My Life: 
Bio: Stella Roberts 

My character's name is Stella Roberts. Her parents died while she was 5. She moved around from relative to relative to try and find a good home. She was never able to find her way. She was put in a foster home and the foster parents abused her and just made her life a disaster. At 17, Stella got caught for shoplifting. She soon after that left high school. Her foster parents did not give her much, and she had trouble getting by. . Stella was a housekeeper for a few different families and they treated her like a slave.. She married this man named Andy through housekeeping that had a lot of money. Andy gives Stella some nice security but is abusive in the process, just like her foster parents. Stella does not know how to pick up the pieces in her life. Everybody in her life mistreats her and she can not take it anymore. It has gotten so bad that Stella has thought about killing herself. She does not know who to turn to. She does not know where to go. She wants to find true love one day. She is 25 right now, and she gets depressed that she does not how to go about what she really wants and deserves. She is losing hope. Stella is losing herself. She does not know else to give  Stella's hatred for Andy and others in her past is at a ultimate high. The problem is she has no money, no where to turn, and nobody to help.

Post 1: 

So my life is like this. A complete disaster. I am a mistake to be brought into this world. It all started when my parents died when I was five. They were good people. They would have been people that I could of turned to. Without them, my life has had nobody. A clear on what life should not be. Why did this happen to me? I feel like I have been mistreated, abused, talked down to, my whole life. My relatives have never been there for me. They never treated me like their own. No support and kindness. My foster parents just abused me until I could not fight anymore. The bruises and wounds will last for a lifetime. What more do I have to give? My husband just treats me like a dog that he can run over and use as a punching bag. Can happiness exist? I am losing all hope. "There can not be ups without downs" My question is, when will the ups start? Happiness, love, and appreciation I feel is at a lost cause. There is no chance, no opportunity. The wind I believe has past me by and just suffer the consequences. The life has no meaning. Nothing to gain, nothing to lose. Just death is there for me at this point

Post 2: 

Today was just like every other crap day. I cleaned 3 houses today. The people are so mean to me. So unkind. I always question if its how I look. I guess of just a ugly girl that is part of hell. "Any photographer will tell you the same." People are just so nasty. I remember last week when I picked up this woman's purse from the street. I returned the purse to her and she just slapped me. So much hatred. So much ruthless and cruelty. I try to be a good person but why? Life eats at me and makes me go crazy inside my soul. Andy does not treat me any better. Just hits me and uses a belt on me whenever he feels the need. I must stay with him. No where else to turn. Need a place to live. Hope is gone. Love does not exist. The world as I know it is just horrible. I feel tortured to survive. I do not feel like surviving anymore. Why has everybody ditched me? What did I do to have this life? Will life end so I can start over? My life was over the moment I was born. 

Post 3: 

"Although moments are no longer colored, I vividly remember the color of this day." I can not believe what happened. Andy put force on me, raped me. He has taken advantage of me many nights. BUT this time, was soo tough on me. I literally hate him. I am now pregnant and forced to have his child. What would have happened if my parents had another kid? Would they be in my shoes? Would life be nothing to them? What is going to happen to this baby I have inside me? Its cold, dark, and painful. I don't want this. I don't want any of this. I just want to be gone and forgotten like I have always been. Shot down like I have always felt. I hope others do not feel this way. I hope others do not have to EVER feel this way. Women should be cherished, but me… I m just lost for words. I feel like and am a nobody. Women work for freedoms, I am a woman? Why not me? Is this baby going to be a girl that does not want to live? I hope not. That's the only hope I have left, its not much.. and its not really for my life. My hope is for that is barely even there. Something to do with me should have a cause, I am a woman, but I don't think that is very possible. 

Post 4:

It was a different day today. Today was about a strong woman I admire. My mother. I found my mom's diary today. I have never seen something so power before. I wish she was alive. I wish I knew her. I wish she could be able to help me. I wish she could have protected me. I want to protect my child. I am scared because I do not think that is possible. In her diary she wrote, "Hold back, as less from friends; hold the book, hold up, then hold on tight, hang on. Time is an electronic river."  I admire her strength. She grew up troubled but she was a good, great person from these diaries. She fought her very best, and it just wasn't enough. She did not know how to do enough. My life is a mess and I wish I had her. It has always been a mess, and I can't take it anymore. She had strength but I don't have anything to give. I feel like I am a lost for words and thoughts. Maybe my mom and her diaries can get through, but like I have said. Do not really have any hope. Suffering is my life. 
 

