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				A PERSONAL MESSAGE

				Not one scene in Child of Woe was “based on a true story.” It is the actual account of Maury Blair’s life. Every incident happened—except when Maury insisted the worst details be left out.

				Is Maury Blair for real, or is he more like the unrealistic heroes in Hallmark movies—the feel-good but exaggerated stories that could leave you with a sugar high? I’d be skeptical if I didn’t know Maury personally or hadn’t confirmed these events with his lifelong friends.

				The story of Maury’s first pastor, Jack Ozard, is found here. Susan Ozard Keddy, Jack’s daughter, recalls: “I’ve known Maury all my life. I remember him sitting at my parents’ table, talking so fast it seemed like he never took a breath. His enthusiasm has never stopped!”

				Hope was there for Maury, just as it is here for you. Something led you to this book. As Maury and I have discovered, God has been with you all along.

				Susan Wells

				Author: Child of Woe, Child of Woe – Graphic Novel

				MEET THE CREATORS

				Susan Wells, author and visionary behind Child of Woe, crafted the dialogues based on the original memoir, developed the storyboard content, and managed the book’s creation. Her career has spanned the decorative arts, from professional home stager to author of two DIY decorating books and host of TV’s Dreamhomes. Susan brings creativity, humor, and inspiration to her publications and seminars. Her inspirational works include, A Place at My Table and the Child of Woe memoir. Her passion for sharing Maury Blair’s journey has been the driving force behind carrying his legacy to new generations.

				Graham Paulsen is a creative director and media producer specializing in graphic design and digital artistry. With a blend of advanced graphic design techniques and digital tools, Graham crafted the visual world of Child of Woe, transforming the narrative into a vivid and immersive experience. His work on this project involved artistic vision and technical skill, bringing to life the raw emotion and transformative journey of Maury’s story. Graham feels deeply honored to contribute to retelling a story that has inspired so many, shedding light on the resilience and hope that continue to guide those facing their own challenges.

				Karen Amaral is a digital creator who has a passion for graphic design and website design. She was behind the layout of Child of Woe, counting it a privilege to use her creative skills to bring this powerful story to life. Collaborating with the team on the visual structure of the novel was both a technical and personal honor. Having first encountered Maury’s story at the age of eleven, she has long been inspired by its depth and raw portrayal of resilience in the face of adversity. Being a part of retelling this moving narrative has been a humbling experience, one that she holds dear as it continues to shed light on the silent battles faced by so many.

				We are thankful to our families, whose support, and patience, helped make this possible!
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				Statue-like, 

				Maury would press into the darkened corner of the upstairs bedroom. The boy’s appearance was striking—

				a skeletal frame with sunken eyes betraying his young years.

			

		

		
			
				Nobody

				loves me.

				Nobody

				ever

				will.

			

		

		
			
				Somebody, please help!
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				Everybody . . .

				hide!

			

		

		
			
				I’m going

				 to kill

				him!

			

		

		
			
				the children’s name for him, was home. He roared and cursed in a drunken stupor. Everyone made room for him like you would a menacing animal, but his actual prey was elsewhere . . .

				Upstairs, the door’s 

				slapping sent a jolt of silent terror through Maury. He sprang away from the cracks in the floor and slipped to the corner window. His survival instincts warned him to move quickly as he vanished into the shadow’s embrace.

			

		

		
			
				The creaking announced the tormentor’s arrival. The children would settle into an uneasy quiet as he staggered up the porch steps. The screen door squealed when opened, hissed and slapped when you let it go.

			

		

		
			
				The Animal’s Prey
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				The 

				“Old

				man,“
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				The solitary child could hear them all. When danger wasn’t present, he’d slip to the floor, lying flat on his skinny belly with his chin resting on his knuckles. Through the cracks in the floor, he could see the rooms below—

				a prisoner’s view of his family’s activities.

			

		

		
			
				The cracks in the floor offered his only glimpses into family meal times. On Christmas Day, a brother might sneak him scraps of food.

			

		

		
			
				It’s my birthday and I can’t even turn on the light or I’ll be beaten. Why am I so different? Why so hated?

			

		

		
			
				Cyrus! NOOOO!

				He’s Just a

				child!

			

		

		
			
				Why does he only call me that name? I hate that I look different than 

				the family.

			

		

		
			
				Why is my hair darker, and my skin not as light as my brothers and sisters?
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				 Caught you 

				 turning on the

				 light, you

				“Bl@*k B@st@rd“.

				 I’m coming up

				 to GET you!

			

		

		
			[image: ]
		

	
		
			[image: ]
		

		
			
				Maury couldn’t remember when the abuse began; it had always been a part of his life. He had learned not to hide under the covers or anywhere else——it only made things worse. Resisting was useless. He would give in and take the punches.

			

		

		
			
				Maury,

				MAURY . . . are you alright?

			

		

		
			
				I think

				he’s dead!

				*sob*

			

		

		
			
				Just a few years earlier, Maury’s mother, Alice, had been a promising student with dreams of making the world better.
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				Sidetracked

			

		

		
			
				I have

				to take care of my mother.

				God, I promise to be back soon.
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				Alice shows potential for helping others, and she’s already a great communicator!
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				Times were hard. Alice 

				was now running the family household, with no hope of returning to college. Her mother was demanding and only wanted Alice to take care of her. The others were glad to stay away.

			

		

		
			
				The old car kept breaking down. Alice was forced to get it fixed.

			

		

		
			
				 There had been no rain for months. The farm crops dried up. Banks closed. Jobs were scarce. No one had money.

			

		

		
			
				There is no money. Why do 

				I have ALL 

				the work?
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				Those two are never going to make it . . . Alice sure isn’t the girl she used to be.

			

		

		
			
				 This is not the life I’d planned, but I’ll make 

				it work.

			

		

		
			[image: ]
		

		
			
				With each baby, I get more depressed. There isn’t enough for food. I can’t cope. things just can’t get worse.
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				Mom . . . 
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				Wow, she’s pretty. 

			

		

		
			
				I’m going to fix this old wreck for free, just for you . . . Join me for a beer after?

			

		

		
			
				The car won’t start . . . I can’t 

				pay for repairs.

			

		

		
			
				 He’s a little rough, sweaty and greasy, but Bob is oh, so manly!
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				we’re hungry!
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				Pneumonia, a terrible lung infection, swept the town. Bob’s mother refused to help with medical bills or even his funeral expenses.

			

		

		
			
				Young Alice showed the beginning signs of her lifetime instinct to run away from problems.

			

		

		
			
				Alice was drowNing in bills and poverty. There was no help from government or the community. Cyrus——Bob’s older brother——stepped up. He was charming on the outside, evil on the inside.

			

		

		
			
				 I can’t pay the doctor. The pressure is overwhelming me. I wish I was the dead one . . .

			

		

		
			
				It’s not 

				right that 

				my wife died 

				and I have no 

				children . . . I think Alice wants me. She definitely needs me.

			

		

		
			
				Alice is pretty but has no money. My brother Bob died, I’ll help her. She’ll have to take me.

