The Children of New Bethany
The Girls-The Boys-Their Personal Stories

I have always been amazed (when allegations are brought forward such as those brought against The
Children’s Home Society; The State of Florida “The White House Boys” as well as at the New Bethany
boys and girls facilities) that when hundreds of grown men and women come forward telling of the
horrible abuses that took place at those compounds; those in charge only have to state that the allegations
are “not true.” It appears the former children have to substantially prove the charges to be “true” while the
system put in place to protect children does not require those same facilities to have to prove the charges
to be “untrue.” There is something very wrong here.
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CHILD ABUSE LASTS A LIFETIME
One evening I happened across a girl on the internet who had written a story about
a religious institution called “New Bethany.” I was quite disturbed after reading
her account of the abusive treatment handed out by these so called “Religious
leaders of God.” My entire childhood was spent at The Children’s Home Society,
located in Jacksonville, Florida and was also an abusive fourteen years of life.
Personally, I have found these places to be nothing more than American
concentration camps used by the juvenile system to harbor “troubled children;”
especially teens who actually need nothing more than to be loved, respected and
given a little freedom in order to find out who and what they are as individuals.
“THE NOTE” (A child)
Another note is born, its crystal is clear.
It awaits your words so it may hear.
With beer as a thought and drugs used as ink.
The note progresses and begins to think.
It develops its tone, based on sight and sound.
The lessons provided were never profound.
A belt and a bible, at worst a sword.
The note begins singing its awkward chord.
With slobber on sandals it struggles to breathe.
With braces on eyeballs its mind never teethes.
Its crystal now clouded unable to steer.
Rainbows never color when shinning through fear.
From rusted suggestion it struggles to call.
Another child locked forever out of Carnegie Hall.”
Roger Dean Kiser, Sr. Author/Child Advocate
http://thewhitehouseboys.com/AmericanOrphan/americanorphan/index.html
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DEDICATION
This book is dedicated to all the young teens that were sent (incarcerated) at the
New Bethany Home(s) for boys and girls. It is heard that there are a few good
stories about these facilities; however, most of the kids (now middle-aged adults)
speak more about the negative aspects of this so called “Place of God.”
Even after thirty years, many of them still continue to write about the unbelievable
horrors they suffered. Today, many of their internet web sites clearly express the
days, weeks, months and in some cases years of rape, molestations, beatings and
the ungodly treatment that most of them had to suffer while under the jurisdiction
of their caretakers.
Most of those submitting to this book realize that the past cannot be changed, but it
is hoped that by telling their personal stories that such terrible atrocities will not be
allowed to continue to happen to any innocent children in the future.
It is to these brave boys and girls that this book is dedicated.
One day, it is hoped that at least one or two former employees of these facilities
will have the guts, heart and fortitude to step forward and expose the terrible
abuses that occurred at these places. Abuses that were perpetrated in the name of
God while at the same time were destroying many young innocent children’s lives.

A great big THANK YOU to Rhonda Lundquist for all her hard work and the many hours she worked
to help me get this book together for everyone. I doubt I could have completed this project without her
help.
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"You gain strength, courage, and confidence by every experience in which you really stop to look fear in the face.
You are able to say to yourself, 'I have lived through this horror. I can take the next thing that comes along.' You
must do the thing you think you cannot do"
Eleanor Roosevelt
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Kim Holt

From Pillar To Post
I grew up in the Indiana Cornfields. My mother divorced her second husband when
I was 10. Now that the bad man was gone, I didn't have to worry about getting beat
with his belt anymore. When I was little He would come into my room with a belt
to check to see if my room was clean. I would hang onto my mommy’s leg. His
oldest boy would get in trouble and then point his finger at me. This is when I
found out what happens to Liars. We would have to drop our pants and lay across
the bunk bed where He would slap that belt on my little butt. Then he would ask
who did what and the boy would point his finger at me then we would get more
slaps with the belt. He would even get caught lying but there was no I'm sorry
Kim. I lived in a small town where everyone knew everybody. I was free now to
look at life without fear. I had the best little old ladies for neighbors and I would
walk them to church. I loved to hear about Jesus and Loved to memorize John
3:16. They took me under their wings. I watched one guy mow their yards and he
cut it to short and it burned the grass. I was determined to push that lawnmower
myself. My little old ladies had flowers all around their houses and I just loved to
help them.
By the age of twelve I finally could push the lawnmower. My mother told me that
as long as I took care of our yard that I could mow theirs. I made $4.00 a yard and
$7.00 for the biggest yard. I had all the cookies and pies I could handle. Plus I had
more yards to do because I did a good job. I played in the boys little league. But
they got to where they didn't want a girl on their team anymore. I tried to join the
Cub Scouts but the ninety year old Scout Master wouldn't let me. So I had to go to
girls sports. I picked volleyball, basketball, track and finally softball. I got to go
play in a lot of cool schools with cool gymnasiums. Basketball was my way of
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escaping my mother and my half sister. If I was home I had to babysit and clean
house. So I kept myself as busy as possible. Ninth grade was the greatest. I was
always running up and down the court or running somewhere. I wasn't one to sit
down or give up. I spent weekends at my Dad's in Southern Indiana. He was a
Horse nut. We hardly ever spoke. I was on a horse all weekend at Spring Mill State
Park. We would take people out on the trails. There were two trails a short one and
a long one. Either my Dad led and I followed up from behind or sometimes I got to
lead. I loved my time on the trails. I never thought my time on horses would come
to an end. I loved it. Well our trailer caught fire in my 10th grade year and that
made it tough. I stayed with my best friend Jodi until school was out. My mother
decided to marry this guy she was seeing. I wasn't happy about that at all. He made
sure to tell me that this was his house. I found out real quick when I got there his
yard was so thick and tall. He made me mow it with a bagger, and I got nothing for
the work. I found myself as their slave and babysitter. I started out by sleeping on
the floor and his dog would come over to my pillow and start humping it with
nasty stuff all over my pillow. I was made to let that dog sleep in my new room. I
hated that dog. The day before they were to get married I got caught stealing 45
records at Target. It sure wasn't my little town anymore. I found myself in trouble.
I spent some time at a juvenile detention center. I tried playing basketball with the
black girls but they didn't know what foul meant. So I sat out. I met this one tall
girl named Laura. She mentioned that she was getting sent somewhere and I didn’t
think anything more about it. I had learned my lesson on stealing.
My grades weren't the greatest as this school was more advanced. I made the
basketball team, but had to sit out because of my grades. I was bored and I started
smoking cigarettes and a young age. I figured out later that my mother’s second
husband smoked and that I was already addicted to cigarettes. So I would spend
time in the school bathroom smoking. I still hadn't been given a key to the front
door. It was a key on both sides. I was told by my mother’s new husband that I was
to lock the door every time I came in. Well I didn't have a key so I left my window
unlocked. After getting off the bus I said goodbye to the neighbor kids and climbed
in my window. I got in and then I realized that I didn't have a key and how was I
going to explain how I got in. So I climbed back out the window and went next
door and stayed there until my mother came home. Well she went to another
neighbor’s house and the kid told her that I had climbed in the window. She finally
found me and then started accusing me of sneaking out. She put a lock on my
window. They finally gave me a key to the front door. I had a green Cutlass
Supreme. I didn't get to drive much in the snow.
One day I came out of the bathroom from smoking a cigarette and there were the
two basketball coaches. One’s name was Ms. Pickle. (She pronounced it
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differently). We always laughed at her name. Anyway they asked me if I wanted to
get back on the team. I said yes of course. Boy I was so excited. We were going to
play a team from my other school. My mother had told me that her and her
husband may go on strike and if that happened I would only get $10.00 a week
allowance instead of $20.00. Well I came home all excited. My mother was at the
kitchen sink when I told her I got back on the team and that there was a game that
night. “Can I have the car to go?” She said, "You won't get very far on $10.00."
My heart just sank and I can't remember if I went to game or not.
A few nights later I was making a grilled cheese sandwich with wheat bread. I
didn't like wheat bread but I thought I would give it a try. Well my Mothers
husband saw what I was using and started yelling at me because I was eating his
bread. My mother was standing right by me and I was waiting for her help. He
threw the bread at me and hit the cabinet above my head; and guess what? I forgot
to lock the front door.
My mother’s husband was way out of control and I waited for my mother to help
me. She told me to go lock the door and I did. I can't remember eating the grilled
cheese. I got to thinking about my mother going on strike. I thought that since she
wasn't going to be working so much that she could do more around the house. So I
decided to go on strike. I mean really for $10.00 she could do it herself. What
could she do to me right. Well two weeks went by and she sat me down at the
kitchen table with a calendar that had X's on the days I hadn't done anything. I sat
there and didn't care if I did anything anymore. She started sending me to the
psychiatrist that she sent me to when I was little. He was a really nice guy and he
had a memory game that I loved to play and little did I realize that my mother went
in after me. One day when I was about 5 they sent me to him trying to get me to let
my mother’s second husband adopt me but I had to sign a piece of paper. I was
scared because I know he was a drunk and mean. They handed me a pen. I still can
remember the thought of losing my daddy and having him as my daddy. I didn't
sign it.
So here I am sixteen, I am sitting on his couch telling him that he needed to find
me another place to live because I couldn't take much more. I was now too far
away from my dad. My mother made it rough on me because not many liked her. I
know she was a bitch with a capital B. One day she tells me that she and her
husband were going to go on a honey moon. So she made me pick out a trunk for
her trip. Other things happened and I was just thru with her. There was a blizzard
coming so they let us leave early on the bus. I got to the driveway and this sister of
my mother’s husband came out, she saw me and started hurrying herself to her car.
Then I saw the suitcases at the front door. I thought well they are leaving. I came in
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the house to everyone’s surprise. My mother was home awful early. I sat down on
the couch. She was sitting in the chair and she put the paper up so I couldn't see
her. Then she said "Kim you are going to a girls school for a year. I got up off the
couch and went to my room. I closed the door and didn't know what to do cause
there was a lock on my window. I heard them coming for me so I put my foot at
the bottom of the door. He started hitting the door really hard until it finally hit me
in the head and knocked me to the ground. I found myself on my knees with my
hands behind my back. My mother put the phone to my ear. It was the game guy.
He said Kim You have two choices, You can go to girls school which you are not a
criminal, You could go to a psychiatric ward which you are not crazy or you could
go where they were going to send me. I was then forced to take a pill. They
drugged me all the way. I managed to not swallow one and hide it in my cheek. I
put it in the ashtray on the back of the seat. I wanted to know what was happening.
Well we get off the interstate and my mother takes me into the bathroom where she
puts this dress on. I was horrified in what I was watching. When I got back in the
car I dug that pill out and took it.
My First Day At New Bethany
When we pulled up to the gate it was opened and my mother and her 3rd husband
got out of the car. I really don't remember the walk in the door.
The next thing I remember I was taken to the bathroom to change into this
uniform. That is when I realized my mother tricking me to get measurements at
some ladies house. The girl that was with me was taller than me. I was taking stuff
out of my wallet when I realized I had a letter from Johnny telling about being a
divorced kid was so terrible that he felt so alone. I started to rip it into smaller
pieces when this girl says you can't put stuff in the toilet and she picked it all out
piece by piece. I got the uniform on. I don't remember what happened next exactly,
I was taken over to get lunch. I was shown how to get my tray and then I heard
someone say I know that chick I know that chick. It was that tall girl from the
detention center. She was hushed up cause if the staff knew we would not be able
to talk. At that very moment I now knew where she got sent to. The pill I had taken
just before I got there was still working as I wasn't scared yet, I don't remember
eating.
I remember being taken back to the home when I saw this girl walking towards me.
She said it will get much better in time. I just looked at her like she knew what I
was thinking. Well, I went in the front door and took a right at the center and was
lead to where I would sleep. I was faced with bunk beds and at the foot of the bed
was that trunk I picked out for my mother’s honeymoon. I knelt down and opened
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the locks. I lifted the lid and there were two sheets of paper. It was what my mother
had now reduced me to and in her handwriting. I was crushed. I knew she was
gone so I wasn't going to stick around. I stood up and walked right out the front
door. There was a girl sitting at the front door and I went right past her. The next
thing I know I was surrounded by about five girls. The tall girl got me from behind
and I threw her off. They immediately stopped and all looked at me. I was terrified,
but I wasn't going to show it. All at once they all rushed at me and knocked my
head against the block cement wall. I have a hard time dealing with what happened
next. I was put on the couch just inside the front door. I was being pushed down
and then made to stand. I was crying about as hard as anyone could cry. Crying
hard would be putting it lightly. They were completely surrounding me. Then took
me and carried me down the hallway and back to that room. I was still screaming
and kicking. There was a girl getting something out of the closet. She had to get in
the closet because there was no passing room. I was brought into the room and laid
flat on the floor. I went to get back up and they all jumped on me again. This
woman with long white hair started loudly praying; screaming she was “praying
the devil out of me”. I started yelling, “Oh My God, why did she send me here.” I
was crying so hard that I couldn't see the girl’s face that was sitting on me. I started
yelling for them to get off of me. I had a girl sitting on my feet, one on each arm
and one sitting on my chest. I was so strong that it took a long time for me to wear
myself out. I wasn't one to cuss; my bad word at that time in my life was “man.” I
started using words like “bitch,” and so forth. All of the things that I had put back
all those years of not protecting me were coming out. Finally, I started banging my
head on the floor. Another girl got scared and put her hand to catch my head which
ended up smashing her fingers. The woman with white hair stated “She'll quit
when it starts hurting.” But, I just couldn't stop crying. I was finally let up and put
on a bottom bunk to rest. By then it was supper time. I don't remember eating but
given a chance to shoot hoops and told very firmly that I had best accept where I
was going to spend my next year.
Once I got back to the room again, the biggest girl decided that she didn't want to
be my “watcher” as she was a senior. So, the girl who got her fingers smashed
became my watcher. She watched me for a month and then she was going home.
She taught me how to survive at New Bethany. When she was fixing to go home
she made me make her a promise which I had no problem doing because she had
spent her last month teaching me how to stay alive in such a hard and difficult
place as New Bethany. She made me promise to not bite my fingernails for a
month that she would be back in that time. I was a serious nail biter. Well the
month went by and I hadn't bit my fingernails, not once and that was huge success
for me. She didn't come back but I had fingernails and I still do to this day.
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My Bible 1982

Amongst the list of items in my trunk was a NKJV Bible. I was told that it was not
a NKJV. I didn't know the difference. I was given a cheap KJV Bible. I was
making friends and I would have them sign my Bible like a yearbook. One night in
church my friend, Robin started crying and saying that I need to get saved that I
was going to Hell. I didn't know what she was talking about. I wasn't about to walk
down that Isle to the Alter without knowing. It wasn't long that a lady by the name
of Mrs. Jewell gave me a Heart for Valentine’s Day. If I needed to talk to someone
she was there for me. It was a couple nights later when Robin and I were walking
back to the home, with the other girls, when I started asking questions about
getting saved. Mrs. Jewel started talking to me as the others were going into the
home all three of us knelt down in the gravel at the front door. Mrs. Jewell led me
to the Lord.
One night coming back from church we were all told to leave our Bibles at the
front door for a Bible check. The next day I found mine rather easily because I had
written “Indiana” on it. I opened it up and was shocked to see that someone had
taken black and blue marker pens to my friend’s entries; saying that I had defaced
“The Word of God.” It was then and there that I realized that New Bethany didn't
care about us only that they have total control over everything that we do.
I know I had asked, or at least invited, the Lord into my heart. But they continually
(everyday) told us that we were worthless and that we were going to Hell. They
would have us sing sad songs about our mommies and daddies if they could have;
insinuating to us that if we didn't change that our families were also going to go to
Hell as well.
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FOR CHRISTMAS I WAS GIVEN A BRAND NEW SCOFIELD REFERENCE
BIBLE. SO I SET OUT TO GET AS MANY PREACHERS TO SIGN MY BIBLE
AS I COULD AND I STARTED WITH MACK FORD. BECAUSE, ONE DAY I
WANTED PEOPLE TO KNOW THAT THESE PEOPLE WERE DESTROYING
CHILDREN’S LIVES.

Busted To Trusted
One day after my watcher left I was called to Ms. Nora's room. I was scared to go
there. She was very scary and big. I was asked to come into her room for a talk.
She asked me what I liked to do and why was I there. I told her that I had my own
lawn business when I was twelve. I grew up around horses. That I had gotten
myself into every sport I could get myself into. The reason I was there was to get
out of my mom's third marriage. So I became more trusted and was given chores
outside to feed and take care of Sheila's horse. I was given a lawnmower where I
mowed the back side of the home. One day someone came up to the outside of the
fence and wanted to take my picture, I agreed. Little did I realize that this picture
would end up being my Junior/Senior High School year book picture? All of my
dreams of sports achievements were over that I had to some way learn to survive
and stay alive.
Knock; Knock on Big Mack’s Door
For so many years I have been haunted by faces and running in place. I have been
able to put names to faces. We would line up going wherever mostly church.
There would be girls getting in line. They would say here we go again
Brainwashing Time. This place is a cult. I would stand here hearing this not really
knowing what exactly is brainwashing. What is a cult? I had an idea but you didn’t
dare say something like that because you would be a target of abuse. We would all
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get our seats so we could watch the next man yelling you are going to hell. You
deserve to be punished. It’s your entire fault that you are here. There was girls
who would not listen to them and would have to fold their arms and legs readying
themselves for the attacks that were about to come. The preacher would start with
open your Bibles. They would start with taking their handkerchief out of their
pocket and place it on the pulpit. Then they would take their jackets off, then they
would role their shirt sleeves up and then their faces would start to get red and then
they were sweating really badly. The girls would have to just sit there while these
men would get in their faces telling them they were going to Hell. There are
several girls that I can now name. These girls were tough. They never backed
down. The men would not stop no matter what night it was. Over and over we
were told how bad we were, that we deserve it meaning getting sent off. We would
have to sing songs about our family circle, making you cry because you missed
your mommy and daddy. How that, if you didn’t change would your family go to
Hell.
Well, it got real bad because girls were running all the time. Seems like day in and
day out, night and night. You didn’t dare go near Ms. Nora’s room unless you had
to cause the girls that would run would be caught and brought back and beat and
then they would have to run in place for long periods of time. I know I saw a
paddle once that was made of thick Plexiglas with perfect holes drilled into it. I
have never been able to get these girls faces out of my nightmares. So now I will
mention names. New Bethany History for getting it on a daily basis was Angie.
She was always quiet but she ran and was caught. he was put in front of Ms.
Nora’s room where she had to run in place for hours. If someone stopped they
would be paddled again. I can say they all had that same look. It was a very
sickening site to see and nothing you could do mattered. Shelly she really got it in
church. They just loved to attack her. Well, she ran because she also had to run in
place. Amber was tiny she had to run in place. Well, the worst one was Sheila.
She was a big girl always in trouble. It got so bad they locked her in a room for
days. Then she disappeared. Nancy was a really nice girl and had a lot of friends.
She got it Beat from Mack Ford and she disappeared. Later he was preaching and
he mentioned Nancy referring her to the Dark Side of the Moon. So many beatings
so what could stop this madness. The preachers continually called us liars, thieves
and drug addicts.
Submit To Man
Submit to Man was what was preached continuously by Mack Ford and staff. I
found myself as an easy target. Everywhere I went I had a hard time. My mother
would try to give me money. I would ask what it for was because I had only had
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money one time at New Bethany. It was a terrible experience. One of the main
reasons I got sent to New Bethany was because I went on strike over $10.00
allowance. My mother was going to go on strike at her work. So I decided to stand
up for what I believed to be wrong. Now here she was throwing money at me. I
was so bored. There was nothing to do but stay home. School was not an option
because New Bethany was no good as a school. I managed to get a job at
McDonalds. I was the first girl to request a skirt for a uniform. According to Mack
Ford as soon as you went out that gate that if you wore pants, cut your hair or
watched TV you were going to go to Hell. I tried not to cut my hair but my mother
finally talked me into it. My hair hadn't been cut in a year. I started smoking
cigarettes because I was bored. My mother found a cigarette butt in my car ashtray.
The ashtray was over flowing from whoever used my car while I was gone. No
matter what I did there was always pressure. I ended up getting thrown around by
my mother. The last straw for me was when I was tricked into a driving lesson and
was made to lay down in an empty corn field. It was a full moon and I was afraid
that if I didn't submit to man that I would end up dead. So I submitted to man. This
happened again to me because I was young and had no car. It seemed the adults
knew how to manipulate me whenever they wanted. I have a problem with
submitting to man.
Independence Day
I got out of New Bethany Feb 4, 1983. I was a month and a half to being eighteen.
Public school said I had to start back where I left off at Junior in High School. I
was a senior according to New Bethany. I called Ford to see if I could come back
to graduate. Knowing how Ford was I wanted him to pay my bus ticket. Ford
wouldn’t help me get back. I ended up telling Ford that I didn’t want to be behind
that fence anyway. Well, here it was July 4, 1983. I wanted to watch the fireworks.
I went with my neighbor who was hanging out with her friends. It was almost dark.
Then I saw her, Big Sandy. She had been at New Bethany. I started walking
toward her when she saw me. She started saying Brother Mack called you the
Devil and started backing up. She kept repeating those words to me. I was crushed.
I turned to my friend asking her friends what they were drinking. They said WINE.
I said give it here and I tipped the bottle straight up. I don’t remember the
fireworks. I only remember following the others around and drinking. I couldn’t
sleep as I was just done with the way I was living. This was not living this was
dying. I left my friend asleep and walked to my cousin’s house. No one was up yet
so I got in his car and waited for day light. I saw a policeman go by and was
thankful that he didn’t stop me. I was running away to anywhere but here. I tried to
rest and think about what I was doing. Then I started getting cramps and started my
period. I had never been so relieved in all my life. My “Submit to man” episode
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had left me worried that I was pregnant. So seeing blood was pure joy. But I still
had a problem. So I walked back to where I was living. I told my friend that I
couldn’t take anymore of living here so I called my friend Charlene who was my
best friend at New Bethany. She lived in Texas. I didn’t tell of the horrors that I
had been through only that I needed to get away from where I was. She talked it
over with her parents and a little later I was told I could come to Texas. So I did all
I could to come up with a bus ticket and by midnight July 5th I found myself
staring at the bus steps. I didn’t say bye to anyone except my friend. I found myself
staring at the steps and the bus driver. Then it came to me. I will never leave you
nor forsake you. Wow. I felt my heart ache. I said I don’t care if I live or die
‘cause there has got to be love out there somewhere cause it sure wasn’t here. If I
stay here I will surely die. Really I was already dead. The best thing I could do was
to take that step. I didn’t want to forget this moment. I took those steps and went to
the back of the bus where I watched the lights fade.
My Biggest Miracle Finding Lisa
Long story short; I found myself in a place no one wanted to be in. Going from
ICU to the psychiatric ward and was I mad at God is an understatement. I wanted
to see some of those spiteful preachers in here. I couldn't mention God, afraid of
being treated worse. I had to go thru extreme pain. I had third degree burns on both
cheeks of my ass. I searched for God only to have about five people looking at my
now rotten ass. The psychiatrist said Jesus and sat down. Someone poured some
liquid on my burn and it felt like I was set on fire. I started yelling and they were
saying Breathe Kim Breathe. I had to have surgery to clean the rot and another
surgery for a skin graph on the right check. I spent a month in the hospital.
Bandages had to be changed wet to dry every day. The pain was excruciating. A
few times I was given a shot of morpheme after they changed the bandages.
I could not help but to remember New Bethany and how the girls were beat with
paddles, and given horrible punishments. I laid there thinking why me! A couple of
my neighbors nursed me back to health.
My neighbor Robin was the greatest. I couldn't leave the hospital unless someone
changed my bandages and Robin stepped in. It took another two months of healing
and bandages. I was visiting one day and someone had a question and Robin said
she could Google it. I had made it thru a lot of enduring times and now it was a
question of searching about New Bethany. Google Earth was zooming in on the
compound. I found myself freaking out. It was a nightmare all over again. I found
the multiply site where I read for days about the horrible treatment of many young
boys and girls. There was a short video I watched and then I got the 30 minute
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DVD. While watching I saw a picture of a young girl on the concrete slab that was
to be a big dorm. I knew I had to have been there when that picture was taken. At
the moment I saw this young girl here name came out loud and clear, “LISA. OH
MY GOD!” I had goose bumps from head to toe. I hadn't thought of Lisa in years.
She was from California and I was from Indiana. She was my best friend towards
the end of my year. Once I found her and got her phone number, it was awesome to
hear her voice. She still sounded like that young girl. I had the video froze on
Lisa’s picture and was talking to her at the same time. WOW. It was a miracle
finding Lisa. My journey to find Lisa was being watched by others. Others wanted
to do what I was doing. I was driving from Florida to Texas to see my Friend Lisa.
I cannot explain the excitement that ran thru my entire body. I was no longer in
pain, in fact I was so happy I cried. Course I didn't want to get caught crying.
Emotions I never knew I had come flowing forth as I got closer to her house. The
closer I got the more my heart raced. OH MY GOD this is really happening.
Getting mad at God and now God was giving me the biggest miracle ever. As I
came around the corner I could see her hand waving me down. WOW WEE, so
awesome. She was no longer that little girl. To get out of the vehicle to hug Lisa
was awesome. I sat down at her kitchen table and she called her mom. I told her
mom that it was a pure miracle that I was sitting here. I began to cry. Lisa held my
hand. It was the most amazing feeling I had ever had to date. I get to talk to Lisa
anytime I want now. My life feels complete. It's okay to cry. Thank you goes out to
all of my friends for helping me thru and helping me find My Lisa. What a joy in
my life.
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Rhonda Lundquist

You think you’re lost
You’re not alone
I will stand by you
I will help you through
When you've done all you can do
I will fight your fight
And I won’t let go

