
                        Please Don’t Judge Me!

One of my earliest memories as a very small child was a man banging at 
our front door saying he was there to repossess our refrigerator.  My mom 
shuffled all of us kids down to the basement where she kept us very quiet 
until the man left.  My mom had no clue that my abusive father was not 
making payments on it and other household items..  She married a 
controlling sociopath to whom lying was as natural as breathing.  


After they divorced my mother was then diagnosed with cancer which 
riddled her body.  My mother was brought up in an era where she was 
expected to look presentable no matter how sick she was or how many 
children she had to take care of.  Even with the cancer she would fix 
herself and us kids up to make us look acceptable so we would not feel 
judged.  My mom died when I was nine.  


After watching my mother’s struggle I vowed to never be put in that 
situation, never wanting to be dependent on anyone.  I worked two and 
three jobs as I put myself through school.  I tried desperately hard not to 
be judged by others never allowing anyone to know my struggle in life.  I 
had no family to help me to achieve my dream of college.  At one point I 
sold my bed in order to pay for rent and books.   I did manage to graduate 
and started a good career where I was self-sufficient and happy.  


With a successful career I then married, had children that I adored, and 
then was diagnosed with life long health issues leading to the end of our 
marriage.  After my divorce I was a single mother unable to work.  It was a 
struggle providing for my children.  When I was given gift cards as  gifts, I 
would then used them for my children’s birthday and Christmas gifts.  I did 
everything I could to make sure my children were provided for and felt 
secure in their life. 


 Inheriting my family sense of pride, I kept up that facade as I struggled 
through my own disability.   Alone in the darkness I agonized over how I 
was going to exist and take care of my children.  I begged God for 
answers.  I despised the fact that I had to take several medications just to 
exist.  I lost my freedom, recreation, self esteem and love.  There was 
social exclusion due to my situation.  It was terribly hurtful.  Tearfully, I 
asked my doctor for guidance.  He handed me a tissue and said “This is 
your life now.  Get over it”, and left the room.  This was now my new 
normal.  
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I was forced to get assistance from various agencies and charities which I 
was so very thankful for.  I found it ironic because they were charities I had 
volunteered for in the past.  I was afraid to go because there is such a 
stigma with impoverished people.  I found myself judged by some charities 
employees and volunteers because they thought I looked too nice to get 
assistance.  They had no idea how hard I worked washing and line drying 
clothes to protect my children from what was really going on in our lives.  I 
would smile and be carefree around my children acting as though our 
world was not falling apart.  I would then go into my bedroom and cry 
because I felt overwhelmed, defeated and very scared.  


Living in Section 8 Housing was a godsend.  I was grateful we had a roof 
over our heads but it came at a price.  There were crime issues as well as 
maintenance personnel who did not respect tenants enough to fix things in 
a timely manner.  I went four days with cold water because I was told that 
it was a holiday weekend and the guys had plans.  I ended up with 
pneumonia  because of it.


One time at a doctor’s appointment the assistant behind the window gave 
me the once over and then said in a very loud voice, “You don’t look like 
you NEED to be on disability.”  I could have died.  I peered into the waiting 
room and everyone was looking at me.  I then walked out of the doctor’s 
office, cried all the way home, went into the bathroom and vomited.  


Another incident is when I was at Target buying food with my Quest card.  
The girl behind the register said in a very loud voice,”YOU don’t have 
enough food stamps to buy your items.”  Then she proceeded to yell down 
to a manager several registers down, “She did not have enough in her 
food stamp account and how do I change things?”  There were at least 
two dozen people looking at me.  I was humiliated and once again cried

all the way home. 


Recently I needed a surgery which no Eau Claire surgeons were qualified 
to perform so I was referred to a surgeon in the Cities.  I went through a 
battery of very painful tests to verify the surgery was needed.  I then sat 
down with the surgeon who stated “You are on assistance.  Why don’t you 
go back to Wisconsin to get it done.  There would be extra paperwork if 
the surgery is done here by me.”  I stated that, “No one in Wisconsin does 
this surgery.”  She then gave me names of other places in the Cities where 
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I could have it done.  I was embarrassed, frustrated and in a lot of pain.  I 
am still trying to get that health issue resolved.


 Getting any type of assistance is a full time job.  You have copious 
amounts of paperwork to fill out, and personal information to collect, then 
you stand in long lines to plead your case and pray that you get the 
assistance your family desperately needs.  I was extremely grateful for the 
assistance I received.  Through it I was able to breathe for a moment.  
When the yearly benefit renewal comes around I am paralyzed with fear.  
Will I get the same benefits or lose some.  How will I pay for my medical 
expenses?


There is a stigma about poverty.  It makes you feel unworthy and irrelevant  
For the longest time I deluded myself into believing I was not impoverished 
because in my eyes it would mean that I was a huge failure.  But maybe it 
is others failing to see that

                                                    POVERTY IS NOT A CHOICE.



