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“Welcome to my world. 
I am twenty-five years old and I have spent most of my life dead.

This is my story and the stories of other young women like me,  
who have fought tremendously with the world and with life. 

Courageous young women— 
willing to share all they’ve endured; how they survived;  

and how they finally began to live.

Today I am ALIVE! 
This is my story and this is my truth.”

—Kaysie, Pathways Client





Introduction

“Today is the day that I will end my life.”
These are harsh and horrible words. 
This is a harsh and horrible desire.
But extreme cruelty in lives of the young can cut with enough 

harshness and horror to turn the beauty of life into a wish for numb 
refuge—an end to the pain at any cost.

The young woman who wrote that line—who so deeply felt that 
desire—was sadly willing to pay that highest of prices to escape the abuse 
and the addictions that crushed her childhood. She was willing to pay that 
price to rid herself of the haunting mental images of a family and a life 
that turned so twisted and wrong.

Ending one’s life is a path. Everything we do ultimately takes us on 
a path to some end. Life is indeed a series of meandering trails. Some of 
those trails are in the blind dank wilderness; others have the benefit of light 
and signposts, placed there by experienced guides who offer direction.

Dave Bishop is such a guide.
And he has the experience.
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That young woman’s life did not end that day. As she came to that 
vicious fork in the road, she was guided to another path—the path out.  
A pathway to independence.

When Dave Bishop became that special guide—the guide who 
formalized the name, goals, and passion of the foundation that is Pathways 
to Independence—he had already traveled down many “dark roads” 
himself. He’d suffered familial terror. He’d sequestered himself behind the 
doors of seminary. He’d been drafted—but remained stateside—during 
the Vietnam War. He’d been mired in addiction. In fact, he’d been as lost 
as the women he now dedicates his life to helping.

Today, like the weathered and wizened Sherpa guides who lead the 
willing to the top of Everest, Dave has helped hundreds of women rise 
from the bottom of life to its summit.

Butterfly Tears is not just the story of Dave Bishop and the evolution 
of Pathways to Independence. No. It is the stories of the abused women 
and the kinds of harshness and horror that were the catalyst for Dave’s 
dedication to a constant climb up some of life’s steepest mountains.

These true stories are stark examples of heroism and despair. They 
generate every emotion from shaking anger to tearful joy. They are the 
real lives of real young women, who have been guided away from the 
suffocating quicksand of complete resignation. They have been guided 
to the bright white light of becoming lawyers, teachers, social workers, 
business professionals, nurturing mothers, and other wonders that now 
allow them to hold their heads high.

They are also stories that prove no path is an absolute dead end.
There are guides out there. For all those who exploit and victimize, 

there are also those like Dave Bishop and the generous supporters of his 
foundation who care deeply.

There are ways out.
There is Pathways to Independence.

—Bill Hayes



The Story of  
the Butterfly

A man found a cocoon of a butterfly.

One day a small opening appeared. 
He sat and watched the butterfly for several hours 

as it struggled to squeeze its body through the tiny hole. 
Then it stopped, as if it couldn’t go further.

So the man decided to help the butterfly. 
He took a pair of scissors  

and snipped off the remaining bits of cocoon. 
The butterfly emerged easily, 

but it had a swollen body and shriveled wings.

The man continued to watch it, 
expecting that any minute the wings would enlarge 

and expand, enough to support the body.

Neither happened!
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In fact, the butterfly spent the rest of its life crawling around. 
It was never able to fly.

What the man in his kindness and haste did not understand: 
The restricting cocoon  

and the struggle required by the butterfly to get through the opening 
was a way of forcing the fluid from the body into the wings  

so that it would be ready for flight  
once that was achieved.

Sometimes struggles are exactly what we need in our lives. 
Going through life with no obstacles would cripple us. 

We would not be as strong as we could have been 
and we would never fly.

Life’s cruelest hardships are often the powerful driving force  
that empowers us to emerge  

from the prison of entrapment—and soar.

Independently and successfully.

Each client of the Pathways to Independence program  
is gifted with a personal crystal butterfly upon her graduation—  

a powerful symbol of the miraculous transformation  
she has achieved through her own commitment and hard work.



The Last Strike

“I was brought into this world by alcohol, anger, and hostility... 
eventually I landed a four-year prison sentence  

with an added bonus of two strikes.”

—Paige

I feel shame, guilt, sadness, regret, and a little crazy when I tell and 
hear my own story.

There is not one moment I am proud of, or one memory in which 
I was really happy inside. I was always scared and angry, and looking for 
ways to express it.

My story begins before I was even born. There was no plan for me to 
be brought into this world, and I was reminded of this throughout my life.

I was conceived in Yosemite Park. My mother was in her tent, 
sleeping or getting ready to sleep (I try not to remember the details), and 
my father—who’d had too much to drink—wanted to have sex with her. 

She didn’t want to, so he raped her.
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Nine months later, here I come—unwanted, unplanned, with 
resentments already placed on me by my “caretakers.” Almost on a daily 
basis, I was called an idiot child, asshole, slut, bitch, and shit-for-brains…

I’m the third of four children. I am the “accident.” I don’t know if 
my brother after me was planned, but I do know he wasn’t the product of 
what I was.

My mom had become pregnant again when I was about a year old— 
that’s also when she found out that my father was cheating on her with 
the woman who is now my stepmother. He came home drunk one night, 
and she kicked him out of the house, hosed him off on the front lawn, and 
told him not to come back.

My parents’ whole thing was always a mess; from the time they got 
together in high school. And they were both drinking that time in Yosemite.

My father was gone for seven years after that, and during that time 
he got married.

My father was never physically abusive—he just wasn’t there. There was 
more nonexistence than abuse—I mean, I was just a year old when he left.

It’s kind of funny how the story of my “origin” came out. I remember 
being at the Orange County Fair. We were walking through the vendor 
booths, and one stand had these little buttons that said, “I’m a Wanted Child.”

My mother grabbed three of them!
It’s funny now, but it wasn’t funny then. That’s when I found out 

how I came to be—that I wasn’t a “wanted one.” I don’t know if she was 
trying to be funny or was serious, but that’s how she ended up telling me. 
I was between five and seven years old.

And I was always reminded of it: You’re not supposed to be here.
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After my father left, my mother worked two jobs to try and support us,  
so my sister ended up being our caretaker. I think my sister has suffered  
a lot from this.

When my mom was home, she was physically violent. She came 
from an alcoholic father and an abusive mother, so she knew no other 
way to be. I do love my mother, but I was severely damaged by her.  
She had no resources, no help, a history of abuse, and was in no state of 
mind to raise her children. She was physically and psychologically and  
emotionally abusive.

I can never remember exactly why we were in trouble, but I remember 
always feeling like I was. Not one day went by in which someone was not 
turned into a punching bag or told some damaging things. She would hit 
us with her hands or a belt. She would punch, kick, throw things, shake 
us, or throw us into walls. And I do remember, vividly, how much it hurt.

And if one of us dared cry about it, we surely suffered the 
consequences.

Once, my younger brother had a black eye and we pulled him from 
school so my mother wouldn’t get in trouble for how he looked. We were 
all pulled out of school at times so nobody would call child services on us.