Ronda Trobee 1981-1982
Angel, flying to close to the ground
It was June Nineteen eighty One, I was living with my Aunt and Uncle, due to
problems I was having at home. My Mom had called and said she wanted to take
me to Disneyland, so we could bond together. I was so excited this was the first
time in I can’t remember how long, she wanted to spend time with me. My Mom
and I have not had the easiest relationship, I always felt my whole life like I was
used as a tug of war tool, and that I always had to pick a side of the family to be
on. I loved them all, and it made life really hard for me, as I never wanted to
disappoint anyone. I had been being groomed since the age of four to fourteen, on
“how to be a wife” by my step- father. He had been arrested, and things between
the families had just gotten worse since then. I had also been raped at the age of
twelve by my best friend’s brothers; three of them had held me down and taken
turns with me. I was scared, so I didn’t tell anyone, then my sister, found out about
it because the boys bragged. They were eighteen and to avoid getting them into
trouble. We were not allowed to be friends anymore; I was heartbroken as she had
been my only friend and constant companion since I was five years old. I was sent
to live with family, and when I started acting out, and had made several suicide
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attempts as I felt as if no one loved me, and I was so alone I just wanted to die. I
was sent to foster care and then back to family and had lived with a boyfriend and
his parents at fifteen. I had seen a lot of life at such an early age. So when My
Mom said she wanted to spend time with just me, I was happy to go. I am also the
oldest of five kids, as well as my mom took in eighteen plus foster kids over my
childhood. This was finally going to be, my time, our time, Quality time!! The
thing I had waited for, for the past sixteen years. She came and picked me up, and
she had some other people with her, someone she knew from AA and his two
daughters. I did not know these people, why was she bringing them? I thought it
was just going to be us. I was so disappointed. The five of us piled in my Mom’s
1977 Datsun B-210 and headed from Washington State to Anaheim, California.
My Mom had been in AA for a few years and she did not tolerate drinking at all.
By the time we got to California, she had realized her passenger was drunk, she
drove to L.A. and dropped him off at the Greyhound station, and we headed for
Disneyland, his daughters still with us.
My Mom dropped us off at Disneyland first thing in the morning, and went to visit
with friends she was going to pick us back up at Midnight when it closed.
The three of us girls, hung out all day we only got to go on three rides, because it
was June and that’s when everyone comes, it was so crowded. The lines were three
hours long. Disneyland was not what I had thought it was going to be. When it
closed at midnight, we went out to where my mom was going to pick us up and
waited for her. She was not there, so we waited. It was a hour or so and she still
had not come that these girls started to tell me about how my mom was planning to
drop me off somewhere! I thought they were crazy; she would never do such a
thing. I went to the payphone, and called my Grandma and Grandpa, who were the
rocks in my life. I told them what the girls had told me, and that my Mom had not
shown back up at Disneyland to pick me up in almost three hours now. They told
me to flag down a police officer and tell him to call them, and they will fly me
home. No sooner did I hang up the phone that My Mom finally showed up. We all
piled in the car as she explained she had gotten lost on the way there. I was pissed
and I wanted to know what her plan was so I confronted her about what the girls
had said, I should have known she wasn’t telling the truth, but I was having so
much fun on the trip. We were really getting along, and even though those other
girls were in the car, I felt like she was having a good time with me! I guess the
worst thing about me is that I trust everyone, and am deceived by many. Somehow
I let her convince me that we should drive to Texas and go to Six Flags in Fort
Worth, it had the largest Roller coaster in the World and I was going to ride it!!!! I
remember her waking me up as we drove past it in the middle of the night. I spent
the rest of the night, dreaming as we drove about what I would do the next day.
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June 9, 1981
I woke up and we were in a large city, lots of cars and horns. My Mom was not in
the car, I was looking around at the license plates trying to figure out where we
were. Each plate said Louisiana, not Texas that was weird I thought, why would
we be in Louisiana? Soon my mother came out of a building, she had a woman
with her they got in the car, and at that moment I knew something was terribly
wrong! I started asking her what we were doing. Who is this woman? Where are
we going? I was trapped in the back seat of the car, with no way to get out. We
drove for a while and I was screaming at her not to do this to me, she would not
listen. We pulled down a gravel road and I read the sign New Bethany home for
Girls. I started screaming No Mommy Please don’t do this!! Don’t leave me here, I
will be good I will do everything I promise Mom, I’m sorry Please Mom No. As
we pulled in there were 9ft fences with 2ft of barbed wire on top, two huge gates
with locks and chains on them. There were many girls outside; they were all
wearing skirts and dresses none of them seemed to have an expression on their
face. My Mom and the lady got out of the car, and I quickly locked the doors. It
was very hot outside, over 107 that day. The girls began to surround the car,
begging me to get out, as I could die in there. They kept trying to give me water
through the wing window that I had opened. I was blaring AC/DC, not knowing
Rock Music was forbidden, and I would be condemned to hell for it. I was also
wearing a bikini as it was so hot in that car, something else I would pay for in the
end. My Mother came out and tried over and over to get into the car, she would
turn the key I would lock the door. This went on for a while, and finally she agreed
to take me home if I let her in. I believed her and I unlocked the door. Before I
knew it I was ripped out of the car, and drug into the building. Inside the front door
was some kind of a living room area, where a very large stern woman named Nora
carter, grabbed me and said give me your stuff. She took all my jewelry and gave it
to my Mom. Then she asked my mom to leave, she was very stern and told me she
would not take any more nonsense from me. I was taken into the bathroom stripped
of all my clothing and sprayed down from head to foot, with some kind of lice and
crab spray. I was given a dress to put on, and introduced to a girl, who would be
my “watcher” she was mean and seemed like she didn’t like me from the start. I
was so scared, I kept thinking to myself, as soon as I can get to a phone I will call
Grandma and Grandpa and they will come and get me.
Little did I know, I had just been cut off from the world, and no one but my mom,
knew where I was. The last time I would speak to my grandparents, all they knew
was that My Mom had left me at Disneyland. I was given a trunk that somehow
my mom had hidden in that tiny car; with all the things I would need for my stay. I
noticed that all of my clothes were initialed RRT and I thought to myself, what is
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the T for? I started looking through my stuff and noticed that my name was wrong
on everything. I had been using the name Rhonda Smith for about four years, as
my mom had changed my name to my step fathers when they were married. (Never
legally) Smith was the name on my birth certificate.
My mother had been married when I was two to another man, whose name was
Trobee and he had adopted me, I had never used his name, and I did not
understand the confusion. I went to the dorm Mother and explained that this was
not my name, she told me I would now be Ronda Trobee, as that was my “Legal
Name” and there would be no further discussion about it. She was very stern and
she scared me. My watcher walked me down the hall to our room, I looked up to
see the name written it was called “Love” the whole place was dark and gloomy
and quiet. I saw girls peeking out their doors and whispering as we walked down
the hall. I kept thinking to myself, ‘Where am I?’ I thought for sure my mom
would change her mind and come back. There is no way that she hated me so much
that she would leave me there. My watcher began to explain the rules to me, for the
first 30 days you will be on watch and Silence; you will not be allowed to go
anywhere including the bathroom without your watcher, holding your hand. You
cannot speak to anyone, except your watcher or you will be punished. You can use
the bathroom for one minute, and the shower for three. You must only use four
squares of toilet paper when using the bathroom. You must read the Bible, and
memorize it. You are not allowed to speak of your past, your family. Life as you
knew it no longer exists. I kept thinking to myself that as soon as my family found
out what my mother had done, they would come and get me that would never
happen. At dinner time, we were all called to line up as we were walked through
the gates across the street to the other side where the dining hall, gym and school
were. We were all made to stand in a line and Miss Nora yelled out Psalms 100
and all the girls began to recite the scripture. I was looking around at everyone like
they had lost their minds. What kind of place was this? As I looked at each girls
face, I noticed there was no expression; they all seemed to have a blank stare, as if
there was nothing behind their eyes. I can’t remember what we ate for dinner, I
only remember watching everyone, and trying to ask questions. My watcher would
get very angry with me as she would also get into trouble if I was caught speaking.
After dinner we were marched back to the dorms, to get dressed for church. I was
completely numb; I had been scanning every window and door in the place,
planning my escape. I noticed there were bars and alarms on everything. How
would I ever get out of here? I asked my watcher if I could use the phone, as I
needed to inform my family of where I was. It was then that I found out I would
not have any contact with the outside world, except my mother, and no one would
ever know where I was. How long do I have to stay I asked? My heart sank in my
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chest as tears started to pour from my eyes, as the words “One Year” blasted
throughout my head.
Meeting Mack Ford
As I sat on my bunk, with my mind spinning out of control, as I tried to fathom
what I was being told. I heard someone begin to yell “Roll Call” down the hall. My
watcher said lets go and we went and got into line to go to the evening Church
session. Miss Nora came walking down the hall with her bible, she was a very
large woman with black hair all pulled back in a ponytail. The look on her face was
always stern and subdued. She never seemed very happy. With her was another
woman, who seemed much older she was tall and stoic, with long white hair; she
also had a stern look on her face. I thought to myself, is there no one here who
feels? These people all seemed to be oblivious to their surroundings. Miss Nora
pulled out her list of names and began to call us out, by name as we walked to the
church. This I would find out was because girls did try to run, and so we were
watched every second of the day. As we all lined into the church and found our
seats, a tall man with white hair and a very nice dress suit came walking in. As he
entered the Church, the atmosphere changed, you could have heard a pin drop as
he made his way to the front of the church. I wondered to myself, who is this man
he seemed very intimidating and he had not even said a word.
As he walked to the pulpit, he set down his Bible and he looked out across the
room. “We have some new faces here tonight” Where are they? Stand up girl,
don’t be shy. I was so scared I thought my knees were going to buckle underneath
me, as I slowly stood, holding myself up with the back of the pew in front of me.
Another girl also stood up as well. She had come in earlier in the day before me.
He looked at both of us and said, “Which one of you came in here without clothes
on” his face, was turning very red and I could see he was very angry. I stood there
staring at him, he screamed again “Which one of you came in here without clothes
on” everyone was looking at me, and so was he. I didn’t know what I had done; I
was wearing a bathing suit big deal. But it was a “Big deal” and he was going to let
me know about it. He came running down the steps from the pulpit, and over to
where I was seated leaned through the people in front of me and screamed and spit
in my face as he screamed out, “You Jezebel Whore” I not knowing a lot about the
Bible, didn’t know who Jezebel was but I did know what a whore was and I was
not that at all. I was so scared I almost wet my pants as he began to rant and rave
and scream and spit about me and how I was going to rot in Hell for being a whore.
Then his brain clicked on to the music I was playing, and he began to scream about
Satan worshiping music. He said AC/DC stood for Anti-Christ Devils Children. He
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told everyone in the room that I was sent there by Satan. No one should associate
with me, I was sent by the devil. Now I do not know much about Church and the
Bible, but I had grown up a Baptist I had been to church Sunday school and
Awana’s and what I was hearing this man scream was nothing close to the God I
knew. He ranted and raved for an hour or so, about how I was going to rot in hell,
unless I found God and I had better do that soon. I thought to myself, I already
know God, and he is not who you say he is. But I was scared so I just sat in my
seat with tears streaming down my face, praying to my god, that he would let me
go home. After church, we were all lined up again and taken back to the dorm to
go to bed. I didn’t get much sleep that night, as I contemplated my escape.
The Rules
The Rules were laid out once, and once only, and I better not forget any of them.
No Talking “Complete Silence” for at least 30 days. During these thirty days, the
brainwashing would be very intense. I had always been known to be a talker, and I
had such a hard time, not speaking or asking questions. I would come to find out,
the true meaning of “your mouth getting you into trouble”
No TV, no radio, no family no newspaper and absolutely no connection to the
outside World. There would be absolutely no talking about your past. You could
write two one page letters to your parents every week that were read over by staff,
before being sent.
You could not wear make-up cut your hair; you could not wear jeans or pants. Do
not even look at the opposite sex. If a man was attracted to you, “it was your fault”
If he laid his hands on you, “it was your fault” We were told that Man was the
almighty and Women were to submit.
You were assigned to a job weekly, that you must complete to perfection.
You must be with your watcher at all times.
All that were allowed were two sheets of toilet paper for urination and four sheets
for bowel movement or menstruation. (Strange thing; you didn’t get your period
while you were there)
The Dorm Mothers Miss Nora and Miss Shipman were in charge of discipline and
they were always eager to hand it out.
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My Lost Year
The first couple of weeks, were very hard on me as I could never get the rules
right, and so I was always getting “Licks” (which was what they called when you
were being paddled) my watcher was always telling on me for something. Miss
Nora was always the one with that wooden board. She would tell you to bend over
lift your skirt and grab the chair. You could feel the rush of the air, as that paddle
came down on you. The pain of each lick, each worse than the last, till finally you
were totally numb. I remember the first time, I almost dropped to the chair, and I
let out a scream I am sure echoed throughout the place. She grabbed me up and
swung even harder. If you moved or even winced she would start over. I had so
many beatings at New Bethany I thought I would die there before my year was up.
The first week I was there my watcher and I was assigned to the fields; to pick
potatoes. We had to wear dresses or skirts even in the fields. There were these red
ants that would crawl up your legs and bite you, leaving blister type welts. It hurt
and they were everywhere.
After a week of this, my body was covered in blisters; I hated everything about that
place. I thought for sure my Mom was coming back for me. But as each day passed
I was realizing my reality. Maybe when she got back without me, someone was
going to question her. Days turned into weeks that turned into months. It is
standard procedure to start with brainwashing upon arrival. I was told that my
family no longer wanted me, that they had enough of me and all of my problems. I
would come to believe this as truth. I did not know my mom could not contact me
for the first 30 days, so I felt completely abandoned. When I did finally hear from
her, I was angry and I did not even want to talk to her. This was all part of the New
Bethany Plan. I was on watch and silence for the first 45 days. I was never allowed
to go anywhere other than Church, school and the dining hall. It was hard to create
any type of friendships with anyone because you were not allowed to be in what
they called a “Click” If you did form a bond or friendship with someone, you
would soon find yourselves “separated” so no one got the idea to try and run. You
were under constant control and you learned very quickly to submit, or endure
harsh punishment. I remember my very first friend, her name was Dulci, she was
different than the others, and she did not care what they did to her there. She knew
she would get out eventually. She was a wonderful artist. I remember she used to
draw “Rolling Stones Lips” I thought for sure she would get the hell beat out of her
if they ever saw it. Five months into my stay she was sent home because they
couldn’t break her. I memorized her address and still know it by heart to this day!!
There were so many girls, and on Sundays the boys would be brought to the home
in Longstreet for Church. We were not allowed to even glance at them, I remember
once sitting there as they came in I don’t know why I turned my head, I was not
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looking I swear. In an instant I felt a sting across my face, and I had to grab the girl
next to me, so I didn’t fall out of the pew. It seemed that the dorm mother for the
boys had thought I looked. She hit me like a man, I will never forget that. She has
since tried to apologize but claims to have “No Memory of that” The boys home
was run by The Rapiers. It’s funny I remember the boys never making any noise.
What kinds of boys don’t make noise? They all would file into the church with
shaven heads. Making sure they were not looking at us either. Girls on one side,
and boys on the other and there was absolutely no contact whatsoever.
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Joanna Wood
Innocence Betrayed

At the age of 13, Mack Ford and the travelling girls crossed paths with a church in
MO where my father was preaching. Seeing the girls, listening to their stories, and
seeing how happy they appeared made me want to shed excess baggage and run off
with their circus. For the first time in my life, I felt safe, Mack Ford took me into a
back room, and I opened up all my secrets to him.
Immediately, Mack Ford began to help me concoct a story to manipulate my father
into visiting New Bethany in Arcadia. Mack assured me if I could get my dad to
visit New Bethany, Mack could get my dad to let me stay. My dad would have
nothing to do with the idea and I was devastated, feeling I would never find
happiness.
Over the next three years, Mack Ford and I exchanged a few letters. He was not
inappropriate in the letters he wrote, and there was no reason for me to feel
uncomfortable or suspicious. As an adult, I hate to think of what my father would
have done if my parents had known MF and I were exchanging letters.
In 1974, dad became the pastor of a church in the Heights area of Houston. For a
child who had never lived in the city and never lived close to my neighbors, the
city was shock to my mind. I had never heard my neighbors argue and fight, and
when I looked out any window in the house, all I could see were other people’s
windows and doors. Surely, this was what all the talk about hell meant. To make
matters worse, 1974 was the year that Elmer Wayne Henley was uncovering the
bodies of some twenty-seven teenage boys kidnapped from the Heights area, and
some of the church members went to school with Wayne. No one could believe the
horror perpetrated on the murdered boys but I did not understand why a man would
kidnap young boys, torture them, rape them, and kill them. How and why did a
man rape boys? To say I was a country bumpkin is an understatement. I was
confident my father had moved us to hell. I had heard about hell from my earliest
memories, having been born into the pastor’s home, at Birdsall Baptist Church on
Columbia Street in the Heights area of Houston.
The depression I experienced in my teens drove my mother up the wall. She did
not know what to do and dad told mom to leave me alone and let me deal with my
problems, “She just wants attention.” I wanted to leave the city and I yearned for
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the country and my horses. No one asked me if I wanted to live in the city; we
were the children, and we did what we were told without questioning.
By the summer of 1976, my parents decided a summer at NB would put an end to
my continual pleas to go to New Bethany, to return to the country, and NB had
horses. Mack Ford assured me that I could travel with the “trip-girls.” NB had
many rules and the rules were in writing, so NB was a cakewalk for me. My
clothes met the rules and I had never worn pants, shorts, or revealing tops.
I had lived in a cult compound since my father joined with a group of people
known as Camp Beulah Land in 1963. Beulah Land had so many rules and
numerous times, the rules were made up on the spot; right before someone was
about to whoop my three year-old butt. In December of 1963, 14 families boarded
an airplane, loaded with all the supplies we would need to survive in South
America. Rules included not speaking when an adult spoke to me; never look a
male in the eyes; no jewelry, makeup, or cutting hair; weekly fasting and days of
fasting at various times; church services were a daily event. Females had to follow
more rules than the males and the men ruled their homes with an iron fist.
Dad was not the leader of Camp Beulah Land and when the policia’ arrested the
men for allegedly rustling a cow, the men were imprisoned. According to the
Brownsville newspaper reports “Wood is accused specifically of "being the moral
author of the slaughter of a three-year-old steer." Since daddy accepted
responsibility, the other dads came home to their kids.
My protector, the love of my four year-old life, my daddy, was gone. Not long
after the other fathers returned to their families, mom left South America, went to
the Capitol, and asked to speak to the president to help get her husband out of
prison in South America. Mom left my sister and me in the care of an old maid,
JoAnne Hill. Hill was mean as the devil himself. With both of my parents gone, I
began to wet the bed and every single night JoAnne yanked me out of bed,
screaming, “I am gonna’ beat you within an inch of your life until you stop wetting
the bed.” I could see my sister lying on her cot, watching JoAnne beat me, and I
never understood why no one would stop her. I tried to stay awake but that did not
work and eventually I became angry at the nightly beatings and decided, “While
we bathe in the Parana River, I will drink so much water, JoAnne Hill will float off
the bed and straight down the River!” That did not work either. Eventually mom
returned, dad was in a hospital with a scary policia’ at his door, and there he
remained for the next year. In 1968, we returned to Texas.
In 1976, New Bethany was a nothing compared to what I had lived through. Two
weeks after I arrived, I learned the girls were going to be leaving to travel with
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Mack Ford. Ms. Diane told me that I could not travel and I was angry. I went to
Mack and reminded him that he promised me I could travel and after a few minutes
of back and forth banter, Mack gave in to my pleas. I thought, “Oh this place will
be heaven on earth!” I loved everything about New Bethany… so far. I travelled
throughout the summer of 1976; at the end of the summer, my parents demanded I
return to Houston. I cried from the moment I boarded the plane until my mother
picked me up at the Intercontinental Airport in Houston, and continued crying after
we reached home. I hated the city. I hated being the pastor’s child. “Who wants to
be the goldfish in the goldfish bowl?” I hated living! The “game” from my early
childhood in South America returned and consumed my thoughts. The “game”
required I find a way to dismember my body, in a manner so that God could not
put the pieces together and punish me. The fantasy was an old and comfortable
friend; one I had played since I was about four or five years old.
Mom called Daddy, who was preaching in Dallas, and I was on a plane to
Louisiana. I thought I had died and was going to heaven. My mother never cared
much for me and told me that I was “too complicated, too sensitive, too hard to get
along with,” and I understood her to mean she just could not find it within herself
to love me. I did not receive letters or phone calls and honestly, I rarely thought
about my family and I did not miss living in Houston.
Thelma Ford is one strange lady who seemed to have a heart of stone. I was always
a trusted girl and did not have a watcher as the other girls experienced. I kept my
head down, did what was asked of me, and other than the occasional “ripping of
the room,” did not experience much difficulty. I was a hard worker and
accustomed to doing considerably more work than New Bethany required.
As a child, I learned to observe my older siblings and do things that enraged my
father; sending him into a rage of violence, beating them unmercifully. If they were
lucky the beatings ended when dad passed out.
At New Bethany, I saw girls get into trouble and when violence broke out, I
“split,” just as I had learned to do with JoAnne Hill. My mind allowed me to leave
any scene at any time I was afraid.
At some point, Thelma Ford called all the girls into the main lobby and I was
sitting beside my best friend, acting like silly girls, when Thelma shouted at me,
“Stop laughing! You think everything is funny. Nothing is funny!” I settled down
and all I can recall of this meeting was the degradation I felt afterward. Thelma
alluded and inferred that I was in some way behaving flirtatious with Mack Ford!
What a shocker that was to me; I felt that Mack Ford was the father I felt I no
longer had. Since moving to the city, dad was too busy saving the rest of the
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world’s children and the only time he talked to me was when I was in trouble. I
thought the woman had lost her ever-lovin’ mind! She did not tell me specifically
what I had done that was flirtatious. Furthermore, I needed to look up “flirtatious”
in the dictionary. I had never dated a guy and I was ignorant of such “worldly
things.” I felt horribly embarrassed and obviously, some girls had told Thelma
stuff I did not begin to comprehend.
Jeanne and I left that meeting, went outside, and laughed until we felt sick. Several
days later, Jeanne and I were painting the old school house, in the falling down
trailer, and Jeanne said, “Jo, I think Mama Ford is jealous of you.” I told her that
was the stupidest thing I had ever heard! My hair was long and I was not allowed
to trim it. I did not like the way I looked. I was so skinny I had to jump around in
the shower to get wet. I was not popular at school, and I knew that I was extremely
ignorant of the real world. Many were the times that I remained silent until I could
look up words in the dictionary, because I was clueless about what people were
talking.
There was jealousy among the trip-girls because certain girls always travelled and
several of us could easily be bumped off the list. I loved traveling and traveling
reminded me of going on long hauls in a huge 18-wheeler with my daddy, back
when I was younger, and we lived in Georgia on the Pine Hill Plantation. The joke
in my family involved me talking to my daddy’s brother, all night long, as he drove
from Georgia to Texas. He let me tell him about all the people we lived with in
Camp Beulah because my yapping helped him stay awake. When I learned he
knew all the people from Camp Beulah, I was so embarrassed and wondered,
“Why didn’t he just tell me he knew these people?” Instead, I became the butt-end
of their jokes and laughter.
Not long after that crazy meeting Thelma called in the main lobby, we were in
Tarboro North Carolina to sing and do our thing to bring in the money. A bunch of
us were in a room getting ready for church when out of nowhere, Thelma started in
on me and made the statement, “I am not going to allow some 17 year-old
whipper-snapper to steal my husband.” I thought to myself, “The woman is
delusional!” I loved the dictionary and read the thick Webster’s Dictionary several
times. My grandmother loved to read the dictionary and she instilled in me, a love
of words, and “delusional” fit. I continued to wonder, “What is a whippersnapper?” and “WHY is she accusing me of WANTING her saggy old husband;
what does she think I want to do with him?”
Over the previous year, we had never driven so far to perform at a church, only to
leave without notice, but we left that evening! Thelma decided to keep me close to
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her so she could keep an eye on me. The putrid green van we travelled in had two
bucket-seats in the front, with three long seats, and they packed as many girls as
would fit in the van. The engine of the van extended into the front of the van,
between the driver and passenger seats. A plastic milk crate with a pillow
cushioned my bony behind and a pillow placed on the protruding cover of the
whirring engine quickly put me to sleep.
The next moment I recall, Mack Ford’s big old hand cupped my little-bitty left
breast! The thoughts flying through my mind did nothing but cause me to freeze,
while I pretended to be asleep. I wanted to scream but with Thelma sitting to my
right, if I moved, she would know something was wrong. “What do I do? HELP!
God, please strike this dirty old man dead as a doornail right now!” But as had
always been true, god did not give a shit and as I begged god to strike Mack Ford
dead, nothing happened. I never mentioned what Mack did and when the sun came
up in the morning, we were getting closer to NB. I hoped the light of day would
prevent Mack from touching me and I was beginning to think that Mack’s behavior
must be about what Thelma had been screeching. I could not help but wonder,
“WHY ME? Mack knew my secrets; why would he do this to me?”
The depression returned. Life was no longer fun and Thelma was correct, “Nothing
was funny,” anymore. I kept my mouth closed and tried to avoid Mack and Thelma
Ford. Once again, I was losing my mind. I knew, “I’m trapped, no one will believe
me, Thelma already hates me, she accused me of doing bad things about which I
had no comprehension, so what did I do wrong?” I could not eat, I could not sleep,
and I knew I was going straight to hell in a hand basket. I quit eating entirely and
lived off sweet tea and the occasional soda when we were travelling. At 5’ 6” tall,
my weight dropped to ninety-five pounds. Thelma pulled me aside, told me that I
looked possessed, and until I started eating again, I was not allowed to get on the
stage with the other girls. I was devastated and those old familiar feelings of never
being good enough, or smart enough or fast enough; never enough of anything.
I would later learn I infuriated and hurt both of my parents; mom would later tell
me that I rejected them at the age of sixteen and they were going to let me have my
way. I was no longer welcome in their home.
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Jennifer Christenson-Smith (1995)

In the summer of my 15th year in 1995 my mother packed my stuff up and said we
were going on vacation but it was no vacation.
Our first stop was to Holy Highway School for girls in Pickton, Texas where I
spent two months before being sent away for being non-compliant. Sister Pam and
another worker drove me to Arcadia Louisiana to New Bethany where my life was
about to change.
The first thing I remember and would not forget was driving up to the front gate
and seeing all the barbed wire the high fences and the guard house. I was scared
because what kind of school looks like a prison but I was about to find out that's
what it really was. We drove up to the main building with the big cross in front and
went in through the doors greeting was Ma Ford, Bro Ford, Miss Joanne and Miss
April led me to Ma Ford’s office; there I lost all my clothes and items I came with
and I was told that I no longer belonged to the world or my parents. I was now
New Bethany's and God's that no one on the outside wanted me any longer. Right
away I was assigned a watcher; someone who had to be with me every moment of
the day until I learned the rules and so forth. It was not long after I got there that
the abuse began. It started one night when my drawers were not in perfect order
they were very anal about how you folded the clothes and how they were
organized. The dorm mother came in and dumped my drawers and said to do it
again. When it still was not done to her liking, she brought me down to Ma Ford's
office where I was hit what seemed be one hindered times with a long wooden
paddle. She would swing and hit wherever it landed while Miss Joanne held me
down.
As time when by the abuse only got worse and soon there were girls involved on
the beatings. I remember three girls who were the Ma Ford's minions and they
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would carry out punishments which they called “Sister Treatments.” I had two
encounters with them. The first time I was pulled out of class while I was doing my
daily bible verse for my Paces and was brought to the dorms where Ma Ford was
waiting. I was beaten by the three girls for apparently grading my Paces wrong and
they said I cheated. That happened at least three times a week and continued until I
left the home. I had severe black and blue bruises on my back as well as my legs
after those whippings.
There is very little doubt that Miss Joanne was a very mean very hard woman to be
around. Don't speak when not spoken too and never dare to talk back. I was out
casted a lot of the time from the other girls and their activities; mainly because of
her I think. I suppose because I did not conform to a brainwashed minion (servant).
Miss Joanne had her turn taking licks on me and I once she slapped me in the face
for talking out of turn.
We were only allowed five minute phone calls a month to our parents where either
Ma Ford, Miss Joanne or one of the girls listened to make sure you did not speak
of the abuse. If you said you wanted to come home you would be severely beaten
and I mean severely. I got those lickings one time in particular and I lost phone
privileges for the next month. It was then about two months before I heard my
mother's voice again.
I spent a lot of time in isolation up until April 1996 when my mother came to get
me. A couple of weeks before I left the home, I had gotten my cycle and with
abuse comes more mistreatment. I was given no personal products to keep myself
clean so one night after the lights out; I took some toilet paper from the bathroom
to use in place of personal female products. All at once the light came on and the
head girl in the room saw me doing this and went and got Miss Joanne.
Immediately, I was accused of masturbating. Three girls and Miss Joanne drug me
out of my bed, threw me in the shower (with scalding hot water) then began
scrubbing me down with a green scouring pad in order to “Wash the Devil off me.”
That episode was repeated every day until the time I left that horrible compound. I
was constantly watched showering and using the toilet. I was put on restrictions
and went without meals for three days in order to “Cleanse my soul.”
My mother was called and she was told that I had to leave because of my “evil
doings” but I found out later they removed me from the home because an
investigation into the abuse had begun.
I struggled for quite a while after I returned home. I had a hard time beginning a
normal teen life. I was totally confused and my mind seemed to race when trying
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to determine what was truly right or wrong. Most of the time, I isolated myself in
my room with my bible in hand because that's what I knew to do.
Shortly after I returned home my mother received a call from a reporter doing a
story on New Bethany and all the accounts of abuse. Whoever it was that caused
this investigation/story to occur, I thank them dearly. My name was included in the
list of names of the children who had been abused and beaten; buy my mother
refused to allow me to comment. It was then that she realized some of the horrible,
disgusting and brutal things that I had told her were actually true. There were some
terrible things that she did not know at the time but I feel that I can finally tell her.
I feel comfortable telling my story to everyone who needs to know. It is important
to me what happened to me and many other girls. Hopefully, many other girls can
now come forward and expose Mack Ford and his wife, along with staff members
included in the abuse. Hey need to be held accountable and pay for what they did
so this type of abuse and treatment to all children can stop forever.
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Donna Morphew

The Awakening
I remember going to the front door with my parents, and was greeted by an older
woman, another boss lady or something. I remember having to rid myself of
everything that could possibly remind me of life in Rhode Island.
My parents left, after I was brought to room “Love”. Chicken for dinner, that’s all I
remember.
I cried, I cried, I acted tough; I didn’t care about consequence;
“I’m bad.” Hit me, beat me, and yell at me. You can’t kill me, so I win.
So days came and went. This lady, who was the housemother, was really nice to
me. The stories she would tell me about Life, Jesus, and Love. I always questioned
if there was such a thing.
About three months later, I started to space out mentally. I learned how to
disappear into myself where I felt safe.
Many nights, for some reason, I had to sleep in the living room. The couch opened
up to a bed, and I was on watch 24-7.
The house mother would often sleep on the bed from 11pm. Or lights out time till
early morning when she would get up. She treated me like I always wanted my
mother to treat me. To make me feel loved for who I was and so I let her into my
spaced out world, where I would slip into myself and ignore everything around me.
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When I did, she began fondling and kissing me, “first on the forehead, like you
would do to a child, and then to a lover so wicked and wild.” I was very confused.
I thought that it must be love or something because my daddy played with me as a
child. Nope, I was wrong. This was wrong. This is wrong. It was not until I turned
seventeen and wanted to be on my own, that I was able to leave this place that dug
into the wounds I already had. Never do this to your child.

