
Gayle: A Profile of Courage 
 
The year was 1975. Twelve-year-old Gayle (not her real name) waited in the quiet 

darkness of her bedroom. Like every other night since her fifteen-year-old step-brother, 
Devon, (not his real name) had returned from living with his mother, Gayle waited, fully 
awake. Now she would be ready for him. Tonight, if he tried anything, she would get 
him. 

When Gayle was five years old, her mother married a man who had this eight-
year-old son, Devon. Somehow, Devon knew a lot about sex. Back then there was no 
internet; there were three TV channels that were greatly regulated. Even married TV 
couples slept in twin beds. But somehow that eight-year-old knew all about sex. He 
stalked Gayle. The first time, he grabbed her, took her to a secluded place and raped her. 
Gayle had no idea what was happening. She knew nothing about any of this, she was 
five. Even at five, she tried to resist, but he held her down. Devon kept it up during the 
next seven years. He would sneak into her room at night. If she had made the mistake of 
falling asleep, he would catch her, hold her down, do it again and again and again. In fifth 
grade, when the girls were given “the lecture” about their changing bodies, Gayle was 
struck with the fear that she might be pregnant. At ten, when she was just supposed to be 
learning about her body, she was terrified of being pregnant. 
 Luckily, the family moved to a new house. Her room, mercifully, had a lock. For 
a while she was safe. But then Devon learned how to pick the lock so the misery 
continued. Gayle had a sister three years younger. One of Gayle’s goals was to keep this 
step-brother away from her sister. This worked. Gayle was his prey. Her sister was never 
molested by him. Then in one of the cruelest turns of events, one of Gayle’s biological 
cousins came to visit and caught Devon raping Gayle. The cousin joined in. Gayle could 
not fight them off. 
 Over the years, the pent-up anger drove her to lash out at the men who worked for 
her step-father. While they waited for their daily assignments, Gayle would slug and 
wrestle these much-larger targets, subconsciously practicing for the day she would finally 
take on Devon. The men often thought her tirades were funny, but helped teach her how 
to fight more effectively.They taught her all the moves she needed to finally end Devon’s 
attacks.  

This time she was ready. So, when Devon finally picked the lock and snuck into 
her room, Gayle jumped on top of him and beat him up, bloodied his lip, blackened his 
eye. Devon was fifteen, Gayle was twelve. He could not explain to anyone what had 
happened. After that, he left her alone. 
 Eventually, Gayle’s mom divorced Devon’s father and they moved away. When 
Gayle finally told her mother about the abuse, her mother’s only response was “that 
happens to a lot of people.” Still, Gayle’s mom, to this day, has asked Gayle not to 
disclose what happened to her. And to this day, Gayle’s mom warmly invites the abusing 
cousin to visit. 
 As an adult, the fall-out from all of this has been massive. Her first husband, right 
after they married, made the mistake of awakening her in the night. Gayle did what she 
had learned to do: she decked him. She could not understand her behavior, nor could he. 
They had two children together, both girls. When the girls were five and two (the very 
ages Gayle and her sister were when the abuse began), they divorced. 



When I first met Gayle and learned of the abuse, I asked her where she hoped the 
Child Advocacy Center, Childrenz Haven, would be in another five years. She told me 
she hoped we would have a center where victims could go for help. She hoped we would 
have a therapist that even adult victims could see. 

“If I had had a therapist to talk to who understood the sexual abuse of children, 
maybe I would have understood why I decked my first husband, the first time he woke 
me up in the night.” 
 Where were the parents when Gayle was five? The mother was home. She just did 
not see what was happening. Neighbors saw, but did nothing. They turned a blind eye. 
Gayle knows they saw because several have contacted her lately to apologize. Where did 
this young molester learn to molest? Why didn’t anyone detect the abuse? Today, 
hopefully, with education and training, teachers and parents and counselors will 
recognize the abusive behavior or the signs of someone being victimized sooner. Seven 
years of abuse is way too long.  
 Childrenz Haven is dedicated to ending the sexual abuse of children in Polk 
County. On October 6, we will be selling food at the Fall Festival at Pedigo Park  from 1 
until 6. Come join us! Other fundraisers scheduled for this fiscal year include a Gala on 
February 7, 2013; the District Attorney’s office will sponsor a 5K/10K Run benefitting 
Childrenz Haven and Saafehouse on April 6, 2013; and Childrenz Haven will sponsor a 
Bass and Bugs bass fishing tournament and crawfish boil on May 4th. And what do we 
hope to do with the funds we raise? We hope to hire the therapist so that victims of sexual 
abuse will be helped toward healing and we hope to continue to function as a child 
advocacy center educating the community on the signs of abuse and what can be done 
about it. We hope to continue to have this center where children can be interviewed and 
where a multidisciplinary team can help in the prevention, detection, investigation and 
treatment of child abuse. Join us. Or donate online at www.childrenhaven.org or at 602 
East Church Street Box 13 Livingston, TX 77351. Help us stop the sexual abuse of 
children, help us help Gayle. 
 
 

http://www.childrenhaven.org/

