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Summary of Content
After surviving a very abusive first marriage, Kay remarries and finally has everything she ever dreamed of . . . an intimate relationship with Christ, four wonderful children, and a Christian husband she adores. Her riveting memoir reveals, however, that abuse has many faces and when carried out under a cloak of religion, generates woundedness only God can make whole. 
Something Beautiful at the Dump is not about the failure of humanity that brought the writer to her Gethsemane but rather proves that an intimate walk with Christ absolutely works all things to our good, even in the loss of everything and everybody we might give ourselves to save…Evidence of Things Not Seen!
If consumers purchase and read Something Beautiful at the Dump, they will:

1) observe a real-life faith that reveals the lengths God is willing to go in order to retain his honor;

2) witness the cruelty of which humanity is capable, even with the best of intentions; and

3) find hope in the reality that God longs to bestow upon them the beauty and peace they long for in the dump of discouragement many sadly call their lives.

Motivations
1) Incest and sexual child abuse are rampant and the anger these hideous offenses bring about is valid and justified. Something Beautiful at the Dump looks inside the day-to-day home life of a pedophile that is neatly established within the Christian community and the consequences brought upon the family unit before and after he is exposed. 
2) People are turned off by religion and rightfully so. It is time somebody presented a real-life example, indisputable evidence, in answer to mankind’s desperate need to know that God does exist, his promises are true, and that He is a rewarder of those who diligently seek him. 
3) Damage from wounds inflicted in the name of Christianity is devastating and oft times irreparable because it is inflicted by the professing servants of our only source of peace and healing – our Savior, Jesus Christ. As God’s people, we must be the linking vessel of hope to tremendous love and restoration. Only then are our lives a mirror to his. 

Summary of Marketing Information:

The writer is a composer, gospel singer/recording artist and speaker whose integrity is authenticated by the Christian life she lives and her caring manner of communication. Others relate to her experiences through her riveting testimonies and her uplifting music. She won the State Entry in a national writing contest entitled “What God Has Done For Me” when judges all agreed that her entry was “truly a blessing.” She has spoken before many congregations about the events that took place in her memoir and looks forward to the completion of her website. She and her daughter both have personalized license plates (SBATD) that generate opportunities to spread the word about the book. This is her first memoir but with her experience and personal journals, it won’t be her last.

________________________________________________________________
Chapter 1

Unshakable Truth

When my daughter, Sarah, my young son, Denny, and I had been living in North Carolina a year or so, Louie, a dear friend from our hometown, came for a short visit. Louie offered to help with some much-needed yard work and we ended up having to make a trip to the dump. What should have been a simple trip to the landfill, however, turned out to be one of infinite spiritual significance. 


When Louie and I arrived at the dump, my eyes were immediately drawn to the sky where sparkling rays of light were moving about and changing shapes against the sun. A closer look revealed a huge number of seagulls that were soaring in circles above the mounds of rotting refuse. This was not significant in itself because anybody who’s been to a landfill has seen seagulls at one time or another. What could not be analyzed on this day, however, was why their bodies were glistering like multi-faceted diamonds against the Carolina blue sky. I was mesmerized. 

Excitedly, I yelled out, “Louie, look at those birds! I’ve never seen anything like this! They’re absolutely breathtaking!” 


Louie gave his signature smile but stayed busy doing what we’d come there to do. His kind nature prevented his telling me he could use a little help getting the bags out of the truck. I was so caught up in the moment that, in what seemed like a heartbeat, he was ready to head back home. I continued to babble about the birds as Louie turned the truck around to leave. 

Suddenly, the reality that I might never again see anything as spectacular overcame me. “Stop the truck, Louie. I have to look at those birds one more time!”  


I jumped out of the truck, half expecting the scene to have changed but it hadn’t. I deliberately tried to imprint a vivid picture of the awesome display into my memory, all the while knowing it was impossible to do so. As much as I wanted to hold onto the moment, as much as I needed to hold onto the moment, I knew I couldn’t preserve today for tomorrow. I wouldn’t need to. God didn’t intend for me to remember the sight of the birds, just what transpired because of it. He had done his part; now, the rest depended on me. 


