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At the young age of 5, I knew I was "different" from my Kindergarten classmates. I preferred to 
play alone, and I'd turn my back when children came up to talk to me. I had a hard time making 
friends, and an even harder time keeping them. At the time I didn't really care if I had friends or 
not. That changed when I was 9 years old, and I realized how much fun a friend could be. 
(Thank you, Melissa, wherever you are.) 
 
 
I wouldn't know for another 30+ years that there was a name for my social 
awkwardness…Asperger Syndrome.  
 

At age 10, we moved to a new town, and from day one at my new school, I KNEW I wouldn't 
have friends. From 4th grade until after I graduated I was called Stupid, Dogface, and Ugly. 
Those were the names that defined me.  
 
 
My 6th grade year was the worst. Not only was I bullied at school, but I had secrets I couldn't 
talk about. It's only here in my "safe" place I can even speak of it.  
 

I was repeatedly molested on a regular basis from ages ten to twelve by a family "friend." It 
only stopped when I pulled a knife out and practically threatened to castrate him if he ever 
touched me again. Even then, the guilt for threatening violence and the shame were 
overwhelming.  
 
 
By this time I was depressed and extremely suicidal. My parents didn't have a clue. I was and 
still am really great at keeping secrets.. 
 
 
In August and September 1987, I had seen commercials for a new TV show, Beauty and the 
Beast. I had to beg, plead, and do MANY extra chores to be given the privilege to watch it.  
 
 
I plopped myself in front of the TV, and my eyes were glued to the screen.  
 
 
My eyes got teary when Vincent said "You have the strength." I felt as though he knew about 
ME.. My suicide plans, the bullying, the molesting.. EVERYTHING. I fought back tears as I 
took his words to heart. "What you endured will make you stronger. Better."  
 
 



I gasped and sat on the edge of my seat when Catherine was being laughed at. I wanted to 
reach in and hug her. I knew all too well how hurtful malicious laughter can be. When she 
looks up and Vincent nods, I could no longer hide my tears.  
 
 
For the first time in my life, I felt like someone understood me. 
   
By the time I was 27, my self-esteem, self-confidence, and self-worth had been completely 
destroyed and reduced to nothing. BatB gave me a "safe haven" in more ways than one.  
 
I was a few months shy of 27 when I was gently led to BBTV by Chan. That changed my whole 
life.  
 
 
I do have our show to thank for me still being here, but I also have all of YOU to thank as 
well. YOU have accepted me, inspired me, challenged me, and encouraged me to try things I 
never thought possible.  
 
 
I have not only been gently encouraged to write, but I have received praise for my stories. SAY 
WHAT?? To me, that's mind blowing. I made straight Fs in grammar, and still struggle. 
(Thanks to autocorrect and my amazing editor, you know who you are. *wink*) 
 
Also,  If you had told ten-year-old Angela that I would participate on a writers' panel at a con, 
and purposely make a room full of people laugh during a talent show, I would've called you 
crazy. Getting up and talking, not to mention singing, are things that I avoid at all costs.  
 
 
Again, I have all of you to thank for that. I treasure all of you that I have met over the years. I 
love all of you, and thank you from the bottom of my heart!!! 
 
 
 