			

		

		
			
				You can count

				on me, Alice!

			

		

		
			
				Alice can’t get by without me to help raise my brother’s kids. I’m going to ask her to marry 

				me.

			

		

		
			
				Life has passed me by. It’s too late to ask God for help. He wouldn’t want me. I’ve got to get out of this town!

			

		

		
			
				 Thank you for the groceries again, Cyrus. what would I do without you?

			

		

		
			
				Thank you for your offer Cyrus. I’m moving to my sister’s city for a job. Family are taking care of the children til I get settled.

			

		

		
			
				That’s

				okay Alice.

				I understand. . .

			

		

		
			
				That

				ungrateful

				@#!
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				God, help me begin again in a new place where I can bring my kids and get away from this gossiping town.

			

		

		
			
				After all I

				DID

				for

				her!!! One day, I’ll find a way to get revenge. I’ll make her pay!

			

		

		
			
				A few hundred miles away, most businesses had shut down. Financial devastation still ravaged the land. Alice managed to GET

				a job at a local factory. She told no

				one of the family she’d left behind.

			

		

		
			
				No matter where 

				I go, hopelessness follows . . .

				That guy 

				keeps

				looking

				at me.
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				 The new girl 

				looks sad, but is 

				so beautiful. I’m going to ask her out.

			

		

		
			
				I’m sorry her husband died. We’re falling in love so fast, I see a future for us. Picnicking every day . . . What could possibly go wrong?

			

		

		
			
				This is what real love must feel like. Maury Blair is so handsome, and so nice too.

				I just can’t tell him about my past. He won’t want me if he finds out I’ve left three children behind. I have to figure out how to make this work.

				I’ll wait until a little longer before I tell him and somehow we’ll make this work.

			

		

		
			
				Like much of Alice’s life, nothing went well for long. Often, bad choices ensured that 

				the good times wouldn’t last.

				Maury Blair searched everywhere . . . 

				work . . . Alice’s rooming house . . . 

				She was gone without 

				a trace!

			

		

		
			
				God please help me, I’m so sick, but I can’t be pregnant! Every time

				something

				good

				happens,

				it all 

				goes

				wrong.

			

		

		
			
				I lied about everything. I couldn’t bear to see the shock on Maury’s face if I told him I was going to have his child. This could ruin him.
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				Strike the Deepest Blow

			

		

		
			
				I have to come up with a story for this growing stomach. When I get 

				home, I’ll say I 

				got married. 

				I’ll be 

				“Mrs. Blair“.

			

		

		
			
				Alice followed her instinct, to run from her troubles.

			

		

		
			
				Alice Lied . . .
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				He was such a horrible person. He treated me badly so I divorced him . . . Then I found out I was pregnant.

			

		

		
			
				I can’t believe I’m dating this man again. But I need Cyrus more than ever . . . there’s no money for food for the children. I miss Maury terribly.

			

		

		
			
				I understand Alice, What can I do to help you get settled?

			

		

		
			
				Keep acting nice. She’s desperate. She’ll soon be yours, on your terms. I am going to hurt her way more than she hurt me.
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				That sounds respectable enough for 

				the town 

				gossips.
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				A friend, Zeke, drove Alice to a nearby town to give birth. It was a home for “unwed mothers”, or for women too poor to pay the hospital bills. Under pressure, she made a decision that would make big trouble for baby Maury later in life.

			

		

		
			
				Over a year went by as Alice’s struggles only increased. Cyrus refused to give up his cruel demand. He would not marry Alice as long as, that “B@st@rd“ was around.

			

		

		
			
				Alice you have to register the baby with the government. It’s illegal not to sign this birth certificate.

			

		

		
			
				I can’t name “Maury Blair“ as the father. They will ask more questions. . . 

				maybe track him down. He must never 

				find out.
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				I can’t give Maury up like Cyrus wants. I love this baby as much as I loved his father. I’ve heard horrible things could happen at “institutional 

				homes for 

				kids“.

			

		

		
			
				I have no choice, Maury will be in a better place. That’s right, the whole family will be better off.

			

		

		
			
				 In the midst of her depression, Alice came up with the most unthinkable solution. She felt the oppressive pressure lifting.

			

		

		
			
				To carry out her plan, “what seemed best for her baby“, Alice brought one year-old Maury to her sister’s home.
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				Thanks for letting me bring Maury for a visit. I can’t cope with life right now. I needed a break.

			

		

		
			
				You’ll always be my favorite little sister! I’m glad to help.
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				. . . After a long while . . .

				Alice returned to the house

				shivering wet, and cold. She was ALONE!!!

			

		

		
			
				As she had done all her life, Alice lied to save herself from the trouble she found herself in. She’d deny her reality, clinging to the unrealistic hope that things would work out in the end.

			

		

		
			
				At the time, there was no help for mothers suffering from post-partum depression following childbirth. No one knew anything about the medical condition. This could worsen if a mother was unable to cope with overwhelming circumstances. On rare occasions, severe depression could convince a new mother into honestly believing her child was better off not living in this “cruel world“.
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				I’m going for a walk with Maury.

			

		

		
			
				WHERE is the baby??

			

		

		
			
				 It could be an accident. There 

				are no government records to find

				out if he 

				disappeared.

			

		

		
			
				Alice! I will NOT be part of a murder!

			

		

		
			
				Maury is better off without me, without the life I have to live with Cyrus. It’s my only choice if I’m going to survive.

			

		

		
			
				No 

				one 

				cares how 

				hard my life 

				is. I feel lost 

				in a dark cloud. 

				I can’t think clearly. 

				What have I done? 

				I . . . I’m NOT a bad person.

			

		

		
			
				I found him in the grass. Almost dead from the cold. Whaaat is the matter with you, ALICE?!

			

		

		
			[image: ]
		

		
			
				I . . . I . . .

				I’ll give

				in to your demand and let little Maury

				go.

			

		

		
			
				I love Maury. He looks like his father . . . It’s a little lie. Cyrus will 

				get used to the 

				baby over time.

			

		

		
			
				See that you do . . . 

				I’ll get the marriage

				license tomorrow.
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				I’d KIll You If I Could . . .
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				Sundays offered a break to the routine of violence. Uncle Bill was a barber. he would come over Sunday afternoons for dinner and cut the kids’ hair.

			

		

		
			
				. . . Son, sneak to Uncle Bill’s shop tomorrow.

			

		

		
			
				There is NO way that

				b@st@rd is getting his hair cut

				here!

			

		

		
			
				Alice, bring Maury down and I’ll cut his hair too.

			

		

		
			
				You’re crazy. He’ll probably be the best kid you have.
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				God, are you there? Please help me protect Maury!

			

		

		
			
				When Cyrus drank, Alice wrapped Maury in blankets, walking the streets. When old enough, the two walked together until Cyrus fell asleep.

			

		

		
			
				MAURY would crouch just outside his house and watch him coming. Spying on the old man, helped Maury decide what to do next. He found places to sleep around the neighborhood, beneath the porch, in a garden, or sometimes sleeping on the frozen ground. He was NEVER going in that house as long as Cyrus was holding an ax!
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				He’s too 

				drunk to 

				see me. 

