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This collec+ve journal is reﬂec+ve of our learning and work
together in the Humani+es 101 course and it features a
Rites of Passage theme. Each entry is an individual point of view
on selected course materials. We encourage the reader to keep
an open mind when reviewing this journal and ask you to consider
that many of us used this as a therapeu+c process. There is,
therefore, certain content readers may ﬁnd controversial,
oﬀensive, or challenging. Remember, we have each had our own
unique journey in life and this journal shares that with you.
We hope that you, the reader, will be encouraged to explore
your own coming‐of‐age narra+ve.
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Grandma for the First Time
At first happy
Then, maybe, a bit shocked, a little disappointed
But HAPPY!
It was winter, of course, December
Cold, dark, white
I was about to be a grandma for the first time
I saw the birth of my grandson!
I had never seen a baby be born
Not even my own
Both my children
Were C-sections
3:30 am!
Woken up to meet her at the hospital
Up, out, at the hospital
In no time!
“How are you my daughter?”
Only a middle finger back.
I knew not to ask again.
It was amazing
The head, the body
Here comes my grandson
So proud!
Now a single mom
Hard working and determined
She managed to get her GED
And my grandson
Now nine
So busy, so curious,
Playing games on the TV
He is smart
And so is his mom!

!

!

2005

My ﬁrst place in Edmonton. A
liNle nest below the Fairmont
Hotel I called home. My
addic+on had ﬁnally taken me
to the place I didn’t want to
go. Waking up every morning
frozen and wondering why I
was doing this. Yet I con+nued
on for a couple of years.

From This to This

ASer I got clean
and sober I realized
the only thing I was
hiding from was
me.
Fortunate
enough to ﬁnd
myself being helped
by a couple of
ladies, I was now on
my way to recovery
and a new life.

2008

November 1, 2008 was my ﬁrst
day of being clean and sober. It
is now four years into my being
clean. I’m living in an apartment
which overlooks the ﬁrst place I
called home. I allow it to be a
reminder where I can go back to.
From this to this.

It was mid‐November when my boyfriend at the +me decided we should just get married.
So we went to get the marriage license and found out that we forgot to bring his divorce papers, so
we had to go back home to get it.
When we returned we found out that they couldn’t use it because they couldn’t photo copy
the embossed stamp on it. So we had to go get a new copy from the court house. When we got the
copy from the court house it was also embossed. We had to explain that it needed to be stamped
and they wanted to charge us for a third copy when all they needed to do was stamp the one we
just got from them. They ﬁnally agreed.
When we ﬁnal received the marriage license we had had enough. We received a list of
Edmonton’s jus+ce of the peace and started calling to see if anyone could marry us that night. We
had two friends as witnesses and no family there. We decide to get married in the jus+ce of the
peace’s house to be quick and have it over and done with.
Looking back on it now – if it takes three tries to get a marriage license, don’t get married.

It was in the classroom where I saw the one boy talking to my grade 8 teacher. When all of a
sudden another boy decided to grab his sweat pants and yank them down. Unfortunately he had
forgoNen to +e up his sweat pants that day. Even more unfortunately the boy had picked that day
not to wear any underwear and the class got an eye full of a very white buN. It was a good thing that
he was facing the desk otherwise he would have been even more embarrassed then he was. That
day he learned to +e up his pants.
Pulling down pants was the boy’s favorite pas+me and he did not care whether you were a
boy or a girl. It was the ﬁrst +me the class had ever seen our grade 8 teacher mad. ASer that day it
was banded from school, if you got caught pulling down the pants of anyone you were suspended
from school. Mind you, it was fun to watch because it didn’t happen to me that +me. I had had it
done many a +me to me. It wasn’t fun to have it happen to you but was funny when it happened to
someone else.

