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My name is Rose.  

I live with my husband, Paul.  

We have been happy  

for many years.  

But still I have bad dreams. 

 

 
 

  



 

My dreams are about my Dad. 

When I was six,  

he beat me up  

with his belt buckle. 

 
  



 
 

 

 

My mum loved me. 

She tried to help me 

but when she did, 

he beat her up too. 

 

 
  



 

In my dreams I say, 

"Don't touch me!  

Leave me alone!" 

Paul has to wake me up. 

 

 
 

  



 

In the morning, 

the dreams are gone. 

The cat jumps on the bed.  

She likes to play. 

I have my own life now. 

But my dreams are true.  

This is my story. 

 

 
  



 

My Dad beat me up a lot. 

It got worse every time.  

One day, my aunt Carol 

came to see us. 

I could not talk very well 

but she saw  

what was going on. 

 

 
 

  



 

Aunt Carol said,  

"Come into the bedroom, Rose."  

She took off my clothes.  

There were bruises  

all over my body  

and cigarette burns  

on my back. 

 

 
 

  



 

Aunt Carol called a social worker. 

The social worker took me  

to a home for children. 

The home had a gate.  

The gate was locked. 

 

 
 

  



 

My Mum left my Dad then. 

She came to see me.  

I said, "Mum,  

why can't I be with you?"  

But my Mum was sick. 

 

 
 

  



 

She was tired and poor.  

She said, "Don't worry, Rose, 

I still love you."  

And I said, "Mum,  

I love you too." 

 
 

 
  



 

In the house for children,  

I met Denise. 

Her Mum and Dad were dead. 

She followed me everywhere. 

 
  



 

I said, "What do you want?" 

She said, "I got nobody  

to talk to.  

Please talk to me Rose." 

 

 
 

 

 
 

  



 

I could talk to Denise.  

We were like close sisters.  

For many years,  

we shared a bedroom.  

We shared clothes.  

We talked and laughed  

and played music  

all night long. 

 

 
 

 

  



 

I went to school.  

There were too many children.  

We all needed help.  

We did not learn  

to read and write. 

Sometimes we just  

sat there doing nothing.  

 

 
 

  



 

One teacher wanted to help me. 

Her name was Miss Hampton.  

She took me to her house.  

She taught me how  

to write my name.  

 

 
 

  



 

When I turned 16  

I had to leave the home.  

They said that there were  

too many children.  

There was no room for me.  

They said I was old enough  

to live on my own. 

 

 
 

  



 

I went to my Mum's.  

I had my own room.  

I helped her out  

when she was sick. 

 

 
 

  



 

But the landlady said  

I had to go.  

She did not want kids  

in her building. 

 
 

 
 

  



 

I lived on the street  

for a while.  

 

 
 

  



 

At night I slept  

on the cold grass. 

 

 
 

 

 

  



 

I met some kids on the street.  

We sniffed glue.  

Sometimes I wanted to die. 

 

 
 

  



 

I had no where else to go.  

I had to go back to my Dad. 

 

 
 

  



 

My Dad did not want me.  

He wanted my government  

cheque.  

He called the social worker.  

He told her I was retarded 

because I could not talk  

very well. 

He said that he  

would take care of me.  

And she believed him. 

 
  



 

So every month,  

they sent a cheque  

and my Dad cashed it  

to buy beer. 

He made me clean the house.  

I felt like a slave.  

 
 

  



 

One day, my Dad took me  

to the doctor. 

He did not tell me why. 

 
  



 

The doctor tied my tubes  

and burned them,  

so I can never have a baby. 

Now it is against the law  

to do what they did to me.  

 
 

  



 

When I was 18,  

I met a man.  

Everybody called him Chubby  

because he was so big. 

 
 

  



 

He said he loved me  

but he beat me up.  

He made clean his house  

and he called me a slut. 

 

  



 

One day I got mad.  

I said to Chubby, "No more!  

I am not a slut!  

I am not a slave!" 

 
  



 

Chubby cried. He tried  

to get me back.  

I said, "No more!" 

 
  



 

I went looking for work.  

I got a job in a workshop  

making tables. 

My friend Denise worked there. 

And so did a man named Paul. 

 
  



 

One day, Denise asked Paul  

for 25¢ to buy coffee.  

Paul said, "Sure." 

Then she asked him  

for more money.  

Paul said, "What for?"  

Denise said, "For Rose."  

Paul said, "Who is Rose?" 

"This is Rose." 

That is how I met Paul. 

 
 

  



 

Paul and I went to a party.  

I liked him.  

He was different.  

He was kind,  

and I could talk to him. 

 
 

 

  



 

It was late.  

I said, "Paul, I got a problem.  

If I go home now,  

my Dad will beat me up.  

Can I stay at your place?" 

Paul said yes. 

 

 
  



 

We went to Paul's place.  

He said, "You sleep in the bed.  

I can sleep in the chair."  

I said, "It's OK, Paul.  

Sleep in the bed.  

I trust you." 

 
 

  



 

He said, "Do you want a knife 

to protect yourself?"  

I said, "Paul, I trust you." 

 
  



 

In the morning,  

Paul gave me the keys  

to his place.  

He said, "Rose,  

come back anytime you want." 

 

 
 

 
 

 
  



 

When I got home,  

my Dad beat me up bad.  

I took Paul's keys  

and I went back to him. 

Paul cleaned the blood  

off of my face.  

He took my bloody shirt  

and gave me his to wear. 

I said, "Paul, I am not  

going back to my Dad." 

 
 

  



 

I told Paul to call the cops. 

We had to go back  

and get my things.  

I did not want  

to go back alone. 

 
  



 

The cops came with us.  

All our friends came too.  

There was quite a crowd!  

We packed all my things  

and I got out for good.  

My Dad just sat there  

drinking beer. 

 
 

 

  



 

Paul and I lived together  

for two years.  

Paul never beat me up.  

One day, he said, "Rose,  

do you want to get married?"  

I said, "Let me think about it."  

I felt very good inside. 

 

 
 

 

 
 

 

 

 
 

  



 

We went to see my Dad.  

Dad said, "No, Rose!  

You will not get married!"  

I said, "Dad, I have a life  

of my own to live." 

I do not talk to him anymore. 

    

 

 
  



 

Then we went to see my Mum. 

Mum said,  

"I am proud of you, Rose." 

 
  



 

The night before the wedding, 

Aunt Carol asked me  

to stay with her.  

In the morning,  

she did my hair. 

She dressed me  

in a wedding gown. 

Aunt Carol said,  

"Gee, you look pretty, Rose." 

 

 

 
 

  



 

We went to Niagra Falls  

for our honeymoon.  

I have never seen so much water.  

There was a rainbow  

over the water. 

I felt my new life begin. 
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Rose Doiron is 32 years old. She is learning to read and write at East End Literacy in 

Toronto, Canada. Rose wrote her this book for her mother, her aunt, her sisters, and 

her many friends. "If people read my story, maybe they will talk more about what it is 

like to get beat up," says Rose. "Maybe, someday it will stop. 
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