				The only 

				good 

				thing 

				about him 

				getting 

				drunk. 

				Looks 

				like I’ll be sleeping out here tonight. Brrrr
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				I’ll finish him

				off this time with this ax.
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				People knew why Maury was too afraid to go home and did what they could to help. In those days, mothers in abusive situations had nowhere to go. Feeling unsettled, even under the clean, dry sheets, Maury asked to go home——trading safety for danger. It didn’t make sense, but comfort and safety felt foreign.

			

		

		
			
				I’m sooo hungry, and cold . . . 

				*sob*

			

		

		
			
				you’re 

				freezing 

				to 

				death. 

				Come

				inside 

				for 

				the 

				night. 

				I have 

				some 

				soup 

				for

				you.
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				Maury never knew the history. He never understood why his stepfather had singled him out. Why the hatred focused only on him! Many nights Maury would cry in the cold outside his house of horrors, his tears freezing against his skin before they could run down his cheeks.
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				Do I freeze outside, or go in and get beaten? Where are you God???

				. . . no god would let this happen

				to me!

			

		

		
			
				Most often he’d watch family life from cracks in the floor upstairs, but when the old man was away, he would join the family at the dinner table. It felt so good but bittersweet. Everyone knew he’d have to get out of there fast once they’d heard the old man outside.

			

		

		
			
				The four boys shared one bed, snugly arranged sideways like puzzle pieces. In winter, it became a warm, cozy nest—and a brilliant hiding spot. When Cyrus searched the house for Maury, he never thought to check beneath the tangle of sprawled bodies. There Maury lay, holding in his giggles, tucked away in plain sight!
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				When the kids washed their clothes in The Grand River, they were laughed at. They were The family that the rest of the neighbor-hood wished was not there.
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				You kids are

				the dirtiest

				in town!

			

		

		
			
				If I ever catch you with those horrible kids, you’re going to get it!
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				One Night The unimaginable happened . . . In a rage,

				Cyrus shoved Maury through the bedroom window, dangling him

				over the Grand River flowing below. Maury held onto his arm. If 

				he let go, he’d die 

				for sure.

			

		

		
			
				 This time I’m really going to kill you

			

		

		
			
				Pleeeeease, NOoooo!
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				 In the name of Jesus,

				put that boy down!!!!

			

		

		
			
				This was the first time Maury’s mother stood up to Cyrus with authority. Something happened as the look on Cyrus’ face changed! Anger turned to fear as he pulled Maury in.
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				A convict had escaped. Everyone was talking about it! Maury and his brothers lay awake in bed, imagining they’d heard a knock. As Cyrus headed out with a baseball bat, they scrambled downstairs to watch. Maury imagined the convict running back to the prison banging on the door, pleading for the warden to let him back.

				The con was captured miles away. He had never come to town. Unlike the lucky escapee, Maury had no prison to flee to. He had no other source of shelter.
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				If the prisoner gets caught by Cyrus, he’s going to wish he was back in prison. I feel sorry for him.

			

		

		
			[image: ]
		

		
			[image: ]
		

		
			
				So many times Maury buried the reality of his mother’s neglect——the reality 

				of her abuse to him——the 

				emotional violence of 

				her endless lies.
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				You’ll stay at Uncle Lud’s——a safer place for you. He’s nicer than Cyrus. You won’t survive here. And, I’m going to my sister’s in Flint for the summer——my own get-away.

			

		

		
			
				Mom, pleeeeze don’t send me away for the summer again

				*Sob*
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				I’ll teach you to disobey, you filthy rat!!
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				Dark memories: Lud lifted Maury off the ground. As he dangled like a rag doll, Lud stomped towards a huge rain barrel. Maury’s stomach tightened. He could feel the pulse in his head. His face broke the water’s surface as Lud pushed him back into the water. He held him under, pulling maury out at the last moment. He couldn’t breathe. His lungs were burning and Maury was so afraid! Lud wasn’t like Cyrus —— he was worse! Lud threw him down with a jolt and

				walked away. Maury never told his mom what happened. She sent Maury there for four summers.

			

		

		
			
				When she’d get depressed, Maury’s Mom would visit her sister’s, taking the youngest kids. Maury sat in his bedroom for hours, looking at the train tracks that had taken his mother away.
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				He’s ALWAYS mean, but, he never hits me when she’s gone. He only hurts me to punish her.

			

		

		
			
				Mom gave me money to take ALL the kids to the circus. You CAN’T stop me Cyrus. Maury IS coming!

			

		

		
			
				Grrrr...
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				Everyone thought maury had drowned in the river. His mom tried to find him, all the neighbors, even the Boys’ Club . . . maybe they were hoping for a reward.

			

		

		
			
				God, if you are there, please bring Maury back alive!

				*sob*
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				Bill hung around kids younger than him. His pants were too short, exposing ugly sores on his legs. Nobody wanted to be around Bill. He wasn’t wanted at home so he spent his time with a few rejects, like Maury.

			

		

		
			
				Hey Maury, want to take a ride on the train?

			

		

		
			
				You mean . . . 

				just jump on a freight train, like a runaway? Wow!!!

			

		

		
			
				“Your boy is safe.“ —— The most beautiful words maury’s mother had ever heard. She tried to hug him, but he pulled away. It was a strange feeling as she almost never hugged Maury——Cyrus could never find her showing Maury love! Alice gave him a bowl of cereal and a treat she’d found.
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				I’ve not been the best mother, but I really do love 

				you, Maury. 
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				What a 

				strange 

				way of showing it. She’s Never there for me!
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				Radio Station: “Breaking news

				. . . A young boy is missing and has possibly drowned.”

			

		

	
		
			
				Looking Back——Christmas Days:

				 Only Cyrus could separate maury from the family. From the cracks in the floor, he’d watch his siblings squealing with delight with their Christmas presents, then diving into a turkey dinner. His brother, Mark, would report to him what gifts had been exchanged. Later, mark would try to slip Maury some leftovers, like sneaking

				food to a stray dog.
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				Shhhh Maury. Don’t tell anyone.

			

		

		
			
				You just made my Christmas Day happy!
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				Boxing:

				Maury took up boxing at fifteen, lying that he was older. For the first time in his life, Cyrus showed interest and gave him a couple of tips. With terrible eyesight, Maury was soon beaten and bloodied and quit. Cyrus never showed 

				interest in him again.
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				 I keep telling you! Hit using the heel 

				of your hand to 

				protect your knuckles.
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				kids at school laughed at Maury because he wasn’t sure of his birth date. EVERYONE should know that. Typically, Alice closed her eyes to this big problem . . . Maury’s problem!

			

		

		
			
				You are so weird. You don’t even know your birthday?!

				What a freak! 

			

		

		
			
				Why do your brothers and sisters have a different name than you? Why do you look different than them?

			

		

		
			
				I’m bullied at home, school, and everywhere I go. I AM a freak.
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				freak! 

