh floor. I remember Dad teaching me how to do a swan dive off the diving board there. There was also a huge koi pond on one side of the building, complete with gazebo, swans, lily pads, and frogs. The apartment manager used to pay Tucker and me a dollar for each frog we caught out of the koi pond and delivered to him. I remember getting up at six in the morning and going down to wade knee-deep through the pond in search of frogs. Tucker was a lot more successful at frog catching than I was.

Across the street from our new apartment was a seedy place called the Hostel. My dad and biological mother had been divorced for several years, but my mother had fallen on hard times and was pregnant, so Dad flew her from Colorado to Hawai’i and rented a room for her at the Hostel. It was a dirty, disgusting place then, and even today we bounty-hunt there a lot, so you can imagine the kind of people who lived there back then, but it may have been the only close place Dad could find or afford.

Visiting on weekends during this time gave me my first real memories of my mother. She would walk across the street to pick up Barbara, Tucker, and me, and the only thing Dad would say was, “Don’t let them watch Beavis and Butt-head.”

Beavis and Butt-head was an animated television series on MTV that featured two degenerate teenagers. It was totally unsuitable for three elementary school-age kids to watch, but of course that show was the first one we all turned on when we got to my mother’s. I remember that she enjoyed the show as much as we did; it was a guilty pleasure for all of us.

I also remember playing in the large, covered courtyard. The Hostel didn’t have apartments per se, just studios with a kitchenette and bathroom, so some of the residents often sat in the courtyard in front of their rooms and socialized.

A few months after my mother arrived my little brother Nick was born. Even though Nick is technically my half brother, that term was never used in our family. We never used the word “step” either—not for grown-ups, and certainly not for sisters and brothers. But with all the blending of moms and siblings, we all knew that there was only one dad.

When Nick was a few months old, he and my mother moved back to Colorado, and it was several years before I saw her, or Nick, again.

★

During this time Dad and Tawny were still having marital problems, so after I finished school that year Tawny and all of us kids moved to the island of Hawai’i, also known as the Big Island. Tawny apparently knew someone there and could also write bail bonds for Dad without having the tensions of day-to-day togetherness.

Our new home was in Kailua-Kona, on the western coast of the island. At the time Kailua-Kona was quite rural. I was looking forward to a great year at my new school, Kealakehe Elementary, but I was in for a surprise. On my first day, I realized I was the only white kid there. As far as I could tell, all of the other kids were of Hawai’ian, Samoan, Filipino, Chinese, or Japanese descent—everything but Caucasian. Immediately I discovered I was an outsider. The other kids kept calling me “haole,” which on the surface means white person, or foreigner. The word is also derived from hā‘ole, meaning “no breath.” Years ago, when foreigners to the island did not know to use the honi, a Polynesian greeting of touching nose-to-nose and inhaling or sharing each other’s breath, some native Hawai’ians described them as breathless. The implication is not only that foreigners are aloof and ignorant of local ways, but also that they have no soul or life within. But on top of that, it was the derogatory way the word was said that made me feel so bad inside.

In Colorado I had friends of many colors, and the shade of a person’s skin was not important to me. It never had been and still isn’t. Here, however, the kids were teaching me that many people of Hawai’ian or islander descent were mean inside. It was a terrible lesson to learn. Fortunately, I have since found that is not true and have actually found native Hawai’ian and other island people to be some of the best people on the planet.

In second grade, though, I was terrified to go to school. When I walked into the building each morning I knew that during at least one point during the day one or more of my schoolmates would push me hard into the dirt. Then, at lunch, no one ever wanted to sit with me, “the white girl,” so I either sat by myself or ate outside with a teacher. I felt so alone. No matter what the activity, the other kids excluded me, and this made me sad and insecure.

At recess we sometimes had organized activities, such as King of the Hill. Instead of a fair game, though, this was more like an open invitation to my classmates to pound me into the ground. At other times I stood at the edge of the playground and watched everyone else have fun. The swings were always full with children who were shrieking with joy, while other kids paired up to play tetherball, which was the hot thing back then. If I tried to participate, kids called me names, jeered, taunted me, and sometimes even punched me. Barbara and Tucker, who were old enough to be in middle school, received regular beatings for being white, so I guess I was lucky.

To make matters worse, it wasn’t just the kids. In the classroom, my teachers, who I still had difficulty understanding, were mean to me as well. I clearly remember sitting in class one day when the teacher singled me out and put the blame on me for all the white people who stole Hawai’ian land more than a hundred years earlier. I was a seven-year-old child. I was no saint, but how could I possibly have been responsible for that? All of this combined to send me home every day in tears.

I soldiered on, however, and tried to find positive things to look forward to at school. Once we had a special day where we were going to play outside and eat traditional Hawai’ian food. I was particularly looking forward to trying maunapua—I wasn’t sure what it was, but I had overheard some of the other kids talking about it as it if was a big treat. I couldn’t wait to try it! I didn’t know that maunapua is Pidgin for the Hawai’ian word mea’ono-pua’a, or pork cake—a warm patty of baked white bread filled with fatty pork meat. All the other kids thought it was wonderful, but it really was the most disgusting thing I had ever put into my mouth. It tasted terrible and I was so disappointed that my much-awaited treat turned out to be something I disliked that I cried and cried. My tears over the maunapua only proved to the other kids that yes, I really was weird.

At home I was able to let my feelings out fully. Tawny had always been very affectionate toward me, and I really loved her. Barbara also gave me advice, and I took a lot of solace from my dolls. As early as I can remember I loved playing with dolls. I’d dress them up for tea parties, rock their babies, and give them all the love I could. It was a nice, safe distraction from the anxious hours I spent at school.

I also loved going to church and listening to Pastor Jeremiah Hoaeae preach. While Dad rarely, if ever, went to services, he made sure all of his kids were there every Sunday morning. And even though I was far younger than the other kids, I had been on many retreats with this church’s youth group. On Sunday morning I was always the lucky girl who was trusted to change word sheets on the projection screen for the opening songs of worship. Unlike school, at church I felt accepted.

School life finally delivered me a gift, though. One day out of the blue, a large Samoan girl in my class named Emma sat down next to me and we became friends. I have no idea why she chose to sit by me, or why she reached out to befriend me, but I cannot express what her friendship meant to me. It was everything.

After Emma and I became friends she protected me from my classmates, and my fear of being beaten and ridiculed lessened. I now had a partner to play tetherball with and someone to sit with at lunch. In class, when we paired up for projects, I was no longer the last chosen or the odd person out. Instead, Emma’s eyes would meet mine, and in that secret language of togetherness we’d silently agree to work as a team. Life after Emma was so much better. I had an ally, a friend. When we moved away a year or so later I lost touch with Emma, so, girl, if you are reading this, please contact me! I’d love to reconnect with you.

At about this same time Tawny hooked up with people she shouldn’t have, and they were a bad influence on her. At this point life slowly began a descent that would take me ten years to pull out of.

The first big change this brought into my life began the day of a parent-teacher conference. The morning of the conference I made sure my school desk was tidy and all my papers were neatly aligned. Tawny was going to meet with my teacher that afternoon, and I knew how much Tawny would appreciate my clean desk. I loved Tawny and wanted her to be proud of me. But when I got home after our early dismissal, Tawny was backing out of our driveway with Nikki and all of their clothes in the car.
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