What advise would you give a youth about becoming an adult?
Don't worry about all the expectaBons that are being placed on you, relax, it’s okay
to take your Bme, what do you want to achieve? Take some Bme to look within
yourself, what are your passions, what makes you happy, who do you think you are?
The whole point of this is not to live up to the society’s expectaBons. I feel it's more
important for you to ﬁnd what it is that you feel is important and what you want to
share with society. I understand that this is a confusing Bme in your life but I want to
let you know its okay to feel confused, its okay to fail, it’s okay to not know if you
don't know, confusion is part of growing up. Do not be afraid to follow your own
path if you need to, it’s about your process to grow and mature, to quesBon and to
ulBmately get to know and accept yourself. It’s okay to feel fear, just don’t allow it to
control you. If you do happen to fall down don't worry, that is part of life, just pick
yourself up and keep going. If you run into problems on the journey remember to try
to focus on the soluBons and hang on to your passions and love. In life there may be
no happily ever aLers but we do have the choice every day to do our best with what
we have regardless of what is happening in our lives we can ﬁnd some happiness.
Good journeys and happy trails, ﬁnd your bliss and follow it.

What does someone need when they become an adult?
They need tools that work in diﬃcult Bmes. They need knowledge of how to trust
themselves, to ﬁnd the conﬁdence to become a fully formed being. They need some
experience on how to look aLer there body, minds, and spirits. In today’s world we
need tools on how to ﬁlter out informaBon – what is important and what is garbage.
They would need emoBonal maturity to be able to maintain themselves in the
outside world. A deep belief in on one’s own ability to survive and perseverance to
keep going Bll they make it. A willingness to accept failure, to realize that really there
is no failure you just found another way that didn't work. The courage to take
responsibility for one’s own life and their acBons and to stop blaming others or even
themselves. If one is struggling with past trauma, they would need to stop running,
face it, heal it, and move into full responsibility for one’s own being. In my opinion it
would be helpful to have some type of spirituality in one’s life, in whatever form
works best for that person. My ﬁnal point for what I think it takes to become an
adult is being lucky enough to have the right condiBons to be able to grow and
mature.

I have gone through many signiﬁcant rites of passage in my life and one of the
most signiﬁcant was owning my ﬁrst car. As I was growing up I used to envy the
guys in high school with cars and felt they were real cool, I wanted to be like them.
When I acquired my ﬁrst job I was determined to meet my goal. I saved my money
carefully and proudly purchased my ﬁrst car. To me, owning a car is an important
rites of passage. It symbolized the fact that I had ﬁnally become an adult. It
posi+vely strengthened my self‐image and self‐esteem. I felt that I had the
maturity and capability to confront life’s obstacles.
The cars I drive are representa+ve of my personality. Being involved in athle+cs for
most of my life, I always buy sports cars because they stand for speed, strength,
and agility; all of which are key to survival in society. Although there have been
+mes when I was without a car, I always feel more complete as a man when I have
one.

It was in the school hallways where I learned what “Don’t’ run in the hallways” really
meant.
I was seven or eight years old in Saskatchewan when one day I was running in the
hallway, the consequences were very tragic. A girl pushed me from behind and I went
ﬂying into a desk because I was going to fast to stop. I split my eyebrow open; there
was blood everywhere that stained my clothes. The school called my father who had
to drive 25 miles to the nearest hospital from school. I got eight to ten s+tches in my
eyebrow.
I never ran in the hallways again!

I Love the Hallway!
When I come to school the ﬁrst thing I no+ce are the pictures on the wall. I love the
hallway where everybody is walking and talking with each other. I ask the teacher –
where is my room?
When I am walking in the hallway I trip because I am looking at the pictures on the
wall. Some+mes I sit in the hallway to study because when everybody is in class it is
quiet. I also eat lunch in the hallway. The hallway is very important for me because I
use it a lot. The hallway is always my favorite place to be. First, because there are
always historic pictures of each class, and the old building’s story wriNen in the
portrait. The hallway also has an emergency exit, lost and found, and lockers. When I
am going home, the principal is standing in the hallway and saying goodbye to all the
students.