My eyes soaked in one desperate farewell glance before I succumbed to Louie’s desire to leave. A bona fide pleaser, I didn’t want to take advantage of his good graces to give me one more look; otherwise, we might have been there for hours. I jumped in the truck, my mouth still in overdrive about what had happened. 


“I can’t get over those birds, Louie.  Have you ever seen anything like that? It’s amazing! They’re just so…so…beautiful!”


 Louie broke into a wide grin and in mock exasperation moaned, “Oh, Kay, you’re the only person I know that could find something beautiful at the dump.” 


His words were more lighthearted than spoken with admiration, I suppose, but at the time we didn’t know they had come through his lips from the very heart of God. Louie was aware of the undeserved wounding being inflicted upon me and of my steadfast hope in the Lord. What he didn’t know was that his compliment would become a spiritual rock of unshakable truth when reality screamed the uselessness of being kind and merciful in the face of deception, abandonment and persecution.


Louie knew some of what I’d come through but he didn’t know that at that particular time, I was still in God’s Intensive Care, waiting for the bleeding to stop.  You know…when you’ve prayed for something so long that your prayers become more of an every-day routine than one you can barely hope to be answered? That’s where I was, at the edge of mortally wounded, with a faith that kept me carrying on when I’d so much rather have not had to wake up every morning to the emptiness of it all.  


Paul of Tarsus and I had a lot in common. I was in the same position he found himself in Philippians 1:23, locked between the selfishness of going on to be with the Lord and knowing that on the contrary, it might…just might…be better to stay for the sake of the very few that cared if I lived or not. In opposition to Paul’s dilemma, however, I wasn’t at all undecided which of the two options I’d have chosen if it had been left up to me. I’d fought a good fight and most certainly I had kept the faith but from all appearances, I had lost the war. I didn’t try to plead my case with God and it would have done no good to do so. He had put me exactly where I’d prayed to go and He was totally responsible for the minute ember of hope that kept me believing things were going to turn around. 


Years earlier, I stood in church testifying that like Paul in Philippians 3:10, I longed to know Christ in the fellowship of his sufferings. I had come through an intense journey of faith and my hunger and thirst had become insatiable for an intimacy with Christ that if called upon, would be something to die for. As much as I desired it, however, I had given no thought to what would be required to make such a journey. I only knew God’s word spoke of far more than I had experienced and I needed to find it.   


There was no hint of what was to come if I should get the desire of my heart because like most everybody else, at that point in my life, I wasn’t capable of comprehending the depth of spiritual communion within Christ’s sufferings any more than the carnal mind can be subject to the law of God. I certainly didn’t dream that to know Christ intimately would culminate in my being abandoned, persecuted, victimized by false rumors, threatened, and eventually cast out of the church that had been my home for thirteen years. With relevance to Paul’s instructions in Galatians 6:1, the offender in this case was certainly beyond overtaken in a fault and, absolutely, I was totally committed to helping him be restored. But beyond that, I had surrendered myself to Christ’s admonition in Luke 14:26 to “count the cost” and was totally committed to whatever persecution living godly in Christ Jesus brought my way. My steps were being ordered by the Lord and there was no fear…only commitment to the restoration and welfare of my family. 


I wholeheartedly gave my life to Christ at age twelve but by that time, I had been conditioned to the “normalcy” of violence and my course was set. The inappropriate anger displayed in my parents’ home taught me early on to be compliant and to avoid being any source of contention…a pleaser to the utmost.


Immature and naïve, at nineteen, I married Ted, a young man with serious anger issues. Our marriage was a tragedy from the beginning because he was confidently abusive and I remained insecure and compliant. I knew nothing of boundaries and, therefore, took on all responsibility for the success or failure of our union. The marriage lasted nine years and can only be described as a hell of severe abuse and paralyzing terror for me and our three wonderful children doctors said I would never conceive. 


When I finally gained strength enough to file for divorce, true to his word, my husband’s rage culminated in a final attempt to end my life in front of our small children. With God’s intervention, I survived, albeit with deep emotional scars compounded by the spiritual unrest that accompanies divorce in a Christian’s life.