Young Child
There was a young child walking down a lonely avenue in a cold, hard world that’s
out to take her soul away. She turns for home and finds out know ones waiting
there. She turns to you but you just smile and stare. She stops and wonders does
anybody really care. In a world that seems so lonely and so cold. Could it be the
streets are what they call reality? But the door of life is locked up with the key.
Who will go and tell her that someone really cares; and he'll carry her through her
empty road of life. She'll find rest in his arms and a shoulder to lean on. Who will
go and tell her; who will go?
Down the road she sees a light and its flashing. It's telling her of a life that could
not be. She wants so much to hear the songs you’re singing, but her feet are tired
there's and aching in her knee.
She sits down in the rain and tries to rest a while. But the strength she had is
running down her cheek. She says to herself I'll only sleep for a little while. But
her mind is tired and her body is much too weak.
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Amy Elizabeth Brantley Schimmel

To Argue With A Fence Post
I spent most of my influential years being raised in a fundamental Baptist
household. My Mother and I attended church every Sunday. This is the only
church I ever knew. My mother taught Sunday school for the toddler boys.
I love listening to my Mother reminisce of the many times I would get up from the
little girls class and walk one partition over and sit down with the little boys. My
"Mommy" taught that class and that's where I wanted to be. I grew beyond the
flannel graph Bible lessons that I loved so much, and into a more self-aware preteen that loved her Pastor. He was the big man behind the pulpit that preached with
a heavy-hand and even heavier of a heart. "Hail, fire and brimstone" That's the fate
that waited for the unrepentant. I was surly blessed to be part of this tight knit
group known as my church family. I was also grateful that the pastor I adored lived
right down the block from me. I could always count on him to give me a ride in his
big Cadillac if he seen that I was walking along our street. I liked that. What I
didn't like was the years of him having me dig REAL deep in his pockets for
quarters, him "tickling" my chest and the whispers in my ear when no one was
around ,telling me what a desirable young lady I had become. I began to feel
myself changing inside. Distancing myself long of those days of church pot luck
dinners, Easter egg hunts, vacation bible school and summer camp, that I once was
so fond. My Mother moved me and my secrets two hundred miles east to Houston
Texas. I was eager to start a new life with new friends. My mother found a new
church in which she loved.
"Oh no Mom"! I said. I want no part of that. I believe that day was the first of
many times that I would challenge my Mothers authority and in a way that I would
soon regret. For in 1980 I was abruptly awoke on a Saturday morning by a solemn
looking woman and a large man, with my wrist held tightly in his hands. He
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instructed me to get dressed quickly and without a fight. He said we are going to
Louisiana. Seven hours later I found myself at New Bethany home for wayward
girls located in Arcadia La. Little did I know at the time, my Mother's Independent
Fundamental Baptist church had suggested New Bethany for me and what turn out
to be one of the worse times in my fourteen years of life.
Upon arrival we were greeted by a Miss Eades, the house-mother. My small
suitcase was handed over. A few words exchanged and they were gone. Just like
that. As a currier would deliver a package, so as I was delivered. No signature
required. She told me to follow her to the bathroom, and then undress down to my
underclothes. She then checked my undergarments and hair for drugs in which I
did not have. I then was threw a dress to put on that was pulled out of my suitcase
my mother had packed for me. I believe my clothes that I arrived in were burned.
For I never seen them again. She made it perfectly clear that there were no pants or
tight fitting blouses allowed. I then was immediately paired up with a girl that I
became to know as my "Watcher". I was then taken down the hall and around the
corner of the main area to a little Cafeteria styled room. I was asked if I was
hungry. I replied no and was given a small glass of tea in which I drank. She then
ushered me back the way we came and into a line of many other girls awaiting
something, something surly horrible. I began to breakdown and cry. I appealed to
all around me, to let me use a phone! Where was the phone? I needed to call my
mother and this was all a big mistake. I didn't belong here. I was told that there was
only one phone and it was in the housemother’s room. But I would not ever be able
to place the call and it would be at least two or three months before I could accept
an incoming call from my mother.
As I looked at others thru my tear filled eyes, at the faces around me, I could see
the compassion on some and dread on others. The looks on their faces painted a
story of what they were already living and what I was about to begin living. It turns
out we were going to the church. We all filed into the pews. That was the first time
I ever laid eyes on Mack Ford. This was the man that was going to forever change
my life. He asked me to stand and tell everybody my name. I just stared at him..He
asked me again. Just as I was about to tell him n; a low soft voice came from what
I think was behind me said “please stand up and tell him your name or he'll whoop
you, please.” At that very moment it really began to sink in and I began to
understand the dynamics of this place where I had been left. I was placed in a room
called "love". This was my first room of many. They shifted you around pretty
regularly, as this was a way of not letting anyone become too comfortable with
their surroundings. New Bethany was a place where you’re shut down and shut off.
A place where there is no television or radio. No music other then what you were
allowed to sing or hear at church. It was a place that monitored your letters and
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phone calls. And anything that even slightly that could be construed as negative
towards the staff, the home or their policies in general would be censored.
I spent the next six months trying to dance around their abusive tactics that they
implemented not only to seize but, keep control. Staff members had a routine way
of physically and mentally abusing us in order to keep this said control. Weather it
was being made to stand on the balls of your feet for hours, nose to the wall or
made to scrub the walls with a tooth brush, again for hours. My favorite was being
forced to LITERALLY argue with a fence post out back. That was an attempt at
humiliation for those that liked to argue their points and a way of forcing them to
accept the fact that it was futile and your cries would fall on deaf ear to argue with
anyone, especially staff. Once I was punished by being made to kneel, arms out to
sides with palms up. Then large heavy books were placed and balanced on my
palms for a long period of time. To not successfully endure these punishments
usually meant having to start all over again. So failing was not an option, at least
for me. I found it much easier to just lose myself in the mundane activities that
cycled the days into nights. I finally got to see my mother after six months. I plead
with her to take me home. I was reformed! One way or another, I wasn't going
back. She reluctantly conceded to take me home and against the wishes of those
who ran New Bethany. Well, I found myself back there within a few months. My
Mothers fuse was apparently shorter than before. My brother was to take me this
time. I plead with him not to take me back. He agreed to let me stay with him. So
around we turned and headed away from Arcadia and drove to his home in Kemah.
I overheard the phone call between him and my mother and she was adamant that I
go back to the home. I immediately locked myself his bathroom. I rummaged
through his medicine cabinet frantically searching for something I could drink or
swallow. To no avail the only thing I found was a Bic Razor, and a dull one at that.
I proceeded only in breaking the surface skin. So with my wrists bandaged I was
back at New Bethany. The last thing my Brother said to me was "I will be back in
three months! I promise! Three months came and gone. It was apparent he wasn’t
coming for me. I had to get out of there and get anywhere except here.
Another girl and I made our set plan and off we ran into the woods one day. We
chose the wrong direction. Three days later we were picked up in the city of
Winnfield La. The police held us until two staff members of New Bethany could
get there to pick us up. That was the shortest drive back to that Hell in comparison
to the time it took us to get that far away from it in the first place. Upon getting
back to the home we were placed in Misses Eade’s office to await Mack Ford’s
arrival. When he opened that door his eyes were trained on me in a way that I had
never seen before. Oh No I thought to myself. I was wearing a pair of Jean overalls
that had been given me. He grabbed me by the straps of those overalls and
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proceeded to scream and throw me around the room until he had had enough. He
told Misses Eades to whoop me because if he did, He would kill me. I was thankful
for that. Because I believed him! I took 75 licks to my bottom that day. I know
because I counted. After the first fifteen or so I couldn't feel it anymore. I was so
angry and my heart was pounding. I remember her telling me You know I could of
paddled you harder, but I didn’t." To this day I don't know if she really did spare
me a much greater wrath or if she said that because she felt she had not broke me
but could of. I'll probably never know.
Well, it wasn't until it was well over with and I examined my back side, and
discovered my skin had been broken with the numerous upward strokes of her
paddle that was intended to bring me closer to Jesus. I was weeping blood and
water and the bruising was horrible. Needless to say my wounds went without
medical care. I was put on watch and silenced for a month. Silence is where you
can't speak to anyone but a staff member and that's only if you’re spoken to first. I
almost immediately started planning in my head, my next run. I was careful not to
let them suspect me. I lead them to believe that I had been broken. I refer to it as in
"cool hand Luke kind of broken". I befriended a girl that came from Houston as I
was from there too.
We were very careful not to show that we were friendly towards each other. We
only briefly exchanged whispers and when we thought no one else would hear or
was watching. Staff members were trained to keep an eye out for these possible
tell-tell signs. We both volunteered to shuck corn one day...our buckets were
full...This was our chance.. I politely asked the lady staff member if we could slop
the hogs. She said yes and we strolled off. Within two feet of the pen our buckets
went flying and we were off. As we ran through the woods the tree branches and
brambles ripped thru our hair, skin. We ran way into the night before stopping to
rest. A road was near and we could hear it. We felt it best to remain still until the
wee hours of the morning. We listened to the Bob Cats cry's for what seemed like
forever. They sounded like woman screaming in the distance which is a very
haunting memory for me. We heard an oncoming vehicle in the distance! This was
it! We prayed it would be a stranger and not a staff member. We were overjoyed to
find it was a young couple that took us to a safe place where we were allowed to
make a phone call and the next day we were both safe and back in Houston. I never
returned to my mother’s home... She made it clear that if i did not go back to New
Bethany that I couldn't return home. I was fifteen years old. We picked fifty-seven
ticks combined off our little bodies that next day! We laughed and we cried; BUT
WE WERE FREE! At least, physically free.
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To this day I still have nightmares of my stay there. And I will eventually find the
mental freedom in which I seek from the suffering and abuse inflicted upon me and
my sisters that at New Bethany. I love you dearly mother and you only did what
you thought was in my best interest. I understand and accept that. For those girls
whom I Laughed and cried with. I love every one of you and my sisters you are
and will always be.
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Dulci J. Krautsack

John 16:33
These things I have spoken unto you, that in me ye might have peace. In the world
ye shall have tribulation; but be of good cheer; I have overcome the world. (My
favorite verse)
New Bethany Nightmare
February 1981 to November 1981 - Entered at age 16 - left at age 17
The Background
I have to try to take mind back 30 years as a sixteen year old teenage girl. New
Bethany was a frightening facility from the very first day. Before I go to the first
day I want to briefly start from the beginning. All families have their own journeys
and experiences trying to get through life together. I don't blame my Parents, we
misunderstood each other and our communications skills were not the best. I think
the way we reacted was caused by this and it just escalated out of control. As
humans we can simply try to get through life the best we can. My Mother has had
medical problems her entire life and went thru emotional and mental abused by her
Mother her entire childhood, teenager, young adult and to this day haunts my
Mother. My Father was under financial pressure of providing for a family of three
children and on top of that My Mom's Medical issues. Now I am a caregiver to my
Mother and My Dad and I are like best friends, I love them both dearly.
For the most part my childhood growing up was happy, Mom would decorate the
kitchen with balloons and have birthday parties for us, Christmas we always got
presents. Dad was a great provider. He worked exhausting hours and worked a lot
of overtime as a Truck Driver. Dad made sure there was a roof over our heads,
food to eat and clothing on our backs. He and my Mom did all the work around the
house. They even put a pool up for us. All the neighborhood kids were in our back
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yard in the pool. I consider myself lucky. When I was around 15 years old, things
started to change for me. With Mom and Dad busy with their own troubles, I went
about my life learning from the world and school. Wanting to be my own person,
thinking I already knew everything there was to know. Man was I wrong.
When I was 15 years old I had a newspaper route. I was just starting the day to
collect money for the newspaper and I was taking a shortcut thru a convenient
store parking lot. This guy, who I only met once thru a mutual friend, (I wish I
remembered his name so I could thank him for changing the course of my life) He
approached me and He says "Ya wanna buy some pink lemons" (Amphetamines)
Me trying to act all cool , turned my collection bag upside down shaking it to show
him it was empty and said "Nah I am broke" So then he laughed and said "Here ,
you can have these for free, Just don't tell anyone, there are one hundred pills
there" Me again trying to act cool said "wow thanks" It was like he was Satan
himself handing me a bag of drugs. I had NO CLUE what I was doing at that age.
Now schools have much more dangerous drugs brought in from the outside like
Heroin, Oxycontin, you name it. Currently, I have three close friends in the past
few years lost their children. Two of them were suicides and one accidental
drowning. The funerals where extremely sad, seeing all the young teenagers trying
to cope with their grief. Plus ALL three deaths were from the same school I went
to; Whitehall High School. I can’t imagine what the kids are facing today. Because
when I ran out of pills I just crashed. That week I was handed those amphetamine
pills I almost put myself in a coma. You can get anything at schools. I asked my
two brothers if they wanted any of the pills, I was super happy on the pills, my
brothers turned around and told my parents. When my Dad sat me down on the
couch, trying to ask me questions, all I remember is him hitting me upside the head
the blow was so hard my ear rang for days. Ever since that day things changed, I
was never trusted again. Dad and I banged heads big time. He was brought up in a
tough home as a child and I was an arrogant teenager, thinking I knew everything.
Things got progressively worse, I was accused of things I wasn't doing. One friend
thought she would help me by reporting things happening in my family life to the
school counselor which just made things much worse. My Parents blamed the
school. After I ran away Mom and Dad started a group called Citizens for Better
Education which started a big political game. I ran away December 1980. The
Morning Call had an extensive article because my parents wanted to bring
awareness of the drug problem in school. The article made me look like a drug
addict. My close friends who knew me got a kick out of it because they knew it
was all lies. They are lifelong friends who would testify for me today that I was the
one in the group which didn't do drugs that much. I found out later my Parents
were upset at the article and said they were misquoted.
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The lies printed about me floored me; I was a naive child with no one who really
explained drugs to me. Everyone was too busy in the lives to care what my day
consisted of. I was never that bad. My parents took me to a child psychiatrist. After
he had my parents leave the room the child psychiatrist asked me if I wanted
cigarettes as he was lighting on up, he said "you want a cigarette?" and handed the
pack towards me. I said "No thanks" He said "It's ok take one" I repeated “No
thanks I don’t smoke" He asked a third time "I won’t tell your parents, just take
one" At this point I am thinking what kind of moron would try to offer cigarettes
to a minor anyway. I just laughed at him and he finally put the cigarette pack. He
proceeded to ask me a bunch of questions and all I remember at the end was him
saying "There’s nothing wrong with you, you’re normal kid" Yet I still was blamed
for things I had never done, accused of smoking pot, which of course I tried it like
almost every other kid in high school. I never liked it. I always wanted to have
control of my mind, I would ask my friends, "how can you handle that, if I would
smoke pot I couldn’t sit in class and concentrate, I would get up and walk out". I
didn’t like the feeling, made me paranoid. But I was mislabeled. I just dealt with it
the best I could.
When I ran away, I ran to a married couple who have a little girl who was 5 years
old at the time. I thought I could trust them and that they were "friends" I met them
through the same mutual friend that introduced me to the guy who gave me the
amphetamines. I had another friend drive me from Pennsylvania down to Alabama
to where this married couple was living. I never really had the huggable type of
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love at home growing up but inside I knew they loved me. But I was starving for
attention. I fell for any attention, thinking it was nice, showing care, love. I knew
deep inside my heart and mind what that couple did to me was wrong. Now that I
am an adult I realize that I was sexually molested by this sick couple. I blame the
Husband because he was perverted and seemed to have control over his wife and
she had her own mental issues. It didn't hit me until I was watching the news one
day and saw the 14 year old girl, Elizabeth Smart that was kidnapped in 2002. It's
like the light bulb went on in my mind, I blocked out the truth of what I went thru
years ago. How close the story was but I was not kidnapped I was manipulated by
sick, perverted adults.
The Trip to New Bethany
I came home from Alabama two months later to my Parents home, not knowing
what their plan was. The misleading, deceptive Pastor and his wife, Alden and
Marie Wightman, who were trying to start a church in their basement (there are
more details about them but they’re not worth my energy) the church my parents
attended, Alden suggested New Bethany Christian School for Girls. Which I was
never told about. Within forty-eight hours I was back in a car, My Mom took me
for a "physical" I thought she was concerned about my health or if I got pregnant.
Here to find out later that New Bethany required a physical and pregnancy test be
done before they took me there. After we got back from the Doctor, My Dad got
out of the front seat and The Pastor’s wife was at our house and she got behind the
drivers wheel. Mom was in the passenger seat. It was obvious something was
going on, but I had no idea what I was in for. I asked where we are going. They
were all silent. So a started to yell where are we going, where are you taking me! I
think it was my Dad that said they are taking me to a home in Louisiana home for
girls. I completely flipped out. Dad started to restrain me, which just made me
panic worse, I do not like being restrained. We wrestled each other in the back
seat, and my feet were even trying to kick out the back window. I finally gave up I
was panting, all sweaty and completely exhausted. At one point of the trip I was
carefully watching the passing tractor trailers and was going to plunge for the
driver's wheel crash us into a tractor trailer instantly killing us all, but I didn’t want
to hurt the innocent truck driver and. I didn't want to die myself.
The day we got there, I couldn't stand straight after being in a car driving all the
way from Alabama to Pennsylvania then back in a vehicle again down to
Louisiana. I couldn’t straighten my back out. I was exhausted. We all went up to
the office, the first people we met was Craig Clark then Mrs. Eades. She looked
like a witch. She was sweet as pie, telling me some of the rules while my parents
and Marie were still there. That I would be in their care for a year and I can't have
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any visitors. I just sat there and listened. I don't remember much but after they left.
She barked at me to "get that toothpick out of your mouth" and explained further
that I better not because any problems or I will be “severely punished" She also
tried to scare me by saying you will be assigned a girl to watch me for the first
week to watch me so I wouldn’t run away. I was also threatened that this girl Jenni,
is the toughest girl here. I remember walking down the hall with Jenni and she was
telling me things and saying that it's not so bad there. She didn’t seem so tuff to
me, she, seemed nice. She was a tom-boy just like me, although I still had jeans on
and she had a denim skirt on with tube socks, stylish. She seemed pretty cool to
me.
The Rules/Physical, Mental and Emotional Abuse
You have no rights, life as you knew it is gone, No outside contact, no newspapers,
no television, no visitors, no radio, no music except hymns, No talking about your
past, no talking about boys, no freedom of speech, no unauthorized information
from the outside world, no haircutting, no jeans or slacks, had to write your name
or initials with permanent marker on everything you owned, clothing, no makeup,
only allowed to mail your parents or guardian a one side page letter only two times
a week. My Mom still saves all the letters I wrote to her. New Bethany Staff read
absolutely every word in your letter if they didn’t approve or think it was written
with a "good attitude" they wouldn’t mail it. You only got one ten minute phone
call were allowed every two weeks. Your phone calls were monitored and two staff
members would stand in the room. I always suspected someone on the other line
listening to every word that was said. They had me so paranoid and scared all the
time I was there. You were threatened beforehand and if you said anything
negative you would be "punished" So you couldn’t tell your parents what the place
was truly like. New Bethany hid deep dark secrets; they are not following the Jesus
I know?
They deceived the parents, always made everything look pleasant and all "Fluffy"
to those on the outside. If and when the boys from the boy’s home came to our
girls home to attend church, we were NOT allowed to look at them; even a glance
we would be "punished." By being punished meant a severe paddling with all their
might. A beating so hard it instantly stung and tears just poured down your cheeks
and ran down your face and the nerves in your buttocks went totally numb. Some
girls were permanently, physically, emotionally, and mentally damaged. You were
also punished by being put on "Silence" and if you spoke you got beat within an
inch of your life. Keep in mind you cannot speak or tell anyone about this or you
would get even more beatings and a never-ending array of punishments. The other
punishments would pertain to some sadistic forms of humiliation and physical
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abuse that would leave the girls bloody and physical hurt with no medical
attention. You were only allowed five minute showers. The water was usually
freezing cold. They rationed to toilet paper down to two sheets per girl. Your entire
life was ripped from your thoughts and mind. You no longer had your freedom,
you were a prisoner and not a child of God.
Matthew 18:6
If anyone causes one of these little ones those who believe in me to stumble, it
would be better for them to have a large millstone hung around their neck and to be
drowned in the depths of the sea.
New Bethany would exploit the girls. They had a select bus full of girls that would
go and sing in other churches to raise money for Mack and Thelma Ford. Some
girls think nothing of it. That they weren’t used and exploited? I am perplexed by
their ignorance of what New Bethany was truly about. It certainly wasn’t our
creator I know, they distorted the word of God by beatings, punishments,
brainwashing, showing no love, there are too many witnesses of New Bethany to
deny what if was honestly about.
If you earned trust you could get some jobs outside, like painting, or picking the
fields of okra and green beans. I only went out to paint once and work in the fields
once. Working in the fields was horrible. I got chigger bites all over my body,
mostly around my ankles, where my socks were tight. You were always
accompanied and you never had one second of privacy.
Living Conditions
Disgusting, unsanitary filth, the smell of the place sticks in my mind. Enormous
cockroaches, some flew. One time one flew into our small room and we all started
to scream whipping our bed covers over our heads, I will never forget the thing
hitting my blanket and thudded against my blanket. When I was on kitchen duty I
was making biscuits and remember huge southern roaches running around in the
flour that I used to make them. Of course we would have to eat them.
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Louisiana Biscuits with Roaches Recipe
I remember they slaughtered a pig and made Cracklings, AKA: Fried Pig Skin,
which still long black hair on it. I couldn't eat one bit of the nasty stuff and I was so
hungry and almost threw up just watching the other girls eat it. The entire lunch
hall reeked of the smell. There were times when I would have rather starved.
Nevertheless, many girls chose to eat it.
There was also rust in the water which we had to drink and wash with. Almost all
of us; our hair had a reddish tint to it. I can't imagine what harmful contaminated
bacteria were in the drinking water.
The living conditions were nauseating. One time while I was there hair lice was
going around and you weren’t allowed to tell your parents or else you would also
get a beating. The founder’s wife, Thelma never spoke one single word to me the
entire time I was there. She didn't appear to have God's love in her, not an ounce;
she seemed to be a jealous, angry, hardened woman. Thelma always had what I
called her "Mush Face" on. I never saw her smile. Yet that day she had us undress
and wrap ourselves with towels and stand in line outside the bathroom, two by two
we would go in and you had to drop your towel and she sprayed with what
appeared to be some form of a strange of aerosol. It appeared to be a can of bug
killer. She sprayed my hair on my head first, then she sprayed my privates, her face
was right in front of my crotch. Humiliated, I never had any lice to begin with. All
we girls tried to figure out who originally started the lice problem.
Medical attention was not given to a lot of the girls. One girl almost died of a bee
sting. I think House Mother, Nora Carter was there. Nora had mentioned
something about treating her. I am surprised the girl didn’t die without proper
medical treatment. Another girl jumped out of a second story window. There are
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multiple accounts of girls being suicidal and attempting suicide because of the
abuse of New Bethany Staff Members.
Mack Ford constantly threatened us about various things all the time, when his lips
moved he was inappropriately reprimanding us. One of Mack’s threats was about
how we should never run away from there because one girl who ran away and got
eaten by a wild animal. We knew never to run because to the south was nothing
except swampy, thick woods. It was stated by the facility that there were cougars,
wolves, panthers and the like all abound. Scaring the daylights out of us was
common-place. More mind games and mental abuse and such treatment never
seemed to end.
Alarms were on all doors and the few windows, if I remember correctly. Chainlink fences, with barbed wire surrounded the entire compound. Later I heard they
built a "watchtower” such as one would see at a state of federal prison. The place
was a prison; it really was and there is no doubt they exploited the word of God. It
was far from ever having the respectable description of being called a "Christian
Home" God was never a part of that place.
Exploiting the word of God
The girls and boys were brainwashed from the moment they entered the
compound. Mack Ford would scream in church at us "Yes I admit to brainwashing,
if that what they want to call it. To make sure you don’t go to hell we will
brainwash you." They forced you memorize the Bible. You had to walk it, talk it
and live it every single day. That was a forced issue and believe me it was
enforced. The last time I checked, God gave us free will, Jesus’ love has to be
accepted not pummeled into your head, forced or pushed down your throat, if
anything this turned the girls totally away from God and any personal relationship
with Jesus.
I remember what really started to scare me the most is when I started to forget my
friend’s names back home, as well as the words to my favorite songs. For a time I
thought I was losing my mind. I remember one night in particular. Mack was
preaching, I could tell he never really cared for me because no matter what he did
he couldn’t break my spirit. Little did he know that I already accepted Jesus when I
was about twelve years old. Nevertheless, they all labeled me as "unsaved.” I was
sixteen years old and I didn’t want to ruin their game. So I played along with their
judgment on me. No one ever asked how I felt about God.
One night we entered the church, there was a coffin in front of the church He
preached, screamed, yelled and hollered on and on about hell. He singles me out
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and he came an inch from my face and his face was a bright fire engine red and he
was screaming and spitting in my face. On and on he screamed that I am going to
“burn in hell and worms are going to be crawling in and out of my ears, eyes, nose
and mouth and that I would forever be screaming in agony and live in an
everlasting torture and that it would be too late to save me, I would be in hell for
eternity“. I just stood there with no expression on my face, knowing I had Jesus’
peace in my heart. The at the end of the service he made us all , row by row go up
and look into the coffin and there was a mirror which reflected that we were dead.
That was absolutely terrible to me and was a very demented and sickening way to
try to bring someone to salvation, especially young children.
Mack was trying to scare people to Christ which is not how the Holy Spirit works
through those who truly believe. When I looked into the casket at the time I
couldn’t help myself and almost let a small smile slip but caught myself and hid
my feelings on the inside so I would get punished. I knew I had Jesus living in my
heart. I also knew what Mack was all about; his personal dictator like stature was
nothing more than a ‘power trip.’ He was and still is a mentally disturbed and
psychotic child abuser who should be locked up where he cannot hurt any more
innocent children. I believe he fathered a child from a fourteen year old girl and the
girl supposedly taped it and gave it to Nora Carter then she gave it to Thelma and
confronted Mack about it and he went out of his mind saying he was going to burnt
he place down. This was confirmed to me by one of the Head Staff Employees
within the last year.
There are so many verses that reveal God's truth and it definitely was not Mack
Ford’s way of thinking. I remember a prayer I would always pray and it went like
this: "God please don’t let this place turn my heart against you, in Jesus name,
Amen" I truly know that He never left me. By God's grace he helped me get
through the terrible horrors of New Bethany and with a sound peace of mind, at
least for the most part.
They would have “conferences” where a bunch of preachers would come and we
would be in church all day long, we only had breaks for meals and sleep the entire
week. The guys would yell, scream, and get in your face, run on top of the tops of
the pews. I never witnessed anything like this before. It scared the living daylights
out of me. Jesus didn’t scream in people’s faces to accept him.
The Secret Code
Two months into being at New Bethany, I had to figure some way to communicate
with My Parents to tell them how horrible New Bethany was. One day it struck me
to come up the shortest phrase to put into my letters as a "Secret Code". So my first
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letter was the first week in April. I would use the phrase letter by letter “I WANT
HOME". There would be one letter in a decorative box starting each letter. I
thought for sure my Parents would realize how terrible the place was if I had to
communicate like that. My Mom figured it out at "O". To no avail this didn’t get
me out of New Bethany, but I do believe it started the wheels turning. So I had to
come up with another plan. The next plan came about two months later.

The Secret Code
My Brilliant Plan to Escape
I missed being outside in the sun. I missed the simplest of freedoms which was
taken from every boy and girl at New Bethany, especially in our free country
known as America. Why didn’t anyone stop this torture? Why do people turn their
heads and sweep it under the rug? Why do people to this very day pull their noses
up at the truth not caring? One day I was standing by the door, they turn the alarms
off at certain times and I would open the door for anyone entering or exiting the
front door to try and break my monotony. I realized very quickly that there was an
alarm on the door and not the glass slats that were being held by the metal
brackets. It was a jalousie door. The light bulb went on and I was so excited that I
could hardly wait to tell my friend of my brilliant idea for a full proof escape. I told
her that all I have to do is bend the brackets with my needle nose pliers, which I
used to make jewelry, and take out 4-5 slats of the glass and POOF we were as
good gone. We planned to escape a certain night and it worked like a charm. My
adrenaline was pumping. It felt like my heart was going to jump completely out of
my chest. I don’t remember how we got over the chain-link fence with the barbed
wire on top? Maybe my friend from Texas can remind me, if I ever get to see her
again. We made it and we were out and we were free. With nothing else on our
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minds, except running and running until we couldn’t run anymore we continued
on.
I remember we would rest for a minute then we pushed ourselves to walk even
further and faster. There were no street lights, it was pitch black and you couldn’t
see your hand in front of your face. We followed the road and that’s all we knew to
do. As we were running, we heard drums beating coming from deep in the thick
woods and whispered how it was most likely a satanic ritual. So we kept quiet until
we couldn’t hear it any longer so that we wouldn’t get caught by them and possibly
be sacrificed for some satanic purpose. I was sixteen years old and imagining being
burnt at the stake or something like that and it was a very horrifying thought. I
have to admit now that I was scared to death but willing to sacrifice everything in
order to escape from a prison camp known as New Bethany. When the first car was
seen coming my friend said, "Do you want to hitch-hike this one" I said "No it's
too soon to do that and it could be them looking for us." Very quickly we
immediately dove to the roadside. When we got up we were completely covered in
mud.
We had about a five hour head start on of them. I remember reaching a small house
and that’s all I can remember. I think the police finally picked us up or was it the
fanatics from the home? All I can remember is my dear friend completely losing it.
She was screaming and yelling, kicking and crying. I will never forget witnessing a
human being losing it like that. I didn’t know if she just went crazy or was having
a nervous breakdown? I felt so bad for my friend. It ripped my heart in half. I was
so upset, but whatever I had coming, I had coming whether I wanted it or not. Of
course, they split us up. I remember entering the room with the two House Mothers
Clair Shipman and Nora Carter. When they first came to the home they scared the
heck out of me just by looking at them. Nora had the thick wooden paddle in her
hand and said, “Bend over and brace yourself on the chair.” She said I had seven
very hard licks coming for trying to run away. I never been hit so hard in my life
and I thought my head would explode. The first blow instantly forced tears to come
streaming out of my eyes and rolling down my cheeks. When she was done, I
turned around and looked at her with tears still pouring down my face and I aid
"Well, I guess I had that coming." And ever so slightly I smiled as I tried to caress
my red hot, stinging buttocks from the numbing pain. Nora just tilted her head
sideways in disbelief. I guess she wanted me to scream and get all crazy so she
could hit me more?
I remember being put on “silence” for awhile. I think my mind has a lot still
blocked out as that was a terrible time in my life. We made one mistake in our plan
when her and I escaped from New Bethany's chain linked, barbed wire place of
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love. We should have run to the town to the left rather than the town to the right.
The left town was against the home and its evil ways where the town on the right
was positive for the home.
Going Home
The first time Mack Ford spoke to me, besides him screaming and spitting in my
face; this was the very first time he spoke to me. It was November 5, 1981. At this
point, I didn’t realize that one of my last letters I had written to my parents, on
November 1, 1981, regarding my turning eighteen years old in seven months and
that in no way I wanted to graduate from New Bethany. Mack immediately starts
off with "God told me this place isn’t doing you any good" Inside I was thinking..
Yea right bud it was my last letter I wrote my parents but I couldn’t say anything to
anyone; so the letters after Mack and I spoke were my way of "playing Mack's
game." Anyway Mack also said "God also told him I was a stumbling block to the
other girls because I was too happy all the time and the girls looked up to me and
your keeping them from knowing God". I don’t guess it was he never asked me
that he never realized I had peace because Jesus already lived inside my heart to
endure Mack’s prison of exploitation of children, by using them to solicit money
from other churches. His cruelty to juveniles and his unlawful neglect of children,
mental, physical, emotional abuse at his hellish place called “New Bethany."
On November 21, 1981, the only pictures taken of me there was one taken in front
of the car getting ready to go to the airport. The other picture taken was when Leah
and Teresa took me to the airport terminal.
When I got off the airplane at home, I kissed the ground. It was like waking up out
of a nightmare. We never again spoke about New Bethany amongst our family.
Life simply moved on. .
About twenty-seven years later, I distinctly remember Rhonda and I sitting on the
couch at the end of the dorm, just looking out the window at the clouds and trees
the outside world, wishing we were free. Rhonda says "You know what?" I looked
over at her and remember her eyes begin to fixated on the clouds, and she say's "I
think we are in hell." She probably remembers more of the conversation than I, but
that’s all I can remember. She also remembers a HUGE boil under my nose. We
didn’t have anything to be treated with so someone suggested toothpaste to try to
dry it up. The girls used to use toothpaste for their acne. We had nothing else
available. I don’t remember but did have surgery when I got home to have
whatever it was removed. I still can feel the scar tissue under my nose were they
did the surgery.
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Years later my dear friend from New Bethany, Rhonda searched for me and found
me again. She told me about the website and our group just keeps growing and
growing. It is extremely difficult at times for me to relive. It's harder mostly for my
Dad to listen about how New Bethany was such a terrible and destructive place;
and to horrible things many girls went through. But, I now realize when I created
the DVD "New Bethany Un-silenced, Thru My Eyes, “Forever Bonded.” I now
understand why God let me experience New Bethany. I forgot God for quite a few
years but they were lessons I think I needed to learn and go thru to get where I am
today. God drew me closer to him in the past seven years and only by his grace he
never left my heart.
Testimony by Dulci J. Krautsack
I was brought up in a Christian home. My Parents took us to church and I
remember when I was really young going to church learning how to sing "This
little light of mine" and giggling at my Dad because he sang so bad. Years later,
we started going to Evangel Fellowship in Allentown. Thru Pastor Warren Shelly's
invitation, I accepted Jesus as my Savior when I was 12 years old and I was also
baptized.
Later in life I was pulled into the world and had some experiences on my journey
which I didn't understand until later in life it would all fall together under Jesus
plan for me. It wasn't until I was in my 40's when I realized Jesus never left my
side or never forgot me, even though I forgot him. Everything I had been thru
Jesus still loved me and was drawing me closer to Him. He helped open my eyes,
mind, heart and soul to what He has done for me on the cross and only thru Jesus
Blood Shed am I saved. He paid the price for my sins that I may have eternal life.
One day I noticed my Dad had a bible study on "The Lord's Prayer" setting on the
kitchen table and this started the spark to really start to seek the truth. I prayed for
God to open my mind to. I prayed for Him to please help me understand His word.
The past 7 years I have been faithfully studying His Word and He has unveiled my
eyes, mind, heart and soul. He opened His word up, it was like a flood gate of
knowledge opened and I was like a sponge and I studied His word and He spoke to
my heart and opened up my mind to absorb each and every Word from Him. Not
only did He open up His knowledge for that I understand, I learned how to apply it
to my life. In the past few years I started to seek out fellowship, a connection I
never had was with other believes to share Jesus with. I would visit new churches
hoping to feel God's Holy Spirit and that I would feel like I belonged. In those 7
years, God helped me take a serious look at myself and my life and I started to
build on His solid rock foundation. My life has changed So much in those years
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completely changing it and I know this will be a constant learning process for the
rest of my life. My Family, friends and co workers noticed my faith grow. I
noticed the more I studied His word and learned how to put my faith in Jesus the
closer we became and slowly helped take a good hard look at myself and He
started to mold me into what He created me for. Every day is a walk with Jesus for
me.
My old life was finally gone. Instead of sitting on that fence of either being in the
world or completely with God, I finally jumped off that fence onto God's Side. I
am a new creature thru Christ Jesus. Every day as I absorb God's Word it gets
clearer and clearer what He created me for, His Purpose not mine. I completely lay
down my life for Jesus and have been praying for His direction. I have learned His
timing is perfect.
Romans 10-9-10
If you declare with your mouth, “Jesus is Lord,” and believe in your heart that God
raised him from the dead, you will be saved. For it is with your heart that you
believe and are justified, and it is with your mouth that you profess your faith and
are saved.
1 Peter 2:18-28 (This is a tough one, especially for me)
Servants, be subject to your masters with all respect, not only to the good and
gentle but also to the unjust. For this is a gracious thing, when, mindful of God,
one endures sorrows while suffering unjustly. For what credit is it if, when you sin
and are beaten for it, you endure? But if when you do well and suffer for it you
endure, this is a gracious thing in the sight of God. For to this you have been
called, because Christ also suffered for you, leaving you an example, so that you
might follow in his steps. He committed no sin, neither was deceit found in his
mouth. When he was reviled, he did not revile in return; when he suffered, he did
not threaten, but continued entrusting himself to him who judges justly. He himself
bore our sins in his body on the tree, that we might die to sin and live to
righteousness. By his wounds you have been healed. For you were straying like
sheep, but have now returned to the Shepherd and Overseer of your souls.
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In Conclusion
I now know certain things which, from my former experience at New Bethany, I
am confident, strong and aggressive with a leadership personality. I am passionate
in the things that are of truth and upholding the truth I always fight for the truth
even if it's not my battle, I will stand with you. I do know that we are coming
together as a group to bring awareness to others because there are still places like
this and child abuse needs to stop
Any single person that thinks we are not telling truth this will reflect your
ignorance because there are way too many witnesses. One thing I will never
understand is the young girls who had children by the male staff members and had
your babies taken away from you and you still stick up for New Bethany? It’s
called statutory rape, even if you let them do it? You were a child for crying out
loud, wake up. Do they know their Fathers? The saddest thing to this day was
when I was cleaning out papers and ran across the Legal Consent Form that My
Parents signed to hand me over to Mack Ford for one year without visitation as my
parents were giving up custody of me. We are ok today but it's just a sad memory I
wish I never saw it. I think I had the slightest sliver of what it must feel like as an
orphan, feeling like you were abandoned. Thank God for Jesus, I was never alone.
The saddest thing to this day was when I was cleaning out papers and ran across
the Legal Consent Form that My Parents signed to hand me over to Mack Ford for
one year without visitation as my parents giving up custody of me. We are ok
today but it's just a sad memory I wish I never saw it. I think I had the slightest
sliver of what it must feel like as an orphan, feeling like you were abandoned.
Thank God for Jesus, I was never alone.
I am honored to be in this book and pray that this will help bring awareness for
people to open their eyes to help bring attention to the child abuse that is going on
in this day. I want to thank Roger Kiser for helping get our story out there. I also
believe that the Whitehouse Boys investigation was unfair and swept under the rug
by The Florida Police and the Governor of Florida. They should exhume the 31
unknown buried bodies of the children who were murdered there and they should
do a proper investigation to check for broken bones or forms of abuse they can find
by forensics. Then give a formal burial for them to honor what they suffered thru
and have the respect for the men who survived the horrific torment of the White
House Torture Chamber.
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Also for all my New Bethany Sisters and Brothers who walked through the doors
of New Bethany, I love you all, thank you for always being there. I hope for all of
us telling our stories in this book encourage more to come forward.
God is the judge, don’t worry, we WILL get our justice. I am one of the lucky
ones, I was able to get out without being sexually molested, I think they knew
better I would have scratched the pervert’s eyes out or knock out a few teeth. I was
fortunate to fly under the radar. God instilled me to uphold the truth like a pit-bull.
Whoever thinks any of us abuse survivors are not telling the truth; in the end they
will look like absolute fools. We have too many witnesses to have ANY
substantial doubt or questions about the truth of our stories.
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Simone Jones