			

		

		
			
				freak! 

			

		

		
			
				freak! 
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				He begged her for an answer,

				“Mom, which day is it,

				April 27th or 28th?“

				“Maury,

				it’s not 

				important!

				Drop

				it!“
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				Maury

				grew up in the charming town of Paris, Ontario, the Grand River, a lifeline and playground. Others had skates and sleds, 

				turning Canadian winters

				into a wonderland; Maury made do with 

				a piece of cardboard, gleefully sliding down snowy hills until it shredded

				to bits.

			

		

		
			
				Fragments
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				Boots and a ball were all he needed to play hockey, proving that heart mattered more than equipment. Maury’s resourcefulness and joy for life shone brightly, but rarely, in his otherwise dark world.

			

		

	
		
			
				Maury created his own happy places. He found dirty marbles in ditches, shined them up, and happily played for hours by himself. A few rubber rings used for tools were polished to look like expensive rings . . . in his imagination anyway.
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				No one can find my marbles here . . . they might be taken away. Hey, when I play by myself,

				I always win!! Ha!

			

		

		
			
				it Feels good to make my own perfect, happy world. I‘m completely in control.
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				The simple things made Maury happy. One summer he created his own little garden wonderland in an empty alley that Cyrus would never find. For a little while, life was “perfect“ and kind 

				and beautiful.

			

		

		
			
				These 

				weeds, 

				wildflowers, 

				and a few 

				stolen 

				flowers, 

				look really 

				good. It 

				makes me 

				feel happy 

				when I’m 

				taking care 

				of them, 

				like my

				pet mouse.
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				Maury found ways to have fun. They’d gather leaves from all the yards. The neighborhood kids loved jumping in the piles. The “most leafy“, yet the most treeless yard on the block! Cyrus hated it, but never figured out what they’d done! Ha!
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				THE GOOD TIMES:

				Maury wasn’t the best player, but baseball made him happy. One day he copied the theatrics of a famous baseball hero, Babe Ruth. He deliberately struck out on the first two balls, letting them go by. Before the last pitch, he bravely pointed to the end of the field, “Home run style“.
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				Maury!

				Maury!

				Mauryyyy!

			

		

		
			
				A home run!

				I DID IT!!!

				This is the best day

				of my

				Life.
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				New Years Parties:

				Alice and Cyrus would party all night. The kids made their own fun, enjoying the snacks Alice left for them. From pillow fights to fake wrestling, they played until they had to clean up before their parents got back!

			

		

		
			
				Sibling Bonding:

				Despite disagreements at home, on the streets, the kids defended one another.

				. . .

				Maury threatened her, “You wouldn’t dare hit me!“ He ran home, bleeding all over.
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				Did you hit my brother? 

				If you ever hit him again, 

				I’ll punch you.
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				A little church “on the wrong side of town“ welcomed Maury and his siblings to their kids club. They came in smelly and were out of control. They played games of all kinds. 

				The leaders were kind and patient, giving the kids a sense of belonging and acceptance.
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				no matter what, God loves you and is watching over you.

			

		

		
			
				You can talk to God. It’s called praying. He can help you with your problems.

			

		

		
			
				Humph, I doubt that there is any “God“ out there looking out for me. These people are nice, but they have no idea . . . kind but clueless!
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				Skipper, a stray dog, was never Maury’s pet, only his buddy. They ran and played together. They loved each other and could hardly wait to meet up. That was one big step up from a pet mouse!

				one day Skipper was gone.

			

		

		
			
				Strange & Wonderful Friendships
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				Maury searched 

				the neighborhood.

				From the hilltop 

				he could see that Old Ed had Skipper tied to his shed. He whistled. Maury’s heart leapt when Skipper answered him. Maury had to see him. 

				He snuck behind the shed.

				Skipper jumped like a puppy and Maury was like a long lost brother. He couldn’t free him. Everyone knew about their friendship, and 

				Maury would 

				lose him 

				again.

			

		

		
			
				. . . Maury felt something was

				wrong . . .

			

		

		
			
				Skipper, you make me soooo happy.
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				Woof!

				Woof!

			

		

		
			
				Good bye Skipper. *Sob* If I take you, everyone will know where I got you.

			

		

		
			[image: ]
		

		
			[image: ]
		

	
		
			[image: ]
		

		
			
				Did you hit the old lady with one of her own apples?

				That’s funny!

			

		

		
			
				God, are you listening?

				 I’ve been praying for those poor boys for years and nothing changes . . . but, I’m not going to quit!
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				Maury and his brothers were involved in neighborhood trouble! They knocked out windows with flying baseballs, sometimes throwing rocks as they tried to hit the hard hats of construction workers. Maury thought they were being funny. The construction workers thought they were the worst kids ever.

				As Apples bounced around Mrs Dudley, She never yelled 

				at them.
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				Maury repaid the kindness of the kids club leaders by using their church service as an opportunity for pranks. He’d slither like a snake under the benches, knotting unsuspecting parishioners’ shoelaces together. 

				They stood to sing, only to wobble like bowling pins!

				The awkward recoveries, the nervous clearing of throats—Maury lived for it. The church folks, not so much. But Maury figured a good laugh was “good for the soul“.

			

		

	
		
			
				Last Day of School:

				Someone reported that Maury was working, instead of attending school. He got a visit from an official. Maury didn’t have decent clothes and school didn’t seem to be doing much good. Maury had turned sixteen. At least he could make money. The principal couldn’t talk him out of it.
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				Your marks are pretty good Maury. Think about finishing your education...
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				Instead, the teacher did not punish Maury but asked if he’d like to stay after school sometimes to help tidy the books and classroom. He loved it and stayed as often and as long as he could.

				Happy to be working in school!! . . . HA, That’s really screwed up. And how messed up was she?? . . . being nice instead 

				of hurtful??
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				Maury, 

				you were 

				in trouble 

				and were going to be strapped. But, your teacher asked me to let it go. You’re lucky!

			

		

		
			[image: ]
		

		
			
				I’m angry when people hurt me. I’m more angry when they are nice.

				. . . Maury Blair, “too pathetic to be punished!“

				*Sob*

			

		

		
			
				I love it here, but I hate that she feels sorry for me. Everyone knows I’m a rat trapped in my own house.

				*Sob*
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				Years before, Maury was terrified of starting school. Surprisingly, he found more kindness from the teachers than he’d ever known. Even though the other kids often made fun of him. Once, he snuck into the school and scared the teacher. She screamed at Maury! When The principal found him crouching in the corner, Maury knew he was in for serious punishment.

			

		

		
			
				Thanks Maury, for helping me after school. You didn’t have to, you know.
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				More Changes / Farewells

			

		

		
			
				In Maury’s teen years, Cyrus got sicker——he hardly worked. Alice found less and less money in Cyrus’ pockets. 

				They had to do something!

			

		

		
			
				Alice decided to open a little restaurant. What a bad idea——she couldn‘t even run her own kitchen. The boys called it “Wick’s Slop Shop“. Maury worked hard, but also did crazy things. He let friends order fries for free. Paying to have friends . . . so pathetic!
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				There’s not enough

				money

				here for

				one more meal.