The Fairytale experience
That I would have had a loving father growing up, who would of gently guided me into
embracing manhood. He would’ve loved me and accepted me for who and what I am,
not placing unaNainable expecta+ons upon me. He would have had the courage to sit
down with me and talk to me about important subjects like sex, masturba+on, women,
drinking, drugs, and religion. He would’ve help me through these diﬃcult issues for me
as a young man, helped me understand how to give it and receive love, and in this way
show me how God is a loving God? I would have had a Mother that was strong but not
controlling, she would have been there to protect us but allow us to learn things on
our own, and provide us with love and care. She would have shown us how to take
care of ourselves and to be stable and trust in ourselves. Through this process I could
of matured into a healthy young man and got to experience things men experience;
geeng an educa+on, geeng a good job, mee+ng a wife, experiencing an in+mate
rela+onship with a women, providing for a family, and being an independent man.
In the end of all fairytales you get to live happily ever aSer, with no pain or suﬀering.
Wow! ASer wri+ng this fairytale I realized I am now glad I never had the fairytale life. I
would’ve missed out on the experience of geeng to know myself and would have
been doing just what society was programing me to do. I would’ve missed out on many
experiences in life that are really not talked about in fairy tales. One of these
experiences is pain. I experience chronic pain in my stomach and bowels that
supposedly I have manifested in my mind; the reason is unclear of why I created such
pain. My theory at this moment is that it is my mind’s way of protec+ng itself from
facing my trauma+c childhood and holding onto anger, that I am somehow afraid to
release it or am not sure how to. I feel ready now to truly forgive, I feel ready to face
the painful memories, and to let go. So in a more realis+c fairytale for me I face my
inner pain in my abdomen, stomach, and bowels and let it go. I experience healing and
am able to go forth to have new experiences with life and help others on their healing
journey. I don't expect the happily ever aSer, but a peaceful state of mind within me I
believe is realis+c.
The end.

!

A woman is searching and searching for her sibling. She leS her country in 1913
when the First World War occurred. She leS her family to save her life. She got on
board a ship even though she does not know where she will end up. Her ship
stops in England and she gets out of the ship to start her new life. She lived in
England for a long +me. She ﬁnally seNled in England and met a man. She fell in
love with him and she got married and had children. ASer awhile she was thinking
about her family. Wondering if they are s+ll alive she starts searching on the
internet. She did ﬁnd one of her family and that’s her older sister. She was so
happy and they keep their communica+on. They make an arrangement to meet
each other and in the long run it happens. They meet in person in the end and
they are happy together and spend +me.

The Rite Of Passage Into Drug Addic+on And Motherhood
Well here I am at 14, drinking heavily and dabbling into heavy drugs, cocaine to
be speciﬁc. Trying to escape the pain of home life. Parents are addicts with very
unhealthy behaviours. I was the vic+m of sexual, mental and physical abuse. So I
started to feel hell ya, I deserve to feel good, yet not feel at all. 25 years of ac+ve
addic+on, pros+tu+on, criminal ac+vity, jail, ins+tu+ons, physical violence,
abusive partners, Spiritual death and almost physical death. I had deﬁnitely
earned the RIGHT to use, be angry, to be violent, at least jus+ﬁed in my mind.
Fast‐forward to the day I found out I was pregnant.
Under the inﬂuence, police gave me the op+on to go to jail or go to detox, I
chose detox. Not openly, mind you, but there would be a chance to leave detox,
where as with jail there would be no chance, locked in a cell. I took the
pregnancy test and sure enough it was posi+ve. I couldn't even comprehend this,
as all I knew was how to get loaded and be in survival mode for myself alone. Did
I have a RIGHT to be pregnant; aSer all I was a junky and a pros+tute. I knew that
killing myself on a daily basis was one thing, killing another human being who did
not have a choice, was wrong. I tried to stay clean by going to residen+al
treatment and fell short. For 3 days I was MIA, in a drug house. No food or water
and not even caring about the child within me. Made my way back to detox, but
not without facing danger and some challenges before doing so. While in detox I
knew nothing would change as long as I stayed in my hometown, born and
raised. Asked my support to move me anywhere but where I was. So got on a bus
and leS for a new place, with a few bags of clothes in hand and not knowing a
soul. I did detox, treatment, and residen+al treatment for woman. It was
challenging, however I made it happen and at 4 months pregnant I found
out I was having twins. Let me tell you the fear was intense. Only knowing one
way of life for over half my life was a shock to my system. Wan+ng to run, hide,
escape, and get loaded. Again taking me back to, did I have the RIGHT to kill now
2 people who lived within me and did not have choice?
I white knuckled it and stayed clean, changing the outcome for my unborn
children and myself. I started to feel that I did have the RIGHT to give a child the
love, honour, and respect that I never received as a child. That God had blessed
me with a giS of having twins. I was happy, healthy, and knowing my children
would be born free from addic+on was, and is, a true blessing from Creator.
CONTINUED . . .