It was the summer of 1981, I was 13 years old and had spent most of my life in
orphanages, foster care, and had been shuffled around since the day I was born.
Going to New Bethany, was only one of my many experiences as a child, actually I
believe that it was at New Bethany that I realized that I was thrown away. I was a
child, and apparently the only thing I had ever really done wrong in my life, was
being born. All of the adults in my life, who were supposed to love me, protect me,
and care for me tossed me aside, like a piece of damaged merchandise. These are
only a few of my memories, during my stay at the New Bethany home...I was there
from 1981-1984.
Survival should not be a childhood memory
I remember pulling up to the gate at The New Bethany home for girls like it was
yesterday. There was a nine foot chain linked fence, topped with barbed wire, and
the gate had a lock and chain on it. My heart was pounding, it looked like a prison.
I wasn't a bad child, just an unwanted one. As we pulled into the gate, I kept trying
to tell myself that this place couldn't possibly be as bad as some of the other places
I'd been. Could it?
When I entered the front door I was shocked at the way the people looked at me,
the way that they were dressed, the look in their eyes, and the things they started
saying to me. Immediately one of the housemothers started telling me that I needed
to get out of my sinful clothes, (I was wearing a pair of jeans, and a t-shirt) wash
the makeup off of my eyes (because I looked like a whore) and get ready to be
inspected, and take a shower. I turned and went for the front door. That was my
very first mistake, as well as my very first beating at The New Bethany Home for
girls. (I had only been there for a total of maybe 15 minutes.) All at once, I was
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taken to the ground by several women, some of them weighing at least 200 pounds.
I was screaming for them to get off of me, telling them that I couldn't breathe, and
that I was not going to stay there. That is when I felt the first blow of the paddle. I
was shocked to say the least, I figured they would hit me a few times and then it
would end. I don't remember how many times I was hit, I just know that the pain of
being hit, while being held down and not being able to defend myself, was when I
realized that this was going to be my 'home', until I turned 18. After about 2 hours
of being held down and told that I was this horrible sinner, and that I needed God
in my life, they finally got off of me. I was bruised, broken hearted and was
instantly plotting on finding out the quickest way to get the hell out of this place.
Next I was taken to the bathroom, with 2 women and one girl and told to strip. I
was 13 years old, had already lived a life of hell, in trying to protect myself, and
had at least acquired some modesty. I was embarrassed, I slowly removed my
clothing, with my audience standing there in front of me looking as if they were
ready, and willing to attack me again, if I didn't to exactly what they told me to do.
I got everything off except my bra and panties, surely I could keep them on?
WRONG! I had to remove them, so they could spray me for crabs (which I had
never even heard of) and lice. Then I was told I had 3 minutes to get in the shower,
wash my hair, scrub my filthy body, and get out. 'We don't waste water here at
New Bethany', one of the women told me.
After my shower, I was assigned a 'watcher', she was the only person I was
allowed to speak to, look at, or ask any type of question about the 'rules'. She was
the only person I was allowed to trust. Many girls were only on watch for a month
or so. Usually, the extreme brainwashing got to them. They were children, locked
behind a fence, with the constant threat of being severely punished. For some, it
was easier to just give in, and go with the flow. At New Bethany, you were
expected to conform immediately, out of fear many did just that.
By conforming, I mean that you as a child were expected to believe everything that
you were told, get on your knees and beg God for forgiveness of your sins, and
worship the owner and founder of New Bethany, Mack Ford. He was after all 'the
closest thing to God that we would ever meet'. We, as young children were whores,
sinners and we should be happy that 'someone wanted us'. He preached that from
his pulpit. And if he wasn't preaching it, one of his many other staff members, who
were so called preachers, were sure to remind us. DAILY.
I am not sure how long I had been at the home, nor how many times I had been
beaten, before a whole 'new' form of abuse started. Some of it I remember as
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clearly as if just happened yesterday, some of it is only fragments and pieces. All
of it, as a child was horrifying. It is called rape.
Every day before leaving the main dorms, we would all have to line up and have
our uniforms checked. We had to prove that we had on a bra, camisole and a slip.
Your skirt had to be below your knees and your blouse had better only show two
fingers worth of skin, from your collar bone down. If your uniform was deemed
inappropriate you had to go change, and you got licks because they assumed that
you were trying to be like a harlot.
I had passed the uniform check that morning, so what happened to me next, was to
say the least confusing at first, then after the assault terrifying.
Upon arriving across the road for school, we were lined up again and had
breakfast. After breakfast we lined up once more to head upstairs to the school
room. One of the teachers would check us as we walked by her, it always seemed
to me that I disgusted her. I was getting ready to find out just how badly her
disgust was for me. She stopped me in the line and confronted me, saying that my
skirt was too tight. She said I was to go up to the 'office' immediately. (The office
was another room, above the school room.) I walked up those stairs slowly,
thinking to myself how my skirt can be too tight? It was an 'A' shaped skirt, It
wasn't tight at all. Not even in the waist. I knew at this time that going upstairs to
the 'office' meant that you were going to get beaten, it happened to me frequently.
It happened to me so frequently that I didn't even cry anymore. Maybe if I had
shown some type of emotion or submission to these people, what was about to
happen to me would have never taken place.
When I got up the stairs to the 'office', I was met there by the principle. He gave
some of the hardest licks, I was scared, but I didn't show it. He told me to bend
over the desk and to lift my skirt, I did as I was told and was prepared for the
beating to begin. "No" he said. "Your slip too", I turned and looked at him. I can’t
explain to you the look in his eyes, and what I saw in them. I know now as an adult
that it was pure evil. I turned back around and lifted my slip; he yanked my panties
down and jammed himself inside of me; telling me, as he was raping me that I
needed God, that I was a whore, and that he was going to help me find the
salvation that I needed. When he was done with his 'punishment', I was sent back
out to the woman who had sent me upstairs, and beaten by her. She knew what he
had done, and she was angry with me. She was beating me, because he raped me. I
had tempted him with my tight skirt. It was my fault, wasn't it?
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This type of punishment was frequent for me. I hated that little 'office' above the
school room. I hated that no matter how hard I tried, my uniform was always
wrong. I hated that I couldn't find this 'God', that he said I needed so badly.
Shortly after this, I had received a severe beating from the house mother. After my
beating was over, I was walking down the hallway called 'White hall'. I was headed
back to my room and I was a mess. I leaned up against the wall, and broke down. I
slid to the floor and just started crying uncontrollably. I felt someone touch me, I
am pretty sure I jumped. But, it was a different type of touch; one that I had never
felt before. Someone had their arms wrapped around me, and it wasn't hurting me.
I was being hugged? I WAS BEING HUGGED! I heard a whisper in my ear, that I
can still hear to this day...."Stay strong".....
The hug wasn't long lasting, as the punishment for showing affection at New
Bethany was severe. But that hug, and those words have stayed in my mind my
whole life. 'Stay strong'.
Born to Run
I was only at The New Bethany Home for girls and boys for a very short time,
before I attempted to 'run' the first time.
All of the doors and windows had locks and alarms on them, so if you were going
to try to get away, you had better make sure you were ready to make a run for your
life.
I waited until late at night, after the 'floor walkers' had made their rounds. The
'walkers' would have to stay up all night, and check on each and every girl, making
sure that everyone was in their beds.
The second I could tell that they had gone down the next hallway, I flung the
window open and made my escape. The alarms were screaming, lights were
flicking on everywhere. I headed towards the fence, and realized that if I tried to
climb it, I would be instantly caught. So, being 13 and very scared I headed for an
old abandoned bus. I was a tiny little thing at 13. I think I may have been about
five foot, five inches, and maybe weighed in at 100 pounds soaking wet.
When I got on that old abandoned bus, I instantly curled myself into the tiniest ball
and hid under one of the seats. I could hear the staff yelling and screaming, I could
hear the dogs barking and I was scared half to death. I saw the light from a
flashlight shining into the bus, I was trembling, I was sure to be found, taken inside
and beaten half to death. However, the light came and went. They didn't see me. I
was safe. The only problem I had to face now was that I was still inside the gates,
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and I had to figure out a way to make it over that fence. How was I going to do that
now? Everyone knew I was the one missing. I stayed in that bus all night, they
never found me.
By the time the morning came, I was numb from the cold, scared to death of being
found, and had not one clue as to how I was going to make it out of that bus and
over the fence. I guess I finally gave up the thought of actually making it. I got out
from under that seat, and went to the front of the bus and just sat on the step.
The staff member that found me immediately took me inside with a grin on their
face. It was a grin of sadistic pleasure. I was like a prize. And they were proud to
have 'found' me.
The beating that took place after I was turned over to the house mother was just
like any other beating. I would lose count after about the fortieth lick....And that
was at times only a third of the way into the beating.
I attempted running every chance I got. It didn't matter to me that I would be
beaten every time. I had to get away; I couldn't handle the abuse any longer. I was
being abused in every way shape and form. Taking a chance was worth being beat.
I just kept telling myself that one day, I would make it into town and somebody
would save me. I learned that I couldn't have been more wrong.
The last time I ran, I was actually with another girl from the home. We had a
chance and we just took off. We ran so hard and so fast that neither one of us could
barely breathe. We did it, we were gone, and apparently nobody knew, until we
were so far ahead of them, there was no way they could catch up with us. We ran
and ran, it seemed like it was miles...It was five mile to Arcadia, it seemed like five
hundred.
When we finally made it, we went into a bathroom at a gas station. Both of us were
bloody from all of the briars and bushes, we were covered in dirt and sweat. But
we made it! WE MADE IT!
What happened next, made me realize once again that I had not one person in this
whole entire world that cared about me or wanted me.
We actually got to talk to the police. I was covered in bruises, from the middle of
my back, all the way down to the bottom of my shins. Some of my bruises were so
bad that they had scabs on them. The police officer listened to us, as we franticly
told of the things that were happening to us at The New Bethany Home for girls.
Then he said something that I will never forget...He said, "Well kids let’s give your
parents a call". I didn't have parents…
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He told me that he had to take me back to the home...There was nothing I could do;
there was nothing that he could do.
The beating I received after being taken back to the home is one that I have never
forgotten. I remember the house mother’s evil grin, as the police officer handed me
over to her. I was taken into her room, laid across the bed and beaten for what
seemed like hours. I could hear her labored breathing with every lick, I could smell
her sweat. I think at one point during the beating I must have passed out. I
remember her hitting me so hard that it felt like I would break in half. I couldn't sit
down for weeks, I could hardly use the restroom, and I wasn't allowed to speak.
I never shed one tear during all of this, now as I write about it, the tears won’t stop.
I never ran from the New Bethany Home for girls again I was there, and there was
nothing, and no one that was going to change that.
Am I Dead?
It wasn't until I was at The New Bethany Home for girls for a while, that I found
out I was deathly allergic to bee stings. They had us work in the fields, on a regular
basis picking corn, peas, black-eyed peas, purple hull peas and digging up
potatoes. It was one of the things that really didn't bother me. At least if I was
working in the fields, I didn't have to go upstairs to the 'office'...I was working
away, picking peas, I believe when all of a sudden I felt the sting. It hurt, but I
didn't really complain. It was only a bee after all.
About four of five minutes later, my vision became blurry, I was shaking horribly,
and I couldn't breathe right. My watcher asked me what was wrong; I turned to her
and tried to say something. The only thing I remember her saying is "Oh my gosh!,
what is wrong? Your eyes are almost swollen shut!"
I remember vaguely, the hustle and bustle of the girls, and the staff. At some point
someone gave me some type of shot. I think?
Then I woke up, on the sofa in Martha dorm. The girls were all talking at once, I
wasn't understanding the things that they were saying. My head hurt, my eyes were
swollen still, almost completely shut.
I remember asking one of the girls that was standing over me, "Am I dead?" She
smiled and said, "No, but we thought you were."
Apparently, I had been on that couch for a few days, drugged with who knows
what. I know that I didn't go to the doctor. At New Bethany you could be almost
dead, and you still wouldn't receive medical attention.
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I was made to get up off of the couch, take my three minute shower, and head off
to church.
Mack Ford preached that night. He preached about how 'God' had given me a
chance to live, they had prayed the 'Devil' out of me, and wouldn't I love to accept
Jesus as my personal savior? My head was spinning, I couldn't believe that I had
almost died, and this man was telling me it was because 'God' had given me the
chance to live, so that I could conform to Mack Fords beliefs? They had 'prayed'
the 'Devil' out of me?
I was stung by a bee. Not possessed by the "Devil".
I looked at Mack Ford, and said as bravely as I could and said 'No sir'. He came
running at me from his pulpit, screaming and yelling that I was going to burn in
hell. God had given me the chance to live; Mack Ford had made sure of it! He had
after all, prayed the 'Devil' out of me.
He then took me by the arm and drug me outside. He took off his belt and began
whipping me with it, all the time telling me I was an ungrateful and worthless
whore. He beat me for a while, and then drug me back into the church. I guess
because I didn't scream out, or shed a tear, he decided that I was truly of the 'Devil'.
He had the house mother take me back to the dorm, and administer another
beating.
The only thing running through my head was the statement that I had made earlier
that day, to the concerned girl who stood over me.
Am I Really Dead?
Churches still send Mack Ford money.
Prior to going to the New Bethany Home for girls, the only religion I had ever been
exposed to was the Catholic religion. I remember the priest speaking in a very calm
voice; I remember standing, getting on my knees, sitting and the little bells. “Peace
be with you.” ‘Ting-a-ling’ “And also with you” and again ‘Ting-a-ling.’ I never
really understood what the priest was talking about, but I do know that I was never
scared of him.
The religious teachings at The New Bethany home for girls, was to say the least
more of a 'cult' than it was any type of religion. Mack Ford was the leader, plain
and simple. I believe he made up his own rules. Sure, he claimed to be 'the closest
thing to God' that we would ever meet. But in all reality, he was the most evil man
that many of the girls of the home, would ever lay their eyes on. He had created his
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own empire. Churches were donating him thousands of dollars, people were giving
him their land, and parents were paying him thousands of dollars to 'fix' their
wayward teens.
Mack Ford would travel all over the country, with a bus full of girls going from
church to church, claiming that he ran his home on donations only. That the Lord
saw it fit for him to help these poor children. He would coach the girls on their
testimonies, at times making sure to have the girl with the saddest testimony stand
up before the church, and tell of how she was a drug addicted prostitute, prior to
coming to the home, how she had no family to take care of her, and how thankful
she was to Mack Ford for taking her in and leading her to the Lord. Then he would
have the girls sing their little hearts out. Many of the girls were very talented, they
could sing like angels. The church members would break down, thinking that it
was the Lords will to give as much money as possible. Mack Ford was raking in
the dough, and people had NO idea what was really going on, behind the fences of
The New Bethany home for girls.
Mack Ford also had two other 'groups' of girls, sent with different pastors, one who
was the administrator/principle of the home, and another who had come to the
home and preached a few times. These were smaller groups than what Mack Ford
took with him. But, they were still doing the same thing. Going from church to
church, telling of how the home had saved them from a life of drug addicted
prostitution, and how thankful they were to Mack Ford, for leading them to the
Lord. What really seemed to get to the members of these churches was how
talented these girls were. Like I said, they could sing like angels, literally. Mack
Ford had it all figured out. And still, not one of these churches knew what was
really going on behind the fences of the New Bethany home for girls. Behind those
fences children were being systematically brainwashed, children were being
beaten, children were being raped, children were being sexually abused, children
were being denied love, children were referred to as whores, Children had their
privacy taken, children had their self-esteem smashed, children had no emotional
support, children had no choice, children were getting no education, children were
being brutalized, children were turned against one another, children were lied to,
children worked in the fields so they could eat, children were hungry, children
were cold, children were frightened, children were told that no one wanted them,
children were cut off from the outside world, and children were told that no one
(except Mack Ford) loved them. Mack Ford is not God. He tried to make us all
believe that he was. I guess the only thing that he will live to regret is not taking
the time to realize that one day, that we would all grow up. We are not children any
more, and we remember everything. He still lives on the property that was once the
New Bethany Home for girls and boys. He is sitting on a fortune that was earned
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by the children he terrorized for decades. I believe he has close to 300 acres, with
five huge buildings on the land that was donated to him. By innocent people who
had no idea, what was going on behind the fences of the New Bethany home for
boys and girls. And yes, churches STILL send Mack Ford money!
The Sickening Antics Of Nora Carter (Shepard)
Nora Carter is the monster that for the entire time I was there, brutalized, terrorized
and just about beat me half to death on several occasions. She was the 'house
mother'.
Nora Carter was aware of the sexual abuse that was going on, at the New Bethany
home during the 80's. She did nothing to stop it; she did nothing to protect us. We
were children, and her impression was that it was 'our' fault. We were whores
without God in our lives.
She did nothing for us in the 1980's and apparently as I've been told, she did
nothing for the girls in the 90's either. One of the girls, who had graduated and
became staff, actually taped herself being assaulted by Mack Ford. She turned the
tape over to Nora Carter, and all hell broke loose. The tape was turned over to
Thelma Ford (Mack’s wife) and he was supposedly asked to leave. I've also been
told that Robbie (Mack’s daughter) and her husband Timothy Johnson came to the
home and removed the girl who had become staff, and had recorded Mack’s abuse.
Parents were called, girls went home and statements were taken by Nora, by other
girls/children who had also suffered Mack Ford’s sickening sexual abuse. Yet
STILL she didn't contact any type of law enforcement? This was her golden
opportunity to finally do what was right. She didn't.
Instead Nora Carter married the gardener Tom Shepherd, and went out to make
sure that no one would talk about what had happened behind the fences at the New
Bethany Home for girls.
Nora and Tom followed behind the group of girls that had gone home; they even
had some of the girls from the New Bethany Home with them. They ended up in
Washington State, trying to be 'supportive' of some of the girls who had been
abused by Mack Ford. It is the opinion of myself and many others that she was
actually doing her best to make sure that no one spoke out about what she had
failed to report to the authorities.
Nora and Tom got an apartment, reportedly paid for by the parents in this support
group. They tried to start another home, and Tom tried to start a church. That
failed, so they headed to Milan, Tennessee.
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What I have been able to confirm, in conversation with Douglass Powell, Pastor of
Immanuel Missionary Baptist Church, is that Tom and Nora went on to Milan,
Tennessee to a church by the name of Immanuel Missionary Baptist Church. The
pastor of this church Douglas Powell and his wife had a Christian day school. It
remained open for about twenty years. They had a firm belief in the division
between church and state, but always allowed the inspectors to come in and inspect
the school, if they asked to do so. It was after all the LAW, and they had nothing to
hide.
Tom and Nora arrived in Milan TN, in a blue van with four children (reportedly
from New Bethany) from Washington State, they immediately opened a children's
'home' called 'Faith Ranch'. This 'home' was open and running for two years. Until
one day the state came and wanted to inspect the 'home'. Nora and Tom refused.
Doug Powell did everything he could to explain to them that it was the law. He had
meetings, offered to step in and represent the 'home' and deal with the inspectors
their self, by allowing them to come in and inspect. Nora and Tom still refused,
and declined his offers of help. After much debate, as to doing things legally, Doug
Powell asked Nora and Tom to leave the property.
I was also able to confirm in conversation that it was then that Nora and Tom
moved to Campbellsburg IN. Tom’s longtime friend, and Pastor John Lewis (Old
Paths Baptist Church) invited them to come there. They stayed with church
members, with 6 children in tow, until they could find a place to open another
'Faith Ranch'. In 1996, they found some property owned by Eric Wheeler, and yet
another 'Faith Ranch' was opened. The agreement was that the Shepherds would
fix the place up, in lieu of paying rent, for the use of the property. In August 1997,
Tom Shepherd died leaving Nora Carter alone and in charge of the home, and the
children. In September 1997 Nora (Carter) Shepherd receive $50,000.00 in life
insurance proceeds from Toms death.
In March 1998, Nora Claims to have purchased (with Tom’s life insurance money)
a portion of a fifty-two acre parcel of land, from an individual named Alma
O'Connor. In all actuality, the pastor of Old Paths Baptist Church John Lewis, paid
for almost all of it, through donations from church members. (As well as money
from his own pocket.) In the summer of 1998 construction began on the building
that would become 'Faith Ranch', and by winter the 3400 square foot three story
building was completed enough that Nora and the children could stay in it. John
Lewis, pastor of Old Paths Baptist Church and Nora had agreed that the top story
would be used for the church. When the building was completed, Nora quit the
church, claimed that the 'home' was hers, and even went as far as going with
another church member and putting it in the name of 'Old Paths Baptist Church
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INC'. A lawsuit ensued; with Nora claiming to be the 'victim' of 'John Lewis'. She
was attempting to sell the property on the open market for $65,000.00. John Lewis
was horrified, to say the least. He refers to Nora (Carter) Shepherd as the 'Biggest
thorn in his side' as well as doing the worst 'demonic satanic attack' on his church.
He is devastated. His church members are devastated. They tried to help this
'Godly' woman, and were extremely hurt in the process.
The property was eventually split between Nora (Carter) Shepherd and Old Paths
Baptist Church. They now have a road between the two properties.
Nora (Carter) Shepherd now is the proud owner of a 3400 square foot, three story
home, located in Campbellsburg Indiana on 20-25 acres. She is also the proud
owner of a brand new Cadillac as well as a Suburban. Although now; it has been
reportedly put into her 'daughters' name. This girl that Nora claims as her daughter
is actually only one of the children from Nora’s home. Since leaving New Bethany,
she had three (possibly four) different homes opened. Nora Carter (Shepherd) has
never been held accountable for the abuse that she covered up, she concealed abuse
victims, and for this you would think that something could be done? She is still
living in Indiana, to this day...Not caring one bit about the children that she abused
for decades, or about the children that she didn't help, knowing that they had been
physically and sexually terrorized....
In August 2010, five of us went back to that horrible dark place, trying to find
some type of closure...This is for my sisters, for the survivors, and for those that
we have lost.
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A year ago today, we stood up to our fears
A monster lives behind the fence
Decades filled with tears
Secrets dark and dismal
Hidden deep inside
Scars and fear deeply embedded
It’s from him we wished to hide
A year ago today, we saw a different man
A coward hidden behind his fence
We spoiled his master plan
Our paths have joined us together
From him we hide no more
Through all the torrential weather
It’s one another we adore
A year ago today, we walked right past that man
An old man crumbling behind his fence
We finally took our stand
Our intention was for healing
But it has become so much more
He will never again look into our eyes and refer to us as whores
A year ago today, I held my sisters hands
Life has a new meaning
Since we took our stand
Nothing will stop us now
From speaking out the truth
It’s the monster who should be punished, from us he stole our youth
Now, in my life I am doing everything that I can to help expose these types of
places. I am now a coordinator for an organization called “HEAL.” (http://
www.heal-online.org).
As a child I had no voice, it was taken from me during my stay at the New Bethany
home for girls. I intend on doing my best to be the voice of as many children as I
possibly can. Children who are still suffering in places like New Bethany. Survival
should not be a childhood memory.
p.s. Rhonda, I ‘stayed strong’.
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Carrie Beckett (1984)

The Year of Almost No Escape
My descent into the misery of New Bethany Home for Girls really began in 1984
when my mother married husband number three, Jay Jordan. He was a truly
wonderful man who happily allowed my mother to support him, and resented
anything having to do with her teenage daughter. I was such a troubled child. I was
an honor student; I didn't date, drink, do drugs, or stay out late. What I did do,
however, was voice my opinion on her stellar choice of a husband. (Who, by the
way, was convicted of murder years later and executed thank you very much).
With a child that was so vocal, I was obviously going to be trouble. My mother
was given the choice, "either the brat goes, or I will!" I was certain my MOTHER
would choose her child over some non-working, using, alcoholic, man but boy was
I was wrong.
I will never forget the day she told me that I was going away. "Just for a little while
till things cooled off".
It was a Saturday and she had taken me out to lunch at a BBQ restaurant. I was in a
state of shock. I just couldn't believe what she told me. From the restaurant we
went to Sears and bought a trunk, as well as several dresses, and appropriate under
clothing. She apparently had taken a vacation from work that week because she
withdrew me from school, took me to the doctor for completely absurd tests,
especially for a girl that had never had a boyfriend, let alone been sexually active. I
thought I was going to die of embarrassment. Where in the hell was this woman
sending me?
I never found out how she found New Bethany. I did find out that she had been
planning this for several months. She had my uniforms made, two different sets.
She had the oh-so fashionable culottes made. Then she spent quite a bit of money
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on an attorney. My sister told me of all the legal paperwork. My mother signed
over legal custody of me to Mack and Thelma Ford for the period of one year
beginning February 18, 1985 and ending February 18, 1986. Their legal custody
gave them all legal rights as a parent including corporal punishment, and medical
treatment, if viewed necessary. This I found out once I returned home. To return to
the story, as it unfolds, within days of finding out I was being sent away, I had
been provided with all that I needed, and I was in my mother’s Toyota headed
from the Houston, Texas area to Arcadia, Louisiana. The only good thing I can say
is at least there wasn't much of a weather change!
When we arrived at New Bethany I was shocked, to say the least. Nine foot fences,
topped with razor wire, really? What in the hell had I done to deserve this? Tell the
truth?
The car was searched at the gate and we were allowed inside. Standing at the front
door stood Miss Nora Carter, in all her splendor. When she smiled, I just sunk
down further into the car seat. A few girls started to come out and I got the picture
pretty fast. It was getting out or they would get me out. So out I came with all of
my belongings, only half of which I was allowed to keep. Then came the strip
search and the spray. I had never felt so dirty in my life!
I then met my watcher. She was a wonderful, sweet girl. She was very
compassionate. She allowed my tears. She understood them. She also warned me
not to let anyone else catch me cry and she just left it at that. She explained how
everything “really was” at New Bethany and what you needed to do to survive. I
learned very quickly from her. I spent a grand total of two weeks on watch. A
week later I was watching a new girl. Like I said, I'm a quick learner. She even
taught me the best thing I remember about New Bethany, snack time and the New
Bethany Special! (I will occasionally eat one to this day)
While still on watch, I had been there maybe a week, a trip went out. I told my
watcher that I was going to be on that bus. She just looked at me and said that there
were girls that were there that had never been on a trip. Never doubt my
determination either. It was a short trip, only two days, but after being there only
five weeks, I was on a trip.
If I had to do this, may as well do it to my advantage. I never knew what that
meant. That one male staff member liked young breasts, and another male, if he
wouldn't obtain an erection would blame you and slap you across the face so hard
you would bleed. Amazingly, I managed to maintain my virginity, had God on my
side there.
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Back at the home, when I wasn't traveling, I tried to keep my head down and my
mouth shut. It didn't always work. I hated myself. I hated who I had to become just
to survive that place. When a girl was "uncooperative" us sisters had to go "take
care of her". Some of the girls loved it, I HATED IT! I would position myself as
close to the girls ear as possible and beg her, crying, to please stop, please
cooperate, make it easier on everyone. I didn't want to watch them hurt her. I
wouldn't hit her. I couldn't. I was there as the voice of reason. They were there to
beat the shit out of her. Every time it would happen, I would vomit.
Soon all of this merriment came to an end. I was however told that I would be
back, that my mother was extending my education at New Bethany School. I was
given the rules, no contact with old friends, any cutting hair, blah, blah, blah... My
mother picked me up and I was out the door and experiencing true freedom for the
first time in a year. I didn't have to ask permission to go to the restroom and I could
use more than 4 squares of toilet paper!! I was now in heaven!
Our first stop was to visit my sister, who was absolutely LIVID that I had been sent
away to begin with. Ahh, sweet bliss, the love that I felt walking into her home!
She told our mother that I was spending the weekend with her because she
deserved the time with me since she didn't even get to say goodbye, then basically
kicked our mother out of her house. We laughed for hours. I then told her about the
plan of me going back and all the conditions.
Needless to say, the next day I was at the hair salon not only getting my hair cut,
but colored too. My sister told mom if she didn't want me then I was more than
welcome to move in with her and my brother-in-law, since she decided that an
abusive alcoholic was more important than her own daughter. I stayed with mom,
who never forgave me for Jay leaving. My life got pretty bad. I went from innocent
honor student to do what I want when I want pothead with a parent that didn't care.
I could have made the right decisions, but I didn't know how. I somehow ended up
getting lost and never truly finding my way back. I was lost because I was thrown
away and once that happens; you tend to lose the ability to trust completely. I keep
saying “someday.” Maybe that means I still have some optimism?
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Tara Simms