But so much of it was between my older brother and my mother.  
He suffered the most from the abandonment of my father, and he started 
using pretty heavy drugs at age eleven or twelve. This created a lot of 
fighting between him and my mom.

I was the quiet child—at first.
I didn’t cry when I was born; my mother thought I was a good kid. 

But I’ve learned that it was because there was so much abuse going on that 
I just sat back and watched.

Then I became a problem child.
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I couldn’t stand to see my siblings getting beat up. I felt the need to 
rescue them. So I would cause a scene to draw the attention onto myself. 
I would scream as loud as I could within a foot of my mother’s face, and 
I would try to pull her off of them. When that didn’t work, I threatened 
to call the police.

When I finally did get the “attention,” my mom made sure I 
regretted it! She would hit and kick me, saying I did this to myself. Then, 
when I did not stop crying, she would pin me down on the floor and 
pinch my nose with one hand and cover my mouth with the other until 
I passed out.

Interestingly to me, the most damaging and long-lasting was the 
emotional and psychological abuse. Because of the daily hideous insults,  
I felt worthless and stupid. I hated myself.

The rest of my family wasn’t doing much better.
My little brother hit his head against a wall in school and wound 

up in a coma. He came out of it, but sustained permanent brain damage.
Meanwhile, my older brother became extremely violent. He was so 

angry and hurt, the only way he knew how to handle it was to take it out 
on whoever was present. He’d just run into the room and beat the shit out 
of you. He beat the shit out of all of us—even my mother.

My mom kept trying to put him into boys’ homes, but he would 
stay for a bit and then run away. And every time he showed back up,  
he was even more angry and hostile. It was really scary.

It got to the point that my mother told us not to let him in the 
house. He showed up outside my bedroom window one day when I was 
about five and asked to be let in. When I wouldn’t, he proceeded to punch 
in the window! I remember lying on my bed as glass showered over me. 
He got in, and we all paid for it!

So that’s how home was for my first seven years of life. We all fought 
like crazy.
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I was in the fourth grade when I started to smoke pot and ditch 
school. I made my younger brother ditch, too. We never got in trouble for 
it, though—I learned how to forge excuse notes pretty early on.

My dad came back into the picture around that time. 
I called him Clark—not “Dad” or “Father,” just Clark.
Seven years earlier, my stepmother, Carrie, had actually given him 

an ultimatum: Either me or your kids. And he’d chosen Carrie. But I think 
he resurfaced because my older brother got sent to a treatment home, 
and my mother wanted financial help. I think that’s how they wound up  
back in contact.

Next thing we knew, one or two of us at a time wound up living 
with him, a few cities away. “You just take turns going there and back,” 
my mom said to us.

I was the first to go.
I actually thought it might be good to get away from my mother. But 

I hated it. I wasn’t comfortable there. They were never abusive, but Carrie 
is manipulative and she lies.

Carrie is a “born again” Christian and a teacher. But she is very, 
very fake and presents a completely different picture to the outside world. 
Behind closed doors, it was whole other story, what with taking pills and 
so forth. And she and Clark were racist—talking shit about people, using 
racial slurs and things. It made me sick.

I was more used to up-front things—even up-front fighting. I wasn’t 
used to being talked about behind my back. I would hear Carrie saying, 
“Paige did this,” “Paige did that.” I never really understood her anger 
towards me, but the feeling was very mutual.

My stepmother liked fancy things; but when it came time to get us 
school clothes, there was of course no money.

And she would force me to dress how she wanted me to. It was 
weird—uncomfortably weird. When I was in the fifth grade, she made me 
a French maid’s costume for Halloween that was inappropriately revealing. 
I was humiliated and teased.
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Things never felt right. Carrie would compare us kids to one another 
and talk horribly about my mother. At one point she wanted my help to 
sue my mom for back child support. I think she was trying to pull us apart 
and get us to hate our mother. But I was too young then to really figure 
all this out.

One issue occurred when Carrie asked me to move to a city several 
hours away, with her and Clark. I said no, I didn’t want to leave my mom.

Carrie wanted me to call her “Mom,” which I wouldn’t do.
My one saving grace was that I was doing well in school. When I 

focused, I was a straight-A student. And when I was studying, everyone 
left me alone. I focused everything I had on my homework and essentially 
hiding from the world. I did well, but at the expense of not having anyone 
to talk to. Isolating myself was my way of dealing with things and people— 
and I was doing something that people considered good.

But then Carrie decided to start forcing me outside to play with 
the neighbor kids. As uncomfortable as our house was, I felt even less 
comfortable outside with other kids. But I would get in trouble or even 
grounded if I didn’t.

I did not trust anybody, nor did I want to associate with them.  
So I got in trouble for being timid. My behavior was rude and disgusting, 
according to my stepmother.

So I put on a smile and acted like I was supposed to, while I was 
literally dying inside. I constantly had suicidal and homicidal thoughts.

I had first been abused, and then been abandoned here. Everyone 
tells me I have abandonment issues from my father leaving, but I honestly 
feel that’s not the case. It was this—being abandoned at his house. 
My mom would come and visit, and I would beg her not to leave me 
there. And when she did, I would lock myself in the bathroom and cry.

Then things changed.
I started my drinking.



The Last Strike

I was in junior high, and it was my turn to live with Clark and 
Carrie again. It was terrible moving back and forth between two completely 
different environments. Living with my mother was one thing, but Clark 
and Carrie were something else. And I never understood why they took 
me there, when I had siblings who wanted to go. Looking back, I suppose 
we had to switch for child support reasons.

My sister was with me, and one day we asked my dad if we could 
try a drink. He said yes. He made us shots of White Russians, and I liked 
them. They were warm going down and I got fuzzy-headed. I had quite  
a few and kept asking for more. He finally told me no.

From then on, I started sneaking them from him and also took to 
making my own. He would make himself both White Russians and Black 
Russians, and they became my drinks too. Doubles.

By then I was in the seventh grade, and I would drink vodka out of a 
Styrofoam cup on the way to school. One time, I was in one of my classes 
and I was already drunk. I had my sweater on my desk for a pillow and 
my head was down. I reeked of alcohol and I started puking. They sent me 
home, but I never got any lectures or help or anything. Back then, I don’t 
think they knew what to do with kids like me. I guess there weren’t that 
many kids drunk in the seventh grade.

Plus, I was living with a cop and a teacher! So I should have been 
alright—right?

Oops—did I mention that Clark was a police officer? Yes, a cop! 
A cop who raped his wife and was an alcoholic—and more.

A couple years later, I saw Clark having dinner with some woman— 
a woman he was cheating on my stepmother with. He’s just a bastard 
all the way around. But I’ve run into people who’ve been arrested by 
him, and they all actually like him. He has a good sense of humor and I 
think he hides behind that. Everybody loves him—but they aren’t related 
to him. He was a law enforcement officer, but he didn’t discipline his  
own children.
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I think Clark and Carrie knew that I was smoking and drinking, 
but because they were both doing it too, they couldn’t say much. They just 
told me I shouldn’t, and that was the end of that. I think they were trying 
to be my friend, but it didn’t work.

Things got worse when my older brother came to live with us.  
He was still a mess.

He used to stalk me while I was taking a bath or shower. He would 
try to get me to touch him in inappropriate parts. During a family therapy 
session we later had at a treatment center, my brother apologized for it, 
and Carrie told us that she had always known something was going on. 
But she never did or said anything!

