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THÉRÈSE’S STORY 
  

The effect of domestic violence against women is different for everyone. 

Although we may have some of the same hurts and long or short-term 

realities, there are many ways and methods of domestic violence. There's one 

method of domestic violence that is a little different for some people. It's not 

the physical beatings; it is more of a brain game. The things abusers say and 

do constantly leave a message in your brain that could be disastrous. 

 Growing up I was one of those victims, our home was very difficult and the 

things that happened were horrible, but those which affected me the most 

were mental abuse. Every day of my life I was told I was “dumb, stupid, 

ugly, and no one would ever want me.” 

 When you're consistently given that message, by your father, as the years go 

on your sense of importance and intelligence disappear. It feels like being 

punched in the stomach. 

 When you're trying to live a regular life, going to school or later getting a job 

or finding someone that you want to marry one day it all seems hopeless. You 

have no belief in yourself and therefore that plays out day after day in many 

ways. I even had teachers who talked to me like I was stupid. I guess I was so 

quiet back then and I had not even an ounce of belief in myself. 

 I saw some of what my mother went through, but never knew the extent of 

the horror she was living daily. 

 When I was in the fifth grade, and had not been told the man I thought was 
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my father, wasn’t, I found a hospital document with a different name on the 

line of father and my stepfather’s name was handwritten over it. I found out 

my mother had been married to my real father for three years. When I was two 

months old my birth father died of a heart attack at 25 years old. 

Times were hard so we moved back with her parents and six brothers. Her 

family arranged her next marriage. I didn’t learn until years later that she had 

hidden a box of pictures of her and me in my father’s arms. It was then that I 

learned my stepfather found the box and destroyed everything. 

I'm not sure what my grandfather was like at that time. Later, I really started 

realizing maybe he in some ways abused my grandmother. He treated her like 

she was a slave and had no life of her own. She was a wonderful, caring 

person and I'm so glad that I got to see that side of her after my grandfather 

passed away. 

 As years progressed, and four siblings joined the family, we didn’t see the 

physical abuse to our mother, although sometimes at midnight my stepfather 

would come into my bedroom, my sister was still sleeping, and he would grab 

me out of bed and push me out into the area near the kitchen where he had an 

iron frying pan and would chase my mother and I out of the house saying he 

was going to hit us. 

 For the most part, I think he had perfected mental abuse. In addition, he 

perfected getting a job and then quitting, not paying bills but spending money 

on himself. He would get a job then he'd pretend he was going out to work, but 

he had quit the job. 

  I was the oldest and we didn't have any money so every time the phone 
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rang, I hated it because I was the one that had to answer it. I always knew 

there was a person trying to collect money because he never paid the bills. He 

had perfected spending money on himself…not food or care for his family. 

 I did get a part in the senior play at high school only because I had a teacher 

that was loving, caring and saw something in me that nobody else saw. I won 

the award for the year, but my stepfather would not let any of the family come 

to see me. It’s not the same as a bruise that everyone can see and it doesn't 

bleed outward of your body, but it hurts like hell inside and it bleeds inside like 

a rushing body of water. 

 A few years after high school, I met a young guy, and I was so surprised that 

he would want to date me. After two weeks of seeing him, my stepfather said, 

“If he doesn't ask you to marry him within the next week, you're not ever going 

to see him again.” I remembered my stepfather telling me I was dumb, stupid, 

and ugly. 

I don’t know why God came into my life at that time, but I am so grateful. I 

did keep seeing that young man and we did get married a year later. 

 Back then I wasn't smart enough to watch carefully to see if there was 

anything like my stepfather in him, but God took care of me. He was the most 

wonderful individual that ever could have come into my life. He was a 

wonderful husband and as years went on, he was an amazing father. I thank 

God every day of my life for that gift. We were married 47 years and had three 

children. Fourteen years ago, God decided to take him home with Him and at 

first, I was very hurt, but I realized God had given me that gift when I needed it 

the most and I was very grateful. 
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 We need to educate our young people now more than ever; they're getting 

far too many wrong messages from TV and movies. We are setting them up for 

years and years of horrible experiences. We need to teach them young, show 

them what to look for in a true relationship so they and their children can be 

protected. 

 My mother lived to be 90 plus years old. My stepfather left her and their four 

children for another woman. She was able to get a divorce and a priest helped 

her get an annulment. Several years later she heard from her high school 

sweetheart. She had been dating him before he joined the service. He came 

home and found out she had married. Years later they got back in contact 

with each other, and he became the dad that we didn't have when we were 

growing up. He was another gift from God and she lived happily with him until 

he passed away. She was given the gift of a happy marriage for years, with the 

love that she really deserved. 

 Even though it didn't hit me until many years later, I just had a feeling that 

God said I've got a job for you. Take your experiences, learn about all the other 

experiences that women go through. Then I want you to go out and educate 

the young people, make the people in the church realize what's going on in 

front of their eyes, and find a way to make sure everyone prays for the people 

that are experiencing this and that we are learning to keep it from happening to our young  

people. We don't need another generation of women that have 

had to go through what you or some of your mothers did. 

  I feel God is asking each of us to listen, learn, care, love, and pray. Make our 

prayers a reality. Help eradicate this horrible thing that happens to our sisters 
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and sometimes our brothers. There's a place for everyone; there's a job that 

each could do. Open our hearts and God will show us which part He wants us 

to do, whether it's a tiny part or a large part, anything will make a difference. 

 I could not have imagined how it would feel to know that anyone can make 

a difference to change someone's life! 

May God be in all hearts and actions …God bless everyone. 

 

 


