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CHAPTER 1
Adverse Childhood Experiences



When I was young, I waited for
someone 10 ask me what I wanted
{0 be when I grew up.

Bui no one did.
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Many mornings before we went
off 10 school Dad would line
us up 1o let us know who was
the enemy de jour.

Oh Johnny, Please
stop. You aré
frightening the
children.

Constantly jingling
coins in his pocket.




Children who grow up in dysfunciional
families can fit ihe classifications of

‘!

hero, scapeqoal, clown, and the silen
one. My older sister and brother 100k
furns being the hero and scapegoat. |
was the clown and my younger sister
was the silent one.
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[ have a few memories before age five, bui the first day of
kindergarien is vivid. There were three of us kids and it
was about three months before we moved from Richmond
Annex, California 10 Lafayette, California. Mom was nine
months pregnani with my younger sister and she was
rushed 10 cook breakfast and make lunches for my siblings.
I remember a lot of tension and I wondered why my dad
was still sleeping. Didnt he have 10 be af work? Everything
seemed more imporiani than my first day of kindergarten.
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| tarther into the suburbs. Dad was making a good salary as a

We quickly oulgrew that house in Richmond Annex and moved

research chemist and my parenis bought a new house in the
white flight area of Lafayette forly minutes away.
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Shouting, pleading, and fighting came from my
parents’ bedroom al night. It scared me and [ wanied
1o make sure my mom didn’t die.




So I gathered myself up, climbed out of
bed and knocked on my parents’ door.

[ said I had a nighimare.




Mom always made sure that I slept on her
side of the bed away from my dad.
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I really believed I stopped the fighting.




My sister recently fold me a story about one
night when my brother was 12 or 13.

N He woke up in the middle of the night
{0 hear my parenis fighting.
\\ yp gniing







2 & -._-
n*’ .
-

”0h Billy, go
back 10 bed.

Dad was shocked into stopping, but Mom’s
response musi made him feel fell so
dismissed, so unseen, and unheard.




[ always thought if I could smile broadly
enough or tell good jokes I could keep a lid
on my dad’s erratic and violent behavior.