There were times when my brother was so violent and angry, he had 
to be tied to a tree. Nobody knew what to do with him. He’d been to 
treatment homes, but he kept running away. The environment was chaotic.

I became passive-aggressive. It was my way of reaching out. I would 
write “Carrie is a pig” on the bathroom mirror so that when she took  
a shower it would show up. I hated that she was a “fake” Christian— 
I knew what Christians were and she definitely wasn’t it. (Of course, this 
was when we were all sharing a bathroom because their new master suite 
was being built—but we still had no money for school supplies!)

One time—actually a few times—I sprayed hair spray on my 
bedspread and lit it on fire to spell out “666.” Doing stupid shit like that 
was my way of getting back at Carrie. It felt so good to see her expression; 
it was a huge slap in her face, which I inflicted without physically touching 
anyone this time.

Carrie actually threatened to hit me once—and have my father do 
the same—but little did she know that it was a welcoming invitation.  
I was much more comfortable with that than any kid should be. I laughed 
at her, and she just stormed off. She must have thought I was Satan’s child.

But with my brother being up-in-your-face violent, she and Clark 
really had their hands full.
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When I finally reached my fill of torture living at Clark and Carrie’s, 
I ran away.

My mother had remarried and I called my stepfather. I think this 
was actually right after he and my mom broke up. He came and got me 
and took me back my mom’s. Shockingly, she was not mad and she let me 
move back in with her. I think she finally understood that I would literally 
rather die than go back to Clark and Carrie’s. She never made me go back 
after that.

I don’t remember how long my mom and stepdad stayed together, 
but I remember him being very nice to me when I did see him. I was one 
of his favorites. My older brother, on the other hand, broke both of his 
legs at one point! Ultimately, I think we were too much for my stepdad 
and mom, and they broke apart from the stress of it.

My mom essentially gave up on me and my little brother. She already 
had enough problems with the other ones. My sister went to live with my 
aunt. Both my brothers went back to Clark’s. And I stayed at my mom’s.

My mom did pull me out of school and put me into a treatment 
home once, when I was in eighth grade. She thought I was on drugs.  
I had some of the same behaviors as my older brother, so she assumed I 
was doing some of the same things.

I was drinking all the time. I wasn’t coming home. I stayed up late. 
At the center, they would do blood tests on me at four o’clock in the 
morning. But the alcohol was good enough for me—I didn’t need drugs.

I did get some schooling there and some therapy. I also wound up 
meeting my very first boyfriend.

That, too, became a mess.
He was violent and crazy. He was seventeen and I was about fourteen.
After a few weeks, the money ran out, so I left the treatment center; 

also, the therapist said I wasn’t “opening up,” so it was useless for me to 
stay there.



Butterfly Tears

I started high school at yet another new school. I was somewhat 
of a tomboy, as it was comfortable and easy to hide behind. I did poorly 
in academics, but great at athletics. I regret to say that had I continued,  
I would have gotten scholarships for college. But it is what it is.

In high school, I did start smoking marijuana in addition to drinking 
all the time. I don’t remember too much of it.

I started doing so poorly in school and getting into so much trouble 
drinking that I got transferred to another high school. The principal there 
told the other students to stay away from me.

At that point, I decided I was going to drop out, and my mom let me. 
She was struggling financially, so she told me I could stay if I got a job.

So I got a job, and I gave almost all the money to my mother.  
But life was going my way. I didn’t have to go to school; I could drink and 
smoke when I wanted to.

My mother was still abusive—she’d beat me up for the stupidest 
things. But it was all funny to me now. Plus, I was bigger, so I could 
fight back. We beat the shit out of each other. But I preferred that to the 
sneakiness of Carrie. The fights I could handle.

I actually moved in with my crazy boyfriend and his mother for a 
little while. His mother was a wild Mormon and we all fought like crazy—
physically fighting.

I ended up moving back in with my mother.

So now I’m a high school dropout, but I do have a job. It was at 
Chuck E. Cheese, but that job was probably the best thing that happened 
to me for a very long time. I met Larry there; he was actually my boss.  
He has become the best friend I’ve ever known. I consider him more like 
family than anybody else I’ve ever had in my life.

We started dating and eventually moved in together. Larry came 
from a really good family, so I didn’t know why he liked me. It was kind 
of weird. His family was normal—no abuse or anything!
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I would bring him over to my mother’s, and by then she had become 
a pagan. She would have rocks laid out in the shape of a pentagram, and 
these robed men and other people in black robes would be milling around 
the house. We would walk in and I could see Larry looking around. It was 
hard to explain!

We later moved into Larry’s parents’ house. He didn’t completely 
understand my deal, and I couldn’t quite understand being normal.  
I continued to drink.

I had quit my job when we started dating, and now I started going 
to clubs.

One of my best friends was a black man named Calvin. He was  
a skateboarder I’d met in the neighborhood before going into treatment. 
We used to just hang out and drink and do stupid shit.

Now we went to raves and clubs together. And I started doing acid—
pretty much five nights a week. I’m very surprised I’m not completely 
fried from that. I drank and did acid every night. I got a job in a coffee 
shop and I had to be there at four-thirty in the morning, so I would go 
straight from the clubs to work.

I was just too wild for Larry, so we broke up. I moved out of his 
place, back in with my mom. She had only one bedroom at the time but 
she let me live there. I was still doing the whole not-sleeping-all-night 
thing. I did that for a long time.

I found myself just detached. I wasn’t much for crying; I was  
simply detached. I really didn’t care much about anybody or anything. 
Even Larry, who was the best thing that ever happened to me—I treated 
him like shit. And I did that to a lot of guys. I learned how to be mean, and 
I did to people what people did to me. I wasn’t promiscuous or anything, 
but I wound up being mean.

I don’t remember much emotion except for that same sense of abuse 
and abandonment—like back when I would lock myself in Clark and 
Carrie’s bathroom and cry.
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From day one, I had become used to the fighting all around me. 
That’s what was normal. When it wasn’t in any of my relationships,  
I brought it. It was much more comfortable for me.

So I was doing acid, working at the coffee shop, and coming home 
to my mother’s house and camping out in her living room.

The whole dancing thing was fun. The friends I had then were 
actually good; I’m back in touch with some of them now—and some are 
even sobering up, too.

I wound up living with my sister and brother-in-law for awhile and 
then I moved into my own place.

And this is where Calvin comes into play.
Calvin and I were inseparable. Along with another girl, Shannon, 

we went everywhere together—all the clubs and everywhere.
But Calvin turned out to be the “Costa Mesa Rapist”—an infamous 

criminal.
The three of us were at a club. We took turns driving when we 

went out; the person who would drive home was the one who could see 
the “straightest.” I’m ashamed of how much I drank and drove, and I’m 
grateful that I did not die or, especially, kill someone else.

This night, Shannon and I drank; Calvin didn’t—so he was kind 
of out-of-sight, out-of-mind. After the club ended at two or three a.m., 
Shannon and I went out to Calvin’s car. We couldn’t find him, so we kept 
setting off his car alarm.

About an hour later, he finally showed up, but it was kind of 
weird: he had puke all over him—he reeked of it—but he really hadn’t 
been drinking.

