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I dedicate this book to the woman who forced me to look into the mirror and see the man I had become. 
If I didn’t, I would never have changed.

God blessed me with you so that I would be able to help others overcome this disease.
There will never be a day that I will stop loving you.
You hold the key to my heart and dwell within my soul.

You know who you are!



FOREWORD
A WORD FROM ZANE


When Harold first told me that he wanted to write a memoir about his experiences as an abuser, I was stunned. Not because I was not aware of domestic abuse. My book, Breaking the Cycle, deals with that very topic. However, I was surprised that such a humble, sweet-natured, excellent parent as Harold L. Turley II had abused someone. Then it made me think. The majority of the people who find themselves in these situations are not necessarily bad; they are dealing with issues that result in them lashing out verbally or physically and inflicting their own pain on someone else.

I am glad that Harold decided to write this book. There have been various books, both fiction and non-fiction, that were written about or by the abused. Rarely do we see one written by the person who victimized. It is a bold, heartfelt move and one that should not be taken lightly. Most abusers want to hide behind closed doors. They refuse to even admit that they have a problem. Even those serving prison time for domestic violence often deny their acts. Some may go through the motions of anger management and therapy while they serve their time, hoping to be paroled early. But even after all of that, the majority of them get released and abuse again.

Harold has faced his problems head-on and that is admirable. Hopefully this book will change someone. Hopefully this book  will land in the hands of the men (and women) that need to read it the most: those who do the abusing. According to the American Bar Association, approximately 1.3 million women and 835,000 men are physically assaulted by an intimate partner annually in the United States. Those are not small figures. If you know someone who is being abused, please at least attempt to help them out of their situation. If you know someone that is abusing someone, make sure you give them this book. All of us must stop turning the other cheek to what we witness in this life. Sure, we can say that it is none of our business but that is a complete cop-out. I will be the first to admit that oftentimes abuse victims will reject help in the beginning. They are scared. They believe that they deserve it because the same thing happened in their household among their parents during their childhood. Some do not believe that they have any choice but to hang in there and hope they do not end up dead. But it only takes going too far one time.

According to the United States Department of Justice, between 1998 and 2002, of the almost 3.5 million violent crimes committed against family members, 49% of these were crimes against spouses and 84% of spouse abuse victims were females, and 86% of victims of dating partner abuse were female. Males were 83% of spouse murderers and 75% of dating partner murderers and 50% of offenders in state prison for spousal abuse had killed their victims. Wives were more likely than husbands to be killed by their spouses: wives were about half of all spouses in the population in 2002, but 81% of all persons killed by their spouse. Again, I cannot stress enough how vital it is to reach out to others and save them. It can begin with this book.

Harold L. Turley II has come forward and laid out a plan for an abuser to A) accept what they are doing and B) prevent themselves from doing it ever again. Not to say that this book alone can change a person but it can spark them into seeking the therapy they so desperately need. No one sets out to become an abuser and most of them are ashamed of their actions. But with therapy, prayer, and a solid support system, it is possible to change. Harold is living proof of that. Thanks for giving this book consideration and thanks for spreading the powerful message.

Blessings,
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INTRODUCTION
BY HAROLD L. TURLEY II


I am writing this book in an effort to educate you on the signs, symptoms, and effects of abuse. I have lived a life full of abuse and because of it, those same abusive traits manifested within me without my own consent. I have been mentally and emotionally abused. I have been physically abused. I have been economically abused. I have even been spiritually abused. Not only have I endured these things, but I’ve also inflicted them upon others.

In our society, when dealing with any form of abuse, it is our initial reaction to help the person who is being abused. I do not disagree with this. However, what happens to the one who is committing the abuse? Who offers or provides help to that individual? Statistics say no one. So with that rationale, the person who is being abused gets help and can lead a healthy normal life. However, the person who commits the abuse doesn’t; it only enables him or her to abuse someone else. The cycle doesn’t stop until the abusive person gets help or is incarcerated.

Statistics also show that only ten percent of abuse cases are reported to the police, only ten percent. A record 20,992 cases of domestic violence were reported to police nationwide in 2007. If statistics are correct, out of these 20,992 reported cases of domestic violence, there were 188,928 cases that were not reported in 2007. This means only 20,992 men or women possibly will get help whether it is due to a judge forcing therapy or rehabilitation while incarcerated out of 209,920. This number is not acceptable.