				*Sob*
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				It was a house of horrors, but it’s the only life I’ve known and Now I’m losing it. So weird that I’m feeling lost too.

			

		

		
			
				They were going to live 

				above the restaurant. The old man was too sick to beat Maury anymore. Maury would never know what it was like to be safe in that house. He felt depressed with so many bad memories . . . the brutal beatings, every stolen meal. But, there were also memories of the playtimes with his brothers, some

				good times . . .

			

		

		
			
				[image: ]
			

			
				[image: ]
			

			
				[image: ]
			

		

		
			[image: ]
		

		
			[image: ]
		

		
			
				How the hell did I ever get mixed up with a bloody family like 

				this? 

			

		

		
			
				 *cough*

				*cough*
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				Watching sports is the one thing we’ve ever done together. It’s weird. I feel strangely close to him.
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				Cyrus had always been there. It didn’t make sense, but he’d become maury’s source of security. He had inspired fear, turned his intestines into cramping knots, and destroyed Maury’s life. His mother had felt powerless to help Maury, often feeling guilty, which made her more depressed. Now, Maury’s older brothers and sisters had drifted away. Only Cyrus remained the same.

			

		

	
		
			
				Cyrus’ health declined. Alice and Maury drove him, coughing and groaning, to the hospital.
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				Maury, he’d like you to change your last name to “Wick“.

			

		

		
			
				I’ll have to think about it

			

		

		
			
				Is Cyrus trying to steal the one thing that I have——my identity? Or . . . is he finally trying to say that he’s sorry??
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				One by one, the older kids left the house to get married or join the army. Maury spent hours listening to rock and roll music on the radio, growing more depressed each day.

			

		

		
			
				Horrible Ending . . . New Beginnings

			

		

		
			
				I don’t care if I ever return. I want to get killed in a car crash.

				Do it NOW!

			

		

		
			
				 Something keeps stopping me. I’m so weak, too spineless to even kill myself. I’m worthless.

			

		

		
			
				[image: ]
			

			
				[image: ]
			

			
				[image: ]
			

		

		
			
				[image: ]
			

			
				[image: ]
			

			
				[image: ]
			

		

	
		
			[image: ]
		

		
			
				Maury hung out at the pool hall. 

				he didn’t have 

				to talk much to anyone.
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				Yup, I remember the day you were born, Maury. I 

				drove your 

				mother to brantford.

			

		

		
			
				No, you didn’t, Zeke. I was 

				born in Flint, Michigan! Take it back!!

			

		

		
			
				The restaurant failed. Alice felt the impulse to run away. They tried getting jobs in different cities until Maury finally begged her to go back

				 . . . except that they

				now had no home to 

				go to.
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				Mom, this shack we’re supposed to live in is condemned . . . 
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				It’s freezing. Hey guys, we’re going to fill in 

				the hole in the wall where the bird nest is.

			

		

		
			
				Knocking down these old walls makes the place look bigger. Who knew that Maury was a decorator. Ha!

			

		

		
			
				So weird, being the “head of the family“ at 19!
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				You were NOT. You better go home and check with your old

				lady.

			

		

		
			
				I’m leaving. You guys are jerks!!

			

		

		
			
				What’s the matter with you man? 

				You don’t even 

				know where 

				you were 

				born?

			

		

		
			
				Alice would retreat into her pretend world. This issue was no big deal. Maury had

				picked his own random birth date. This was going to be the LEAST of Maury’s problems.
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				Until one night . . .

			

		

		
			
				tell your friends that your 

				father died a war hero. You 

				were born in America . . .

			

		

		
			
				Funny! Zeke says 

				he drove you to the town where you had me!

			

		

		
			
				Why-y-y

				do you keep harassing me with this stuff Maury? YOU are upsetting me!

			

		

		
			
				 I’m SO-O-O tired of your crazy stories. 

				You’re not even a good liar. You’ve cared more about yourself than making me a joke!!!
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				When they realized the landlord was happy to take money for the condemned property, Maury got the family fixing up the place.
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				CHAIN REACTION

			

		

		
			
				Every night Maury listened to rock music, Often reading useless books. He felt There was no way out, until his mother gave him a book.
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				I can’t escape. I’m drowning in depression.
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				Here’s a self-help book a friend loaned me. It might help you . . .
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				There wasn’t a particular crisis; his whole life had been a crises. Maury left the book untouched for days . . . 
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				This author claims that I can be more positive about life. Not a chance.
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				In the book’s positive thinking tips, another message popped up . . . “God loves you.“ God loved Maury and God always did . . . through every horror Maury had experienced. He had just wanted to be loved. Maury felt a personal awakening, a desired closeness with the Divine. His existence finally made sense.

			

		

		
			
				God loves me? He has always loved me . . . I’ve never felt this before!

			

		

		
			
				Hey, that’s what they were trying to tell me at that church’s kids club. I didn’t get it!

			

		

		
			
				I Didn’t know I could ever feel like this.

			

		

		
			
				If I find anything religious here, I’m ditching this book . . . And why does this annoying preacher keep popping up on my rock music station?

				Grrr!
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				It isn’t a religious book but I think it’s saying that if God loves 

				me, then he 

				must want 

				to have a 

				relationship 

				with me . . . 
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				From his prayers for help on those freezing cold nights, to being loved by those kids club leaders . . . could it be that God had always been there?? Had everything in Maury’s life led to

				this encounter?
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				Maury, you are looking so much better this morning!
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				I feel different. I feel like God was in my room last night.
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				is this just 

				religious brainwashing?
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				The religion section in the library never existed to him before.

			

		

		
			
				These are religious books you know...

			

		

		
			
				You didn’t like the books?

			

		

		
			
				I knew it!

			

		

		
			
				Yes, I know.

			

		

		
			
				I liked them very much!

			

		

		
			
				Last night . . . all of 

				them. I’d like to check out these four please.

			

		

		
			
				You’re sure you wanted to check these out???
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				THE

				NEXT

				DAY
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				Night after night was the same: a child gobbling up newfound know-ledge.
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				I’m reading about the Bible, but 

				I don’t 

				have 

				one.

			

		

		
			
				There are notes that she made, and some I made myself a long time ago.

			

		

		
			
				Here’s your Grandma’s bible. 
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				He read about horrible older brothers who sold Joseph into slavery and told their father that he was dead! At the very beginning of the Bible, one brother killed the other because he was jealous. King David had an affair and sent the woman’s husband into the battlefield to die!! There were more screwed up people here than Maury had ever met.
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				When did you read them?

			

		

		
			
				The librarian gave Maury a skeptical look as he checked out four books, the maximum allowed.
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				A “seeker“ came to Jesus——Nicodemus. Jesus told him, “You must be born again” . . . changed from the inside. Wait a minute . . . that’s what had happened to Maury the other night!

				“If anyone is in Christ, the new creation has come; The old has gone, the new is here!“

			

		

		
			
				Whaaat! I’m reading about people who had really messed up lives. I thought I was the only one with a horrible family. Cyrus wasn’t the only one!
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				That message of Paul’s must be true . . . 