Post 5: 

Why has love never come to me? I don't understand. I always thought that would fix lots. That love has never came and never believe it will. It makes me depressed inside and all over. Andy, is no where near love. Why continue? Will my baby feel love? Is there a point to anything? From the diaries, my parents felt love. Why can it never happen to me? Why do I suffer the consequences of life? "As for we who 'love to be astonished'" It never works that way. The truth is so far that it is unreachable to see through over the fence. Can I be looked at normally? Like a regular person? Why is life a big bull of mistreatment, suffering, and disappointment? Ever day, every minute, every second, every time, all the time. The wrath of life just pulls me to be a part of the worse. Darkness is the evils every where around. My baby needs hope, I can not give. All women need hope. I just found out my baby was a girl. A woman. . "It was only a coincidence"

Post 6:

"But all week I felt my mind, how cold its thoughts are, how reluctantly they leave my head." That's exactly how I feel. I am thinking about finding a way to give up my baby girl. I want hope and a life for her. It is so tough and such a drain. How can I reach that? Get Andy to let me give it up? I have no idea what to do. Living is not worth it. BUT its my responsibility to gives this girl a fighting chance. She has no chance if I do not find a way to let her go. Life for me is over, but for her, its not. I need this to come together for once. Keep on fighting for her, I tell myself. I don't know how. I know I can't. I MUST find a way. A way out. A way to give in. I am at the brink. I believe it all stops here. My baby girl deserves it all. All it has to get.

Additions: 

Four months pregnant. 

I read some more of my mother's diary again; I didn't realize how much she loved New York City. I can almost see the city lights and the billboards just from reading her words. Gosh, I'd love to see it all. But here I am stuck in this dirty little town in Wyoming. With a husband I can't accept, and a baby I'm not sure I want to have. 

Could I really run away to NYC and start over? Maybe..just maybe...I could steal some of his money for a bus ticket..it could work. Although I wouldn't know anyone there, that might be for the better. At this point in my life I'd rather sleep on the streets instead of being in this house. They have womens' shelters there, I read about them. I could always stay in one of those, at least until I get back on my feet. I need to go..Sean doesn't even want the baby, so why should I stay? I can't stay for many reasons, but I wrote about those enough. I think there's a bus that leaves for New York tomorrow night at midnight. Hopefully the next time I write, it'll be on that bus....

I did it. I really did it. I'm on the bus to New York. Tomorrow I'll be in the city and away from it all. Away from Wyoming, away from my "husband." Even though I barely have anything to my name right now, I'm already feeling better about myself. I didn't even tell him I was leaving. Where did this strength come from? Last week I wanted to kill myself...and here I am taking control of my life and doing what I need to do. Maybe there is a little of my mother in me afterall. 

I have no idea what I'm going to do once I get off this bus. All I know is, is that I have $100 in my pocket, a baby inside me, and I'm not near him anymore. I can do this...I know I can. The main thing is to keep on living, to keep on caring what is going to happen. 

Keep your chin up high, and don't be afraid of the dark. At the end of the storm is a golden sky, with a sweet silver song. Walk on with hope in your heart, and you'll never walk alone.

The Day After. 

I made it to New York in one piece. It all seems so surreal, I can't believe I'm here. I've been wandering the streets for about four hours now. I just found central park, and I'm sitting on a park bench. Reading my mother's diary again, too. She mentions Central Park in a lot of her entries
 

The months come and go and I spend time thinking of a way to get out of this life. This life I live. I come home from a long day of housekeeping to what? The man I hate. I was lured into thinking he could give me the life I always desired. It's a lie. The bruises on my body and face are a testament to that. "She showed the left profile the good one." It has come to the point where I don't want to live anymore. But how could I abandon the one inside me. I decide to make a change. I am about 8 months pregnant now and I want to leave.  During the middle of the night I escape. Leaving everything behind except the clothes on my back and my mother's diary. It gives me hope. I had seen a billboard in my travels about a safe house for women. A place where I could be away from all the evils in my life. I did it. I am able to live here for the duration of my pregnancy. On April 11th 2002 I give birth to a beautiful baby girl. She is my hope my reason for living. I am able to get a job at the local YMCA as a receptionist. It gets us by and I am finally pulling the pieces of my life back together. Life is good now and I am strong. I want my daughter to be strong. I instill in her the values I never was told about. I love her and she loves me she depends on me and I can provide for her. We will make it, the bright light is shinning.

