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Prior to your 18th birthday: 

1. Did a parent or other adult in the household OFTEN ... Swear at you, insult you, put 

you down, or humiliate you? or Act in a way that made you afraid that you might be 

physically hurt?  

Yes, my father was very verbally abusive from a young age, and he was prone to rages that were 

laced with cuss words and put downs. He and my mother fought regularly over the financial 

burdens my physical ailments caused, and they ranged from my being pigeon toed as a baby, 

allergic to Rice dust and Pollen, under bite, IBS, and ADD. My father raged at me for not 

understanding what he wanted, cussed, called me worthless, a failure, an embarrassment, and the 

slang word for a woman's privates.  

My father talked down to me around others, sighed over slights that I never grasped, shamed me 

in front of my mother and sister, and on one occasion had my mother call a neighbor so I could 

apologize for gambling. After apologizing, he had my mom hold the phone while he beat me so 

that she could hear my screams and weeping of remorse. The next day, I returned the money, 

coins from playing "even or odd", and shamefully avoided the kids that had heard about it. NO 

matter where we were or what we were doing, my father found fault in what I did, vented at my 

stupidity, and cussed me when I cried from his attacks. I was hit so much, so often, that I was in 

constant fear from him, and shamefully used the bathroom on myself several times just hearing 

him scream. He raged so powerfully that his eyes bulged, spit flew from his mouth, and he shook 

with disgust. I don't remember a time when he was ever pleased, everything he saw was flawed 

and short of his standard, and he often reminded me what shaming the family name would cost 

me.  

When my sister and I were caught playing doctor at a young age, I was accused of rape or incest 

which made me both nasty and sick. Nothing happened, my body wasn't capable of it, but for the 

rest of my life he found ways to bring it up.  

When our beagles inbred and had deformed puppies, he blamed me for not keeping them 

separated. He had me put them in a box, crying and blind, and told me that they were what 

happened when a brother and sister had sex. They were doomed in their deformity, he said, and 

made me watch as he took the first by its back legs. I thought he might straighten them, know 

some fix, but it was a fool's hope knowing him as I did.  

Blood showered the snow as he slapped its little head against the cinder block wall around our 

well. Tossing its lifeless body at my feet, I wordlessly looked up in disbelief as he told me to do 

the rest. I watched them struggle, the cold biting, tears spilling down my face, begging him not to 

make me. He reminded me that he had told me to keep them apart, so this was my fault. I caused 

it, now I had to fix it. At first I tried not to do it too hard, but then realized I was only beating 



them up not killing them as he wanted. Sobbing, I swung and watched them paint the snow with 

my failure, then looked up to see him snort and walk away.  

As a young boy, my sister and I had a dog named Bear. She was a long-haired sheep dog that 

loved to run back and forth around the chicken coop, barking excitedly as they took flight, safely 

inside. Father had all kinds of chickens and turkeys in there, that I fed and watered as chores, and 

on weekends he would go stand and watch them. Well, we had gone on vacation to Florida with 

some friends of my parents, and when we returned the whole property was bathed in down 

pillow stuffing or so it seemed. The wind had scattered them everywhere, but nothing remained 

of their wearers or their plucker for that matter.  

Bear was hiding somewhere when we drove up, Dad in a rage as he looked at what was left of 

his birds. Shaking and eyes bulging, he told mom to get us in the house and keep us there. I knew 

when he went to the gun cabinet it was over and I joined my sister in pleading that she be spared. 

Mom could only tearfully hold us as he stomped outside, called for Bear, and cussed when she 

slipped by and into the carport under mom's car.  

Dad would never shoot her there, risking the bullet damaging the car, so inside he came and 

altered his plan. Going to the fridge, He got some lunch meat, a small sledge hammer, and told 

us to go to our rooms. Calling sweetly to her, dangling the meat far enough to expose, I saw the 

swing and yelp. Yet, he didn't stop, he never stopped, and peeking out the window I saw his arm 

rise and fall, blood splattering everywhere. Unable to go outside, I watched him use a water hose 

to wash away the blood, but no amount of calling brought her to me when I did get out. It wasn't 

until the sweet stench of rot, coming from the ditch, lead to her discovery. Head crushed, she had 

been tossed into the ditch close to where mom threw out scraps, discarded for displeasing my 

father. His brutal justice terrified me to my core, and I always believed when he punished me 

that I might end up the same way.  