				I’m not finding those religious radio programs irritating anymore!
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				the family owned an old wood stove. Maury soon experienced his first miracle. They had no money for wood. He tried praying for God’s help but didn’t have much faith . . . until a local businessman stopped by one day.

			

		

		
			[image: ]
		

		
			[image: ]
		

		
			
				Hey, I’m wondering if you would test a load of wood I’m buying for my business.

			

		

		
			
				I was feeling great, but what’s the use? I’ve been worthless all my life and now I think that’s all I’ll ever be.

			

		

		
			
				Yessss! We’ll test this wood for you. Glad to help.

			

		

		
			
				God, I prayed so many times when it seemed you didn’t hear 

				me. 

				You sure did 

				this time.

			

		

		
			
				God, I didn’t 

				mean anything 

				I’ve said to you. 

				It’s too late for 

				me so I’m telling

				you . . . JUST LEAVE

				ME ALONE!!!!

			

		

		
			
				So many things had been going well . . . until overwhelming depression started creeping back. He’d always felt rejected, so Maury decided to reject God before he would

				soon do it to him.
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				Maury’s mother loved him, but she had not always been there. Cyrus had always been there, but he Never loved Maury. He had never known anything but rejection. Back in his room, he turned on the radio to listen to some rock music to numb the pain.

				Instead, That annoying Radio preacher came on.
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				“You don’t just walk away from God, cause 

				he’s 

				NEVER 

				going

				to 

				walk 

				away.

				He’ll

				keep following you!“

			

		

		
			
				I didn’t mean it God! I must have been out of my mind. I’m hoping you didn’t 

				listen to me. I was terrible

				to say that.

			

		

		
			
				Maury visited the little church that had run the kids club years before. “What’s he doing here?” was the “welcome“ he expected. He’d made so much trouble. Mrs. Mathie, the pianist, was also a local teacher. He wondered why she was crying. He’d ask her after the service, hoping she wouldn’t recognize him.

			

		

		
			
				Do you remember

				me?

			

		

		
			
				New relation-ships quickly developed. He couldn’t help but worry how long they would last.

			

		

		
			
				I don’t know how not to live like an outcast. When are these new friends 

				going to 

				catch onto 

				that and 

				drop me?
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				Maury practically lived at pastor Jack Ozard’s home. He always seemed to be there at mealtimes. When he’d offer to leave, they would insist he stay. Hundreds of hours of “visits“ stretched into almost as much time eating with the family.

			

		

		
			
				I’ve taken enough of your time. You can’t ALWAYS have extra food.

			

		

		
			
				you are like one of the family. You are smart, funny, a nice guy and a pleasure to 

				be 

				with!

			

		

		
			
				What does he see in me?
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				I don’t want to 

				just be your pastor, Maury. I want

				to be your friend.

			

		

		
			[image: ]
		

		
			[image: ]
		

		
			
				Ohhhh, I remember you, Maury! I’ve been praying for you for years. I looked down today

				and saw you here!
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				Thanks for these get togethers. 

				I never had

				a real

				father.

			

		

		
			
				Maury, I enjoy being with you. Your studying and questions afterward have taught 

				me a 

				lot.

			

		

		
			
				Voices from the past taunted Maury——he didn’t belong with these “perfect“ people. They’d return to their beautiful homes, while he would head back to his shack.

			

		

		
			
				Maury was learning that rich or poor, saint or sinner, Jesus didn’t care about their past. BUT——he DID care when others “thought“ they were better.

			

		

		
			
				Maury assumed his old friends would be happy that he was in a better place. Wrong!!

			

		

		
			
				If I’m honest, you won’t like me. Even the way I dress isn’t good enough.

			

		

		
			
				Hey Maury, didn’t you use to make fun of those religious nuts——and now you are one of them!

			

		

		
			
				You think that you are better than us now? Still the town freak——just now the religious freak.

				No-o-o-o thanks!

			

		

		
			
				I don’t 

				feel that 

				I’m “better“ than you, but I see life differently.

			

		

		
			
				Wearing the right clothing doesn’t mean that everything is alright inside. Jesus says, that we are clothed in His righteousness. And——nice outfit Maury. Not that

				it matters! Ha!

			

		

		
			
				Maury learned from others. From coffee shops to meals at their homes, he watched everything they did!
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				Are people nice to me because they have to follow the commands

				of Jesus?
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				Maury, we have to love 

				 everyone, no matter what 

				 they’ve done. Everyone 

				 has a “past“. Some folks 

				 here have done 

				 terrible things.
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				Maury’s mother could live out her faith without fear. His brothers were a mess, and Maury wasn’t ready for their rejection.

				When a brother came to a church service, he ran up to the preacher afterward——maybe to hit him??? No, Maury’s brother wanted 

				to change his life.

				Was everything “perfect“? Years of dysfunction weren’t going to disappear! But God was there when the family needed Him. 

			

		

		
			
				Maury enrolled in courses 

				to deepen his Understanding 

				of the Bible. Maury eventually 

				led the same kids club he’d 

				attended as a child——he knew what some of them were going through.

			

		

		
			
				Maury met the most amazing Girl. Her smile, those sparkling eyes. Bev was ALL Maury could think about!
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				I can’t imagine anyone wanting me. 

			

		

		
			
				You are NOT a citizen of this country, or ANY 

				country. If 

				you’ve ever 

				signed legal 

				papers, 

				you’ve 

				broken 

				the law.

				Is this 

				woman 

				eVen 

				your

				real 

				mother?!

			

		

		
			
				MOM, Bev and I can’t get married until I find my birth certificate!!!

			

		

		
			
				I’d love to show Maury what a good home could be like. 

				And——he’s sooo handsome!

			

		

		
			
				Maury had 

				never felt like 

				he belonged to his

				 family or community, now 

				he didn’t belong ANYWHERE!!
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				Maury revealed that he wasn’t “a wanted child“. He didn’t know his real father. Bev loved Maury just the way he was, but . . . he HAD to get his documents!
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				. . . What 

				would you 

				know about 

				having to run away? Look at 

				you, with your “perfect“ life, you could never 

				relate to me!

			

		

		
			
				OK, I’ll tell

				you how I 

				ended up helping kids like you . . .

			

		

		
			
				Maury helped at a church’s center for troubled kids. He’d never planned to share his past——too much pain! 

				He found himself in dangerous situations, like the time Maury was asked to visit a biker in a drug-filled fortress full of weapons! Sometimes lives were transformed, many times, he felt he’d failed. Maury would remind himself that he once seemed like a “lost cause“.

			

		

		
			
				It didn’t matter——Maury’s completeness never hinged on discovering the source of his genetics. It had taken root in that little house where he first encountered the Father who had been watching over Maury from the moment of his conception. God had never been confused about Maury’s bloodline. Maury’s earthly bloodline had never limited God’s claim on him. he was a child of the King!