New Bethany Still Haunts Me Today
I had heard of New Bethany, through the church I was raised in. They were
supporters of the home until it finally closed down. I always thought it was called
the Mack Ford Home. That’s what everyone in the church called it. I had heard of
the home, but didn’t really know anything about it.
When I was twelve my mother finally got up enough courage to leave her highly
abusive husband and start a new life. So we all went to live with my grandmother
and aunt. Mom wasn’t around a lot. She had started dating someone new and going
to college at night. So we didn’t see her very often. But I would get mad at her and
throw a fit, because of her new man and her new life. That just didn’t seem to have
room for her twelve year old daughter anymore. Christmas that year, she forced me
to go spend the night with my step-father, her ex-husband. I had a sick feeling in
my stomach about going. Something was screaming at me, not to go. (Wish now I
would have put up more of a fight). Well, to make a long story short, he came into
my room that night. Dad said he was going to hurt mom for leaving him like she
did. But he couldn’t get to her, so he was going to hurt her by hurting me. So, the
only father I had ever known raped me on Christmas Eve of 1986.
This is when everything in my entire life changed, and not for the better. I was
confused, scared, and felt so alone. I couldn’t tell anyone what had happened. They
wouldn’t care nor believe me. So, I just kept it locked inside with everything else.
I started acting up some but nothing bad. I was just so angry with my mom. Truth
be told, I still am. I knew she didn’t care at that point. She had been telling me
since I was around five that she was going to send me away because I was such a
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bad kid. And I would never be allowed to come back home. What kind of person
says that kind of thing to a five year old?
I was thirteen years old when my mother and aunt asked me if I wanted to go to
the Mack Ford Home. They said it was a great school for troubled girls. I instantly
didn’t want to go, but also knew I didn’t really have much choice. I guess I had
been getting in my mother’s way a little too much over the last few months and she
just had to get rid of me for a while. And what a perfect place to send your thirteen
year old daughter, but into the middle of the swamp, to a cult compound, to get the
help she needs.
The drive from our hotel was silent, except for me crying. (I had been up all night,
crying my eyes out, begging my mom and her new man, to please let me go home,
I would be good and stop back talking. It didn’t do any good.) It was very tense in
the car. And when the 10ft tall fencing, with barbwire came into view, I was
instantly terrified. This was supposed to be a nice farm, school and home. Where
you went horseback riding, played outside, went to school, and in a year you got to
go home. It was nothing like I was told it was. I was sick to my stomach, and so
scared my entire body was trembling.
We were greeted at the front door of the girl’s dormitory by the house mother and
3 other girls. I can’t remember who they were. They brought all of my stuff in, to
be searched, while we were on the lovely little tour they take all the parents on.
The girls were just going on and on about how great it was there. That I would ok.
I would get the help and structure that I needed. When we got back to the dorm,
there was a pile of stuff for my mom to take home, because I wasn’t allowed to
have those items. The only thing I remember was a brand new unicorn blanket, my
mom had just bought me. They said unicorns were evil and demonic.
We were informed at that time that I would be placed on “watch” and would have
a “watcher” just till I learned the rules. One of the 3 girls was my first watcher. Her
name was Caroline. But do remember she was mean and cruel sometimes. I wasn’t
with her for very long.
Being on watch, you had a lot of more rules to follow. You couldn’t go anywhere,
including the bathroom, without your watcher, even in the middle of the night. It
wasn’t a good idea to get up to go to the bathroom in the middle of the night
anyway as you could get in trouble for just being out of bed.
You weren’t allowed to talk to anyone else on watch, or anyone who wasn’t a
born-again Christian. Your watcher pretty much ruled your life while you were
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with her. And if you disagreed with her, you would be the one who got licks or
some other form of punishment.
I can’t remember a whole lot of the time I was there in the beginning. It was all a
huge blur. (Honestly, most of my childhood is a blur). I tried to conform, to do
everything I knew I was supposed to do. But I always seemed to be in trouble for
something, all of the time. I definitely wasn’t one of the favored ones. But I also
wasn’t one of the ones who got the worst treatment either. Those were the girls
who always seemed to end up being my friends. My heart would just break for
some of the girls. I won’t name any names, for their privacy. I personally saw girls
get scrubbed down with green scouring pads till they bled, because they wouldn’t
shower when someone else thought they should. This one girl, she was tortured by
the staff and other girls. Mack Ford would even call her out from the pulpit while
he was preaching.
Our daily routines where pretty much the same every single day. Wake up, make
the bed, brush your hair and teeth, get dressed and be in the lounge for morning
devotions and any amusements. After that, you would finish getting ready for the
day. If you had morning chores, you did them at that time.
We would line up by which hallway or dorm you lived in, quote some chapter out
of the Bible, pray, then go to breakfast. After breakfast, we would hang out in the
gym, waiting to go upstairs to go to school, unless you worked in the kitchen, then
you cleaned up after breakfast before school. Our school days would consist of the
same routine: lineup, walk quietly and uniformly to your cubicle, stand facing the
center of the learning center, sing, and quote more scripture, then we would sit
down to do our school work alone, it was the same after lunch. After school, you
would do your chores or get a little down time. Then it would time for dinner;
which we would line up again; quote more scripture and then walk over to dinner.
While we would be eating dinner, we would all be afraid if we saw most of the
staff get up and leave at the same time. We would know that they were going to do
room inspections. After dinner, we would go back to the dorm, and fearfully walk
into our room or dorm to see if we were going to be in trouble. If your bed wasn’t
right, your trunk wasn’t organized, your drawers weren’t perfect, or your laundry
or shoe box wasn’t in perfect order, you got three to five licks per item that got
dumped. You would clean up whatever was messed up, and just wait to be called
to the house mother’s room, to get your licks.
Getting licks at New Bethany wasn’t like getting licks anywhere else. It was done
with one of their many hand-carved wooden paddles. You would have to bend over
and hold the bottom rung of the chair they would place before you, and then the
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paddling would start. You could receive licks for many reasons, some less than
others. But the worst was what was referred to as a “Mama Paddling”. That was
when you got twenty or more licks. They would start on your rear, work around in
a circle, go down one leg to your knee, go back up that leg, circle around your rearend again, go down the other leg, back up to your rear, then up to the middle or
your back. They would do this rotation a few times. All the while you have to
stand there holding that stupid chair. If you stood up or fell down, it would just
start all over again.
We went to church six days a week, when I first got there. We would go in the
evening after dinner. On Sundays, we went twice a day.
After church, we would have the rest of the night, till lights out for ourselves, to
study, write letters, or whatever. Sometimes we would get lucky and have snack
hall. Which was when we got to sit in the hallways with our friends, eating little
treats out of a box that our families sent us? This didn’t happen very often.
At night there would be shifts of trusted girls who would walk the halls making
sure everyone was where they were supposed to be. The doors were all locked.
And the alarms were set. So we couldn’t even touch the front door without the
alarm going off.
Saturdays were our major cleaning day. We would scrub walls, do all kinds of yard
work. Strip and wax floors, stuff like that. That is unless you had kitchen duties
that week. Then the major cleaning duties were awful for some. This took all day
of heavy hard labor. Everything in the kitchen was taken apart and hand scrubbed.
And trust me, this was bad. The lady in charge of the kitchen, I won’t name any
names, could be very mean most of the time. Most of the girls were very afraid of
her. She wasn’t the easiest to get along with.
Sundays, were the easiest days. We didn’t do much except go to church. We would
have quiet time after lunch for a couple of hours. This is when you could take a
nap, read or write letters; as long as you were in bed it didn’t matter. I loved
Sundays, only because it was the easiest day of the week.
There was this girl who was always in trouble from the day she got there, Angie
Williams, rest in peace, who one Sunday, during quiet time, got into it with a staff
member, and ran through the upstairs dorm where I lived at the time, and drove
head first through the window. I just knew she was dead. She just wanted out of
there and it didn’t matter how she got out. I saw the whole thing happen. I was so
scared, but got yelled at and told to get back in bed. I was so freaked out. I had
never seen anything like that before in my life. They didn’t even take her to the
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hospital. Just put her arm in a home-made sling, and left it at that. We weren’t even
allowed to talk about it. Not even with her.
A couple of girls ran away not too long after that. They actually made it all the way
to town; which we didn’t know, until the state authorities showed up at the gates.
That morning when I was woken up, the whole feel about the place was different.
It was tense and thick. We were told to hurry up and get dressed and come to the
dayroom/den. We weren’t allowed to open the curtains or go near the doors or
windows. We were told that the devil was going to try to shut Brother Mack and
his home down. We weren’t to tell them anything. After some time, we were lined
up, told that we weren’t allowed to look at the gate or any of the people outside of
it. We started singing and walked over to the church. Being the rebellious child
that I was, I looked up to see what was going on. There were lights flashing
everywhere. People were all over the place. Cameras, cops, and I don’t know who
all was there. We saw police cars, fire trucks and numerous large vans. I was
terrified! I had no idea what was going on or what was going to happen. I thought I
was going to get in trouble and go to jail for being sent there.
Once we were inside the church, after a little while some people came in to talk to
us. Saying they were with the state and that they were going to be talking to us
individually, outside, away from the staff. I was sitting pretty close to the front of
the church, and remember the house mother just looking at a few of us, with a kind
of warning look. Like, you better not say a word. She just had a way looks
sometimes. She could put the fear of God in you with just a look.
Girls started being called out. Most came back in but some didn’t. Whenever a girl
would walk back in the church, there would be cheers. I was called pretty late in
the day, close to one of the last. When I followed the male social worker outside to
a little area with a couple of chairs, I saw the girls who didn’t come back in. (most
who were my friends of mine). They were all standing in a group off to the side, all
together and some gave me thumbs up and said it was ok. I don’t remember what
questions he asked me. But there were some about paddles. Things like; did I ever
see them, had I ever been paddled and where were they kept them, stuff like that.
And then he asked me if I wanted to stay or go home. I just looked up at him like
he was my hero. With tears in my eyes I asked him if he was serious and if I could
really, truly go home? He said, “Yes, and not worry about the staff or Mack Ford
hurting you ever again or stopping you.” Finally someone was there to protect me
and get me home. So, I said, “Yes, I wanted to go home.” There was so much relief
at that moment. I felt like I could breathe for the first time in nine months (That’s
how long I had been there). I went over to join my fellow deserters and waited to
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leave. I felt so conflicted and somewhat afraid that I was going to go to hell for
leaving.
You see, we were told several times a day that if we didn’t do exactly what we
were supposed to do, we were going to burn in hell for all eternity. If we watched
TV, listened to any music besides gospel, cut our hair, wore make up, wore pants
stuff like that, we were going to hell. They would scare the crap out of you with
stories and messages in church. Things like how the devil was in control of the
government, how we would never be safe outside of those fences, the fence was up
to keep the world out not keep us in, he would tell us that one day the end would
come and the state would coming and take us all away because a few of us would
turn on him, like Peter did Christ. I was freaking completely out. I so wanted to go
home, but I was also so afraid to leave. (Honestly, still have urges to go back, sick
I guess, but he was right about that, always said we would want to leave because it
was too hard there but we would always want to come back home.)
We were allowed to go in, to get a few things, but we were very limited on time.
And some of us couldn’t even do that, due to timing. We were loaded up in a white
van, and drove slowly out of the gate. There were some of the most “trusted” girls
jumping up on the fence screaming and yell at us, saying some pretty scary stuff
about all of us going to hell, being whores, stuff like that. It was the most traumatic
event I had ever experienced, at that age.
We were taken to the Arcadia PD to write out statements, I think. Then we were
taking to some state boys home. The boys weren’t there, or at least not in the
building where we were. They contacted our families, and we got to talk to them.
We were unmonitored for the first time since arriving at New Bethany. Our family
arranged to get us home. A news-crew came in and interviewed a few of us. I was
interviewed, but was disguised, due to my age. I was the youngest girl to leave.
Most of the others were 16 and 17. I was only 13. The next day, we went to the
court house to tell our stories on the record, in court. Then we got to go home.
I flew home for the first time in my life. It was pretty scary at first. But I was too
excited to be going home. My family met me at the end of the walkway. As soon
as I saw my mom, I started crying and took off running, and leaped into her arms,
almost knocking us both to the ground. I was so happy! I thought it was finally
over. The nightmare was done.
I guess I kind of lost my mind when I got home. Maybe it was post traumatic
stress. I don’t know. But I was a 13, turned 14 year old little girl with way too
much time on her hands. And entirely too much freedom! I stayed at my mother’s
apartment alone, babysitting my little cousin during the day for the remainder of
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the summer. Mom was busy with work and her new man, new life. No time to be
mom to a teenager.
In august, mom, her boyfriend, and my little brother all moved into the apartment.
it was almost time to start school. I felt like I lost my peace. That apartment was
my alone space, somewhere I got to control what happened. Then they just took
over. But with the way mom and her man worked, I was still there a lot, alone. And
that’s when my real “trouble” started.
School started, and I was at the high school now. I met new friends right away. Not
the best kids, but they were my friends. It didn’t take long for me to start turning
on my mom, and just doing what I wanted. I was mad, felt replace, and like I was
just in the way. So, I stayed gone a lot. And that’s when my whole life changed. I
had gone from having no freedom of choice, whatsoever to having total freedom
and almost overnight. No therapy or counseling and no one even really asking if I
was ok. They just assumed I was okay with all the terrible things that had
happened to me and the other girls. But I wasn’t and I know the other girls weren’t
either. I was totally freaking out and didn’t know what to do. I started running
away, having sex, drinking, and doing drugs. Things I would have never done
before. I would have been too afraid of my mother to do those things. But now, I
was just mad, and didn’t care if I hurt her. She had hurt me way too much.
By mid-September my mom was taking me back to New Bethany. I couldn’t
believe it! After everything she found out, she was actually sending me back to the
compound. I felt so defeated, empty, and very much alone in this world. Because
no one knew what I went through down there, or even tried to stop her from
sending me back, or even ask me what was wrong. And now, here I go back to the
place I had just escaped, and sent there by the people who are suppose to love me
the most.
There was no sick feeling or sad tears on this trip. There was a lot of silence and a
lot of anger. Some tears, but they were empty too. There was just a bit of inner
turmoil and a deep despair. I believe that’s when my inner light just died and it felt
like my soul had died.
As we drove through the gate, I just knew it was going to be different for me this
time. It was going to be a lot worse. I couldn’t breathe at that point. But I walked in
anyway, not that there was a choice. I was greeted by the same house-mother and
three girls; two of the biggest ones that were there. I knew they expected trouble
out of me and I thought that was kind of funny.
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Since, I’m only 5’ 2” tall and maybe weighed one hundred pounds soaking wet at
the time. We didn’t get the tour this time. Just didn’t need it. Mom and grandma
pretty much dropped me off and left about ten minutes later. I was calm until I saw
them start to drive away. I busted out the door and made it to the gate just as it
closed. The other girls were right behind me. They drug me back into the dorm,
kicking and screaming for my grandma. They held me down on the couch, and in
walked Bro Mack. I was instantly terrified, almost frozen in fear. So, I calmed
down immediately. Knew I didn’t have a choice. I was told that they weren’t going
to take any crap from me. That I knew what the rules were and what was expected.
And that I had better get with the program or pretty much spend my entire time
there in hell. So, I choked it up for a while. I tried really hard to conform that time.
But that just didn’t work. They seemed to be so much harder on me.
I spent most of the time empty, feeling totally lost. I just always seemed to be in
trouble for one thing or another. I just didn’t really care anymore. I was trapped,
alone, and lost.
One Sunday, I was forced to completely humiliate, and degrade myself in front of
the entire population of New Bethany, in church, at the beginning of the service.
Bro. Mack made me read a little note that I had past to one of the boys at the
compound. Bro. Mack then took it upon himself to belittle me even more. He told
our house mother to take care of me when we got back to the dorm, in front of the
whole church. When church was over, I was lead straight to the house mother’s
room where she told me that I was a slut and going to burn in hell if I didn’t get
with the program. Then I was told to bend over and hold the bottom rung of her
wooden desk chair. She then started paddling me with a wooded paddle. I will
never forget that day. She gave me 147 licks on my bottom, my legs, and lower
back. I got a “Mama padding” for writing a silly little note. I was then forced to
call my mother and tell her about the whole incident and that I was sorry for being
a disappointment and bad daughter. I was forced to promise that I would change.
The house mother then got on the phone with my real mother, and promised her,
she would make sure that when I came home I would be a very different girl, she
would “break my spirit“. Those where exact words. You would think that would be
the end of it. But no, I was put back on watch, standing on heals and total silence.
In addition, I had to sit next to the house mother in church for the next three
months, all for writing a stupid little note.
It wasn’t too long after that that my grandmother and baby cousin came for a visit.
It was during the March conference that they had every year. My grandmother
stayed in an empty room, in the dorm with the girls. But I still had to sleep in my
own room. Well she was there for a couple of days and couldn’t believe the things
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she saw and heard. She called my mother and told her she was bringing me home.
Immediately, my mom called Bro Mack and told him that she wanted me home.
They got mad, very mad and tried very hard to talk her out of it. Thank God, she
didn’t change her mind.
I wasn’t aware of any of this, until the next morning. I was called to the
housemother room, very early. I was told to go to my grandmother’s room and stay
there, till she came to get me. And I wasn’t allowed to open the door until then. Of
course I complied. By the time she finally came to the room, the girls were already
gone to breakfast. She said that I was going home. I was told to hurry and gather
my things together and that I only had twenty minutes to do so. I wasn’t allowed to
leave any notes or say good-bye to anyone I had to be gone before the girls got
back. I was excited and sad at the same time. But, I packed my things as quickly as
I could and gladly and happily drove out of the gate in my grandmother’s car.
The tears began to flow. At last I WAS FREE! It was over and I was going home
where my life would good, I would be safe and I would be okay. But, I was so
wrong. The trauma of New Bethany has followed me every day of my life since
the first time I left home. I have left out a lot of the things that happened to me, my
second time there, for private reasons. Things I am to this day, unable to share. I
will be forever scared from my time at the compound. And the daily routine that
we were forced to live by. Women were made to feel lesser than men and that all
women we are just here to be a subservient to men; and much worse. These
feelings follow you for many years as the monsters trained and brainwashed you
well. Your life is ruined until you find the strength to fight back.
A little over a year ago, some of the other girls who had been there too, reached out
to me. And helped me find the inner strength to face what happened, and to fight
for my life back. I have come a very long way since then. And will be eternally
grateful to Simone Jones, Rhonda Lunquist and Kim Holt. I love you all deeply!
It’s because of them, that I have courage to tell a part of my story. And why I am
fighting to help bring awareness, so no other child has to suffer the way we did.
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Mistie Marie Mayo Babin

My early childhood contributed to a lot of my teenage rebellion. Let me
clarify I was not bad. I wasn't getting drunk, doing drugs, in a gang,
stealing, nor was I promiscuous. I was very disrespectful. I had a mouth; I
didn't care who you were, teacher, parent, cop, judge or the principle. I said
whatever came to mind. My disrespect was affecting my family, it hurt my
parents and I was a bad example to my little brothers and sister.
My parents decided to enroll me in a program called FINS, Families, in
Need of Services. It was an intervention program that mocked probation to
hopefully keep kids from becoming criminals. Rules and an actual
probation officer, and Juvenal Detention if you broke any of the rules they
set for you.
In November of 1995 I was violently raped and sodomized by someone I
thought was my best friend. I shut down. I refused to go to school walked
around with a blanket over me, cried and bathed continuously. After three
days I finally got in touch with one of my best girl friends. She encouraged
me to tell my parents. I did. After I spoke to my mom, her and my father
called the church we attended. The pastor called us and him and his family
in for a conference. I was believed, and I decided to press charges. The visit
to the hospital with the vaginal and anal rape kit was as bad as the rape.
I had to return to school and see this guy every day; his locker was next to
mine. Things kept getting worse and worse. My misbehavior escalated. I
pushed it until I got expelled from school. Any trouble at school and it was
fifteen days in juvenile hall, due to the fins program. So I figured I may as
well really do something bad if I'm going to jail anyway. Once again my
mouth got me in trouble. I still had not committed a crime! Here I was in
Jail while my rapist was out walking free! I spent four days in jail. At my
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hearing on Monday February 5, 1996 my parents were told that they had
one week to find a school or home for me or I would be placed in a group
home IE foster care. I was released to my parents.
My parents told me we were going to look at a girls' school, and I would
have a say so if I stayed or not. Welcome to New Bethany. I was horrified
with the tour. I guess my parents didn't notice there were no windows and
12ft gates with razor wire or that all of the doors were dead bolted. The
girls were all dressed like some Salvation Army rendition of a 1970's
school. When we got back to Ma Fords office and I was asked what I
thought, I said no way! I was then told I was staying. My suitcase was in
the van. One year? I couldn't see my family, my brothers, and my baby
sister for one year! I went ballistic, I felt sheer terror. Absolute panic, I
remember screaming No! You can’t make me stay. Ma Ford told my helper,
our tour guide, “get her out of here". I grabbed the first thing I could, a
computer monitor, and chucked it. All the while I was screaming No!
Daddy please! I needed help. I had just been raped and sodomized, and I
was being locked up like a criminal. I hadn't done anything wrong!
I remember fighting and fighting and fighting to get away. The girls kept
coming and coming. It felt like hours but I think it was only 45 minutes. I
later heard that they kept calling more and more girls from the school to
assist. I think it was around 14-15 girls. They weren't just grabbing me they
were punching and pulling my hair out, scratching me. I remember finally
being pinned down and crying for my daddy. I was surrounded on the floor
completely surrounded and pinned down with girls two deep in some
places. I was so weak, I couldn't fight anymore. Finally my daddy came out
of the office and bent down and kissed me. He told me he loved me, that he
would see me next year.
Friday February 9, 1996 my nightmare began. I will tell you what I
remember. Daily I remember new things. I’ve blocked out so much. I
escaped into my own little world. But just like the Fords wanted my
parents always thought everything was great. I could not tell them what
was really going on.
My arm was sore and I couldn't use it for over a week. My head hurt where
it had been slammed to the floor and tender where the chunks of hair had
been pulled out. I remember looking in the mirror. I couldn't believe this
was my face. The whole side was swollen and bruised and covered with a
rug burn. It stayed that way for close to two weeks. I had scratch marks.
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My God I had been jumped.
Things were crazy I couldn't use the bathroom in my own room. I had to
use a special one down the hall. When I needed to go I had to tell my helper
whether I had to urinate or defecate or whether I was on my personal we
weren't allowed to say period. All of that dictated how many squares of
toilet paper we would be given. It was never in the bathroom. The helpers
kept it in their trunks. It could not be flushed; we had to throw it in the
waste basket.
Because I was new, I could only speak to my helper, and dorm mom. I was
on silence. Later I could speak to a few other trusted girls. Out of everyone
close to 100 girls I could speak to maybe 10 during my first 3 months there.
I was quickly informed we could not speak about our past or our friends,
not even the rape. I couldn't talk about my brothers or have a picture of
them because the girls may lust over them. Two letters a week front and
back of 1 page, one 10 minute phone call once a month. No contact at all
the first three weeks. On help for a minimum of three months longer if
needed. You could only have pictures of your family. You could only wear
dresses and no church dresses around the dorm, but you had to wear shorts
over your one piece bathing suit and pants under your night gown because
you may flash. Only king James bible and only by certain companies, no
aerosol hairspray, you had to call the TV a monitor, no radios, you were
made to scratch out parts of your letter if they didn't approve or were made
to rewrite them.
My first Sunday was a rude awakening. I have never in my life but for this
time at New Bethany had a preacher scream at me and call me names. We
were called whores and heifers, Jezebels. We were going to hell for wearing
bull fighting britches. Whenever you got in trouble Brother Mac made sure
to call you out in front of the whole church. The verbal abuse that man
screamed at us three times a week was unbelievable. It was my fault I was
raped because of the way I dressed. It was our fault if a man lusted after
you. I stood to leave and turned to the aisle. I was reprimanded for turning
toward the boys, we had to stand and turn right in order to avoid eye
contact.
Your first week was grace week. After that your were punished I don't
remember how many times I was paddled with the paddle that had wholes
in it. Always with 3-4 trusted girls there, I refused to bend over and put my
hands on the stairs once, so I was pinned down face first. I can't tell you
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how many times the girls hit me; all on the word of the Fords. I was always
on silence. I withdrew further into myself. Gone was the outgoing girl who
used to have so many friends. I read constantly, I literally read every book
at New Bethany even the children's books. I was put on reading restriction,
only allowed to read the bible. I started crocheting all the time, sitting by
myself at the top of the bleachers in the gym.
I can’t tell you what I did. We were punished for the slightest infraction. I
do remember another incident where I was forced to face the wall. I wasn't
going to do it. I don't remember what I supposedly did, but I do know I
wasn't being punished for something I didn't do. So 3-4 girls forced me to
the wall. I started screaming I hate God; I hate him for sending me here.
Another girl jumped up and started beating my head against the wall. One
of the trusted girls grabbed my head and cradled it. After that she went to
ma ford and asked to have me in a room with just her. She told ma ford she
could help me. Sometime after I moved into the room with her she asked
what happened to me the day I came in. I was scared to reply but she told
me that some of the other trusted girls had already told her. She just
wanted to hear my version of things. A week or two later she was gone. A
week or so later I was called in the office and told I had to speak to this
man. He was the fords attorney. He asked me questions and I answered
them. Later that evening or the next morning I was told to pack my parents
were on the way. It was only this past April I found a copy of the affidavit
that my helper had sworn naming me as a victim of abuse. I learned to that
I had been sent home so that child protective services couldn't question
me. They raided the school days after I left.
I was placed in another home 3 days after I got back home. It was a much
nicer place but I was still depressed. I was sent home because my
depression was depressing the other girls. In a mutual decision with my
parents I was judicially emancipated at 16 years old, on October 9 1996. I
moved out on my own.
New Bethany has negatively affected me since the day I went in. I was in a
very abusive relationship. I partied all the time, using drugs and drinking
alcohol. Done a lot of things I m not proud of. It has only been the grace of
God that I didn't get addicted to drugs which would have destroyed my life
by marrying that abusive man. Instead I married a wonderful man and
have three beautiful little boys. Unfortunately they get to deal with the
aftermath. My Anxiety, I am suspicious that people are out to get me.
Worst of all is the battle every time I sin, that God can't forgive me. I know
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where those lies originated. They came straight out of the mouth of Mac
Ford. Brother Mac you were wrong, I am not a whore, my husband loves
me, my children love me and God loves me. I refuse to allow what you did
to control me today. I will use my knowledge and abilities to help others. I
will prevail, with God’s help, I will win.
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Erika Bjorklund Hollis
I was sent to NB Summer of 1988. My parents were older parents who really never
understood how to deal with a "rebellious teenager". I was 16 when I arrived there
that summer. I was under the impression I was going to Atlanta to stay with my
Aunt Alice for the summer. We flew into Shreveport instead of Atlanta because
my dad wanted to drive the rest of the way to Roswell Ga. My Aunt Pat flew with
us. She was completely against me going to this place and begged mom and dad to
put me in her custody and I would go live with her. She was very unimpressed by
what she saw and how mean Ms. Shipman was. We drove and drove and wound up
at this little white church called Bethany Baptist church. It was old and falling
down. At that point my dad said “we need to call them" I asked who? My mom
turned around and told me that I was going to a "boarding school" for a year. They
told me they were worried I was going to be killed by my X Boyfriend. Who had
beaten the crap out of me the last week of school and pushed me down a flight of
stairs at Bellevue High. Because I wouldn't walk 8 miles to his house and spend the
weekend with him.. My parents advised me they were getting death threats from
him and his family since I put their son in jail. Defaced a prominent "Bellevue”
family...
I remember when we drove up to the fence. Miss Katy opened the gate, opened the
car door and got into the car. I guess they thought I was going to pitch a fit, or run
off, or something. I was very calm. I actually felt safe when I went through the
gates. At this time, we had not moved into the new dorm, and I was the 5th girl
after the raid. This is when I met my watcher Robin White. We had a blast
together. I lived in "patience" room. She had just come back as well. Complete
with Obsession Bottles full of Whiskey!! Yes!! We had a great time in this room.
Since I was what was known as a “Trusted Girl," right off and my parents use to
donate lots of money to the school; I never was on watch but for like two weeks,
and then I was on my own. I remember the most humiliating experience when I
first got there was I was told to go into Ms. Shipman’s apartment and drop my
panties so I could get sprayed. I was on my monthly and wanted to go take my
girdle off first; she grabbed me and pulled them off of me right in front of other
staff and a couple girls. I bled all over the floor and I was called a fat cow by her
right off. Miss Lori was pretty offended by that statement. She was always one
who "fielded" conversations between Ms. Shipman and me. Ms. Savoy and my
parents hit it off right away. She was good to me as well. Mrs. Shipman walked me
back to my room away from my mom and bent down and told me she was going to
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break me because I wasn't crying when I came in. That night after she made my
parents leave, she came to my room while Robin was in the bathroom. She pulled
me out of my bed (top bunk) by my hair and made me go into her apartment. She
made me sit in a chair as she paced back and forth telling me she could not read
me; that I was a rebel and informed me that I wasn't here to go to some prissy
boarding school. Then she started asking me about stuff I did to get sent there. I
told her everything I knew. I ran away a lot, I smoked, I stole my parent’s camera
and lied about it when it got stolen from my locker at school. I stole my mom’s
credit cards and shopped all the time. All of a sudden she looked at me and said"
don't you think you should be punished for all of that?" I told her that that was why
I was sent here. My parents could not handle the things I was doing. She grabbed
her paddle, told me to lift my night gown and pull my panties down, and that she
was going to make it right and "right now"! She wore me out until I cried. Then
she smiled at me and told me to go to bed. Robin and I talked about all of it and
how to avoid her. She made it a point to always be around me, or humiliate me, or
have me in her apartment.
About a month went by and Miss Nora started coming around. Miss Nora actually
pulled me aside one day and asked me if I felt like everything was ok between Ms.
Shipman and me. I thought I was being set up so I never really said anything.
About two weeks go by and Ms. Shipman decided she was going to leave. Much to
my relief!! About 1 week later I was going on a singing trip with all the girls, I was
trusted to walk the halls at night, and talk to boys. I was also asked to be in the trio.
So we did travel a lot. Brother Ford was always very nice to me and supportive.
However, I did notice staff had certain "clicks" and some of the girls could never
do anything right. It was like the girls got set up just to get pulled down.
So about five months go by and we move to the new dorm. I moved into a room
with 2 other girls for about a month, and Miss. Nora asked me if I would like to
move into Staff hall about a month before my year was up. So I moved across from
Ms. Savoy. I think I was watching Tina Rippey at this point who was put back on
watch because she snuck cigarettes back in sewn into every seam of her clothing
.smart girl! They decided to release her about two weeks later.
So, the day before my parents were to come for their visit, I was at school and no
one could help me with my math because Miss Nora was in Lake Charles and Bro.
Garris was in charge that day. Miss Nora told me if I ever got stuck on a problem,
that I could get up and go look at the answer and work the problem out on paper. I
had to do this a lot because that was the only way I could learn. Well, Bro Garris
was told by another girl that I was cheating. So he called me up before lunch and
made me stand in front of the class and rebuked me for doing this. Ms. Savoy told
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him I was allowed to do this, but she was told to "mind her business" and stay out
of his. So he told me to pull my skirt up, and pull my panties down and he gave me
3 swats for lies. I pulled them up, went back to my seat and refused to cry. Then
we broke for lunch and I was told to stay behind by Ms. Savoy. She rattled his
cage!! Well. He went to Brother Ford who told him to "Bring her to me". So, I
went to the house and he sat me down and he asked me what was going on. Mrs.
Ford was about to eat my lunch at this point. They told me they have put a lot of
trust in me, that How dare I make them look bad. So on and so forth. I told them to
call Miss Nora and ask for themselves. So he did. Miss Nora flew off the handle on
Brother Mack he then, after hanging up the phone, looked over at me and said he
was sorry. He would make this right that Sunday,
Brother Garris was rebuked for what he did to me in school. They threatened him
with a beating for jumping to conclusions. Brother Garris never talked to me again
after that. He also never talked to me again after that because I was not saved and I
wasn't right with God and I never was and in his eyes I was a “Heathen;” mostly
because I stopped him one time from beating the hell out of a boy in the guard
shack who was taking over after my shift. I don't know what he did wrong; I just
know I witnessed him beating the pants off this boy in the guard shack in front of
the door; so I couldn’t get out to go home. He stared at me the whole time and it
creped me out. That poor boy, how humiliated he was!
So, my parents came. They didn't even recognize me a foot away from them I had
changed so much. At this time Miss Nora moved me upstairs in my own room. I
was watching Patrice at this time. If memory serves me, she was sent home. My
mom and I roomed together. She decided to stay a few months and work. She got
to know the girls, and fell in love with them all! Someone they could go to and
have real talks with and never have to worry about her telling anyone about what
they talked about. Not even me.
My dad went with Brother Mac to pick up something, somewhere and they were
gone for two days. My dad had a long talk with him about some of the things he
saw and did not agree with. Brother Mack decided then and there my dad was not a
Christian! My dad was heavy into theology at the time and tried to show him some
things my dad just didn't agree with. Again, he told my dad he needed to be saved.
I was never told this until after I went home.
When my parents came and went a few times a year. Well, my last year in 1990,
we were sitting in July conference. I had already turned eighteen in June. My dad
was sitting next to me, and my mom was behind me with Miss Nora. There was a
preacher up there screaming his sermon. All of a sudden he started talking about
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how when his wife did ungodly things, or spoke out of turn, he would take her out
to the shed, chain her up and beat her with chains and sticks. My dad looked over
and saw her sitting there clapping her hands and yelling "amen husband, amen"
Well, my dad looked at me and said..."You’re out of here now so forget your shit.
We are leaving.” I was told to go sit back down by Miss Nora, and my mom went
after my dad. After some brainwashing (that’s how my dad told me these happened
years later) they decided to leave, and leave me there to become staff. Miss Nora
told my parents I wasn’t ready to leave, that it wasn’t God’s time. Miss Nora put
me back a year in paces even though I was making a 3.8 grade average at the time.
Just to keep me there and to keep all that money pouring in from my parents and
all the Washington girls parents who were doing the same thing...About 1 week
went by, and I was going up to sing before service and Bro. Ford stopped me and
told me to go sit down. He rebuked me in front of the whole church for not being
right with god, and trying to leave his works. He pulled out this letter my mom
wrote (she never wrote this letter, it wasn't even in her hand writing) it said how I
needed to stay and do Gods works there at NB. I was not welcome to come home
because I just wanted to go home and go back to the things I was doing. How
scarred she was of me because I threatened to kill her if she didn't take me home. I
looked at this letter and cried. He said I was going to get the tar beaten out of me
after church if I didn't get down on my knees and pray Gods will back into my
heart. I remember feeling abandoned, I remember feeling embarrassed, I remember
being ashamed of myself and totally BRAINWASHED. I remember looking at that
letter and going back to the dorm clenching this letter .going into Miss Nora’s
apartment and sitting down. I looked at her and said “this isn't even my mom’s
handwriting" I forged it enough in the past to know it wasn't hers. Miss Nora
grabbed my hand and said “I know honey that she didn't write this, Mrs. Ford did."
Miss Nora called my parents right then and they were still on the road .She left a
message telling them to turn around and come get me. Everything they were told
about me was a lie. There was a letter written by Mrs. Ford but it was forged and
that they needed to call ASAP. Two days later my parents got back to Washington
and they called .Miss Nora had to tell them they were brainwashed in everything
they were told about me. I was not a danger to them I was in fact ready to go home.
My mom had an open ended plane ticket there. The next thing I knew all of the
Washington Girls were being told they all had to go home now. Miss Henry loaded
us all up and we were on our way to the airport. Upon exiting New Bethany we
were told we could never have anything to do with this place again. Brother Ford
went so far as to call my dad and tell him that if I ever set foot on the property
again he would shoot me for trespassing. I was headed to hell and I would never be
right in his eyes again. He even preached about all of us I heard...You know how I
heard. My mom, the brainwashed one at the time took it upon herself to go back to
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New Bethany and work for two months. Yes she did! After I was sent home and
threatened to be killed. She went back against my dad’s wishes as well. When it
came time for my dad and I to go down there and pick her up. She finally opened
her eyes and the brainwashing was gone. She felt unsafe there after a while...I was
bitter at her for this for quite some time, and so was my dad. But we got all of that
worked out. She said while she was down there he preached about us Washington
girls who were never going to be anything in the eyes of god.. Rebels! God was
going to strike us down in time. He said he prayed God would do this in his
lifetime. My mom called my dad that night and said. "Come get me. I am scarred
for our lives and this man is crazy".
My story is nothing like some of the other stories on here. I was not abused
physically. Not as often as I witnessed others being beaten but I was mentally
abused when all I wanted to do was go home and make a new life with my parents.
Because I knew they did what they felt was the only thing they could do for me at
the time. I can't be bitter for them for that! I just thank God every day he gave me
the discernment to know right from wrong, brainwashing from reality, and love
instead of fear.
Ironically enough, I have spent the last eight years of my life working with
troubled youth at a childcare facility in the Texas panhandle. I wish a million times
over that my parents would have known about this place before I went to New
Bethany. But I wouldn't be able to help these kids if I had not experienced what I
experienced before in my life at New Bethany.
I know I have left out a bunch it's not that I forgot. It’s just because it's all over
now and I can move on and pray for these people who are so lost! This being the
Fords! I pray every day for some of these people who were beaten, abused and
sexually abused by the hand of staff from New Bethany. And shame, shame on the
Fords for not doing background checks on their staff. There is blood all over your
hands for that one. Blood all over your hands for taking the bible and twisting it
into your own reality!
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Cat Nelson Givens (1974)
Our obligation to survive is owed not just to ourselves but also to that cosmos,
ancient and vast, from which we spring.
Carl Sagan