He wound up getting arrested.
I found out a few days later when the police called me.
Apparently, a man fitting Calvin’s description had brutally attacked 

a woman with a knife after the club closed. He pulled her into a car 
and probably would have raped her, except that she puked on him and  
got away.
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They told me Calvin was in jail and that I was the only person he 
would agree to talk to.

I said no.
Calvin’s face was all over news after that because of the string of events 

he had evidently been involved in. He had also been exposing himself at 
high schools. The police had been searching for him for a long time.

I was very pissed off at him, and I didn’t want to believe it for  
a while. But it did turn out to be true. And apparently he had been doing 
this for a long time. Getting caught was probably a relief for him, as well 
as for everybody else. 

I guess the reason I didn’t go see him is because I was afraid that 
the accusations were true and that he would admit something to me that 
I didn’t want to hear.

At one point, a friend of mine told me that he’d been watching the 
news with Calvin when a police sketch of the Costa Mesa Rapist came up. 
“That looks like you!” he said to Calvin, and they both just laughed.

Calvin ended up dying in jail—people with his charges usually get 
killed while incarcerated. He was let into the general population and that’s 
never good. He was strangled and was on the floor for quite a while before 
the guards got to him. By the time they got him to the medics, he was dead.

I didn’t cry when I heard he’d been killed. I guess I felt it was 
somewhat deserved. But while I wasn’t devastated, I did feel betrayed. 
And I felt bad for his parents—losing a son.

I looked back and saw that Calvin was very protective of me. If I left 
a club without him, he would follow me home and sit outside until the 
next day. I guess he was protecting me from people like himself.

He probably saved me from putting myself in some really bad 
situations. He would never let me leave drunk, even though I had no fear 
at all and would leave drunk and go anywhere.

When I lived with Larry, Larry wouldn’t worry about me if I was 
with Calvin, because he knew how protective Calvin was.



Butterfly Tears

After all of that with Calvin, I moved out of my little place and back 
in with my sister. I got a job at a nearby brewery. It was perfect. That was 
my dream job: I was drinking all the time, and there was a big party scene 
that I was a part of for way too long.

I loved being intoxicated and I loved my courage when drunk. I was 
a master manipulator, and I was abusive to the men I allowed in my life.  
I got a kick out of degrading and hurting others.

Then I met a guy who was in a pretty popular band. He was strung 
out on heroin—something he didn’t hide from anyone. So here, I wind 
up with a man who I had to try to sober up and drag off to shows so that 
he could play.

And he was doing some other bad stuff.
He needed me to take him somewhere once to “take care of business.” 

He came back with a bag with somebody’s finger in it. I was down for doing 
pretty much anything, but I didn’t get a lot of details. I learned later that 
the finger apparently belonged to a child molester—again, I didn’t get all  
the details. He got paid a lot of money to do that kind of stuff.

When we went to hotel rooms, he usually did heroin, but sometimes 
speed as well. All I did was drink.

Until this one time, when I was coming down from the worst 
hangover ever—although they were all pretty bad. My friend Shannon, 
who still went everywhere with me, said, “Here, this will take care of  
the hangover…”

She gave me speed—and it worked. It definitely got rid of the 
hangover.

I didn’t do it again for a day or two, but then I went to a hotel with 
another friend. I did speed again and something happened in my head. 
Something snapped. It was like an aneurysm or something. It was the 
worst pain I’ve ever experienced. I thought I was dying.
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By now, my boyfriend was on the run from the law for all the shit 
he was doing, so he couldn’t take me to the hospital. “Just take me home!” 
I told him.

I got out of the car and passed out on the lawn. I couldn’t move. 
My head was exploding. So my boyfriend put me back in the car and took 
me to the hospital. He had to hide from all the policemen around there.

They knew I was loaded, so they gave me some Demerol or 
something to quiet me down, and then they sent me on my way.

I went through two very bad weeks because of that one incident. 
The speed put me through hell and dropped me to my knees. But I didn’t 
go to any doctors or anything to find out what really happened.

And it didn’t stop me.
After the horror of the two weeks went away, I did speed again 

immediately and smoked it more and more. It was a downward spiral.  
I continued to hang around with the band guy (although he wasn’t really 
playing in the band during that time, because the law was on his tail), 
doing more stupid shit. He’d get mad at people who were giving me speed, 
but we were all getting high and everybody knew about it.

So we’re all on speed, and Shannon is dating some guy named “Spider”  
who lives in a manufacturing warehouse kind of place with a bunch of 
people who are disgusting—the whole place was disgusting. Everybody in 
there was getting loaded.

So we pretty much moved in there.
We kind of just stopped living. Stopped having a home in general—

even though I never really felt like I had one anyway.
We were anywhere and everywhere.
I really only did speed for a couple of years, but I went down fast 

and I went down hard.
I hate admitting it, but I started hanging out with people in white 

supremacist gangs—men and women. This was not my style (my own 
best friend had been black), but I’d found a group of people who all hated 
themselves and others as much as I did. We were all perfect for each other. 
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And they had the good drugs. And plenty of them. I started doing 
the same things as these people: stealing cars and breaking into houses.  
I wasn’t afraid to do anything. I became a liar, a cheat, and a thief, with no 
conscious concern for my victims.

Chris, my soon-to-be codefendant, and I would steal the cars. He 
knew who to give them to. He’d tell me go get this one and take it here. 
Sometimes we would simply walk into a house and grab the car keys.  
We would go through open windows, opened doors, or through the garage.

When we broke into houses, we were mostly looking for car keys 
and things like phones or jewelry—anything of value. Wallets were good 
because Chris could do things with IDs. Any cars that were open, we 
would go through them.

Most of the time, I stayed outside while Chris went into the houses; 
I’d be the lookout. But I was part of all of it.

One night we went to the house of some couple he knew. I’ll never 
forget walking into that house. It was one of the most disgusting moments 
of my life.

I hadn’t showered for a couple of days and the couple had a dog—
and fleas by the millions. I’m allergic to fleas. I had sat down, and when I 
stood up my legs were black with fleas. They bit me so many times, I was 
about to pass out. My legs were swollen and bloody and disgusting.

Places like this were what my environment had become. I was 
covered in fleas and I knew I had hit bottom. I was fed up with everything, 
and I just didn’t care. All I was doing was getting high. That was my life, 
and I would rather have died. I didn’t know what I needed to do, but I 
needed to go. I think some part of me even wanted to get caught.

I got my two strikes in that one night.
I said, “Let’s go out with a bang. I’m up for anything. Where are  

we going?”
Where we went was to the hills of a well-to-do area—to rob houses.
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The first house we targeted was actually the home of a friend we had 
given our German shepherd to. This one I feel really bad about. I feel bad 
about everything I did, but this one in particular.

Chris entered the garage. The garage was attached to the house, and 
since the house had people in it, this was later considered a violent strike. 
We stole a bunch of stuff from there—from our friend.

Then we went and hit a bunch more houses. It was like a spree.
We both got two strikes because of that night—one night that 

produced twenty or thirty felonies.
But we didn’t get caught that night.
Prior to that night, I’d done a few terms in the county jail—all 

for stupid stuff: stolen property, using fake IDs, possession of drug 
paraphernalia, things like that.