Abuse, Abuse, Abuse…When will it all stop…It's abuse to me mentally, physically, and verbally. All I try to do is be a good person, but it seems like the more good things I do, the harder it gets. I know I have done some things in the past that are against the law. But everyone deserves a second chance. I just sit back and think over what I have been through in my life, I just wonder why people will not take me in; accept me for the kind/ loving girl that I am! Going through foster homes, trying to find a stable home, is so hard! Everyone just keeps abusing me! Dealing with the emotions of my parents dying at such a young age has the biggest affect on my life. It is not a day that I don't think of them…I always wanted the love or close to the love they have shown me, and it seems like I will never get it! Andy abuses me too! My own husband…I think there is something in me that attracts abusive people…When he abuses me, it reminds me of all the times when they would introduce a family to me while I was sitting down at a table, I would have the hope that this family would be it. As soon as we get home…its like I was just there to gain them some money…They didn't take to me, they treated me like I asked them to move in and live with them. I wasn't apart of the family as they had stated when they came to pick me up! This is the harsh reality I have to deal with everyday that makes me wish I was dead!


My due date is quickly approaching. I can barely see my feet over my bulging stomach. And with the growing of the baby girl inside me I also grow with joy. I have gained a hope that I never knew before in this life. My is going well at the YMCA and they have offered me a full-time position after the birth. I wonder where I will live but I am too happy to contemplate the unfortunates of any situation. I have made a good friend at the home. Her name is Sarah. She has two children and also was the victim of an abusive husband. She told me how he followed her to 3 homes before she found one that would protect her identity. I admire her strength, and in doing this start to admire my own. I am finally seeing what people in movies portray as happiness. I bought a book today. It lists baby girl names. I spend most nights flipping through my book and trying to picture my beautiful baby's face. I wonder what color her hair will be, if she will look like me. Sometimes I worry that I won't know how to be a good parent, but at least I know that this child will never feel hatred like I have. I will not let it happen. This child will know only unconditional love. I pray that the world that this baby comes into is not the world that I did. At least she will have someone that will fight for her.

God works in mysterious and wonderful ways…I never would of thought that a life I once thought of as dismal and miserable could eventually be a place of salvation and happiness. Only a couple more weeks and I will be a mother. What do my feet look like anymore? I can not even fathom what it is like to take a shower and look down and see my toes glistening in the puddles of water around my feet. With each kick, I can feel my little girl giggling inside of me. Each kick fills my heart with such love and desire, I cannot imagine my life before it. 
Thankfully despite my nearing due date, the YMCA has allowed me to keep working up until my due date and even after my due date they have extended the position to keep me on full time- including a babysitting service. I will be able to check on my little princess all day long to know that she is safe, as well as make money to support our new happy little family. I never imagined I would think of my life and family as 'happy', but indeed God does play funny little tricks on us and puts bumps in the road of life- but in the end it all works out and I thank him. 


In a couple of days the baby would be here, and yet I still haven't figured out a name for her. I want it to be something strong and beautiful. I want her name to be powerful that once someone calls her name it is immediately shows respect to her; the respect that I am finally getting in this city. How did I get to this point? It is true that the pursuit for happiness is hard, but how did everyone else have it before me? Why does it feel that I had to work harder for it? All I wanted was HAPPINESS, and I'm finally getting it. I couldn't be happier. This is what I want for my daughter. 

I went back to Central Park today. There I set down and watched families being so happy. The Christmas decorations around the city were beautiful. I just sat down and looked around, this is how I think. Watching the families made me think about my childhood; all I wanted was a hug from my foster parents, and to know everything was going to be ok, but that never happened. I even thought around the Holidays, they might have been nice to me, but they didn't have a heart. There's no way someone with a heart can treat someone, so bad. 

The one place I thought a child could be safe is at home, but it was different for me. It is true "When one travels, one might "hit" a storm" (68) but that storm has ended for me. I'm now building a foundation, which I hope will help me and my daughter have and continue with a good life. Walking away from the park, made me think of my mother again and it finally hit me; Elizabeth will be my daughter's name. 