I arrived at New Bethany in a daze. I was tired. We had driven from Akron, Ohio,
straight from the hospital, where they had given me a shot to tide me over. I was
leaving the psych ward and going to live with 56 girls for a year. Nothing was
wrong with me, really, except that I was rebellious and ran away from home
sometimes. My parents had me locked up in the psych ward, because doctors told
them that they could change my thinking and make me compliant. They would use
electroshock therapy and soon my folks would have a teenager that would obey
them.
Since there were no children's wards back then, I was in with adults. Men sexually
abused me there. Doctors used drugs and shock treatments on me until my parents'
insurance ran out. Next stop for me was a girl's home in Louisiana, pill bottle in
hand. Soon as we walked through the door, my parent went one way and I went the
other. I had on my favorite turtle neck sweater, a vest, and bell-bottom jeans. Four
days earlier, I had turned fifteen, and I was wearing the outfit I got for my birthday.
Two or three trusted girls took me to an old house and dumped my suitcase on top
of piles of other dumped suitcases. They took me to the bathroom and had me strip.
They threw my clothes and pills in the trash, and I was ordered to bathe. Soon after
having my clothing thrown away and being issued an ugly dress to wear, I
remember walking through the hallway and seeing that sticker on the mirror.
The sticker said, "Let your conscience be your guide", but "conscience" was
crossed out and Bible was written above. This was strange to me, as I could not
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figure out how it would be possible not to trust my own conscience. I had a very
strong sense of right and wrong, and trusted my conscience.
Sometimes, Brother Mac would load us all up in a big school bus and we'd travel
to churches. Brother Mack preached up a storm, and some of us girls would stand
and testify what God had done for us through New Bethany. It was a sight to see
all these people moved to tears, reaching deep in their pockets to support our
home. Coming home night, I had a seizure on the bus. I woke up in the hospital.
Apparently, my medicine that was discarded had been to wean me off the thorazine
safely. After a day or so in hospital, I returned to New Bethany with a little more
medicine that I was to gradually scale down. Mama Ford threw it in the trash.
One day Joyce, who was made fun of a lot by the other girls and by Brother Mack,
asked me about my home. I knew that to talk about my past was forbidden, but I
told her about winters in Ohio. We spoke about snow, and how it is to skate on the
ice when the lakes freeze. She said she'd like to see that, but thought she's surely
fall down on the slippery ice. I told Joyce it's just like roller skating, and I was sure
she could do it. I'd teach her. She could come visit once we got out of New
Bethany.
Suppertime was when Brother Mack would make announcements. He also would
call out some of the girls who had sinned, and declare their punishments. "Cathy
Lynn, stand up!" Brother Mack had called my name. What had I done? My heart
was racing, and I was confused. I hadn't sinned. My verses were perfect, and I had
gotten all A's in my paces. My room was clean, the drawers neat and my laundry
was done. I did all my chores. I hadn't sinned!
"Cathy Lynn. Why did you tell Joyce that the other girls said she smelled?".
I couldn't believe my ears! This never happened! Yet, I was being accused of it.
And the possible consequences scared me to death. I did not answer. I just stood
there.
"Cathy Lynn! Did you or did you not tell Joyce the other girls were making fun of
her and saying she smelled?"
My mind reeled. Surely this was a test. If I told the truth, then Brother Mack would
punish me for lying. But if I lied and said it was true, then God would punish me.
What to do?
"No sir."
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Even though Brother Mack may indeed be whipping me with his belt soon, I
figured it was safer to suffer his punishment than God's. Surely God would punish
me greater than what Brother Mack was capable of "What's that? I don't think I
heard you right." "No sir" "Cathy Lynn! You know a liar shall not enter the
kingdom of heaven! Mama, take her out and wash her mouth out with soap."
Next thing, I was snatched up roughly and shoved down the hall to the bathroom,
where lye soap was liberally applied to my compliant tongue and teeth.
"Now you just hold that in there while the others eat. Don't you spit it out, or you'll
get it all over again!" I stood in the bathroom. I held that nasty soap in my mouth.
Then I began to wretch.
It burned and it was making me sick. I did not dare puke! So I held it and when I
had to vomit I swallowed it back in, the lye soap burning my throat and nose.
Finally, once the girls filed out, I was told to rinse my mouth out and go finish
eating. I vomited so hard into the toilet I thought my tonsils would come out.
Eating my food was difficult, but somehow I managed. I feared Brother Mack, and
I thanked God for testing me. Sometime later, when we were meeting for chapel in
the living room, Brother Mack announced that he had heard of some of the girls
talking about L.T.I.
L. T. I. stood for Louisiana Training Institute, and was the kiddy-jail for that part
of Louisiana. Brother Mac said he didn't want to waste his resources and God's
time with girls who were unwilling to repent and follow the Lord. "Anybody who
thinks L. T. I. is where they want to be, raise your hand! No body? "Come on now,
I know some of you mules, you reprobates don't appreciate what you have here. If
you want to go to L.T.I., it's time you were gone. I don't want you .A few hands
went up, then a few more. I was scared for these girls. With Bro Mack's temper, I
figured they'd all get the tar whipped out of them.
"Ok, now y'all line up over here. We're going right now. Mama, take the other girls
back to their rooms."
That was that. I couldn't figure that one out. All the preaching about how we're like
wild colts that need broken. All that stuff about how Jesus can break the hardest
heart, and make a sweet, God fearing little girl. "God won't give up on'em so how
can I," he'd preach. Yet, here, he was letting them go. I did not raise my hand. I'd
be home in a few months and put this all behind me. Still, that just did not make
any sense. I went to my room and gathered up my toiletries for my turn at the bath.
Toilet paper was rationed; one square for number one and three for number two. I
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saved my number two for when it was my bath time, that way if there wasn't
enough, it wouldn't be an issue. I hated that smell from the waste can. There was
the toilet paper we were not allowed to flush when the commode was acting up,
and then the sanitary napkins mingling with the sickening sweet plastic tampon
tubes. I hurried to get my bath, but when I was washing, there was a flap of skin
under my breast. I got out of the tub to look in the mirror. It was a bug! I pulled it
off, but the head stuck in my skin. I finished my bath and went outside to tell the
trusted girl. She said it was a tick, and I should have smothered it, now I'd have a
tick head in me forever. And she was right. The scar was there for the longest time.
Tics were common, and so were mice. Once, a little girl woke up and a mouse
jumped right out of her pocket! You never knew what was crawling on you when
you slept. I thanked God for the tick.
One time, I was taking out the trash, and since it was such a long way from the
building, it was possible to sing quite loudly and nobody would hear. So I belted
out "One Day at a Time", and sang every verse until I got back within hearing
range. During my time at New Bethany, I had forgiven Mama Ford for taking my
gospel albums and smashing them. After all, my records were spirited, too close to
rock and roll and they were sung by "niggers'! When I was still a new girl, I asked
Mama Ford why there were no black girls at the home. She got disgusted and
yelled at me, "We don't allow no niggers here!" Imagine the shock I had, a girl
from the north who had been taught that "nigger" was a cuss word. Soon, I
understood. Brother Mac preached a sermon on Shem, Ham, and Japheth, who
were Noah's sons. Ham had looked upon his father when Noah was drunk, and so
God cursed his seed, turning them all black. Blacks were the cursed race! Cursed
by God! I just could not believe this. But I loved to sing, so I traded my gospel
spirituals for bluegrass gospel. I sang every chance I got.
During chapel that night after I was on trash duty, Brother Mac announced that he
had chosen someone to replace D.J's part in the Quartet. He said he'd asked God to
show him who it should be. "Cathy Lynn, come on up here and sing that little old
song you were singing when you took out the trash."
I was stunned! So I sang my heart out. Now I was high tenor, with lead parts in the
Quartet. I would be able to sing even more! I thanked God. Brother Mack had
another announcement. He had something to show us all. So he led us up the hall
from Mama Raines's room, to a big double room at the end of the hall. We walked
in single file through the room, silently and in horror, as Brother Mack said, "Look
around, girls! This is OUR L.T.I.!"
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There were all the girls who had raised their hands to go to L.T.I. They were
handcuffed to their beds just like the returned runaways. And they were black and
blue and sullen. Their eyes were cast down to the ground. They were defeated.
These girls looked like they had no spark of life to them anymore. It had been two
or three weeks since we'd seen them. It would be another week or so before they
were back with us again. I made sure I was a very good girl. At supper one day,
Brother Mac had one of the trusted girls bring in the twins. Their eyes were red and
swollen. They had bruises on their arms. I was pretty sure they'd got the belt, but
they hadn't run away, and I wondered what they could have done. Brother Mack
hissed that they had bought Satan into his home! They were homosexuals! He
made a big deal out of it. "I asked one little ol' girl why she let a girl give her a
hickey on her stomach. She said it was to keep her friendship! Satan I cast ye out
in the name of Jesus! Look here girls; this is what sin looks like, right here!" and
he held up the twins' arms.
"I even got you a calf, D.! This is how you act? This is what you do?" He said "Get
them out of here!", and they were crying and drug out to go to L. T. I. Brother
Mack preached to us about how Satan is in the homosexual, and we all had to
repent and had extra chapel all week.
Right before Christmas, I was going to go home! I was so excited! So I packed all
my stuff (not much, just a few dresses and shoes, along with my rag doll that I'd
had forever), sent the trunk on a Greyhound, and counted the days. December 21,
1974, I got all dressed up in my blue polyester dress that buttoned up the front and
packed my suitcase. "Where do you think you're going?" It was Mama Ford and
she was mad. "To the airport," I said, sheepishly. "Not in those clothes, you're not!
Those belong to New Bethany. That dress isn't yours!" Tears slipped out from the
corner of my eyes. One girl offered to give me her dress, so I could go. But, I made
a deal with Mama Ford and I promised to send twenty dollars just as soon as I got
home to pay for the dress. To this day, I don't remember who drove me to the
airport, and I do not remember goodbye. I just remember feeling like I had done
something wrong, and I was humiliated. I tried so hard! As soon as I got home, I
took twenty dollars out of my piggy bank, stuck it in an envelope addressed to
New Bethany, and mailed it along with my mother's donation to the home. My
parents continued to send support for years after I had left. And I thanked God.
"In everything give thanks: for this is the will of god in Christ Jesus concerning
you." - 1Thessalonians 5:18
I no longer believe such things. While it is true that we would not be exactly who
we are without all of our experiences, I do not think there is a deity concerning
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itself with us. To think such things is, to me, defeating. It makes more sense, and is
more comforting, to simply realize some things just are. There is no one
orchestrating every occurrence or allowing horrible things to happen. I am free
from such brainwashing and I thank my conscience!
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Chrissy Wiegant-Anderson
Rejected
It was the summer 1972. A scared, and pregnant, young lady named Beverly made
the trip across state lines to Seattle, WA where she would stay until she delivered
her daughter. She had already arraigned for her little girl to be put up for adoption
through a well-known local adoption agency. This little girl was me. I was born
on August 5, 1972, and I would spend the next 3 weeks bouncing around the
foster-care system before my adoptive parents were able to bring me home. I was
the second child adopted by this family. Three years prior they had adopted a boy
through the same agency. The thought that my own mother didn’t want me (or
couldn’t keep me) was one that has haunted me my whole life. I have searched for
years to find her, but to this day I have received very little information. I start my
story here because initial bonding it so key to a child’s development. I have never
had a very close relationship with my adoptive parents. I think they tried the best
they knew how, but somehow the familial bond just wasn’t there. I know isn’t the
case in all adoptions, but it was how it was for me.
Growing up we had a stable home environment. My dad worked hard as an
engineer for a large aeronautical company, and was a good provider. Both parents
had grown up during the depression, my dad in Oregon and my mom in
Switzerland, and that had left a mark on them. They to this day are thrifty and
frugal. They composted and recycled way before it was popular due to the fact
that it cost less than having the garbage man haul it away. This frugality allowed
us to visit my Grandparents in Switzerland every few years, and never worry about
basic needs, and yet I still felt like I really belonged and tested their love
constantly.
My mother, having grown up in another time and place had different values than
most American moms. Functionality and efficiency counted, fashion and
popularity did not. They talked of their childhoods, and of growing up during
WW2. Life was different then. At one point my mom’s dad had to re-sole her
shoes, which I’m sure had the toes cut out for growing room, with a popped
bicycle tire. She learned to make the most of everything, and make due. If it still
was functional it was fine. You didn’t need something if an item you had still had
any life in it and could still be used. This also applied to my brother’s clothes for
me. Yes, my brother’s hand-me-downs were functional. They just didn’t help my
already damaged self-esteem.
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I was awkward, unsure of myself, and picked on. There was nothing like walking
around with what felt like a big target on my being. I started acting out some, and
my parent’s solution was to put me in counseling. That never helped. The only
thing I remember is I would walk in the door, and they would give me a snack, and
then we would silently play board games. I still can’t figure out how this was
supposed to help me. By the end of elementary school I was so unhappy that they
decided to switch me to a smaller private school which happened to be Christian.
They had also been having issues with my brother acting out, and he left home for
good at 14.
Until this point my religious exposure had been virtually nonexistent. We had
visited churches and cathedrals in Europe. At the schools suggestion my mom
started looking for a church to attend. She visited a few, and settled on one.
Attendance was sporadic, and superficial. Neither one of my parents would classify
themselves as very religious people. At one point I got baptized, because I never
had been. Apparently that was what it took to be Christian. The next year I was
switched to a larger Christian school in a neighboring town. Unfortunately several
boys from my old elementary school were there, and taught all the kids at the new
school the names they had called me for years. This was during a time when the
typical response, and my parent’s response, to a child’s claim of being bullied were
to instruct them to suck it up and deal with it. Once again life was miserable. I
started day dreaming about creative ways to end my miserable life. My favorite
concept was to do a perfect swan dive from the top of a spectacular waterfall
nearby. One time I took the bus up there, walked to the falls, sat there for hours
trying to muster the courage to take the leap, but just couldn’t bring myself to take
the first step. I went home feeling like a failure, and destroyed the good-bye letters
I had written.
I was desperately looking for a way to cope with my miserable life, and I
discovered the relief of marijuana. When I was able to smoke my problems
seemed to melt away. First I started skipping classes with friends so we could go
smoke, and then we would go back to school to giggle our way through the rest of
the day. Before long, school became less important, and I was receiving “seen on
campus, but not in class” comments on my report card. I had also started riding at
a stable across town, was finding escape through the wonderful world of horses.
By my sophomore year I was skipping school to go hang out at the horses instead
of going to school. As long as I had my horse, and my weed, I was fine.
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Fast Forward To The Fall Of 1988.
I was in my junior year of high school. All throughout high school I skipped
classes, got caught smoking, had been suspended several times, and had fallen in
with the wrong crowd. My high school counselor recommended to my parents that
I should go to Narcotics Anonymous meetings. There was another student at
school who attended meetings in Bellevue, and so they had me go. At that meeting
there were some who were genuinely trying to work the program, and better their
lives, and there were others who had been court ordered to attend. I quickly
became friends with the younger crowd (also the ones who were not necessarily
interested in working on their recovery). I also fell in love with a 28 year old guy
who already had much more experience in the world of pharmaceuticals. Soon I
started experimenting with other stronger drugs. They provided more relief to the
pain I was feeling.
At the time there was a pregnant lady who had horses at the same stable where I
kept my horse whose husband was the youth pastor of a local church. Towards the
end of her pregnancy her husband took over feeding the horses for her. One
evening he asked for help with feeding the horses so we went to their paddock
together. I went in the tack room, where the food was kept, and he followed me in
and closed the door. He then proceeded to rape me. Not feeling close to my
parents I kept it to myself for several days. Eventually it became too much, and I
told my high school counselor. She immediately called the police and the
investigation was underway. I recounted the details of what happened too many
times to count. Several of those times were different male officers. Why make
rape victims go through all that humiliation? I never understood why others
couldn’t read the first report. Part of the process was telling my parents. I’ll never
forget my dad saying I must have done something to lead the man on. This
situation led me to seek chemical release like I never had before.
Unbeknownst to me my high school counselor had put my parents in contact with a
Parent Support Group for New Bethany. I was the third person my counselor
recommended go to this home. Both of the girls were still down there, and one of
them had even been my friend back home. We used to have fun skipping school
together, until one day she disappeared, and no one heard from her again. This
group was comprised of parents who had sent their problem children to this home
for troubled teens down in Louisiana, parents who felt they needed support after
their children came home, and prospective parents looking for solutions. Through
this parent group my parents heard how wonderful this place was, and how the
girls came back transformed. They also received advice on how to get me down
there. Most of these plans included lies, deception, and sedation, but in their minds
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they were saving their children. If needed a group of dads would meet up to escort
a girl to the airport. I know of one trip where a group of dads restrained a girl and
they all drove her from Washington to Missouri. This parent group held monthly
meetings, and also would support the school on special needs/projects. At one
point there were around 20 girls and boys at New Bethany from Washington.
Its spring break in 1989 and my parents decided we would go on a fun trip for
spring break. They never actually said where we were going but let me think that
we were going to the Bahamas. I packed clothes for the beach, arraigned for
someone to feed my horse for the week, and told my friends I would bring them
something back in a week. Was I a perfect kid? No, but then is any teenager
perfect? Had I gotten in trouble? Yes, plenty of it. I smoked. I did drugs, lied,
stole money, but in my mind I had only done half the things my brother had done
so I never saw this coming. I was a typical teenager trying to fight my way
through this cruel life, and parents no matter what your kid has done no child
deserves what came next.
April 5th, 1989, we flew from Seattle to Shreveport. Now if I had gone to class
more I would have realized something was up, but I thought we were going to the
Bahamas. I had never heard of Shreveport Louisiana. I kept wondering where the
ocean was, and my parents let me think we were driving down the middle of the
island. We arrived in a little town called Arcadia, and my mom started to seem
emotional, and the red flags started to fly in my mind. We were driving down a
country road and they saw a Church on the left call new Bethel Baptist church, and
were talking quietly amongst themselves. Just a little way down the road the
pulled up to this huge fenced in compound, and out car was quickly let in through
the gate, and it was locked behind us. I saw a sign that read “New Bethany Home
for Girls.” Horrifying panic set in, as I realized that we were not on vacation. Ms.
Shipman, and 4 girls came to haul me out of the car, and let me know in no
uncertain terms that I had no rights, my parents no longer wanted me, and from
here on out it would be their way or else.
I was hauled into a room and made to strip off all my clothes in front Ms. Shipman
and some of the girls. That alone was appalling for me as a rape victim. Next I
was sprayed like an animal for dogs with special attention paid to the crotch area.
Next I had to shower with Selsun Blue, and had to put on these weird old fashioned
clothes that I had never seen before. Everything I had packed for my trip was gone
and in its place was a trunk filled with clothes I had never seen before. The last
time I had put on a dress was eighth grade graduation. I remember crying and
begging my mom not to do this, and was told that the legal documents had been
signed. Miss Shipman seemed to take great joy in informing me that Mack Ford
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was now my Daddy. I remember feeling like I was going to die if I was left here. I
became so mad that I threatened to kill my mother if she didn’t take me home.
Miss Shipman tried to get my mom to sleep in another room, but she didn’t want
to. Miss Shipman then settled on having the floor walkers keep an eye on me. I
could already tell that regular jail time would be a walk in the park compared to the
hell I had just fallen into. It was hopeless with no way out, and now my adoptive
family didn’t even want me. To top it off the man who raped me would get off free
since I wouldn’t be around to testify. I was rejected, and emotionally destitute, yet
again.
Most the girls walked around like robots with their heads down, and they kept
reciting weird passages every time they lined up to go anywhere. I felt like I had
landed back in time or on another planet. Even though I had attended church
some, and had gone to Christian schools my exposure to the Bible had been limited
and superficial. I soon learned that scripture memorization and recitation would
become a daily part of life. Chapters had to be memorized word perfect, or there
were consequences. I learned to avoid consequences at all costs. Many of those
verses are still etched in my mind.
I quickly learned to survive by playing the game. It was better that getting beaten.
We were constantly told how we were bad, and that it was our fault we were there.
I will never forget my first church service there. I heard my first racist joke from
the pulpit. I was also shocked by the style of preaching. I had never seen anything
like it before. The church we had occasionally attended had a style more in line
with a college lecture. Mack Ford was up there screaming, spitting, running back
and forth calling us heifers and Jezebels, while telling us what sinners we were,
and how we would end up in Hell if we didn’t do what he said. Unfortunately this
was to become the norm.
All new girls were put on “help” and assigned a “helper” who would stay with me
at all times. Often I heard whacks and cries of those who disobeyed the rules.
Now behavioral infractions could range from actual willful disobedience to
something as innocent as forgetting to say “yes, Ma’am” or glancing in the wrong
direction. New girls were on help for the first three months, and were not allowed
to talk to other new girls or any others who had been put back on “help.” Being
the insecure teen I was, and not wanting to get beat learned to quietly observe all
that was going on, and how to play the game. I got paddled twice in those first
three months. Once for forgetting to say “Yes, Ma’am,” and once when all the girls
got lined up because the dorm mother thought we all must have needed it because
since she hadn’t caught anyone doing anything wrong recently that meant we were
just being more sneaky.
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My third or fourth week there two girls tried to run together. By that time Miss
Shipman had left and Miss Nora took her place as dorm mother. I don’t remember
if they made it over the fence of if they were caught, and brought back by local
authorities. All I remember is that when they came back one of them received a
beating so bad the skin was actually splitting in places, and she had problems
sitting for what seemed like weeks. She was in the same room as I and showed us
her war wounds. They were put back on help, and also put on “pots and heals.”
This punishment consisted of wearing the highest heals they could find all day
while they stood out in the hot Louisiana sun scrubbing kitchen pots with straight
bleach, Comet, and wire scrubbers. Someone would be assigned to read the Bible
to them while they scrubbed, and to turn them in if they didn’t scrub hard enough.
Observing this I led me to the conclusion that only way out was to play the game.
From that point on I made it a point to follow the rules, and to try to ride out my
time unnoticed. I got “saved” at the next opportunity, and tried to sink into the
background.
Part of the New Bethany experience for me was being stripped of everything. My
parents didn’t want me. My stuff was all gone. To add insult to injury my mom
let me know on my first phone call that she had sold my horse for one dollar. This
was my horse, that I had bought myself, that I considered to be my best friend, that
was the first thing that I ever truly loved, and more importantly that I felt loved me.
It was at that point that something inside me went away and it would take years to
find again. Some parts I think died forever. I don’t know if I will ever be able to
full trust another human being. There is always a “what if” in my mind.
At my three month mark I was let off help. I focused on learning their ways, and
trying to meet every expectation to avoid the punishment I would frequently hear
occurring to others. Often this was behind closed doors, but the door did little to
shield us from the crack of the paddle hitting its mark, the cries, and sometimes the
screams of pain. There were also some who took their licks in silence, and those
somehow hurt my inner being the worst. I did all I could to avoid this. Vivid
memories of the sounds and feelings I had during those times still find their way
into my dreams at night. I did a good job at assimilating, and soon I became a
helper. I tried my hardest to be a nice helper. Because I was large and “big
boned” I was often called on to help bring girls in when they arrived, or sometimes
to help hold them when they were punished. I had become a “trusted girl.”
I felt so bad for the new girls arriving at this strange place. They were so right to
fight. If they only knew what was coming. And I was helpless to do anything to
help them in any way. One wrong word, one even possibly misconstrued look, any
false move, and I knew what would happen. Every time I cried inside for the girl.
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My heart was breaking internally because by own scars inflicted through the intake
process were still so fresh. Psychologically I felt I was going to break, and started
to let my mind wander to a happier place a way of coping.
One of my most haunting nightmares happened when a 12 year old girl had made a
mistake in grading her homework, and dared to try to explain what had happened
to Miss Nora. That was taken as back-talking, and rebellion, so Miss Nora tried to
paddle her, and she resisted. Mack Ford was out on a trip so she called on the help
of the boy’s school principle, Mr. Garris. Several girls and I were asked to help
hold her down for her to receive her licks. I don’t remember exactly how it
escalated, but Mr. Garris wound up swinging her around by her pony-tail while
striking her continuously with the paddle. At some point during this I remember
being ushered out the school stairway to give them privacy. He was paddling her
while swinging her around by her hair, and I remember him telling her she needed
to say she loved him. I remember counting the whacks of the paddle that I heard,
and I stopped at 52. I don’t know why I stopped counting there, because the
whacks continued. I guess my mind could not handle any more. I know we still
heard quite a few more. I did not see the girl until devotions at night, where she
was struggling sit in a chair to avoid getting in more trouble. I have no memory of
devotions that night. My only memories are of watching the tears run down her
face, and thinking if there really is a God why doesn’t he help us? What did we do
to deserve this? These images and many more are forever burned in my memory.
I tried my best to focus on my school work, and having been a lifelong avid reader,
read the only book we were allowed to have. I read and tried to make sense of the
archaic language of the King James Version of the Bible I started formulating my
own idea of Christianity based on what I read, and this lead to yet another
profession of faith. Looking back I had hit rock bottom, and was calling out to
God with all my heart, and literally asking him to save me. I felt a little better for a
while, and continued to study on my own a quietly developed my own relationship
with God. I continued praying daily for him to come and save me, but no one ever
came. Every night for months I would silently cry myself to sleep, so I wouldn’t
get into trouble. I would plead with God to somehow save me from this Hell I was
in. Eventually I started thinking I must be really bad if no-one wanted me, and I
started believing what we were told daily. I must be a worthless heifer.
During this time I decided that if God wasn’t going to answer my prayers and He
must be as vengeful and harsh as He was being portrayed by Mack Ford and the
other preachers there. I literally imagined God as a huge Mack Ford up in the sky
who could see everything I did and thought, and he was just waiting for me to mess
up as I surely would. I’m not sure when the switch happened in my mind, but I
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went from playing the game to survive to believing I was as evil and worthless as
they said. Somehow all their teaching had wormed its way into my brain and they
began to creep their way into my being. Often I felt like a third person observing
myself and daily life. By the time my year was up they had me convinced that I
need to stay. Looking back I’m sure it was to continue getting the monthly tuition
checks from my parents.
When my year was up my parents came for a visit. They visited for a week and
enjoyed their now meek and mild mannered daughter. I could have tried to tell
them the truth during their visit, but deep inside I knew they most likely wouldn’t
believe me. That plus the risk of what would happen to me if word got back to the
staff that I had said anything negative about New Bethany kept my lips sealed. I
remember silently wishing they would think I was good enough to take home, but I
was too afraid to ask. After all it had been made clear to me when I came in that
they no longer wanted me, and they had signed over custody of me to Mack Ford.
When my week was up they went home, and I was once left behind.
I once again tried to focus on school work, but I started feeling more and more
unsettled. Part of me believed that I must be evil if I deserved to be where I was,
but a little part of me was starting to question things. I was going to be eighteen in
a couple of months and a friend’s parents who were from my home state were
going to visit soon. I decided to be as good as possible, and then to try to get a
minute with this friends mom, and beg her to get us out of there. There were 3 of
us from Washington who were all turning 18 within a few weeks of each other.
Much to my surprise it worked. Not long after my friends parents went home we
were called to the dorm mothers office, and told we would be going home. I was
excited, and yet strangely another part of me was scared.
Everything I had been taught in the past eighteen months had rooted their way
deep into my brain. I had been totally cut off from the outside world all this time.
I worried about losing my salvation, by messing up. It wasn’t until I had been
home several weeks when I finally put on a pair of pants, and I remember feeling
so rebellious and dirty as I put them on. Then I remember waiting for the lightning
bolt to strike me for my sin. I got a job working close to my parent’s house at a
clothing store owned by another New Bethany parent. I found a fundamental
Baptist church to attend. I couldn’t attend the church my mom went to because it
was the wrong denomination, and used the wrong Bible. I worked, went to church,
and got together with other ex-New Bethany girls.
My parents clearly still had trust issues with me. I remember one Wednesday night
when I had gone to prayer meeting at church, and the pastor forgot to turn off the
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volume on the answering machine. In the middle of service the phone rang, and
the whole church heard my mother saying “Hello, This is Chrissy’s mother. I’m
just checking to see if she’s really at church.” I was mortified, and I felt like I
could never be good enough. I was having a hard time functioning out in the real
world. I was always sure that God was just around the corner waiting to strike me
dead at the first mistake I made. I was frustrated with how my parents were
treating me, and felt I had nowhere to turn. Somehow I started thinking that I
would be better off if I went back to New Bethany, graduated, and then I could
work there for a while until I could figure out what to do with my life. Yes, I still
remembered everything that had gone on there, but part of me missed the security
of the routine. This is something that only those who have been institutionalized
can relate to. I also remember part of me thinking that I could do some good by
going back. I remember thinking that I must have gone through all that for a
reason, and the only reason I could see was to help others going through it. That
meant I had to go back.
I returned a few months before graduation, and went to work immediately as Jr.
Staff. I helped in the school, the kitchen, the dorms, and where ever else I was
needed. I graduated as planned, and stayed on to work. I started working in the
school every day, and truly enjoyed working with the girls. In my heart I
genuinely wanted to help each and every one of them. I avoided being involved in
any discipline until one day when Ms. Nora instructed me to take someone to the
little room above the school to give them licks. I remember climbing the stairs
with the paddle in one hand thinking this was some sort of a test. We got up stairs,
and I knew there was no way I could bring myself to do it. I smacked my bottom
of my shoe several times with the paddle and told the girl to go downstairs crying
like she had just had the real thing. That was the only time I was asked to paddle
anyone.
During my time there as a girl there had been a younger staff couple who worked
on the boy’s side. To me there was something special about this couple. Both of
them smiled a lot, and I always felt safe if either of them was nearby. Occasionally
the wife would come and help for a little while on the girl’s side, and I remember
how I cherished those times. Goodness and love just seemed to emanate from their
beings. For me they were a breath of fresh air in a world in which I felt like I was
drowning. The man would occasionally fill in and preach, and how I looked
forward to those messages. There was just something special about him. He could
preach hell-fire and brimstone, but it was somehow conveyed with care and love.
Through watching them I started to realize that God was more than a harsh
authoritarian figure.
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They became my role models. I stayed on at New Bethany thinking I could try to
be a ray of sunshine in that dark dismal hole. I tried to focus on the positive, and
yes there were some fun times, but unfortunately those are harder to remember.
One activity that we were allowed to enjoy was singing. I still miss the sounds of
everyone singing together in harmony. There were quite a few talented singers in
the group, and we sang some great songs. I went through each day, trying to do
my best. I was starting to question the teachings and the ways of the home. I was
coming to the realization that some things were not as they seemed. There were
certain girls who left me with a feeling that something more was going on. I
couldn’t put my finger on exactly what, but I was starting to feel very uneasy. I
had twisted my knee a while back, and instead of getting better with time it was
continuously getting worse. Seeing the doctor wasn’t an option, and there wasn’t
enough staff for me to have time off. I continued for a while, and then my entire
lower leg started swelling. I remember being able to make good sized indentions
that would stay until I rubbed them out. I knew something was seriously wrong
with my leg, and I needed to do something about it before I did permanent damage.
I called my parents and asked if I could come home, and I did. I was relieved to be
leaving. I would soon find out that what I was sensing was beyond what I could
have imagined, but that is another person’s story to tell.
So many times I have been told to just get over it, and for me there are some parts
that I will never get over. Some parts haunt my dreams at night. Twenty years
later I will still occasionally wake up in a panic thinking I have been sent back.
Other times I will wake up and in a cold sweat with the deafening crack of the
paddle still ringing in my ears, the nauseating fear filling my soul, and tears in my
eyes. These lasting effects, and others, I can’t control. After coming home from
New Bethany I went on to get a Bachelor’s Degree in Counseling. Through my
studies I learned that many of the tactics employed by Mack Ford and some of his
staff are classical brain-washing techniques. For years I never could figure out
why I went back until I recognized the psychological manipulation that had
occurred and the effects of institutionalization. One of the hardest things for me to
overcome was coming to see God as a loving father rather than a punitive monster
that was out to get me. I have moved on, but as long as there are other New
Bethany style homes where children are enduring what we endured I cannot shut
up. I am no longer a frightened, insecure teen. I am a wife, a mother, a teacher, a
church worker, and an advocate against child abuse. And I will not be silent until
all these homes are closed.
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Clark Word