This book was designed to offer help to 100 percent of men and women with abusive traits in an effort to try to stop this disease. My hope is that if you can see what I’ve gone through or what has happened within my life, it will make you take a look at your life and your actions. If you can see that you are traveling down the road to becoming abusive, hopefully together, we can pull the car over and stop you from going any further down that road of destruction.

This book was also designed for the men and women who are being abused. A lot of times, after we go through something so serious and severe, we isolate ourselves from society. I have found that a lot of times we tend to try to hold on to what has happened to us and not get the proper help we need in order to better deal with it. I am living proof of this. I also am living proof that if you continue with this way of thinking, the abuse will surely manifest within you, and you will, in turn, abuse someone else.

Some of you might ask, what are my credentials? What gives me the right to discuss such an important topic? Well, I’ll be the first to tell you, if you are looking for a piece of paper or degree to validate my qualifications, you will be looking for a long time. I don’t have one. I don’t have a Ph.D. in psychology nor any other schooling on the topic. I don’t work at a domestic abuse center or anything like that. What qualifies me to be able to speak on this are my life experiences. I’ve been on BOTH sides of the fence. I’ve felt the pain and effects of being someone who has been abused, as well as I’ve felt a different kind of pain after I, myself, abused someone else.

Let’s be very clear, up front. I am in no way making excuses of any kind for why people abuse others. I do not in any way, shape, or form condone this behavior nor do I think it’s acceptable. Every mistake that I have made in my life, I am in no way proud of it or boasting about it. However, let us also be clear that I do not regret any of the mistakes I’ve ever made, either. Regrets are mistakes that are not learned from. I have learned from my mistakes and that is my hope with this project. I hope that through my life, you can also learn from my mistakes so that you do not make the same ones. You may also see that you are the same person I was or that your spouse or partner is, and decide to get help.

Now after reading this, you might form your own opinions on my past mistakes and decide to never purchase another book I write. All of that is fine, but what I hope most is that you hear the message; you get the meaning behind the book. I pray that you allow yourself to open your mind and your heart to what is being said and then look at yourself in the mirror. Be honest with who matters most: YOU.

I will often reference the phrase “it’s mirror time” within each review chapter of each stage. Use that time to take a very good, long, and hard look at yourself and ask yourself is this me or is this happening to me? I can’t stress enough, please do not lie to yourself. This is for your benefit.

I’m not asking you to do anything that I haven’t already done. This book originated as a therapeutic attempt for me. Writing is my escape from the world. I was the one who had to stand in front of my own mirror and take a very good, long, and hard look at myself and the man I saw wasn’t me. I hated what I had become.

When I first started writing this, it started out as a way for me to express that hatred I had for myself. I wasn’t the man my grandmother wanted me to be. I wasn’t the man my mother wanted me to be. I was a vision of my past. I’d lost myself along the road of life and never even knew it. At that moment, I vowed to change. I didn’t know how or where to turn or even what steps to take in order to regain myself again.

So I did the one thing that I did know: I got on my knees and prayed. I asked Christ to help me deal with the issues and problems that He had placed within my life. I knew that He was taking me through this for a reason. I needed Him to help guide me to do His will. Only with Him would I have been able to get through what I was experiencing and learn the lessons He set forth for me to learn. Once I did that, I felt calm enter my soul and take over my spirit. I could feel that I was on the road to recovery. I was on the right path. I wasn’t on man’s path but yet the path Christ had designed for my recovery.

I took out my laptop and began to express what I didn’t like about me, where things had changed and where I felt I had started to go wrong. Page one turned into page seventy-five and within an instant a new journey had begun. As I read over what I’d put on paper, I realized that my story, my life experiences, might be able to help others. Especially other men, because we’ve seen the portrayal of abuse on TV over and over again, but the scene never changes. It’s always the man who comes home and beats his wife or girlfriend for no apparent reason or the jealous husband who takes his rage out on his wife. We stigmatize that with physical abuse.

We, as men, think that because that isn’t what we are doing that we aren’t being abusive to whomever we are with. That is wrong. That isn’t the only way to be abusive. So now we have a misconception of what abuse really is and we then continue to do what we feel as though we aren’t doing. This leaves our partners with emotional scars. It’s like a virus that spreads fast. Once we’ve implanted these emotional scars on our partners, statistics say when the relationship fails, they will then in turn do the same to their next partner.