But shortly after that night, I was caught driving a stolen car—
someone we knew had reported it stolen. I actually wasn’t the one who had 
stolen it, but I wound up getting like thirty days.

I was serving my time at “the farm” (the county’s minimum-
security jail) when the detectives came and wanted to know if knew about 
“anything else.”

I ended up telling them everything.
Yup, I told on myself. This is how I got caught. They would have 

never known, but I wound up telling on myself because I just couldn’t live 
like this anymore.

Of course, they already suspected; my description was out there. 
I really should have been stopped long ago. But they had no proof.

Until I told them everything.
They took me out of the farm real quick and put me back in the 

higher-security jail. And they called Clark.
Clark was still on the police force (he’s retired now), and it was a 

respect thing that he’d always get the first phone call when I was arrested. 
Not that he did anything. He didn’t come to see me or try to use his clout. 
And I didn’t care anyway.
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Chris got arrested around the same time I did. He was also in a 
stolen car, and he passed out—he had been up for days. He ran somebody 
over and was charged with vehicular manslaughter.

So we were both in jail.
I did not turn him in. I told them everything I did, but Chris told 

on himself, too. He even tried to say that he did everything to try and save 
me. He was already facing seven years and strikes, so he was trying to take 
all my stuff since he figured he was going away forever anyway.

The two of us wound up on the same bus going to the same court 
for the same charges. They separate you so you really can’t see each other, 
but we saw each other anyway. He slipped me a note, trying to get me to 
tell my lawyer that he did everything.

But I didn’t do that.
I confessed to everything.
I was hit with more charges, of course. They tried to give me eight 

years at first, but I didn’t take it—which meant I’d have to go through a 
big trial and maybe lose big time. So when they offered me four years with 
two strikes, I took it. 

They’re called “silent strikes,” which means I didn’t hurt anybody 
physically; but they’re serious. And because people were home during the 
break-in, they do consider the strikes to be violent.

So Chris got seven years and I got four.
And now we both have two strikes.

When the charges and sentencing were all over, I remember feeling 
relieved. I remember feeling cleansed as I told the detectives everything.

I think they felt bad having to charge me with all this. Those cops 
even came and visited me a couple times just to check on me. First of 
all, I was a cop’s kid, and they all help each other out and all that crap;  
but I think they really felt sorry for me. And they knew that I was about 
to be sent away for quite a long time. I didn’t have any resentment toward 



The Last Strike

them for that. But I think they felt worse because I was forthcoming and 
they had to use that information against me. The cops actually tried to 
give me lesser charges because I came forward and confessed—and in the 
end, the charges were lessened.

So now I’m in prison. They sent me to Chowchilla—the state pen. 
You take the bus ride up there and you get out and they put you in a little 
room where you get naked and cough and squat over mirrors and all that 
fancy stuff—that was my welcoming committee.

I looked around and there’s some fucking mean-looking women 
there. I’m a little white girl and I’m scared to death. I did know a couple 
of other prisoners who had come up with me, but nothing was going to 
make this a fun experience.

They put me in the receiving yard and then a holding cell by myself. 
That wasn’t unusual, because I’m usually “red banded.” That means I’m 
isolated from the general population because I’m a cop’s kid. They did that 
to me in the county where Clark worked—but not where I was arrested.

Once I’m back in the receiving yard, I see a lot of fights, mostly over 
“girlfriends”—like, “Hey, are you looking at my girlfriend?” There’s a lot 
of “politics.”

Then I was sent to the dorm-style living, which has eight-person cells. 
In the room next to me, some girl was getting raped with a broomstick,  
so I’m hearing screams and things like that.

The guards don’t care. They’re having sex with the women there and 
bringing in drugs and lighters. There are drugs everywhere. It’s a fucking 
mess. Disgusting. So I figure the only thing I’m going to do is read and 
stick to myself.

Actually, when I was at the farm, because I was a cop’s kid, one 
of the female deputies put me in a GED class. They’re supposed to 
be optional, but she made me do it and I ended up getting my GED.  
Truth be told, she was a lesbian who had a thing for me—but it worked, 
and I couldn’t have done it without her giving me that push.
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I certainly had no intention of getting that GED, but it was the first 
little “light” towards a brighter future. After that, I started taking all these 
classes in the county jail and then in prison.

I was just beginning to experience what I would hear Dave Bishop 
refer to years later as getting a “taste” for better things. I started seeing 
more that I might be able to turn this around. I didn’t want to go back to 
what I had been doing.

I took health classes—anything I could. I went to twelve-step 
meetings. I was doing all I could to reach out for help, to talk to people, 
to figure out how—when I got out—not to go back. I was deathly afraid. 
I just didn’t want to ever go back to prison.

I wouldn’t make it again, in there.

It’s hard to keep track of people once they’re in “the system.” The 
authorities don’t notify family members. But somehow Larry found 
me, and he sent me a letter. He hadn’t actually seen me in a long time.  
He came to visit, and later he said I was “transparent”—I was pale and 
looked like crap from having no exposure to the sun.

After that, I started talking regularly to my mother and Larry, and 
then to my sister, and to my brothers afterwards. My mom said I could 
come stay with her when I got out.

I even sent a letter to Clark and Carrie from jail—just a little  
“I’m sorry” kind of note. I didn’t hear anything back.

After the dorm, I went to “D” yard—that’s when you’re not in 
receiving any more. They’ve received you now; you’re an official part of 
the Department of Corrections and Rehabilitation. They put me in a 
room with this huge Samoan lady named “Insane.”

I didn’t get undressed. I slept outside my covers. She fought with 
everybody else in the room.
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As soon as I could, I requested to go to fire camp, to get trained as 
a firefighter. You can request three places. My first choice was fire camp. 
I just didn’t want to be in Chowchilla—that was the worst place you 
could be.

My request got granted at like four in the morning. “You’re leaving!” 
they said.

I got a nice good-bye from Insane: “Don’t let me see you back here!”
“I’m not coming back here!” I said, and I went off to fire camp.

The California Institute for Women has two-person rooms with  
a little more space and a lot more freedom, and it’s not as disgusting.

And they train you to fight fires.
I damn near died. It’s not easy—running up hills and lots of other 

challenges. But I like physical stuff.
I was there for many months, and it was like fun to me. I got to 

work a chain saw. I got helicoptered into flames and things like that— 
an amazing experience. I was in San Diego during the firestorm of 2003. 
We chopped down dead trees, clearing lines to stop fires.

It’s dangerous, but I liked it. Some of it was the adrenaline rush,  
but so much of it was a focus on something positive.

In total, I was in prison for two years—half of the four-year sentence. 
It’s automatic. If it weren’t for the two strikes, I could possibly have served 
just a quarter of the time. I did my entire second year at fire camp. I was 
amazed they let me do that.

When I was released, I still had a warrant for an old ticket, so I had 
to go back to court that same day for the failure to appear. Of course, I’d 
been in prison and couldn’t appear, so they let it go.

I was paroled and moved back into my mom’s house.
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While I was in prison, I had written Larry’s mom a letter asking if 
she knew of any programs I could get involved in when I got out. I wanted 
to try everything I could to not go back to prison.

I wanted to survive.
She had sent me information about Pathways to Independence.  