			

		

		
			
				Maury found his father’s address, and when the door opened, he saw an older version of himself. They 

				knew instantly they were father and son. Hearing voices inside, Maury saw fear in Maurice’s eyes—the fear of being “found out“. Pretending to be lost, Maury left, hoping to reconnect. 

				But a year 

				later, Maurice passed away.
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				Though Alice never applied for a birth certificate, hospital records confirmed Maury’s admission as a toddler. This persuaded authorities to issue one.

				Maury tracked down his father’s phone number. the voice on the other end sounded just like his. His father reluctantly agreed to 

				talk again.
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				Hope is Here!

				Bev and Maury have dedicated their lives to serving in difficult places, including over twenty years directing Teen Challenge, a drug rehabilitation center. He’s shared his story wherever he could——from youth groups and rock concerts to prisons. They were blessed with two beautiful daughters, Lisa and Laury. Becoming a good dad has been perhaps the greatest miracle of all.

			

		

		
			
				Maury’s Personal Message to You

				From the outside, it might seem like I’ve experienced more failures than successes. But everyone’s path is different. Reflecting on my life, I realized I got here today because I kept returning to the right choices.

				•	When I needed help, I asked for it!

				•	I acknowledged my discouragement and depression and confronted it instead of burying my feelings.

				•	I turned back to God whenever I was tempted to run away, or make more bad mistakes.

				•	I surrounded myself with people I could learn from and tried to follow their advice.

				•	I chose which voices I’d listen to. The ones that accused the “new me“ of being an impostor, or the voice of God that reminded me I was never how Cyrus defined me—— “bastard child“. I was HIS Child.

			

		

		
			[image: ]
		

		
			[image: ]
		

		
			[image: ]
		

		
			
				I was a prisoner in my own home. Everyone has their own prison. Jesus came “to set the prisoner free“. He can set you free even here.

			

		

		
			
				If God could help Maury, maybe there’s hope for me.
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				Want to talk with someone? 

				Email: mauryblair@overcomingabuse.ca

				Get help anytime: Crossroads 24-hr line: 1-866-273-4444

				BONUS! Get the Child of Woe Graphic Novel e-book free!

				Also available: the original Child of Woe memoir e-book.

				Watch interviews with Maury and explore more at overcomingabuse.ca.

				Want to talk to the person who gave you this?

				__________________________________________________

			

		

	
		
			[image: ]
		

		
			[image: ]
		

		
			
				A Story of Tragedy to Triumph

			

		

		
			
				Enduring a nightmarish home-life filled with unimaginable mental and physical torment, this is the gripping true story of a soul’s relentless fight for hope against insurmountable odds. Will the light of hope pierce through the darkness? Find out in this tale of survival and resilience.

			

		

	OEBPS/image/Panel_63.png





OEBPS/image/400.png





OEBPS/image/443.png





OEBPS/image/Panel_106_-_In_The_Park.jpg





OEBPS/image/338.png





OEBPS/image/656.png





OEBPS/image/Panel_98.png





OEBPS/image/478.png





OEBPS/image/Panel_103_-_To_FIX.png





OEBPS/image/Panel_64_-_with_chain.png





OEBPS/image/494.png





OEBPS/image/672.png





OEBPS/image/Panel_71.png





OEBPS/image/45.png





OEBPS/image/Panel_5.png





OEBPS/image/Panel_19.png





OEBPS/image/196.png





OEBPS/image/390.png





OEBPS/image/407.png





OEBPS/image/14.png





OEBPS/image/57.png





OEBPS/image/504.png





OEBPS/image/panel_90.png





OEBPS/image/687.png





OEBPS/image/245.png





OEBPS/image/563.png





OEBPS/image/Panel_34_-_Sisters.png
b

J i





OEBPS/image/Panel_1.png





OEBPS/image/393.png





OEBPS/image/482.png





OEBPS/image/350.png





OEBPS/image/25.png





OEBPS/image/Karen-Amaral-Headshot.jpg





OEBPS/image/288.png





OEBPS/image/Panel_108.png





OEBPS/image/173.png





OEBPS/image/4.png





OEBPS/image/Panel_62._.png





OEBPS/image/501.png





OEBPS/image/579.png





OEBPS/image/Panel_24.png





OEBPS/image/209.png





OEBPS/image/Panel_116.png





OEBPS/image/137.png





OEBPS/image/Back_Cover_Blended_Images.png





OEBPS/image/Panel_67.png





OEBPS/image/grambo_p_someone_is_kneeling_down_behind_the_floor_in_the_style_f51b5c60-1f3b-471f-b209-830f9b372537.png