Though there is no confirmed study that shows this behavior is inherited, I believe it is to a degree. My belief is that it’s a learned trait. It’s not passed down through blood but rather exposure to it. And if you don’t properly deal with the effects of being exposed to abuse at the onset, it will spread within your mind and become deemed as acceptable behavior. Not only by the person who is committing the abuse but in some cases the one who is being abused. Now they believe what they have endured is the other person’s way of showing love, which then scars them for future relationships. They think the abuse inflicted is love so that is what they look for in their next partner.

This is what I call mental baggage or luggage. Relationships are just like trips. When you go on a trip, do you leave without taking anything with you? No, you pack a bag or some type of luggage. It’s the same when you leave one relationship and go to the next. You take the baggage or luggage from that previous relationship into your new one. It could be something positive the prior person did that now has become the standard of your expectations in a relationship. Or it could be something negative that we characterize as love or him/her showing they care for us.

The negative baggage or luggage we take into our new relationships only hinders it and continues to take us further down the wrong path. Now your new partner is subjected to your mental baggage from the past relationship and is confronted with the same dilemma that you once were confronted with. If he or she doesn’t correct it at the onset, or they come to believe what you have done is love, the abuse only continues to spread.

The stories told in this book are not fiction. They are real stories of different things and events that have happened to me. These stories are a part of my history and my make-up. Some are very explicit in detail and some have brief profanity. I try to keep the profanity to a minimum as much as possible. Please use caution when allowing teenagers to read this. Some need it; others might not be mentally ready. But no one knows your child better than yourself. Use your own judgment when making that call.

I am a devout Christian and I believe that through Christ all things are possible so I do reference the Bible and its teachings within this novel. Please keep in mind, these are my beliefs and do not have to be yours. This book was not intended to change your religious beliefs. If you are of the same faith as I am, please read the scriptures used within the book as reference material you can use within your everyday life. But, I want it to be known that by no means am I trying to force my religion upon any of you.

I hope everyone who reads this book finds it as an instrument that you can use within your everyday life when dealing with your significant other. I hope through my experiences, mistakes, and triumphs you can learn from them to help your everyday life. I’m a true believer that it takes a village to raise a child and we are all God’s children. I am only doing my part within this village. I, by no means, am perfect but I strive for perfection. Every day I come up short but also each day I learn something new. I learn a new experience which in turn makes me a better man.

Before we can discuss a topic, we first must know what it truly means. There are three types of abuse we discuss within this book: emotional (mental abuse); economic; and physical (domestic abuse or domestic violence). The common word in each, however, is “abuse” or “abusive.” Webster’s Dictionary defines them as:

Abuse

[image: image] To put to a wrong or improper use

[image: image] Deceive

[image: image] To use so as to injure or damage

[image: image] To attack in words


Abusive


[image: image] Characterized by wrong or improper use or action: Corrupt

[image: image] Using harsh insulting language

[image: image] Physically injurious 



1st Stage
EXPOSURE


THE CONDITION OF BEING SUBJECT
TO SOME EFFECT OR INFLUENCE


CHAPTER 1

PHYSICALLY BEATEN BUT MENTALLY ABUSED

The school year was finally winding down. The anticipation of summer was building up within me. The hot weather, fun at the pool, and no homework filled my soul. I couldn’t wait. It wasn’t like I didn’t like school but I just needed a break from it. Today was a special day though. Today, we were having a half-day. I sat back and waited for 11 a.m. to roll around, for the bell to ring and for us to be dismissed to the buses. I was so ready to go.

This particular school week had been a very rough one for me. I’d recently gotten in trouble in class for going back and forth with a boy who I’d felt was disrespecting me. The usual teasing of a classmate was fine, but this was a little on the borderline. I still remember it as if it was yesterday.

“Harold, what do you plan on being when you grow up?” the teacher asked.

“Look at him, Ms. Adams, he isn’t going to be much,” Dwayne said.

“Shut up! I can be whatever I want,” I quickly responded.

“Dwayne, I wasn’t talking to you. I asked Harold. You will get your turn as well,” Ms. Adams said.