But I was still locked up and I didn’t have phones or much of anything.
When I got out, I looked at Dave’s card for a week or so, but I just 

didn’t call. This has to be bullshit, I thought. I started looking for a job.
But Larry’s mom told Dave’s then-wife about me, who immediately 

called Dave. Pathways had only two slots available in their new “Pathways 
to Freedom” program. One had just been filled, and Dave was literally 
in the middle of interviewing a girl for the second spot. He was ready to 
accept her, but his wife urged him to meet me before making his decision.

So I talked to Dave, and he told me all these great things Pathways does 
for women. When we hung up, I told my mom, “I think this is bullshit.”

But I went to the interview. My mom drove me.
My autobiography was just one page. I didn’t really know what 

an autobiography was to begin with, so I wrote this brief description of 
“where I was at.” I was desperate.

At the interview, I realized that what Pathways was offering was true 
and real. And for the first time in years—through all of this horror—I cried.

I was accepted into Pathways on the spot.
I think they knew that if they didn’t take me right away, there was 

no way I was going to make it. I didn’t even have any clothes or anything. 
I came out in my prison jumpsuit and with a little bit of money I’d made 
in fire camp, and that was it. That’s all I had.

Larry came and saw me, and he went to dinner with my mom  
and me. We ended up dating again, and I moved in with him.

I actually started working for Dave—for what was supposed to be a 
couple weeks, but ended up being about three years. He does construction and 
I like physical work, so I learned pretty fast. It was interesting, and we got along 
well. We both have good senses of humor and he was very patient with me.
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I didn’t really know what to think of all this.
Of course, in Pathways you have to go to school and therapy.
I took my first class at a city college; I think I got a D. I failed all 

my math courses. Then I took an English and math assessment test and 
was placed in the lowest math and a class before English 100—because I 
couldn’t structure a paragraph or an essay or anything like that.

Dave helped tutor me and tried to get me to know my times tables. 
He tried really hard, but to this day I can’t really do them. I can do big 
equations and statistics now, but I can’t do my times tables!

I never took a computer class, but I can type okay now.
Because of my record, I have a lot of roadblocks against things  

I would like to do for a living. For example, I can’t teach. I can’t do a lot of 
stuff. It narrows down my options. So I settled for mechanics. I know a lot 
of convicts who are mechanics, so I figured I could do it, too.

I transferred to a junior college, and I took some psychology and 
math classes. I spent a lot of time questioning teachers; I was a good student.

I went to school with Kaysie, who was also in Pathways. She wouldn’t 
study, but would do great on tests. I have to study my butt off! She’s more 
creative, while I’m more like, “Tell me what you want. That’s what you’re 
going to get.” I follow directions well.

And that worked for me. I learned what teachers wanted and I learned 
how to learn well. I earned my A.A. degree and graduated with honors.

I had that “taste.”
Then some Pathways donors paid for me to get my Drug and Alcohol 

Certificate in seven fast-paced months at a vocational college. My teacher 
there was very influential and knew I had something inside me to do great 
things. She was the first outsider to make me start to believe I can do this.

I entered an internship at a rehab center, where I worked forty hours 
a week for free for three months; then they hired me on. I stayed on there 
as a drug and alcohol counselor, working with ex-convicts.

At the time, the center was for both females and males; now it’s 
strictly male. Women are difficult to work with. They’re extremely smart, 
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so they know how to be sneakier! They would be mean and take advantage 
of all the men in the program, making them do whatever they wanted. 
Although the women parolees are much harder to work with than the 
men, I continue to work with both now.

Next, I was accepted to a Cal State school in the field of Human 
Services. I had no idea that I would do that—I had no idea I could get my 
bachelor’s degree. I got a 4.0 GPA and I loved it. I loved all my classes and 
I still talk to many of the teachers.

Some of the teachers are now involved in Pathways. I have introduced 
them to Dave and have had him speak at the college. They have fallen in 
love with the program and want to get involved—it’s kind of neat to be 
able to do that.

I worked at the rehab center for about three years. I became the 
senior counselor there. But I always wanted to work with mental health 
systems, so I got a job as a case manager in that field. My alcohol and drug 
counseling studies teacher—the one who had encouraged me—helped me 
get the opportunity and is now my supervisor. I get to evaluate facilities 
that house parolees to ensure that these institutions are providing the 
services promised for appropriate rehabilitation. I have a company car and 
a company phone. It really is my dream job!

I’m a happy person now—I’m not pissed off anymore! The years 
of therapy worked, although I feel bad for what Dave and Larry had to 
endure for the first few years. I had to change everything—I had to change 
from hating everybody! You could tell me anything, but if I didn’t want to 
hear it, I would argue or just ignore it.

And I did fight a lot. Dave was very patient with me. He knew 
there were reasons behind why I was acting like this. He knew it before  
I did. Dave kept saying, “I’m going to love you so you will love yourself.” 
It became a joke that he would try to give me a hug and I would just pat 
him on the back and walk away. Now I give him great hugs!

My mentor treats me like his own daughter. Even with my major 
anger issues, he never threw me away as most people did—including 
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myself. And his wife is an ideal woman. I have never had a female role 
model before, and I am grateful for her.

There are so many little things that people just don’t see. Dave and 
my therapist taught me how to be in relationships with people. I didn’t 
know how. It was just trial and error with Larry. Even though we broke up,  
I love him to death and he’ll always be my best friend. I talk to him at  
least once a week.

I’m in a great relationship now, and we’re serious. I still have 
problems with frustration, but I am able to talk with him, and he listens 
and does not hold my past against me.

With him, I’m doing things I’ve never done. I have never cooked for 
anybody before. I have never really taken care of anybody before. He hurt 
his ankle recently, and I was happy to be doing things that most people do 
for one another. It’s all new to me, but it’s very important stuff.

That’s one of the most important things that Pathways taught me: 
to be in healthy relationships. A lot of old friends found me on Facebook 
and saw that I’m doing well, and they all want to be part of my life again. 
They’re very proud of me.

I have even talked to the guy whose house I broke into. He’s now 
my friend and supports me in my efforts to change my life. It’s weird: 
everybody who was actually good in my life, I have them all back.

But it’s a little strange to me sometimes. It’s like, What do you want? 
But I’m not detached from my feelings now. I don’t have a problem trying 
to communicate. I don’t run away from people.

And what I do for a living has taught me a lot. I have to practice 
what I preach. What I try to get other people to do, I have to be willing 
to do too.

I think of all the things that have gone on in my life. I was called 
an idiot and crazy all my life—and I acted on it. I acted that way, and 
I turned into what I was being called. 

And then I turned the whole thing around. It was very extreme.
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Pathways did another incredible thing for me. Seven or so years 
ago, I started growing a hard bump on my forehead, called an osteoma. It 
made me look like I got beat up—like someone gave me a good one! Even 
my clients would ask me if I’d gotten into a fight or if my boyfriend had 
smacked me around.

I talked to Dave about it, and he sent me to the Pathways 
dermatologist. I was told I needed a plastic surgeon, and the dermatologist 
said he would ask around for someone who would treat me.

An osteoma is essentially a bone tumor, but not cancerous. It’s very 
rare and not a lot is known about them. We found a surgeon who would 
see me, and he was very excited—it was his first one! Again, Pathways 
came through with medical help.