OEBPS/image/Panel_101.png





OEBPS/image/403.png





OEBPS/image/653.png





OEBPS/image/Panel_43.jpg





OEBPS/image/378.png





OEBPS/image/683.png





OEBPS/image/Panel_35.png





OEBPS/image/335.png





OEBPS/image/bedroom_3.png





OEBPS/image/96.png





OEBPS/image/237.png





OEBPS/image/34.png





OEBPS/image/21.png





OEBPS/image/284.png





OEBPS/image/113.png





OEBPS/image/572.png





OEBPS/image/241.png





OEBPS/image/46.png





OEBPS/image/418.png





OEBPS/image/495.png





OEBPS/image/487.png





OEBPS/image/Kids_in_bed.jpg





OEBPS/image/630.png





OEBPS/image/Panel_72.png





OEBPS/image/574.png





OEBPS/image/302.png





OEBPS/image/panel_51_hockey_Grand_river_banks.jpg





OEBPS/image/36.png





OEBPS/image/Panel_92-_93.png





OEBPS/image/299.png





OEBPS/image/Panel_28.png





OEBPS/image/Panel_78_-_Hockey_on_TV.png





OEBPS/image/477.png





OEBPS/image/Pool_Hall_1.png





OEBPS/image/645.png





OEBPS/image/233.png





OEBPS/image/578.png





OEBPS/image/Panel_16_revised.png





OEBPS/image/Panel_106.png





OEBPS/image/262.png





OEBPS/image/608.png





OEBPS/image/Panel_99.png





OEBPS/image/Panel_17_crop_baby_face.png





OEBPS/image/Panel_62.____.png





OEBPS/image/503.png





OEBPS/image/201.png





OEBPS/image/562.png





OEBPS/image/Panel_39_different_crop.png





OEBPS/image/Panel_94_-_in_bed_reading.jpg





OEBPS/image/261.png





OEBPS/image/24.png





OEBPS/image/112.png





OEBPS/image/Panel_117.png





OEBPS/image/502.png





OEBPS/image/545.png





OEBPS/image/439.png





OEBPS/image/323.png





OEBPS/image/Panel_23.png





OEBPS/image/499.png





OEBPS/image/349.png





OEBPS/image/Panel_107.png





OEBPS/image/306.png





OEBPS/image/Panel_20_just_the_house2.png





OEBPS/image/35.png





OEBPS/image/573.png





OEBPS/image/Panel_49.png





OEBPS/image/272.png





OEBPS/image/629.png





OEBPS/image/Panel_66.png





OEBPS/image/Panel_83.png





OEBPS/image/238.png





OEBPS/image/18.png





OEBPS/image/Pool_Hall_2.png





OEBPS/image/Muary_river_3.jpg





OEBPS/image/334.png





OEBPS/image/394.png





OEBPS/image/652.png





OEBPS/image/377.png





OEBPS/image/351.png





OEBPS/image/Panel_77.png





OEBPS/image/1.png
Hild |
f' THE TRUE STORY
= g OF /MAU?Y BLAR g






OEBPS/image/95.png





OEBPS/image/Panel_44_Marbles.png





OEBPS/image/71.png





OEBPS/image/20.png





OEBPS/image/283.png





OEBPS/image/Panel_29.png





OEBPS/image/240.png





OEBPS/image/Tied_Shoes.png





OEBPS/image/690.png





OEBPS/image/506.png





OEBPS/image/646.png





OEBPS/image/514.png





OEBPS/image/328.png





OEBPS/image/Panel_10.png





OEBPS/image/Panel_37.png





OEBPS/image/19.png





OEBPS/image/654.png





OEBPS/image/239.png





OEBPS/image/Child_of_Woe_Title.png
Child

of’
Woe





OEBPS/image/Panel_65_-_radio_waves.png





OEBPS/image/Panel_14.png





OEBPS/image/Panel_61.png





OEBPS/image/Panel_27_cropped_to_the_car.png





OEBPS/image/182.png





OEBPS/image/bw-Susan_Wells_Headshot.jpg





OEBPS/image/Panel_52_fix.png





OEBPS/image/Panel_57.png





OEBPS/image/496.png





OEBPS/image/Panel_118.png
R






OEBPS/image/12.png





OEBPS/image/39.png





OEBPS/image/232.png





OEBPS/image/577.png





OEBPS/image/Panel_30.png





OEBPS/image/Panel_73.png





OEBPS/image/263.png





OEBPS/image/674.png





OEBPS/image/43.png





OEBPS/image/376.png





OEBPS/image/651.png





OEBPS/image/Graham_Paulsen_-_B&W_Headshot.jpg





OEBPS/image/Panel_99a.png





OEBPS/image/Panel_33.png





OEBPS/image/Panel_50.png





OEBPS/image/457.png





OEBPS/image/panel_51_hockey_Grand_river_banks1.jpg





OEBPS/image/Panel_76.png





OEBPS/image/Panel_1061.png





OEBPS/toc.xhtml

		
			
			


		
		
		Page List


			
						1


						2


						3


						4


						5


						6


						7


						8


						9


						10


						11


						12


						13


						14


						15


						16


						17


						18


						19


						20


						21


						22


						23


						24


						25


						26


						27


						28


						29


						30


						31


						32


						33


						34


						35


						36


			


		
		
		Landmarks


			
						Cover


			


		
	

OEBPS/image/677.png





OEBPS/image/422.png





OEBPS/image/111.png





OEBPS/image/23.png





OEBPS/image/685.png





OEBPS/image/295.png





OEBPS/image/15.png





OEBPS/image/Panel_20_just_the_house1.png





OEBPS/image/58.png





OEBPS/image/252.png





OEBPS/image/352.png





OEBPS/image/Panel_120_b.png





OEBPS/image/Child_of_Woe_Title1.png
Child
Woe





OEBPS/image/Panel_22.png





OEBPS/image/FRONT_COVER.png





OEBPS/image/271.png





OEBPS/image/Panel_20_just_the_house.png





OEBPS/image/Panel_96_.png
|
i % o Bl .||||||m|I
T A=y i (LTI
vl I
‘M /Jllﬂlllf






OEBPS/image/493.png





OEBPS/image/Panel_18.png





OEBPS/image/649.png





OEBPS/image/panel_59.png





OEBPS/image/47.png





OEBPS/image/444.png





OEBPS/image/Panel_21_cropped_horozontally_mirrored_darker.png





OEBPS/image/Panel_92-93.png





OEBPS/image/Panel_3.png





OEBPS/image/604.png





OEBPS/image/Panel_89.png





OEBPS/image/558.png





OEBPS/image/Panel_56_apple_throw_Maury.png





OEBPS/image/426.png





OEBPS/image/329.png





OEBPS/image/647.png





OEBPS/image/Panel_46.png





OEBPS/image/Panel_104.png
==





OEBPS/image/442.png





OEBPS/image/353.png





OEBPS/image/Panel_11.png





OEBPS/image/505.png





OEBPS/image/Panel_12_.png
/i






OEBPS/image/Panel_80.png





OEBPS/image/Panel_97.png





OEBPS/image/632.png





OEBPS/image/Panel_74.png





OEBPS/image/497.png





OEBPS/image/44.png





OEBPS/image/Panel_110.png





OEBPS/image/Panel_8.png





OEBPS/image/Panel_31.png





OEBPS/image/292.png





OEBPS/image/675.png





OEBPS/image/FRONT_COVER.jpg





OEBPS/image/panel_40_.png





OEBPS/image/Panel_69.png





OEBPS/image/309.png





OEBPS/image/627.png





OEBPS/image/Panel_55_BAT_bigger.png





OEBPS/image/391.png





OEBPS/image/576.png





OEBPS/image/300.png





OEBPS/image/Panel_25_darkened_.png





OEBPS/image/Panel_60.png





OEBPS/image/289.png





OEBPS/image/16.png





OEBPS/image/59.png





OEBPS/image/308.png





OEBPS/image/626.png





OEBPS/image/Panel_68.png





OEBPS/image/385.png





OEBPS/image/Panel_15_-_Yellow_Skirt.png
1
0 -






OEBPS/image/392.png





OEBPS/image/33.png





OEBPS/image/686.png





OEBPS/image/Panel_42.png
%ﬂv ﬂ.;%m =
_ﬁ ai= |

! TIM






OEBPS/image/633.png





OEBPS/image/Panel_32.png





OEBPS/image/muary_river_4.png





OEBPS/image/270.png





OEBPS/image/693.png





OEBPS/image/404.png





OEBPS/image/bedroom_2.png





OEBPS/image/Panel_9.png





OEBPS/image/50.png





OEBPS/image/421.png





OEBPS/image/Panel_58.png





OEBPS/image/650.png





OEBPS/image/676.png





OEBPS/image/500.png





OEBPS/image/48.png





OEBPS/image/208.png





OEBPS/image/Panel_79.png





OEBPS/image/22.png





OEBPS/image/Panel_36.png





OEBPS/image/grambo_p_httpss.mj.runMTLs5_8Ini0_httpss.mj.run_lisvq0NSrw_happ_f7959d42-dbd0-4771-876e-79623d3fd0f3.png





OEBPS/image/560.png





OEBPS/image/Panel_53.png





OEBPS/image/415.png





OEBPS/image/Panel_115.png





OEBPS/image/Panel_4.png





OEBPS/image/543.png





OEBPS/image/Panel_70.png





OEBPS/image/458.png





OEBPS/image/114.png





OEBPS/image/648.png





OEBPS/image/Panel_47.png