It took seven months to literally beat God out of me, and twenty-seven years to be
able to forgive those responsible.
February 19, 2009
To My Friends, Church And Tres Dias Families:
What you are about to read only a few know about. It’s now time to share this with
all of you in hopes that you will know and understand me better. It’s something
that I was ashamed of for a very long time. But the Holy Spirit has been working
on me over the past few months and it’s no longer something I’m ashamed of and
shouldn’t have been ashamed of to begin with except for putting my mom in a
position that ended up putting me in harm’s way.
My parents got divorced when I was 10 and my mom did the best she could to
raise me right. I was brought up Baptist; my grandfather was an Independent
Baptist Minister. I was taught good family and moral values. Every Sunday my
mom and aunt were on the piano and organ in church, yada, yada, yada. But I
couldn’t understand why God had allowed my family to be torn apart by divorce
and so my relationship with God was on shaky ground because of it.
In 1981 I was 14, drinking, smoking pot, skipping school, stealing mom’s car in
the middle of the night, pretty much out of control. My mom was to the point she
didn’t know what to do. Well she found the answer in a place called New Bethany
Boys Home that was owned by an Independent Fundamentalist Baptist preacher by
the name of Mack Ford. The home was located in Longstreet, LA. south of
Shreveport and ran by an Independent Fundamentalist Baptist couple, L.D. & Dee
Rapier and their kids, and a single lady by the name of Ms. Savoy. There were also
a few volunteers around from time to time.
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Before I go any further I need to explain some terms. Pulling someone by the hair
means pulling someone by the hair until clumps start to fall out and is extremely
painful. Slapping means: ‘slapping someone so hard that the skin busts around the
cheek bones and draws blood.’ Scratching, clawing, well that meant getting a
grown woman’s nails dug into you like small razor blades, definitely draws some
blood as well.
I got to New Bethany on a Saturday. I really don’t remember what really happened
that day or night but the next day was an eye opener. We started out with waking
up and breakfast. Then we got ready for church. We loaded up on the bus and went
to the girl’s home for some hell fire & brimstone preaching by Mack Ford. On the
way there a 10 yr. old boy, dusty blonde hair, had to use the restroom. L.D. wasn’t
having any of that and we weren’t stopping the bus. The boy goes in his pants
when he couldn’t hold it any longer. For that he got a full fist in the mouth and a
tooth knocked out of his head. All this happened 5 ft away from me. Being the new
inductee to the hall of horrors I was placed near the front of the bus right behind
the Rapiers and Ms. Savoy so they could keep an eye on me and let me know who
was in charge. Welcome to New Bethany! I want to add that L.D. was a former
bull riding champion before becoming a child abuser in the name of God. His arms
and fists were huge. To hit a 10 yr old in the mouth full fisted is uncalled for and
against the law. But for a man of his strength and size to do it is beyond belief yet I
witnessed it firsthand.
The 1st beating I received was for fighting with Jeff. Jeff was a boy the Rapiers
were trying to adopt. When the Rapier boys Mike and Terry were around Jeff
wasn’t allowed to mete out punishment. But let that little weasel catch ya by
yourself and the power trip was on. Well one day I was out either fixing the puppy
pen (more on that later) or working on the rabbit cages. Both were right below a
window to a small office in the gym building. Anyway Dee Rapier was on the
other side of that window and heard Jeff and I fighting. Next thing I know I’m
being dragged by my hair into the gym and into that room and sat in a chair along
with a slap to the face when I denied saying anything smart to Jeff to start the fight.
Jeff really did start the fight and played Dee like a fiddle. Well once Dee calmed
down she talked to me like one of the most loving mothers in the world would talk
to her own child.
Does this sound like bipolar to anyone? Not that it would excuse it, just trying to
make sense of it all.

107

Now To The Puppy Pen.
When I got to New Bethany there was a puppy pen and of course puppies. One
puppy was a gray little female “Benji” type of dog named “Fluffy” she would fly
on the plane with me to a new home in Birmingham with my family 7 months
later. She lived a long good life and was 14 when she left us.
Well I got put in charge of the puppies. I was to feed them, let them out of their
pen to play, and of course maintain the pen. Fluffy was an escape artist, kind of
ironic considering where I was at. But anyway it didn’t matter what I did to that
pen she always found a way out. Every time she did and was caught I got paddled
severely for it.
I managed to stay out of trouble most of the time. I worked a lot. Not because I had
too but because I figured out that if I volunteered for as many projects possible it
got me away from the buildings and the hell inside of them. I helped with raising
calves. 2am in the morning if a calf was sick I was in the barn, 6am feeding the
horses. I also helped Ms. Savoy and Dee Rapier in the kitchen and was trusted with
the keys to where all the food was locked up. I built a split wood fence the old
fashioned way with an axe, wedges, and sledge hammer. We walked into the
woods and L.D. showed us what trees to chop down and how to do it. I’ve built
barbed wire fences for the horses as well as their pens. I’m not complaining about
the work. I learned a lot. It kept me busy and my mind on things like escape and
going home.
Even though I did do a lot of work the paddle still found my rear a few times.
There was two prices for working.
(#1) Mess up, waste some materials, whatever, a paddling was coming. I hate the
word paddling because paddling makes you think of something like the principal’s
office at school. It was a mild beating at best. I also want to state that it was L.D.,
Terry, or Mike who did the paddling out on the farm. Dee and Ms. Savoy were in
the building working, teaching school, torturing someone, etc… I don’t think Terry
liked paddling, L.D. told him to paddle me harder one time. He was being a wimp
about it, but Mike was into it.

Another time I was feeding the calves one morning and a horse leaned over the
fence and grabbed an empty bottle. He pulled the giant rubber nipple off of the
plastic milk bottle. He swallowed it whole when I tried to get it from him. I slept
on my stomach that night after L.D. served up punishment. We found the nipple
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several days later, whole, in a pile of horse manure. I had to get it out, carry it to
kitchen porch, and sterilize it in a pan of boiling water.
(#2) The second price I paid for working so much was when I tried enrolling back
in a normal school. I was missing credits or whatever stuff was called back in high
school. The first few months I was there I was in school but as I took on more
responsibilities I was excused from school like it was a privilege to go work and
miss an education. Well in a way it was a privilege, it got me away from Dee
Rapier. School was fine as long as you said the right things, gave the right answers.
If you didn’t you would pay, fall behind on homework, you would pay. I saw my
share of faces slapped and bloodied, hair pulling, and heard my share of yelling in
that classroom and I probably only spent 3 months of my 7 in that room. I also
later learned that they destroyed all records of us ever being there due to fear of the
law and that is the main reason I had such a hard time getting back into a school
once I was back in Alabama.
Back To Work And Responsibilities
I was finally given the job I never asked for and that was to watch over a boy
named Ben. He was 11, reddish brown hair, freckles, and completely ruined before
he got to NB. I don’t think it mattered where you put him he never had a chance. I
don’t remember his story other than I believe he was a ward of the state and was
dropped off. He was practically unmanageable. No matter what I did or said he
wouldn’t listen. I tried to tell him, teach him, show him how to stay under the radar
and survive. He clawed me; bit me, all kinds of crazy stuff. He was paddled,
slapped, and slung around by his hair practically on a daily basis by Dee Rapier.
She would yell at me to do it, I’d hesitate, and wham she would strike like a snake.
L.D. gave 3 of us charge over Ben and paddles to use and we were not given a
choice. If Ben ever sees this I hope he can forgive me. I took some beatings myself
because of him and my lack of ability to make him conform. It was a bad situation
all the way around. I also caught my last tennis ball with pride because of Ben. Ben
escaped, got sent back to a state facility. I don’t remember it all clearly, things got
really hectic, and a lot of stuff happened in the weeks leading up to the closing of
the home.
There was a rash of escapes and attempts to escape in the last months. If you tried
to escape and were caught you got to go to a special place. There were two rooms
that were smaller than your average jail cell with cinder block walls and concrete
floors. You were placed in these in nothing but your underwear. The only item in
these rooms was a coffee can with pine sol in them for bathroom purposes and a
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roll of toilet paper. Brimstone and hellfire sermons were blasted into these rooms
24/7 and the only time you saw light was when the doors were opened to feed you.
It wasn’t long after Ben’s escape that the law started putting on the heat. We were
in the auditorium and L.D. started a sermon about beating people and how it was
wrong. He told us how Ben’s butt had been beat to a bloody pulp and the police
had seen it. He singled me out, said it was my fault, and started humming them
damn tennis balls at me. He should have been a major league pitcher. I had whelps
on face, my chest and my arms. The damn things stung like hell. I just stood there
and took it. He lost control, some of the balls actually started to miss. The great
L.D. Rapier had actually lost control. I had only seen that once before when a boy
said he wanted to have sex with Dee Rapier. L.D. was very calculated and beat you
with precision and cold calculation. No L.D. had lost control. He knew the law was
coming down on him and that there was a jail cell in his future. Ben’s butt was the
final straw and the dominoes were falling.
I could go into more stuff, the beating Guy took with golf clubs just to disappear
the next day. He was beaten so bad his eyes were swollen shut. Where did he really
go? Seeing L.D. Rapier clock a horse in the head with a 2 x 4 trying to make it
conform. Or seeing Ms. Savoy go off, it was a rarity, but it happened from time to
time and it wasn’t pretty either. She preferred other methods of punishment like a
mouth full of alum. If you’ve never tried it, go get some, be sure to have water
nearby. It will completely dry your mouth out and make you think you are about to
choke to death.
Then there was the hunting down the escapees. I was only required to go out on the
hunt a couple of times. It was actually better than being in the dorms and hearing
the screams from the laundry room where the “cells” were at when someone got
caught. Since I was already outside in the middle of the night I just went and
checked on the horses and calves. You could hear the screams out there too, just
nowhere near as loud as being in the building. I hated those nights the worst.
My last week there L.D. was in jail. Dee was loading up the van everyday with
some boys and meeting Mac Ford with some girls in Mansfield and singing hymns
and stuff in front of the courthouse or something. I was left behind because when
they took L.D. away I got sick and stayed sick for days. I think it was because my
body and my nerves couldn’t handle the relief my body was feeling knowing there
was a chance it was all over. I couldn’t keep any food down. I also think I was
scared because I knew if L.D. got out of this I was going to really pay for Ben’s
escaping and the police seeing his bruised, battered, and bloodied butt.
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During this time Dee called my mom almost every day to tell her how well I was
doing and how the law was persecuting a religious and godly man. Then one day
she walks in and pulls me aside, I was still pretty sick for whatever reason. She
calls my mom and asked her how quick could she get me a plane ticket? They
moved us to the gym at the girls’ home in Arcadia to keep the police from finding
us and interviewing us. A few days later I was in Shreveport getting on a plane
with Fluffy and headed home. I was no longer sick to my stomach.
Would my NB experience end here? Nope, I get home and Dee Rapier and Ms.
Savoy would call to check on me, talk to me, get a pulse check, and give us
updates on L.D. and his court case.
I was petrified. I refused to say anything bad about them. What if NB opened back
up? What about Ben? If I say anything bad about them and end up back there I
won’t have to worry about Ben’s butt mine will be toast. So I remained silent.
The next year or so my brother was having problems so my mom sent him to
Walterboro, S.C. where New Bethany Boys Home had been reopened under a man
by the name of Olin King. Of course Walterboro was raided by law enforcement
and shut down. My brother came home and he did tell my mom about the abuse
and it was all in the papers as well. My mom wanted to know why I didn’t speak
up. She hadn’t known any better again. I didn’t say anything to prevent his going
there and I have had to live with that fact for 27 years.
This past summer I learned that my brother was one of the children that had been
shackled and chained in his underwear in the cell at Walterboro. He helped build
that cell; he was the first to use it, and one of the last. I apologized to him for not
speaking up, he told me not to worry about it that it wasn’t my fault, needless to
say I cried.
The harm that the Rapiers, Fords, & Kings have caused others is immeasurable.
Yes there are a few whose lives were worse before going to one of the homes and
grateful for being there but they are definitely the minority. I’m happy that New
Bethany hasn’t left scars on their lives.
New Bethany dramatically changed my life and the lives of my family. It has
affected us in ways we may never know about. It’s a snowball that hasn’t stopped
yet. For some it’s over, for others it’s not, the affect New Bethany has had will last
for years to come.
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2008, 27 Years Later
This past summer I was talking with a friend and I was explaining to her about
New Bethany. Instead of trying to tell her everything I Googled New Bethany
because I knew that there was a survivors group online and I was going to send her
the link. Well when I did there was a descriptor under the link on Google’s page
that said “I want to apologize to the boys from Longstreet……” I could not believe
it and had to see it for myself. It was Dee Rapier and she was asking for
forgiveness and she had posted her cell phone number.
I don’t know why but I called her number. Her voice had not changed in 27 years
and of course the emotions I went through were hell. But it really gets interesting.
Right before I left New Bethany 27 years earlier I had ordered a KJV Thompson
Chain Reference Bible with my name engraved on it. I was gone before it came in
the mail and my mom had bought a new one after I got home so we had told her to
keep it. She still has it, has used it for 27 years. For 27 years she has seen my
name, one of her victims, for 27 years she has been reminded of the abuse and fear
that she caused someone else to live in.
Now at first I did question her sincerity in asking for forgiveness. She tried several
times to minimize her role in what happened. She claimed that L.D. had abused her
as well like it was an excuse for what she did. I never saw a mark on her during my
7 months at New Bethany. At first I couldn’t forgive her, then I felt sorry for her
and I decided that I could forgive her but she wasn’t going to have the satisfaction
of hearing it. I was really just fooling myself into thinking I was forgiving her.
This past September I was working the men’s weekend for Birmingham Tres Dias
#19. One of the talks given that weekend was by a pastor who along with his wife
had adopted a girl who had been abused. After the talk I asked him how the girl
had turned out and I explained to him about New Bethany, my finding Dee after all
these years, her asking for forgiveness, and I could forgive her but she didn’t
deserve to hear it. Then wham. That’s when the Holy Spirit said to me do you
realize what you just said to a man of God? Do you realize how harsh of a
statement you just made? You didn’t deserve forgiveness yet Christ died for you.
I called Dee later that day. I told her that I forgave her. I also told her about the
statement I had made about her not deserving to hear me say I forgave her. I then
apologized for making such a harsh statement and asked her forgiveness for
making that statement.
Was Dee really seeking forgiveness? Only she can answer that. But my forgiveness
for her was not for her but for me. When I forgave her it was like God reached
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down and cut a cancer out of my spirit and heart that had been there for 27 years.
My forgiveness of her was really healing for me.
The following is a reprint of the May 1999 article by Al Clendenning of the
Associated Press.
Welcome To The History Of New Bethany’s.
No Freedom of Religion and no unauthorized information from the outside world.
Commonplace were beatings, torture, racism, and disorientation; that together with
unaccredited education as well as unsanitary conditions.

This Is: New Bethany
It is a horror that lives in the hearts and minds of many, and an experience not
easily forgotten. What follows is a historical account of, not one, but three New
Bethany facilities, all owned by Mack and Thelma Ford. This account is relayed by
court documents, affidavits, police reports, arrest sheets, newspaper clippings, and
personal testimonies of former residents and parents. It is a long history spanning
the 70’s, 80’s, and 90’s.
(1) New Bethany home and School for Boys. -Longstreet, Louisiana. Owned by
Mack and Thelma Ford and operated by Reverend, L. D. Rapier. Status: shut
down. On May 15, 1981 a police report was made concerning a 16 year old boy
who had run away from New Bethany. The boy stated that he was afraid of the
beating he would get if he was returned to the facility. Pursuant to that and other
reports of abuse an arrest warrant was issued for Reverend Larry D, Rapier. The
charge was cruelty to juveniles. Thus began a state investigation of New Bethany.
On May 26, a letter was sent to Mack Ford informing him of the allegations of
abuse in his facility. A team of state employees from The Office of Licensing and
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Regulation and also from the Office of Human Development were dispatched to
New Bethany to further investigate the allegations of child abuse. The School staff
was uncooperative. The allegations of abuse were denied, but in an interview with
a runaway the following day, investigators described bruises found on the boy’s
buttocks.
On May 28, 1981 a report was received from the Department of Social Services in
Camden, Arkansas. This report described Reverend Rapier’s past history of child
abuse while working in another facility. The report included beatings and also a
validated allegation that Reverend Rapier had sent his charges to work in the
chicken house of a neighbor with payment for services being made out to himself.
Runaway after runaway, police report after police report and the investigation
continued.
On September 11, 1981 a very thorough police report was made after yet another
two juveniles escaped from New Bethany. The boys’ statements were recorded in
the report. One statement specifically was very upsetting. The runaway stated that
he was one of three boys selected to beat up a so-called trouble maker at the
instruction of the staff. As the State was moving in to take action, Mack Ford shut
down the Longstreet Facility and either sent the boys home or moved them
elsewhere before they could be interviewed by authorities.
(2) New Bethany Home and School for Boys.-Walterboro, South Carolina. Owned
by Mack and Thelma Ford. Operated by Olin King Status: raided and shut down.
On May 27, 1984, two boys escaped from the facility and gave statements to
police. Search warrants were obtained and the compound was raided. Arrest
warrants were also issued for Olin King and two other staff members. Upon
searching the grounds the SLED agents discovered PVC pipe used to beat the
children. They also found a young boy (my brother) confined in a small room with
a large padlocked door. The room had no light, bed, window or toilet. An interview
with the two runaways yielded more details of abuse. Olin King, Richard Davis
and Robert King were charged with Unlawful Neglect of a child as well as other
violations. “Children Beaten, Bound at School, Officials say” was the headline in
the Charleston paper. The story was also covered by the Walterboro Press and
Standard. In a plea bargain agreement, Olin King and Robert King pled No Contest
to charges of False imprisonment and received suspended sentences of five years’
probation for each man.
In 1986, Mack Ford made a move to reopen the boys facility in Walterboro, but the
state would not allow him to do so without accepting a state license which would
make him subject to state inspections from the Fire Marshall and Social Services.
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(3) New Bethany Home and School for Girls and Boys. Arcadia Louisiana. Owned
and operated by Mack and Thelma Ford Status: Unknown at this time.
In 1985, a former resident of this facility sent out letter after letter in an attempt to
inform anyone who would listen what was going on inside the compound. Her
letters were sent to commissioners and Senators and the media, but they fell on
deaf ears. She had resided at New Bethany in 1981 and her personal record of
abuse would ring true for many. At the time these letters were sent, New Bethany
housed approximately a hundred girls and 40 boys. The girls were under the care
of Dr. Nora Carter and the boys under the care of Olin King, who had been
arrested and convicted of false imprisonment in Walterboro. Abuse and torture
were rampant, especially in the girls sector. Besides terrible whippings with a thick
wooden paddle, there were other forms of punishment:
(1) Pots and Pans- being made to scrub a set of pots and pans with a sponge, water
and scouring powder for hours and hours and sometimes days until fingers were
raw, scraped, and bleeding. The recipient of this punishment was made to stand at
a table and scour continuously the same set of pots and pans. No talking or looking
around.
(2) Silence- a student speaking out against New Bethany or talking about their past
life before New Bethany would be put on “silence”. This prevented them from
saying one word to any person, for whatever length of time the staff determined
effective; sometimes weeks and in some cases for months.
(3) Running in Place while being hit. This punishment was used mainly for girls
who talked about or attempted escape. They were made to run in place
continuously while being hit from behind with the wooden paddle.
(4) Big Sister Treatment.- This was any punishment inflicted by the girl’s peers at
the orders of the staff. Sometimes it only entailed holding a girl down so the staff
could punish her without resistance. Other times it entailed beatings or torture
inflicted by the girl’s peers at the staff’s instruction. The children went to church
twice a week, and devotions were held on the other days.
Mack Ford and the other men preached openly about women being inferior to men
and this belief was put into practice.
Whenever the 40 or so boys crossed paths with the girls, the girls were made to
turn their backs to them and look at the ground until they were out of sight. As well
the girls were barred from wearing shirts or dresses with any insignia or pictures
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close to the breasts. They were taught that if the boys lusted after them, it would be
their fault and they would be condemned to hell.
The religion of Mack Ford and his followers is Fundamentalism and no other
religion is acceptable. Girls and Boys brought up in Catholic or other faiths were
not permitted to practice or speak of any beliefs that might be contrary to the
beliefs held by the staff at New Bethany.
The unsanitary conditions in the girls sector were shameful. Toilet paper was not
permitted to be flushed down the commodes, but had to be placed in trash baskets
with no liners. At times toilet paper was also rationed. A girl would receive so
many squares of toilet paper depending on her need at that time. The girls would
have to petition the toilet paper monitor for so many squares and announce why
that much was needed.
On June 9, 1988, a complaint of physical and emotional abuse by two female
runaways was received by the Office of Community Services in Arcadia. An
Investigation was opened and 47 of the female residents were interviewed. The
allegations of abuse were supported. An Ex Parte order was issued allowing the
state to investigate further and take any action necessary, and an affidavit filed.
In July of 1988, New Bethany filed an appeal against the states actions. This
appeal outlines the abuse testified to by the residents. It includes:
(1) Frequent whippings that left bruises.
(2) Beatings at the hands of other girls (big sister treatment)
(3) Being made to clean out animal pens with bare hands
(4) Being denied medical care.
(5) Being constantly called derogatory names.
The court found that there had been no infringement on New Bethany’s rights
during the investigation, but that the New Bethany staff had a right to refuse being
interviewed by the state to avoid self-incrimination. The appeal was upheld in part,
and reversed in part.
In 1992, Mack Ford allegedly had an inappropriate relationship with a girl who had
stayed on after her term to become a worker at the facility. According to residents
of New Bethany at that time, an incriminating cassette tape was made by the girl
and given to the Dorm Mother, Dr. Nora Carter. The tape was then handed over to
Thelma Ford. The witnesses state that Mack Ford went “crazy” at that time and
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threatened to burn down the school. Other girls reported inappropriate conduct by
Mack Ford. Some obtained lawyers and filed actions. Most were dropped when
Mack Ford voluntarily shut down the facility.
In 1995 the school was again open and operating at full hilt. Over two hundred
boys and girls were in residence. The girls were housed in a large dorm building
with no windows or sprinkler system. As well, the doors were kept locked. The
facility was again operating without a state license, and the Fire Marshall had not
been in to inspect the premises in over ten years.
On May 15 and May 21, 1995 Mack Ford signed affidavits swearing that New
Bethany did not charge for its services, but only operated on donations. Yet on
October 17 , 1995 a bill was sent to the parent of a resident reminding her that she
owed a substantial balance to the facility for the “stay, board, and schooling” of her
child.
Again the allegations of child abuse began to emerge. Residents and Parents of
residents made affidavits detailing the same horrible abuse documented for years.
On June 21, 1996 social services obtained an ex parte order allowing them to enter
the premises and investigate. They were denied entrance by Mack Ford. Instead of
forcing their way in, they returned to the court for yet another ex parte order.
The second order was issued on July 3, 1996. The attached affidavit outlined
several reported incidents, including that of a former resident who received
puncture wounds after trying to escape from the facility. The wounds were left
untreated and developed into impetigo. As well, his head was repeatedly beaten
against the wall by Frank Garcia, Dorm father for the boys, and a man with a
violent criminal past.
By the time the state gained admittance into the facility, Mack Ford had again sent
all the children home. Mack and Thelma Ford filed a lawsuit against state officials
citing that they had forced him to close the school, and asking for $80,000 for
every month the facility remained shut. The lawsuit was moved into federal court,
and on November 23, 1998 a judgment was rendered.
New Bethany lost. But they had already reopened the facility anyway.
In the fall of 1998, the Rocky Mountain News became interested in New Bethany
and a young boy who had been placed there by his father and stepmother. A
serious of articles ensued in which New Bethany’s past was revisited and its
present scrutinized. The boy was finally released in December of 1998.
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New Bethany doesn’t present itself as place of torture or abuse. On the contrary,
Mack and Thelma Ford appear to be a loving, Christian couple, a convincing
facade to parents who decide to place their children in the facility. When a parent
places their child in the care of New Bethany it is for One Full Year.
Most of the children have had problems with truancy or other bad behavior and the
parents become convinced by Mack and Thelma Ford that New Bethany is a loving
facility of reform.
Thus there are no visits allowed. The child’s phone calls and mail are also
monitored by the staff. There is no way for a parent to know what is really going
on inside the compound unless they know where to dig for filed away documents,
or until after their child is released. By then it is often too late. The damage has
been done.
New Bethany gleans children from all over the United States from distressed
parents looking for someone to love and help their children.
You might wonder why the state of Louisiana tiptoes around a place like New
Bethany, allowing them to reopen after every investigation. I wish I knew.
I don’t want to hear about any more former residents who have taken their own
lives. I don’t want to hear about any more former residents who can’t function
without therapy and antidepressant medication. I don’t want to hear from any more
mothers wondering if their child is going to snap out of it soon, and talk to them. I
just want this saga to finally end…
I would like to thank Al Clendenning of the Associated Press for writing “The
History of New Bethany Article. I actually got to talk to him this summer and
thanked him for caring enough to write it.
To My Church/Tres Dias Family And Friends,
Now you know why I have such a hard time sometimes in going to church.
Sometimes going to church triggers things in me, bad, horrible, nightmarish things.
I hate old hymns, “Amazing Grace”, “Just as I am”, to name a few can really bring
out the demons when I least expect it. Liturgical readings are the same way.
Fortunately we sing and listen to more contemporary stuff most of the time. I
wouldn’t even be in church today if it wasn’t for my Tres Dias experience in 2002,
my involvement with Tres Dias since, the old Tuesday night men’s group that met
at Revere Controls, and my church & Tres Dias families’ tolerance, love, prayers,
and support.
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Scriptures To Reflect On:
Mark 11:25
“And when you stand praying, if you hold anything against anyone, forgive him,
so that your Father in heaven may forgive you your sins”
Luke 6:37 “Do not judge and you will not be judged. Do not condemn, and you
will not be condemned. Forgive, and you will be forgiven”
Ephesians 6:4 “Fathers, do not irritate and provoke your children to anger, do not
exasperate them to resentment – but rear them tenderly in the training and
discipline and the counsel and admonition of the Lord.”
Mark 9:42 “If anyone causes one of these little ones who believe in me to sin, it
would be better for him to be thrown into the sea with a large millstone tied around
his neck.”
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Marsha L.