Waking up this morning was painful. I wasn't sure what this feeling was, so I call the doctor to see what was going on inside of me. The doctor asked me to come in, so he can check the problem. Once I got there, he told me my water broke and I'm going into LABOR. I immediately call my friend; I wanted the one other person I know, to witness a new beginning. It becomes frighten to know that in a matter of hours I am going to be a mother. Am I ready for this? Could I take care of Elizabeth the way you should be? All of these thought were running through my head, while the nurse prepped me up for delivery. 
The contractions begun to get worse. I didn't want to use medications. I wanted to feel the pain; to me it will be 25 years of pain, leaving my body. Once it was time to begin giving birth, I took a deep breath and pushed. The pain was getting worse. I had begun to have flashbacks, of my husbad rapeing me. "Yet we insist that life is full of happy chance." (103) 
Those are the memories that I didn't want to think about, but to me it felt like I was finally putting my past behind me. On the second push, Elizabeth came out. She was so quiet. It was as if she was at peace. She was so beautiful, she looked just like me, but so peaceful. I began to smile. I whispered in her right ear "You are the love of my life, my first child, I will never hurt you, and happiness will be something that you wouldn't have to look for, because I will always give it to you, I love you…" It was as if she heard me, she smile and the doctors took her away to get her clean. On December 25, 2007 at 10:30 am, I finally learned how to love.

I finally moved into my own place. A place for my child and me. It was nice staying with my friend, but I wanted something to call my own. This is the first time in my life that I could say that I have something to call my own. My pursuit for happiness has ended. Elizabeth is more beautiful than ever. She smiles every day, I'm giving her something that I didn't get was a young, Happiness. 
I random knock was at the door of my apartment. I wasn't sure who could be stopping by. As I opened the door, it was Andy. I froze. "A point in motion is a line. I wouldn't look up." (44) 

I didn't know what to do. He said he wanted to work on the relationship, he said he changed. I always wanted to have a happy family and I knew that I couldn't have that with him. I asked him to leave, but he become very aggressive. Elizabeth was in the living room in her baby rocker; though she was young I didn't want her to see the abuse that could happen. 

At that moment I realized that I have to put a stop to it, I didn't want him to come after me again and again. Elizabeth was my motivation. From the beginning of her pregnancy, she motivated me to change my life, and I can't go back now. 

After 2 minutes, which felt like hours, I told Andy to leave and to never come back. For the first time, I told him no. The look on his face was priceless. Without making a scene, he left. 

Finally, I stood up to him. I couldn't believe what I have done. Is this what it feels like to be like a woman? Until that moment, I didn't think that I have rights as a woman. Andy has giving me place to live for the years that we were married, but it was never a home. I have my home, I have my new life, and I have my daughter that I love. 
This morning I took Elizabeth to Central Park. I walked her around for hours. It was so peaceful there. I found an empty bench near the tree. It was the same bench; I sat on when I first arrived to New York. Once I sat down, I read her a page from my mother's dairy. Everything is seems so surreal. I became one of the families that walked around the park happy. This is something that I thought would have never happen to me.  
I didn't think that 5 months, my life could have changed this much. I thought about the night when I thought about coming to New York, I'm glad I got on the bus or this new life that I have now, would be nonexistent to me.  
As I took Elizabeth out the walker, I held her in my arms and whispered "I thank you, you have given me something, that no one is has gave me, a new life." "Yet we insist that life is full of happy chance." (103). I just had to go and find mine. 


Final Entry: 

 I can not believe how my life has turned around. "There can not be ups without downs" Since my baby girl was born, I have been the happiest I have been ever, I am living in NYC with my baby and its unbelievable. I have my own place, a new job, and a fresh start. This is what it is all about. My mom was my inspiration. I met this new guy, Mike and he treats me great. This has been worth it and I am so greatful, I did not make a huge big mistakle in the past. I was so close in giving up hope. So close in killing myself. I did not lose all hope. My mom was in my heart through it all. Makes my family and I feel special. REAL special, unreal feeling. This is my last entry.I do not need to write anymore. I have friends, family, my baby girl, Mike, to talk to. God bless life. I have a new fresh start, a new begining, and I am going to do this right. 