I was also able to get braces because of Pathways, as well as dental 
implants. In prison, there’s just two treatment options for teeth: fill it or 
pull it.

Now my self-esteem is a million times what was. I don’t have the 
bump on my head and I can smile. And I have all my teeth!

I live with my cousin now. I’ve kind of created my own family, and 
it’s neat how I got to do that. I don’t talk to Clark and Carrie by choice. My 
therapist told me that was okay. Everyone else kept saying, “They’re your 
family—you need to talk to them.” But I don’t have to. It’s very freeing.

I don’t talk to most of my family right now, actually.
My little brother, especially, has always been kind of a lost child. 

He’s thirty-something, but because of his brain damage, he’s mentally 
more like sixteen. It’s sad.

None of my siblings have really fared well.
One of them smokes weed and steals money to buy booze. Another 

is HIV-positive from a brief bout as a homosexual. Another is doing okay 
in life, but still has emotional issues and can be mean.

I can’t be a part of that right now.



The Last Strike

My mom and I are like best friends, though. I’ve always been her 
favorite—she’s always let me back. We just had a bond. She lives on the 
other side of the country now, and I try and go out at least once a year to 
visit her.

She’s never actually apologized for all she did. Pretty much all she 
ever says about the past is, “You guys have been through a lot.” She still 
drinks, and healthwise she isn’t too well. I think her drinking keeps her 
from truly feeling emotions about what happened.

I was arrested in March of 2002. I was twenty-five years old.
My “speed years” started at age twenty-three.
I did all sorts of stuff really fast.
Usually it takes people years to become that extreme—and to go 

down that hard! I look around at these people in their fifties and sixties 
who are still using. I look at women who have been doing speed for ten 
years and who’ve maybe gone to jail for thirty days here and there— 
and I’m like, Fuck!

I guess if I’m going to do something, I do it big!
I’ve done recovery big too.
Today, I am eight years clean and sober.
I have a B.S. in Human Services from Cal State and graduated 

magna cum laude.
I have a CADAC certification to counsel people with a chemical 

dependency.
I’m an ex-convict who works for the government!
A few days after my Pathways graduation, I told Dave: “I’m  

shiny now!”
So much has changed since those early days. So much has changed 

because of Pathways.





Also Featuring...





“No one knows I’m planning to kill myself  
as soon and as fast as I can.”

—Kaysie

O Starry Night

It’s cold in here. I breathe in and I breathe out as I hear my own 
heartbeat pulsating through me. I can feel my clammy bare feet sticking 
to the tile floor. I can taste desperation and my own salty sweet sorrow.  
I can smell fear and anxiety.

I’m in the bathroom. I see myself in the mirror. I can’t help but 
stare in awe. Who is this person staring straight back at me? Who is this 
person injecting a needle into my arm? I am no longer recognizable even 
to myself; because in my eyes I see nothing but emptiness. Profound and 
utter emptiness.

Nobody is home, and I’m so cold, and I can’t help but wonder, How 
the hell did I end up here? ...





The Good Girl

“I would do anything, including lie, cheat, and steal.”

—Ashley

I was fifteen when I took my first drink of alcohol. 
I was with my girlfriend, and I thought her friends were so cool—

the way they dressed, the way they acted. The way the boys thought they 
were cute. The way they drank and smoked—both cigarettes and pot.

I didn’t think about my alcoholic dad, or my high chances of falling 
into the same traps as him—all I thought about was wanting to fit in. 

Almost instantly, alcohol did for me what it had taken months of 
extensive work in twelve-step family support meetings to do. I felt pretty, 
interesting, popular, and fun. I could talk to people without worrying 
what they were thinking of me. I didn’t second-guess myself. It was as if  
I had found the secret potion I had been searching for my entire life.

I didn’t drink too much that night, but it was enough to give me a 
good buzz. I ended up kissing my friend’s boyfriend. I regretted it instantly 
and everything got smoothed over, but I blamed it all on the alcohol.

“I’m sorry, I was drunk, it wasn’t my fault” become my tagline for 
years to come...





Four O’Clock

“My father told me he loved his dog more than me.”

—Lin

I finally made the call to Dave Bishop.
I told him about my life.
Dave told me I would qualify for Pathways, but I might have to wait 

up to a year. So during that time, I just continued with what I was doing.
What I was doing was trying to keep myself alive. I was trying to 

survive. I wouldn’t come home at night until my mother was there to 
protect me.

And when Dave told me I’d been accepted into the program,  
I moved all my things in one day—all before four o’clock.

Four o’clock was a really interesting time for me. It was like my life 
ended at four o’clock—because that’s when my dad came home…





The Nightmare 
After Christmas

“My mother faced my father with a gun in her hand,  
her floor-length white terrycloth robe soaked in blood.”

—Sara

My first memory as a child is something I hold dear. This memory 
has a fairy-tale quality to it. I remember it as if it were yesterday—like I’ve 
been transported back in time to that little girl. The vibrancy, excitement, 
and sneakiness I felt then, I can feel now. I remember what I was thinking, 
seeing, hearing.

This memory is the archenemy of the reality of my childhood.  
It shouts that everything was normal and that I was a just like any other 
little girl the night before Christmas. 

My actual journey from childhood into adulthood was nothing 
short of a nightmare. There would be beatings, blood, fierce protection 
in the midst of abandonment, and women coming and going. Alcohol 
abuse, drug use, life on the run, empty fridges, and molestations from 
multiple offenders—these were all a part of the story as well...





Fifty-Two Beats

“This evil man broke what was left  
of my already broken heart.”

—Annie

Today is the day that I will end my life. I don’t see any other way to 
end my pain. I’m so very weak and in many ways already dead. My heart— 
my spirit—broke so long ago, that now I am afraid I may not even have one.

I am so hungry, yet I don’t allow myself to eat. Sometimes I fall down 
and I don’t even care; there is nothing within me to sustain me.

I am empty. I am dead.
The paramedics check my pulse and find it beats so slowly—only  

fifty-two beats a minute.
Fifty-two beats too many.

I came into this world with my umbilical cord wrapped around my 
neck, born in my own mother’s bed...





Down the Stairs

“Nobody knew about my family— 
not even my close friends.”

—Veronica

My dad didn’t love me. 
I still don’t think he loves me.
He doesn’t even know my birthday.
You just feel empty. You grow up feeling like you don’t know what 

to do in any situation. You’re always second-guessing yourself. And you’re 
always looking for love. But who’s there to give it to you? No one is! And 
those who are there are telling you that you’re worthless.

My dad used to hit us, and he beat my mom. That’s all you see and 
that’s all you know, growing up in an alcoholic home. And what you hear 
is the yelling! Even to this day my dad can’t talk to mom; he has to yell 
at her.

I remember when my mom was four or five months pregnant with 
my little sister. My dad dragged her down the stairs.

I still think of things like that...





From East L.A.  
to Law School

“Not only was I pregnant,  
but it was by a drug-dealing gang member.”

—Kimberly

Since I was eight years old, I dreamed of becoming a lawyer. I told 
everyone I was going to be a lawyer. But two months after my sixteenth 
birthday, I found myself pregnant.

I met my son’s father when I was fifteen. He was a drug dealer and 
a gang member. He was just seventeen years old, but he had a car and 
pockets full of money—and at that age, the lifestyle was alluring to me.