 

2. Did a parent or other adult in the household OFTEN... Push, grab, slap, or throw 

something at you? or Ever hit you so hard that you had marks or were injured?  

Yes, I was pushed, grabbed, shook, slapped, punched, and beaten with everything my father 

could find that might "get my attention." He never thought that I was paying attention, it was 

why I struggled to read and understand, and nothing sharpened the attention like a few slaps. The 

words swam on me, I felt shamed that others could do well what I struggled to, and dad saw my 

learning disability as evidence of what he had known. Stupid, worthless, a waste of time and air, 

I was often reduced to tears, stuttering until he got tired of hitting me. Once he started, it always 

lasted until he was tired, and I was always reminded that it was I who made him do it.  

Mom said if I was just good it wouldn't happen; try harder, study more, but I knew what she 

didn't about him. He hated me for being less than he expected me to be, and he often used my 

sister to compare me to. If only I could be more like Heather, and that was saying something 

since she was a girl. If I was taken to help him work on the truck, it was easier for me to crawl 

under and around than him, it wasn't long before he was pecking me on the head with wrenches. 



I wasn't paying attention, not listening to him, so he beat on my head like he did those tires when 

he changed them. He slapped me until I tasted blood, whipped me with his belt until I was 

covered in welts from upper back to thighs and, when circumstances dictated, whatever he 

thought might work. Extension cords, weeping willow limbs, fan belts, and even a swing set 

chain once until he realized it might be too much.  

Mom always made sure that my clothes covered any marks, and there was little that she couldn't 

fix with makeup, Preparation H or ice. I think it began when she had to do it for herself, she 

didn't please him often either, so she knew what would work and what wouldn't. She also knew 

what would happen if people talked, how he would respond, because no one shamed Joe Stocks 

and went unscathed.  

His father was the only other one that I remember hurting me, and he had whipped me with a 

razor strap for leaving running over grandma's plastic cooking spoons. She had given them to me 

to use in the mud hole I had been playing it, creating mud pies and cookies for no one in general, 

because they didn't taste like grandma's in the least, I knew. I had been clothed in the long red 

marks, it stung even to wear cloths, and when I got home mom saw after a bath. Never 

understood why my dad got mad enough to slam his father into their house, picking him up off 

his feet, shaking him, but I saw the spit as he raged and threatened him. Grandpa didn't touch me 

again after that, but it really made no difference considering how much dad did on his own.  

 

3. Did an adult or person at least 5 years older than you ever... Touch or fondle you or 

have you touch their body in a sexual way? or Try to or actually have oral, anal, or vaginal 

sex with you?  

I was 8 or 9 the first time my Boy Scout leader, Jack Walls, introduced me to alcohol and porn 

for the purposes of molesting me. The alcohol made me feel relaxed and care free, the porn 

inflamed desire in me for the first time, and Jack assured me it was natural for a man to show a 

boy what felt good. Over the next 11 years or so, Jack would continue to use alcohol and porn to 

lower my resistance, and progressed from masturbation, to oral, and then anal sex. He performed 

on me in front of my peers, told me to please others and them please me, and touched me in ways 

I was raised to believe were wrong. Most of what he did he said I wanted, my body had clearly 

responded, and if we all responded that way it was what we wanted or were asking him to do.  

Jack used to love using adult novels for us to read, telling us to listen as he touched us, and in the 

fantasy those words created used us in every way a child can be. He encouraged us to touch one 

another, abused us in front of others to show it was ok, and asked us to recruit other boys or 

friends so that they could enjoy all that we did.  

By my late teens, when I was trying to pull away, dad had begun slapping me around and 

threatening me for avoiding Jack. After all that man had done for me, the time and energy to 

make something out of nothing, and all I wanted to do was quit? My father didn't raise a quitter, 

damn sure didn't raise a fag, and he would be damned if I shamed him.  