“I’m sorry, Ms. Adams.”

“Okay, fine. Now Harold, what do you plan on being when you grow up?”

“I don’t know, Ms. Adams. I like a lot of things. I’m really into the show Matlock though. I’d love to be just like him and get innocent people out of going to jail.”

“That’s a pretty good profession. There are a lot of very good defense attorneys in the world. What do you plan on doing in order to make sure that you can be that when you get older?”

“What do you mean?” I asked.

“Well, next year you’ll be going to middle school. That is where you need to start your preparation to become a defense attorney.”

“How is that?”

“Well, in order to become any type of lawyer you have to go to college and then law school. High school is what sets all of that up for you, and middle school is what prepares you for high school. So when you leave here next year, you’ll be starting your journey.”

“Harold will never get into college, Ms. Adams. He is too dumb for that. Matlock! He would want to be some old white guy. Maybe you should think about being an actor because that is the closest you’ll come to ever being any type of lawyer.”

“Dwayne, that is enough!”

“Fuck you, Dwayne!” I shouted out as I stood up from my desk.

“Harold!”

Dwayne stood up from his desk as I started to approach him.

“I’m sick of his damn mouth. He always has something to say.”

Ms. Adams quickly got in between both of us. She wanted to make sure the hazing didn’t escalate into anything further.

“Naw, move, Ms. Adams. Harold has something he wants to get off his chest.”

“Dwayne, go over there and sit down,” Ms. Adams requested. Dwayne didn’t move. He continued to stare me down. He knew he’d finally gotten to me and had me right where he wanted me.

“Dwayne, I said go over there and sit down.”

Finally he did as requested and went to the desk at the back of the class. Ms. Adams grabbed me by the arm and escorted me out into the hallway. Once we were out the door, she said, “Harold, I’m very disappointed in you.”

“I’m sorry, Ms. Adams. I’m just so sick of Dwayne always picking on me. I’m sorry but the longer I allow him to pick on me without standing up for myself, the more he is going to continue to do it.”

“You are right. He will continue to do it but how is that hurting you. He can say whatever he wants to say. That in no way affects your life. The minute you start to listen to what he says, then that’s when it starts to affect you. You know what you are capable of. You know what you can achieve and that is anything that you put your mind to. You are far more intelligent than this. Far more and I don’t want to see this happen ever again. Do you hear me?”

Still angry, I was reluctant to reply.

“Harold, do you hear me?” Ms. Adams asked again.

“Yes, ma’am.”

“I’m serious. I don’t want to see you act like this again. You are far too bright for this. Now because of the language you used, I will have to write you up. I’ll call your mom after school and let her know what happened.”

“Do you have to, Ms. Adams?” I pleaded.

“Harold, do you cuss around the dinner table at home?”

“Humph… what dinner table? We aren’t the Cosbys. I usually eat my dinner in the living room or in my bedroom.”

Ms. Adams couldn’t help but laugh. “Boy, I swear! What am I going to do with you? You know what I mean. Plus, if I let you use that language in my class and there are no repercussions, then everyone is going to think they can as well. I have to set the example and the standard of what is acceptable and what is not.”

“Okay, okay, but do you have to call my mom? She is going through enough as it is already, Ms. Adams,” I replied.

“Aren’t we all, and yes, I do need to call her. Plus, I need her to monitor your behavior at home. We need you to become that defense attorney when you get older, remember?”

“Yes, I remember.”

“Now, are you okay to go back to class or would you rather go sit in Ms. Hughes’ class until dismissal so that you can calm down?”

“I’m fine,” I replied.

“Well, I think you’ll be best in Ms. Hughes’ class.”

“Why would you ask me if you already had your mind made up on what I was going to do?”

“Because I can…now go ahead and sit down in Ms. Hughes’ class. I will have Jasmine come over and bring you your book bag and stuff. Think about what I said, too, Harold. The only thing that can ever hold you back in life is you and your temper. You can’t allow anyone to have that type of power over you.”

I SAT IN MS. HUGHES’ CLASS THINKING ABOUT ALL THAT MS. ADAMS HAD SAID. I knew she was right and knew I needed to work on my temper. It didn’t matter what Dwayne thought of me or what he had to say. He was nothing but what my grandmother called a road bump in life. They are placed on the road to slow you down, so you do as they are meant for. You slow down, but you continue to keep pressing forward to your destination. When you can understand the true meaning of a road bump, then you can appreciate its use and not look at it as something negative.