I cried for months. I had failed everybody – most particularly God – by not being able to hold the marriage together and I couldn’t keep from wondering if I could have done more. No love for Ted remained and my one positive emotion was relief for his absence in my life. Spiritually, however, I was deeply concerned about what God thought. For years I pleaded intensely for forgiveness and hoped it was enough. 


As disparaging the outcome of my marrying a violent unbeliever, I still wasn’t ready spiritually to relinquish to God the part of me He wanted most to possess…my affection. He wanted me to love him, my creator, with all my heart, soul, mind, and strength but I was still looking for romance, love, and sweet embrace from his creation. I didn’t know it then, but just like every one of his children, God had a plan for my life. He knew I was still young, very insecure, and therefore vulnerable to making bad mistakes so He actively kept my reaping within the boundaries of what I could bear. 


Paul wrote in Romans 8:23 “And we know that all things work together for good to them that love God, to them who are the called, according to his purpose.” There was no doubt that I loved God, as much as I was capable at that time, but I wouldn’t know until years later than I was, indeed, called according to his purpose. Many years had passed since I’d laid myself on his altar of surrender and I remained a child, unlearned in his ways and with no wisdom to rely on his promises. I was blatantly aware of my shortcomings and Satan, the accuser, made sure I was always reminded. However faithful God was to work everything to my good, I never saw it and remained focused on the pain my actions brought to bear.


Stan and I married three years after my divorce from Ted, and from all appearances, I had found the proverbial gold at the end of the rainbow. Stan was soft spoken and not given to temper tantrums, which was in total opposition to what I’d been accustomed to all of my life. His peaceful demeanor was a slice of heaven to my battered soul. By the ten-year mark of our marriage, we surely had our problems; but all in all, I finally had everything I’d ever wanted. I had the close and intimate walk with Christ I’d sought for so long; God had blessed me with another miracle child; and I rejoiced to have a Christian husband that loved the Lord as much as I did. Probably most of all, I was thankful that I didn’t have to worry about being hit or verbally abused. 

Abuse wears many faces, however, and unlike my first husband, whose abuse was blatantly physical, Stan’s abuse was far more deadly – subtle and deceptive – and for me, would culminate in a spiritual battle beyond anything I could ever think or imagine. The devastating consequences brought upon my life validate that abuse carried out under a cloak of religion bruises the soul and generates woundedness only God can make whole. 

And it all began with nine angry words from a sweet young lady we had taken into our home five years earlier.
Chapter 2

Invitation to a Fellowship

Stan and I became acquainted with Marion at church when she was five years old. She took right to me from the beginning, sitting beside me as I played piano for services and joyfully singing to the high heavens. She was such a delight and her toothless smile, infectious. Had I known then what I know now, I’d have picked up on some of her needs by the way she hugged and held onto me, for she had all the signs of a child robbed of innocence by poverty and abuse. 


Then, as abruptly as Marion entered my life, she left it. She stopped coming to church and because I didn’t know where she lived, I assumed her family had moved away. I thought of her often and remembered those shiny brown eyes, her enthusiastic chattering, and her little arms wrapped in a tight grip around my legs. She was gone and I hadn’t realized the depth of her neediness and the honesty of her love.


One evening, as we ate supper, Stan said, “Oh, by the way, you’ll never guess who I ran into today. And she was asking about you.” Of course, I had no idea who he might be referring to and was quite surprised when he told me he saw Marion. He commented that she was not a little girl anymore and that she was looking forward to seeing me at church that weekend. 


Marion floated right back into her place at my side when we attended church on Sunday, hugging tightly and expressing her happiness at being with me again.  She was the same exuberant Marion and lost no time in asking if she could go home with us. I just couldn’t turn her down and right away she started calling Stan and me Mom and Dad. Her visits went from days to weeks and from weeks to months without mention of her mother or siblings. On occasion, I insisted that she go home a few days for her mother’s sake and she always did, but not willingly.


Marion finally asked outright if she could live with us permanently. I already had four children, two sons and a daughter from my first marriage and one son in this marriage, but she was so sweet and compliant, I told her she was welcome to move in if her mother said she could. She enthusiastically pleaded, “She wouldn’t mind! Please? Please, Mom, can I stay?”