So, Jack molested me at will at the farm, his home, in his truck, and then at my own home since 

dad gave him permission to seek me out. If I was avoiding him, not going by when asked to, then 

he could come to our house. He would bring over alcohol, a porn tape, and rape me in my own 

bed as he told me how much he loved me. He was the only one that loved me, saw me for all that 

I was, and no one appreciated me the way he did. All that I knew is that there was no escaping 

my dad, no escaping Jack, and I soon began thinking of suicide, fondly.  

The church said what Jack did was wrong, and Jack said that it was only natural. My dad said it 

was wrong, yet he did what he always condemned others for doing.  

 

4.  Did you often feel that... No one in your family loved you or thought you were 

important or special? or Your family didn't look out for each other, feel close to each other, 

or support each other?  

All that I knew for certain was that I existed to please others, never met their standard, and it 

made me question who I was and what purpose I had for living. I knew that my mom knew about 

my dad first hand and what she saw him do to me, and while she told her parents she swore them 

to silence for fear what he might do. Family couldn't have missed all the signs, they simply 

ignored what they heard, because they were raised that what happened in the home stayed in the 

home.  

I was a very affectionate child, hungry for attention, but when the sexual abuse began shied away 

from contact where possible. It made my sky crawl when people said they loved me and then 

touched me, because I could see and hear him do so in my mind. Jack had suggested as well that 

it was natural for a boy to experiment with his sister, only natural that they had sex together. He 

even had books that talked about it, how sisters craved that kind of attention and affection, and 

he was full of suggestions. He also wanted all the details, what we did and how they responded, 

and he suggested that any relationship could offer some form of pleasure if you only knew how.  

He wanted us to try and seduce other boys' mothers, sisters, family members, anyone that might 

be interested in one of his boys. He wanted to sexualize every relationship to undermine it, so we 

either perverted them or withdrew to protect them. I withdrew from everyone that I could, not 

wanting to damn others to my hell, and endured the abuse that I believed was my just reward for 

being so flawed.  

When my abuser was exposed later, his wife and my mother convinced my father to allow him to 

use his name to continue his involvement in our out of state scouting. He continued to do what 

he had been, all the camp outs were on his father's farm, and none of the parents believed he had 

done anything.  

No matter how angry I was, how troubled I became, how hard I tried to quit, it was always me 

who had the problem. I felt betrayed at home, abused and manipulated, but had no idea how to 

free myself with my family supporting my abuser. They even brought me to his home so that he 

might prepare me to defend him in court, and my parents saying how I owed him for the young 

man he helped mold me into.  



I knew that Jack used church to gather information on family problems, knew his father shielded 

him from trouble, and the churches that sponsored the scouts wouldn't dare cross the Walls 

family. Jack used everyone to gather information, and he then used that information to control 

and coerce us all to his will. I had no will of my own, each day was a toss to see who I would be 

or what I would do.  

 

7. Was your mother or stepmother: Often pushed, grabbed, slapped, or had something 

thrown at her? or Sometimes or often kicked, bitten, hit with a fist, or hit with something 

hard? or Ever repeatedly hit over at least a few minutes or threatened with a gun or knife?  

Yes, I saw my father regularly scream at, push, point at, and even shake when she failed to do 

what he had asked or expected. From having a meal prepared to balancing her check book, dad 

expected her to reflect well on him even if his own behavior made him look the worst of all.  

What made it worse is that when she had bruises on her it was me that she told others didn't 

know my strength. Word would get back to dad, who wouldn't abide a son that hurt his mother, 

and then I got beat for leaving marks that he had put on her. Mom got to where she would cover 

up, not risking others seeing, and certainly not wanting my father to have another excuse.  

When I was in high school, after an argument about him being a bully, I told him that if he ever 

put his hands on mom again I would kill him. I was on the floor before I even knew what hit me, 

him sitting on my chest so that I couldn't breathe, finger in my face, as he spat out that if I ever 

even said such again he would beat me to death with his bare hands. No gun, no hammer, just 

those hard fists my body had absorbed for years. 

 

 