My time at New Bethany was almost up. I was due to leave in April of 19xx, but I
also found out that legal age in Louisiana was 17. So, I went up to Mack Ford and
said to him that I knew I could leave under my own will as I am legal age here.
Besides, I have always been a problem to you, can I go?
He said to me, and I quote" You are not from this State. In your State legal age is
18. This does not apply to you, but I can let you go if you do me right." I asked
what I could do. He made me follow him into a trailer. I remember there was a
woman in the back room doing some sort of cleaning or something. He instructed
her leave telling her he needed to talk privately with me. We were standing in the
living room part and with a smirk smile on his face he said “Get on your knees (I
thought I was going to have to pray or something) then he began unzipping his
pants and whispered softly (and I quote) “You suck this." I was shocked when he
unzipped his pants and then undone his belt. The smell and look of his foreskin
made me almost throw up.
Somehow, I did what need to be done to get out of there. I don't know or I can't
remember what I felt at the moment. I guess I blocked it out or something. But, I
do remember spitting out his wetness on the carpet and almost throwing up.
The next day, I was driven to the airport in Shreveport and put on a small plane
which flew me to Little Rock Arkansas (I believe) and from there I was given a
ticket and flown back home.
I will never forget that disgusting man and his evil manner.
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Mechille Lenee Searles story DO NOT USE HERE NAME
USE:
Mary Lynn Stardard

Story here
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Mathew Grise
My life started in a similar manner as the lives of many others. My mother and
father were not married, and my father, left when I was young enough that I didn’t
really have any vivid memories of him as I was growing up. My mother loved me
to death and was the perfect parent in every way, shape and form. While I was
growing up, my grandma (my mother’s mother), my aunt and uncle (my mother’s
brother and sister in law) were very close to my mother and I, and played a giant
part in raising me. I was a very happy boy who loved sports, playing with my dog,
being with my family and friends, and doing everything that boys are supposed to
enjoy doing.
When I was 7 or 8, I arrived at my house and my uncle was waiting for me. He
told me that he wanted to go for a walk down the street, so we did. I knew, to a
certain extent, that my mother was sick and that she was going to see doctors often,
but I really didn’t know many details. I did not expect to hear what my uncle was
going to tell me on this walk. We walked towards the end of the street that I lived
on, kind of a long cul-de-sac in a semi rural sub division just outside of the city. As
we arrived at the end of the street, probably about a quarter mile from my house,
my uncle told me that my mother’s cancer was extremely serious and the doctor’s
figured that she would not live more than a few more months. That just about
killed me. I was sad, I was scared, and I remember feeling sick.
As time passed, I kind of returned to being a normal kid again. Other than the big
hole in her neck, that she had to breathe through, and not being able to talk, I was
kind of learning to live with the situation. I had a ton of support from my family,
my friends and even my friend’s parents. Three months went by and my mother
was still being my mom, and wasn’t showing any signs of that changing. I had
braced myself at this point for her to pass, and every day that I woke up and she
was still with me I was grateful. Time continued to pass, and sometimes I would
be so happy and content with my life as it was that I would completely forget that
my mother was dying, and I would feel like my life was completely normal.
In 1995 when I was 11, during the summer between my 5th and 6th grade year in
school, I moved in with my aunt and uncle, an hour from my mother. My family
knew that my mother was very close to passing, and wanted to save me the pain of
having to watch her in the end. In September of 1995, I found out that my grandma
was diagnosed with cancer, and I was told that her situation was very serious as
well. Her cancer was also terminal and we were told that she also wouldn’t live
more than a year or so. So there I was, my mother and my grandma both
diagnosed with terminal cancer, and my world turned upside down. Two of the
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closest people in my life were given a timeline, and I essentially had to just wait
for everything to fall into place. I still got to see both my grandma and my mother,
and I did well in school, but knowing that everything wasn’t going to be ok was
very tough for me.
In October of 1995, my mother passed away after fighting the cancer she had for 4
or 5 years. In a strange way that was almost a relief for me. My father came out to
her funeral with my step mom and my sisters. This was the second time that I had
seen my father since my mother had been sick, as my mother and he had been
talking and they were pretty close once again in a non-romantic sense. It felt good
to see my dad, and I was excited to get to know him. In my mother’s will, she
gave full custody of me to my aunt and uncle. My father and I maintained a long
distance relationship talking often on the phone and even getting to visit with him
when he drove 15 hours to pick me up. We seemed to have a pretty good
relationship and I enjoyed what we had.
For Christmas in 1996, my aunt and uncle agreed to let me fly to Kansas City to
visit my father, step mom and my sisters. The day before I was to fly home, my
father took me out to eat and told me that I would not be returning home to my
aunt and uncle, but I would be staying in Kansas City with him. I didn’t really
know what to think. There was a part of me that was excited, and a part of me that
didn’t want to leave my new home with my aunt and uncle that I had just finally
settled into. I also didn’t want to be away from my grandma who was sick. It
seemed that every time I started to settle down in my life, something big would
change. More than anything I was hoping that this was going to be the last major
change for me, at least until I was an adult. Unfortunately this would end up being
far from that.
After a year and a half of living with my father and step mom, nothing seemed to
be going right. I was a kid who had never been in trouble in my life prior to living
with them, yet I was constantly grounded, didn’t get to hang out with my friends
very often, and often was locked into the basement of my house. One of the things
that hurt me the most was that I was not allowed to talk on the phone and this
included my grandma, my aunt and my uncle. There was physical and mental
abuse that I was enduring at the hands of my “loving parents”. I had become very
involved in the church that we went to, and I really enjoyed it. That was my
escape from my home life. I remember one time my father came to pick me up
from a church event and there was a towel draped over the seat of the car that I was
going to be sitting on. The reason the towel was on the seat was that my step mom
didn’t want me to touch the seat because she would be sitting in it and she didn’t
want to catch anything from me. She was referring to my acne. I don’t want to
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spend a lot of time on this part of my life, but I made the statement that I wanted to
live anywhere other than with them. I actually made this statement many times.
My father told me that he was talking to my aunt and uncle and that I would most
likely be moving back to Colorado to live with them. I was excited once again,
and I looked forward to going to a home where I knew I was loved. I also couldn’t
wait to get back to a normal life once again.
In early July 1998, my father and my step mom told me to pack some clothes and
we were going to go on a road trip to Louisiana. I was told that they wanted to
work on our relationship. I was kind of happy that we were going on a trip, just
because I would get a chance to leave the house for awhile. I was 14 and had spent
the summer doing absolutely nothing, spending most of the time in the basement in
my room, because I wasn’t allowed to go do anything. My father got a rental car
and we loaded into the car. We dropped both of my sisters off at their grandma’s
house (my step mom’s mother) and we took off. I had never been in the south at
all so I was ready and I was asking all sorts of questions. The question that I asked
the most was where we were going. After a while I started to think it was odd that
I couldn’t get a solid answer. I was told we were just kind of winging it, and a
time or two I was told that is was a surprise. I reasoned with myself, and
convinced myself that we were going on some sort of a mission trip or something
like that. We drove through the night, through Missouri and Arkansas, into
Louisiana. There wasn’t much conversation or communication on our drive, but I
had gotten used to that. It seemed that little communication was normal when I was
with them unless I was in trouble for something. I got a little bit of sleep, but for
the most part I tried to stay awake because I wanted to enjoy the trip. At the pace
we were traveling, it felt like we were trying to blow through it.
We got off the Highway in a small town in Louisiana, somewhere a little way east
of Shreveport. We got some food at a small diner. My step mom told me to go
into the bathroom and fix my hair and to put on my nice set of clothes that they
asked me to pack. I changed and cleaned up like she had asked. I asked what was
going on and my father replied that we needed to look good just in case we stopped
somewhere nice. I figured we were close to this mystery surprise place that they
were keeping a big secret from me. I guessed that it had to be a church because of
the way they had me get dressed. We got back into the car and back onto the
highway and headed east again.
We pulled into a town called Arcadia. I remember that I was pretty intrigued with
the town and when my father started looking at a map I knew we had to be close to
our destination. We drove out of town on a rural road a little way. I remember
wondering where the hell we were going. Out of nowhere, there was a very large
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building with a huge green cross on it. I figured the cross had to have been at least
3 stories tall. I was a little confused as to whether or not it was a church because it
was all fenced in and looked like they didn’t want anyone to get in or out. It
almost looked like a church was built in a small prison yard. I pointed at it and said
something, but we drove passed it. After a brief moment, my father and step mom
started talking and they had determined that the place with the huge green cross
was where we were supposed to be. We turned around and went back.
We turned onto the road, and I realized that there were two sides to the place,
separated by the road we were on. At the front of the road there was an unmanned
guard tower. A man in work clothes opened an electric gate as we turned onto the
road and waved us in. There was a truck with a long flatbed trailer with about 10
boys standing on it next to where the man was pointing for us to go. All the boys
looked dirty and were wearing work clothes as well. They looked like they ranged
from 10 years old to young adults. They obviously worked in the fields on this
ranch. We pulled into the gated area and the man closed the gate behind our car. I
had a very sick feeling that this wasn’t a mission trip or anything else that I had
pictured.
Brother Garcia was the man’s name who was greeting us. I remember looking at
him, and right away I had a bad feeling about him. He looked very weathered; I
could tell he had a pretty rough life. We all stepped out of the car. Garcia
welcomed us to New Bethany, and he asked me a question. I had responded by
saying “yes”. Right away he got pretty loud and told me that it was “yes sir”. I
knew right then that this was going to be my new home, and there wasn’t any
messing around. I wasn’t looking forward to it. Brother Garcia walked me, my
father and step mom around a little bit and showed them where I would be staying
and explained the rules. Garcia showed us the dorms, and stopped by his room to
pull out the paddle to show us what he used when he felt it was the right
punishment. After we walked around, I was told to get my stuff out of the car. I
grabbed my bag with my clothes and my portable radio and everything else from
the back seat. Garcia took my radio from me right away and told me that wasn’t
allowed. My father opened the trunk, and to my surprise, there was a bunch more
clothes and everything else that I was required to have for this place.
I took everything into my new room and I was going to be sharing the room with 4
other boys. I set everything down next to the empty bed. I followed Garcia into the
common living area, and he looked at me and asked me to do something that
completely took me off guard. With my father standing there I was told to take off
all my clothes and hand them to Garcia. I stripped down to my boxers and handed
him my clothes. He felt all my clothes and turned my pockets inside out. He then
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told me to take my boxers off. I hesitated and looked at my father for some sort of
help. Instead, my father told me to listen to Garcia. Garcia essentially said that I
could do it or he would find a way to help me. Even though I felt that doing this
was completely wrong, I slowly took them off so that I wouldn’t give anyone any
reason to touch me while I was naked. I covered myself with my hands and Garcia
then told me to turn around and face away from him. I did. He then told me to
bend over and use my hand to spread my butt cheeks. I again did, but I couldn’t
believe that this was acceptable in any way shape or form. I was only 14 years old,
DAMN IT! Even worse, my father stood there letting Garcia, a complete stranger,
do this to me!
My father and step mom had tricked me and lied to me. I was so pissed at them. I
couldn’t wait for them to leave so that moment would end. When they left my
father tried to give me a hug and tell me that he loved me, but I turned away and
refused to acknowledge his advance. I don’t remember saying a word to either one
of them. They drove away. I didn’t have any sort of a chance to say good bye to
anyone. None of my friends, or my family had any idea that I was even gone. In
fact, I had not been allowed to talk to my aunt, uncle or grandma in months. Once
again I felt like everything had been turned completely upside down.
I tried so hard not to cry, but as I rode on the back of the trailer, heading down the
dirt road toward the rest of the ranch, I couldn’t help it. It seemed that every bump
that we hit forced another tear out. When we reached the field that we were going
to be working in everyone jumped off the trailer. Garcia introduced me to one of
the boys and told me that he would be my buddy. Garcia looked at me and asked
me if I had been crying. I responded by saying something like I couldn’t help it.
He slapped me across the face so hard that everything went black and I saw a
bunch of specs of bright lights. I didn’t fall over, but when I realized what was
going on Garcia was already walking away from me. My assigned buddy looked at
me and told me to make sure that I always said sir. We went out into the field and
worked for a few hours.
When we were done working for the day we went back to the dorms and took turns
taking showers. My buddy showed me how to make my bed properly and gave me
a rundown of all the rules. We then went to dinner. The cafeteria was located on
the opposite side of the compound. We had to walk in two single file lines with
coincided steps. We were basically marching, and I was told that if we didn’t stay
in step that we could get into serious trouble if Garcia was in a bad mood. We
weren’t allowed to speak while we were in line unless Garcia or another supervisor
spoke to us first. Garcia would walk in the front of the line so he could open the
gates. When we were on the other side of the road in the fenced in area the gates
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would be closed and locked behind us. Once we got to the cafeteria we would
stand and wait at attention, with our backs to the wall, until we were told that we
could get our food and sit down. We would have about 5 minutes to eat, and were
not supposed to talk. From dinner we would go back to the dorm and Garcia
would have about a 30 minute Fire and Brimstone service for us. We would have a
short period of time to relax and have free time before it was time for bed.
During the summer months our daily routine was pretty much the same. We would
wake up, go feed the animals, work in the fields (mending fences, cutting brush,
etc…), have a physical activity (softball or basketball usually), dinner, shower,
devotion (30 minute church service in the dorm), free time, then bed. This was the
routine Monday through Saturday. Sometimes on Saturday we would have jobs
that were a little different than working in the field, usually some sort of
maintenance around the buildings. On Sunday’s we would get to sleep in a little,
we would feed the animals, go to church and listen to Mack Ford’s preaching, go
to brunch in the cafeteria, go back to the dorm and take a nap, go to church for
another sermon from Ford, then we would get a couple hours of free time in the
dorm before going to bed.
I learned the routines pretty quick and I was smart enough to say the right things,
or keep my mouth shut when needed. I stayed out of trouble, and I became pretty
good friends with most of the boys. I quickly became one of the trustees and I got
to care for the horses. This was a huge privilege because the vast majority of the
time that we were with the horses we were unsupervised.
Even though I received that horrific slap within my first hour at New Bethany,
there were only two times while I was at New Bethany that I received “swats”.
One time I received 5 “swats” from Garcia, who used a paddle with holes in it so
there was less wind resistance, because I wrote something “bad” in one of the
boy’s Bibles when he was leaving. There was a tradition that everyone would sign
Bibles when someone left the ranch (like signing yearbooks in school), and for the
life of me I don’t remember what I wrote, but it pissed Garcia off. He grabbed me
by my shirt and pulled me off the seat I was sitting on and drug me into his room.
He pushed me against the wall, still holding me by the shirt, and was yelling at me
and was waving his paddle right next to my face. He then shoved me face first
over his workout bench and I landed with my forearms on the ground. My ass was
the highest point on my body and he delivered my punishment. It hurt very much,
and I struggled to sit for 3 days afterwards. The other time I received “swats” I
received 3. It was a Sunday, and we had just got back from eating our brunch. All
of us boys were settling into our beds, most of us were reading our Bibles. All of a
sudden Garcia started yelling form his room and told everyone to line up in the hall
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single file. We all lined up and Garcia continued yelling at us and essentially said
that no one had been into trouble that week and he wanted us to throw each other
under the bus. Garcia had his paddle in his hand and he wasn’t joking. No one said
anything and Garcia kept yelling at us to tell on each other for whatever we had
possibly seen that week that deserved swats. No one said anything so Garcia went
up to each of us one by one and we all received three swats. Garcia’s reasoning
was that everyone had done something at some point and weren’t caught so we all
deserved swats.
While I stayed out of trouble, many of the other boys struggled to do the same.
While “swats” hurt and were pretty scary due to Garcia’s temper, which always
came out with vocal and physical actions while he administered them, that was the
preferred form of punishment by most of the boys. Swats were usually
administered when Garcia would find out about something after it happened and he
wasn’t present for it, and they were over with pretty quick. When I was abandoned
at New Bethany one thing that Garcia had told my father was that the state law
allowed up to five swats at a time and that he would never break that law. This
was true, most of the time.
We were sitting in school one day, everyone was quiet and doing their work.
Garcia was our teacher, even though I seem to remember him telling us that he was
completely uneducated. All of our classes were self paced, and we had to check
our own work with the answer guides except for the final test for each book. One
day I heard Garcia get up from his desk noisily and quickly. I knew that something
bad was about to happen. I just hoped that he wasn’t coming for me. Somehow
Garcia found out that some of the boys were cheating, and he was going to take
care of it right there. Garcia kept a paddle at his desk, and after he passed me I
turned and saw that he had it. He walked up to one of the boy’s desks and hit the
paddle hard on the desk making a deafeningly loud noise. Garcia grabbed the boy,
who was 16 or 17, by the back of his neck and threw him off of his chair. He then
grabbed the boy before he had a chance to stand up and drug him to the back of the
room. The boy was crying and struggling somewhat, and obviously was extremely
scared. Garcia pulled him around the corner where I couldn’t see what was
happening. While I couldn’t see it, I could hear exactly what was going on. Garcia
yelled at him to stand up, and then started on yelling at him about cheating. I heard
something hit the wall, probably the boy I figured, and then the swats started. The
boy was crying hysterically at that point. For some reason I always counted how
many swats all the boys got. This boy received 23 swats. About halfway through,
the boy stopped making noise. I figured that he and his body gave up. Garcia
finished and yelled at the boy to sit down and get back to his studies. I thought that
everything was finished, but there was another boy Garcia needed to deal with.
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The first boy came back around the corner slowly, there was some blood coming
out of his nose and the side of his face was bright red. He later told me that Garcia
had slammed him face first into the wall. Garcia grabbed the next boy out of his
seat. The boy was struggling and started crying right away. This boy was 10 or 11
I think. Garcia was just as rough with this boy at first. Garcia pushed him up
against the wall pretty hard and was yelling at him too. I don’t remember how
many swats this boy received exactly, but it was probably around 15 or so. This
boy didn’t have any blood that I saw, and his face wasn’t swollen that I could tell,
but he looked defeated. He was trying to stop crying and compose himself but he
just couldn’t. The first boy was still trying to sit down, but he was obviously in too
much pain. While I knew that I had not cheated, my mind was racing, trying to
think if I had done anything wrong. I was terrified that I would be next. I was
shivering, as if I were cold, from the fear that was running through me. Luckily
Garcia went back to his desk and sat down.
Garcia’s wife, who was not very friendly at all, and daughters were the cooks for
us. There was one occasion that we didn’t have any napkins or paper towels, and
one of the boys spilled a little of his drink. The boy used his bread to soak up the
liquid from the table so it would not spill over onto the floor. Garcia’s wife saw
the boy using his bread for something on the table and walked over to him and told
him that it was disrespectful to play with his food. The boy tried to tell her what
had happened and she then got upset and told him to eat the bread and finish his
meal. The boy refused to eat the bread because it had been rubbed all over the
table. Garcia’s wife walked away from the table and we all finished eating our
food. At our next meal, Garcia was with us, and that must have been the first time
that he had talked to his wife since the last meal. I don’t know how the story was
relayed to Garcia, but he walked up to our table and the boy, just about as pissed
off as I ever remember seeing him. He was yelling and going on about how no one
had the right to disrespect his wife. He grabbed the boy and yanked him up out of
his seat, and just about knocked our table over. Garcia flung him off of his feet
and slammed him down onto an empty table. Garcia grabbed him again, this time
by the boy’s neck, and began choking him with both hands. Garcia was still
yelling and didn’t look like he was going to let up at all. The boy was gasping for
breath and had a hold of Garcia’s wrists. Garcia then pulled to boy off the table,
still choking him, and brought the boy to his feet. Garcia then grabbed the boys
arm with one hand and still had his other hand on the boy’s neck. Garcia flung the
boy into some empty chairs and the boy fell over them. Garcia didn’t waste any
time and jumped right on top of him. Garcia punched the boy a few times in his
body while they were on the ground, then Garcia pulled him to his feet again.
Garcia then pushed the boy backwards, and slammed him back first into a wall.
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Garcia put his forearm into the boy’s throat and got real close to him. I don’t
remember what Garcia said at this point, but he held the boy there with his forearm
in his throat for probably about a minute or so. The boy was struggling to breathe
and was gasping for air. Finally Garcia let him go. The boy collapsed, and I will
never forget the sound of the first few breaths he took. He was coughing, and was
beat up very bad. I couldn’t believe that the boy was still alive. He slowly stood up
and walked to his seat and sat down and started eating, still trying to recapture his
breath.
There were many other times that violence was used, or threatened. There were
times that Garcia used us boys to administer punishment. If something happened
that Garcia didn’t want to deal with, Garcia would yell “Every body get him”. All
the boys would attack the boy right away and it would essentially be 4 or 5 guys
beating up on one. If Garcia yelled that and a boy was close to the boy that was to
be punished, he was expected to react and grab a hold of the boy right away. If the
boy hesitated, Garcia would physically punish him while the other boys were
dealing with the first boy. These beating would last about 30 seconds or so I would
guess, but when there are 4 guys all punching and kicking that was more than
enough time to put that boy into serious pain. The boy would usually come out
bloody and with lumps. Luckily I was never on the receiving end of any of these.
These were probably consistently the worst beatings that most of the boys dealt
with, other than the few extreme cases like the scenario with Garcia’s wife that I
just wrote about.
One day, I think it was in October or November, while we were sitting in class we
got a visitor. He was a preacher for the Methodist Church in Arcadia. He said that
his church was interested in providing Christmas presents for all the kids at the
home. Garcia had us introduce ourselves one by one and tell the preacher why we
were living at New Bethany. After our introductions, we sat back down to do our
school work. The preacher walked around the class looking at our school work and
asked us a few questions. When he walked by me he dropped a note onto the book
that I was reading. The note basically said your grandma loves you, and run away
when you can and come to the church and we will help you. I didn’t know what to
think. I kept the note, mostly because of the part that told me my grandma loved
me. I had absolutely no intention of running away, as I had heard stories of what
happened to the boys who had tried and were caught. Even if I did run away, I
wouldn’t have known where to go. I had no idea where I was, or even how far
Arcadia was from us. Garcia asked me a day later what the preacher gave me. I
suddenly thought that this was a test, and that Garcia had put the preacher up to it
to see how I would react. I figured that I was going to be in some sort of trouble
already for not bringing the note to Garcia right away, and didn’t want to get into
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deeper trouble so I was honest and told him. Garcia asked me if I still had the note
and I told him where it was. He took the note from me, and that was the last I
heard about it. I didn’t get into any trouble over it.
I had been told that my grandma had been raising hell about me being in New
Bethany, but I had no idea how much hell she, along with my aunt and uncle, and
many people I didn’t even know had been raising. One day, Ford came into our
class room and told Garcia that he needed to talk to me. I thought I had done
something terribly wrong for Ford to pull me out of class. He walked me across the
field to his house and took me inside. There was a video camera set up in his
living room, and one of his friends was there. Ford asked me to sit down in front
of the camera in a chair, and he told me that he needed to record me answering
questions for some sort of legal reason. I sat there, and answered all the questions
that he asked me as honestly as I could. When we were done Ford looked at his
friend and asked his friend what he thought about my answers. Ford’s friend
responded that he thought all my answers seemed very honest and that I seemed
very calm for a kid that was going to be leaving in a day. I was so caught off guard
by the second part of his statement. I couldn’t be leaving in a day, I had only been
there about 6 months, and the minimum stay was one year. I didn’t react to it, and
figured that he had mistaken me for someone else. The next day, while we were in
class, Garcia told me to go back to the dorm and pack all of my things, my father
was almost at New Bethany to pick me up and I was leaving. I was completely
confused, and Garcia told me that my father would give me all the details of why
when he picked me up.
I did as I was told and my father picked me up just as I was told. My father told
me that he had worked out the custody agreement with my aunt and uncle, and that
I was going to meet them in Shreveport Louisiana at the airport and fly back to
Colorado. As we were driving to the airport, my father pulled a packet out from
the glove box and told me that there had been some newspaper articles written
about me and the family and the situation. I was confused, and I kind of skimmed
over what he gave me, but I was so happy to be going home that I didn’t think too
much of it. I had no idea if this was really happening. When I saw my aunt and
uncle at the airport, I was in complete disbelief. This wasn’t a dream, it was real.
We flew to Colorado, and as we were in the air my aunt and uncle started telling
me about all the things that had been happening over the last 6 months. My father
didn’t tell them, or anyone else, where he had sent me. My aunt and uncle were
somehow able to find out where I was with help from lawyers, school officials, and
even politicians. From there they started a shit-storm, doing what ever they could
think of to get custody of me and get me released from New Bethany. My
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grandma, sick with terminal cancer, apparently drove to Kansas City to confront
my father, then drove to Arcadia to harass Ford until she got to see me or I was let
go free. She was the one; I later found out that had the preacher give me the note.
There were multiple news articles that they gave me to read. They also told me
that there had been radio interviews with National Public Radio, local TV news
stories, and even Inside Edition ran a story and 20/20 was showing interest. There
were so many articles that I couldn’t keep anything straight in my head.
Representatives from Colorado and other states from congress had gotten involved.
I was even told that there was a group of 4 retired Navy Seals that volunteered to
storm the compound and take me out of the place. Everything that I was hearing
seemed like something that you read about other people, but this was all about me.
I couldn’t believe most of it at the time. When we were about to land in Grand
Junction a flight stewardess notified my aunt and uncle that there were some
people from some sort of media that were waiting at the airport for us to land, and
she needed to make sure that we were ok with the media being there. That was
when I realized that everything that I was hearing and was reading was real.
I was finally home, and once again I was ready to try and be a normal kid. I
couldn’t believe that there were so many people out there that loved me so much.
There were so many strangers who had never met me, but all they wanted to do
was make sure I got home to my family safe. I was able to settle into the life that I
wanted finally, and I made it through high school as any other kid. I had great
grades, played sports and hung out with my friends all the time. When I graduated
and left for college, I was probably one of the happiest people in the world. While
many things were tough to deal with, I wouldn’t trade any thing that I went
through or dealt with for anything else in the world. I am the person I am now
because of all of this.
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THERE WAS A TIME
“There was once a time, a long time ago when our grandparents were young and unwise.
Then came the time for our parents to be young and for a short time they too would act silly and
be foolish.
Then came our time - a special time when we were supposed to be allowed to be young, act a
little crazy and be somewhat foolish. However, now that we are grown and have children of our
own; we like those before now have to give up the right to be young, unwise and foolish.
For the time has come (as it does for all) to stand upon our principles and to do what is right
and just for our own children. For the time draws ever near when they themselves will be
allowed to be young, unwise and somewhat foolish. But this time we have learned a very difficult
lesson and we will stand behind and with our children through this very difficult time in their
lives and we will not forsake them as others did us.”
Roger Dean Kiser, Author/Child Advocate
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(Any and all rights to the stories contained within this book belong to each of the
submitters. The use of these materials is strictly prohibited and cannot be used
(in any manner) without the express written permission of each separate
individual.)
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