Marion was fourteen when her mother "gave" her to us. To avoid explanations to others, I identified her place in our family as my adopted daughter. She had been held back two years in school but was determined to finish high school and graduate, “for you, Mom,” she beamed. I sat with her countless hours, day after day, night after night, trying to help mend her shattered emotions as she poured out her heart and clung to me. I knew little about Marion and she was a joy but it didn’t take long to realize her injuries were so severe as to be engraved upon her soul. 


Marion was nineteen and my daughter, Sarah, seventeen when Stan’s uncle died in Florida. I suggested that he and the girls attend the funeral and while there, he could take them to Disney World. Our children had been many times but Marion had experienced very little. Though a generous gesture on my part, it went downhill from there.


After being in Florida a couple of days, Marion phoned to tell me she had some sort of infection and that Stan’s sister was taking her to the doctor. I had given the girls many talks about not sitting on public toilets and questioned whether she had done so. Hesitantly, she said she had and with motherly concern I told her that this experience would probably make her think twice before doing so again.


Shortly after their return, Stan began to speak of his horrible time at Disney World because of Marion’s attitude. According to Stan, “She ran away, we had to go looking for her, and I tell you, that girl has a mean streak in her you’ve never seen before!”


To say I was shocked is a huge understatement. I had never known her to be anything but sweet and considerate. I told him about the female infection and that although it might have made her irritable, it was still out of context for her. 


Stan reiterated, “I tell you, Kay, she’s got a hidden personality you don’t know about. She ruined our trip to Disney World.”


A day or so after Stan’s and my conversation, Marion grew moody and appeared to be very upset. Her behavior was clearly unusual, but she refused to answer any questions about what was going on. As Stan, Denny, and I ate supper, Marion was lying on the sofa, ignoring my requests that she come to the table. I suddenly remembered that Denny was supposed to be at Cub Scout meeting, so Stan left hurriedly to get him there on time. 


As soon as the door closed behind Stan, Marion was off the couch and walking to the table. As she came closer, I was shocked at the degree of anger on her face. Before I could give it any thought, however, she blurted out, “I hear dad says I have a hidden personality.”


I knew instantly that one of our children must have told her what Stan said. Being a peacemaker, I smiled and with soothing words tried to keep the situation from erupting into something more serious by playing down Stan’s accusation. 


Lightheartedly I said, “Oh, he told me you got upset over something and caused a problem at Disney World, but I explained that you had a female infection and might not have felt good.”


Her anger exploded. “He ought to know, he gave it to me!” 


I can’t say what I looked like in that moment but I know exactly how I felt –my insides suddenly churning like out of control flood waters and my heart racing madly in an effort to outrun the devastation. God’s word says that death and life are in the power of the tongue, and I’d have chosen a literal death any day over what followed on the heels of her painful outburst.


A war of emotions erupted between what she had said meaning something else and exactly how it sounded. If there had been a suspicion, perhaps I’d have felt an even greater blow by her words, a confirmation of my fears. But reality came out of the blue, a total surprise, leaving me mute with the sensation of thousands of worms wriggling about in the pit of my stomach.


I mumbled, “What did you say?” 


"Forget it." She wheeled quickly to walk away. 


“We will not forget it, and I want to know if you said what I thought you said!” My heart thumped so hard, I thought it would burst out of my chest!


When she told me again to forget it, I don’t know if I was more desperate for an explanation or just plain angry. She couldn’t do this to me! She couldn’t open Pandora’s Box, spread the pieces around and then expect me to ignore the mess.


“Well, you can talk to me now or you can talk to both Stan and me when he returns!”


She stopped, lowered her head, but did not speak. Oh, you can be sure I didn’t want to hear what she had to say, but the box had been violently ripped opened and the pieces had to be sorted.


With heartbeat thundering in my ears, I began to gently ask what I realized were very naïve questions. I simply could not conceive of his doing anything more serious than saying something to her, but deep inside, I knew something had to have taken place for her to think he had given her an infection. My brain went into overdrive! No…that’s not even possible. There has to be another explanation. He wouldn’t do that. Not Stan. I don’t understand. God, help me. Oh, God, please Oh, God… 


After an excruciating silence, I stammered, “Did he put his hands on you in any way?”


“Yes.” 