Plus, this was the first man who really paid attention to me—he told 
me he wanted to protect me.

I told him I wouldn’t get married or have children until after college, 
but he just kept saying, “You’re going to be my baby’s mama…you’re going 
to have my kids.”

He got me pregnant on purpose.
I was trapped...





No More  
Safe Havens

“My mother said I should have been one of her six abortions.”

—PepperFanne

My mother was a drug addict.
She was a full-functioning drug addict her entire life. But as a kid 

I didn’t know what kinds of drugs she used.
My father was an alcoholic. He was a drink-’til-he-passed-out-and-

urinated-on-himself alcoholic. But I loved him; he was my heart.
I have an older sister, Jody, and a younger sister, Jade. As we grew 

up, my mom yelled at all of us continuously—but my sisters never got hit.
That kind of abuse was reserved for me.
I didn’t know if it was the “middle child syndrome” or what, but I 

was always the target.
Along with the physical abuse came the mental assaults.
I was always “stupid.”
I was “dumb.”
I was “ugly.”
Of the three kids, I was the “ugliest.” The baby was the prettiest, then 

my older sister, then me. I don’t look like my sisters. I look like my mother....





The Pathways 
to Independence 

Foundation

Providing hope, healing, and guidance 
to young women in need.

The Pathways Mission
Pathways to Independence commits to making profound changes 

in the lives of young women who have been neglected and abused by 
their families and society. We assist these young women in healing their 
emotional wounds and in getting an education, enabling them to become 
independent, contributing members of society.

Pathways Roots
Pathways was founded in 1991 by educators Dave and Joyce Bishop, 

to help a former student achieve self-sufficiency. Monica was the product of a 
dysfunctional alcoholic family and at age nineteen had a two-year-old daughter 
and no support. With the Bishops’ help, Monica was able to get advanced 
training and a full-time job with health benefits for her and her daughter.



Butterfly Tears

Pathways Clients
Pathways clients are an underserved population of women who have 
experienced grievous childhood trauma.

♥♥ Most come from alcoholic families.
♥♥ Many have experienced years of incest, violence, or other forms 

of abuse.
♥♥ Some have spent years in foster care or even become indigent. 
♥♥ Pathways currently serves young women in Long Beach and 

Orange County, California.

Client Requirements
Clients must be young women (early thirties or younger) who meet the 
following criteria:

♥♥ Are poor by state/federal standards.
♥♥ Come from a history of family or personal abuse.
♥♥ Have a serious desire to receive an education.
♥♥ Are striving to become socially and economically independent for 

the first time.

Pathways Benefits
Pathways provides the following services to our clients, to assist them in 
overcoming past trauma and attaining self-sufficiency:

♥♥ Weekly counseling with a licensed therapist.
♥♥ Weekly interactions with a mentor.
♥♥ Full payment of school tuition and books.
♥♥ A monthly housing stipend.
♥♥ Access to over a hundred healthcare professionals, who donate 

their services.
♥♥ Access to mechanics, who donate their labor.
♥♥ Access to a wide variety of local professionals who donate services.



The Pathways to Independence Foundation

Client Accountability
Pathways clients sign mutually developed contracts specifying their commitments  
to education and personal growth. These agreed-upon commitments include:

♥♥ Required frequency of counseling.
♥♥ Required frequency of mentor interactions.
♥♥ Minimum college credits to be earned.
♥♥ Minimum grade point average to maintain.
♥♥ Minimum weekly hours of part-time employment.

Mentors and program coordinators hold clients firmly accountable to their 
contractual commitments and monitor progress on a consistent basis.

Pathways Funding
Pathways to Independence is a volunteer-based organization.

♥♥ Pathways relies on financial support from individuals, corporations, 
foundations, service clubs, and churches. We are supported by 
over a thousand donors.

♥♥ Holds 501(c)(3) status as a public charity.
♥♥ Over 93% of the budget goes directly to clients.
♥♥ The board of directors and all officers work for free.
♥♥ Aside from a part-time clerk and a part-time program development 

director, no one who manages or administers the Pathways 
program receives any compensation.



Butterfly Tears

Pathways Volunteer Program:  
Leveraging what’s right in the world!

Pathways clients are supported by over 300 community volunteers. All 
professional services are donated for FREE!

Professional Services
♥♥  50+ Medical professionals
♥♥  40+ Licensed therapists
♥♥  16 Dentists
♥♥  4 Orthodontists 
♥♥  3 Attorneys
♥♥  5 Grant writers
♥♥  3 Printers
♥♥  5 Mechanics
♥♥  2 Accountants
♥♥  3 Cosmetologists

Volunteer Services
♥♥  50 Mentors
♥♥  50 Fundraisers

(The foundation reimburses for out-of-pocket expenses.)

Pathways’ Success
♥♥ As of January 1, 2011, Pathways to Independence has served over  

250 young women.
♥♥ Roughly 80% of program entrants have succeeded in graduating 

from college and becoming independent, contributing members 
of society.



Join the 
Pathways Family

“Act as if what you do makes a difference. It does.”

—William James

Pathways to Independence depends on and is grateful for the 
financial support of individuals, family foundations, businesses, and local 
charities. But the demand for support vastly exceeds supply.

With no advertising, Pathways has about forty girls active in the 
program, with almost twice as many more on the waiting list—a list that is 
constantly growing. We need to get these young women into the program 
as soon as possible! In many cases—their lives literally depend on it.

And how many other girls out there are trapped in a nightmare, 
struggling just to survive?

With YOUR support, we can throw them a lifeline!



Butterfly Tears

How Can I Help?
Pathways’ primary challenge is funding. Every dollar matters! 

We urge you to give a one-time gift, or better yet, pledge a monthly 
contribution—large or small—to enable us to provide sustained support 
for these deserving young women.

Just think—if 1,000 people each gave just $10/month, that would 
allow us to accept more than seven new clients into the Pathways program!

Here’s how your monthly contribution can make a difference:

 $10  • Provides school supplies for one client

 $25 • Provides prescriptions for one client

 $50 • Provides restorative dental work for one client

 $75 • Provides textbooks for one client

 $125 • Covers medical expenses for one client

 $250 • Covers average college tuition for one client

 $650 • Covers an average rent stipend for one client

 $1,250 • Covers ALL DIRECT EXPENSES to sustain one 
client in the program

The Path to 40,000...
Dave Bishop’s dream is to grow the program from 40 girls today  

to 40,000 tomorrow. 

YOUR generosity will help us reach this goal!



Join the Pathways Family

Shop Our Online Store!

Support the Pathways program by purchasing from our  
unique line of CLOTHING, JEWELRY, and MORE at:

www.butterflytears.net

How Do I Give?
To schedule monthly payments or give a one-time gift,  

visit our secure online donation center at:

www.pathwaystoindependence.org
Or mail checks to: 

Pathways to Independence 
P.O. Box 43, Los Alamitos, CA 90720

Remember: Your donation is tax-deductible!

Visit the Pathways website to find out more about volunteering and 
mentoring opportunities, donating items for auction, and more!

Your support helps a struggling young woman succeed.
Join the Pathways Family TODAY!



Support these  
deserving young women  

by purchasing your complete copy  
of   

today!

Visit us at:
www.butterflytears.net