The dismissal bell rang and I headed to my bus. The minute I saw Dwayne sitting in the front of the bus, I should have not gotten on. He didn’t ride my bus. He lived in another part of the neighborhood that had its own bus, but instead of listening to my inner voice of reasoning, I decided to get on the bus. I would just ignore him and whatever he had to say.

Shockingly, during the ride home from school, Dwayne didn’t have anything to say. I sat in the back of the bus talking to my best friend, John, about our weekend plans. He was having a birthday party and I was hoping Ms. Adams’ call to my mom wouldn’t keep me from being able to attend. I always had fun at John’s house. It was my escape from the constant arguing I heard at home between my mom and her boyfriend.

We finally reached the bus stop and everyone started to get off the bus. The closer I got to the front, the more I started to realize everyone crowding around like a fight was about to happen. I knew I should have listened to my inner voice. They say a hard head makes for a soft ass, and I was the perfect example.

I’d been in plenty of fights so it wasn’t as if I was scared. You win some and you lose some, but as long as I stood up, then I’d be respected. If I won, of course I’d get more respect, but just by fighting, I’d get the respect that he knew I wasn’t going to run. If it was a fight he wanted, I was going to happily oblige.

I stepped off the bus and there was Dwayne patiently waiting for me.

“You had all that mouth in class; now you don’t have Ms. Adams to save you,” he said.

“Look, I don’t have time for this. You aren’t even worth it. What you think or have to say doesn’t even matter. You are irrelevant.”

“Fuck you, you lil’ bastard! You don’t even live around here. You walk your ass from here to the fucking projects like we are stupid. You and your retarded-ass best friend, and you have the nerve to talk.”

I could feel the anger boiling inside of me. The more Dwayne started to insult me, the more it would rise until walking away was no longer an option.

“Come on, let’s just go,” John said.

“Yeah, you and your retarded-ass friend need to head back home to the roaches.”

Before Dwayne could say another word, I’d swung. I’d punched him with a straight right hand to his mouth. He staggered back and the blood started to trickle down from his mouth. I was full of rage, so full of rage, I never saw the blindsided punches to follow from his friends helping him. The next thing I remember was being in the fetal position trying my best to cover my face. My body was badly battered from the kicks. My right eye was cut and closed shut. They’d really worked over me and my best friend also, as he tried to help defend me.

Dwayne was correct. We didn’t live in the same neighborhood as the other kids. John lived in the next apartment complex over. I lived a little further away. Though we all were on the poverty line in one way or another, I was a little more fortunate than them. My mother owned her own house. She wasn’t renting an apartment. I didn’t live in Dwayne’s apartment complex or John’s, but I chose to keep that to myself and allowed the kids to assume what they wanted. All they knew was that I didn’t live in their neighborhood, and in my mind, whose neighborhood I lived in was none of their business.

Once the dust settled and the beating was over, John helped me to my feet so we could head home. I could hardly walk, I was in so much pain. My eye was throbbing and I could barely see. I caught the brunt of the beating. John was bruised as well but not as much as I was. It was as if a point was trying to be made to me.

Once we reached John’s house, I couldn’t walk anymore. I needed to rest up. I was in too much pain. I thought maybe I needed to call my mom and let her know what had happened and say that I’d be at John’s house for a little bit. But then I thought against it. There was no telling if Ms. Adams had already talked to her, so she probably wouldn’t believe me until she got home and saw the evidence of the attack herself. Plus, it was still relatively early in the day since we had an early dismissal. It wasn’t as if she would be home anytime soon either. I could just stay until we regularly got off the bus and then head home. I’d still beat her there so it wouldn’t a problem.

I’d been through enough. I needed something to smile about. After an ass whipping like that, who wouldn’t need to? John and I played video games for the rest of the afternoon. It was just what I needed. I knew my mother would flip the minute she saw what had happened to me. She was an old-school mom. You didn’t put your hands on her child without hearing about it. I knew she’d want to go up to the school and talk to Dwayne, his parents and anyone else who would listen. And if any of them had a problem with it, then she would become their new problem.
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