A deep soreness flooded my heart as the seriousness of her accusation began to pound against the armor of trust I had anchored in my husband. I was deeply afraid to hear any more, but I went on to inquire, “Did he do anything else?”



She nodded.  


I could bear no more answers and any questions I might have had turned to vapor inside my throat. It wouldn’t have mattered at that point anyway for Marion had taken the witness stand and had only begun to tell the truth, the whole truth, and nothing but the truth. If I thought it could get no worse, her sweet mouth proved me wrong when it sent forth nine more words – bitter words – propelling me on a journey I would despise but come to embrace, reluctantly, forever.


“He also molested Sarah when you first got married.”


Implosion. Detonation of spirit. As a mother, I would like to assign words to the agony, but there are none...there simply are none. In less than a minute, ten years of marriage and everything I thought I knew about my husband was exposed as myth – no truth – and  far darker than I could ever have imagined. There was no examining it as such now, however. There was no revelation of the misery to follow, no confirmation of prayer answered…just a massive vacuum, sucking violently at the very essence of what I had thought existed and now would never be.


That Marion might be lying never entered my mind. I loved her. I trusted her. I had no reason to think she might lie. There was simply no question she was telling the truth and the truth brought with it the sensation of gigantic butterflies flapping wings violently inside my stomach, turning me inside out. I didn’t know to what degree but life, as I’d perceived it, would never be the same again…physically, socially, emotionally, and to a far greater degree, spiritually. 


Suddenly, everything went into fast-forward. I needed to leave, and Marion needed to go somewhere, anywhere, and not be here when Stan returned. He had taken the car and I didn’t know where the truck keys were! He would be on his way back home and I needed to be gone when he returned! I had to talk to somebody! I had to run! I had to do something!


What was I going to do? Where was I going to go? Who could I run to? I needed to talk to somebody! I don’t know what I expected or needed but the revelation was imploding my heart and I couldn’t bear it all myself. To know there would be severe damage from what I’d learned might have been comprehensible but I had no idea how the number of losses would escalate in just a few short days and how extreme the grief of it all would be.


There was only one place the truck keys might be and I headed straight to them. As I ran out the door, I began to pray out loud, “God help Sarah. God help Marion. God help Stan. God help me. God help me be kind, merciful and forgiving as you are kind, merciful and forgiving.”

There was no strength to think, to expect, or to hope. I had no recourse but to plead God’s mercy for us all.


“God help Sarah. God help Marion. God help Stan. God help me. God help me be kind, merciful and forgiving as you are kind, merciful and forgiving…”


I am, by nature, a gentle-hearted soul, finding it easy to forgive and show mercy. My reaching out for God’s help indicates that deep inside I knew I was facing something far greater than I had the strength to carry out on my own. His fulfillment of my request would take on a much deeper spiritual revelation in the days to come but right then, I was in the moment and the moment was excruciating. 


I went to my church and parked outside, waiting for mid-week service to end. I needed to speak to the only person I knew to run to, a dear brother that I’d worked closely with for thirteen years in the church where we were members. Carl had told me on more than one occasion, “I love you, sis. I’m really closer to you than I am my own sister.” 


To that date, I had always been an open book, trusting friends and loved ones with information that later proved to have been best left unshared. In this instance, it had been good if I had remembered even one of those times. But in my brokenness, I didn’t. One final time, I poured out my heart in honesty…trusting. My mother had a way of explaining why some lessons need to be learned the hard way and after the fact, her words would resonate to the marrow of my bones. Indeed, “It takes a harsh medicine to cure a bad illness,” and baring my heart to Carl would be the harshest of all…and the most costly. 


It’s unusual that I hadn’t attended prayer service that evening because I rarely missed. The third chapter of Ecclesiastes tells us that there is a time to every purpose under Heaven and one day, I would know this time was allocated by God himself. He had heard my agonizing cries for his removal of the unknown thorn that had been tearing our marriage apart and now, at last, He was ready to get involved. In the process, He would also grant me the deepest longing of my heart – to know his son in the fellowship of his sufferings. 


The wheels were in motion. I was on a fast track to my own Gethsemane and this was only the beginning.
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“The dump of misery and pain resides in the wilderness where lack of wisdom and understanding keeps us going around in circles until we come to the knowledge of God’s priceless truth.” 