Out on my own now trying to be a healthy mom and giving my baby's the best care.
Falling short and relapsing while they were babies. Struggled with all sorts of chaos
and madness un+l I new I was not giving my children the RIGHT of a great quality of
life. I gave them up voluntarily to a friend of mine when they were 2 and a half. Did I
have the RIGHT to be their mom under the inﬂuence?
Going to treatment again and geeng into an unhealthy rela+onship. Having them
back in my care, struggling to stay clean, they were apprehended at 4 and a half. The
sheer and intense pain of not having them in my life was to great to bear. So I stayed
loaded, numbing all feelings – geeng and using and ﬁnding ways and means to get
more. My whole existence was centered in drugs and not being able to stay clean to
see my children, meanwhile suicide was creeping closer and closer. I lost the RIGHT
to be their mother, due to my disease of addic+on and not giving them the quality
of life they deserved. They were a giS to me from Creator and I felt just SICK of what
my life had become. I'm grateful for those who intervened and kept them safe and
out of foster care.
I ﬁnally came to a place of Spiritual bankruptcy, the dope wasn't working
anymore and death was just around the corner. Not really ready to totally
surrender I knew I had to go to treatment again and turn my life over to a power
greater than myself and the drugs. Creator became the PEACE in my life that I had
so desperately longed for. I had to work very hard in all areas of my life. The Creator
saw ﬁt through me staying clean, that I would be reunited with my giSs, my
children.
I will be 5 years clean this Jan 10, 2013. I believe Motherhood is a RIGHT that is
earned; yet many children are born into a life of despair and suﬀering, for which I
pray for them. Each day I stay clean and do the work for the greater good, I honour
myself and my family. Earning the RIGHT daily to be free from substance and have
my girls with me. I con+nue to have the strength and tools to be a beNer person and
give myself and my girls the life I didn't have, in a healthy way. I have given the
RIGHT to 2 other human beings the giS of clean breath, breath that is free from
addic+on.
That is a RITE of PASSAGE all on it's own, for a human being to be born absolutely
PERFECT!

I have gone through some signiﬁcant rites of passage in my life – my ﬁrst Holy Communion, geeng my
high school diploma, and buying my ﬁrst car were just a few that were key to my transi+on into
adulthood. Including these and other signiﬁcant rites of passage that I have gone through, the single
most important one for me was geeng my ﬁrst apartment.
For me, having my own apartment enables me to be my real self instead of being controlled by other
people’s beliefs and values. The freedom and independence that I feel gives me a great feeling. It is
here that I am the King of my own domain and can make a statement about myself. This climate of
freedom that I experience makes me paint a posi+ve image of myself. Through this posi+ve image I
strengthen my self‐esteem and self‐worth. I truly believe that it is important for one to have his or her
own personal space in order to become the real person that they are. This personal space can be a
founda+on with which you can become a complete person.

Happy memories of School
There was a day in grade 6 when we had a dance party! I had so much fun; I really broke loose
and danced like a manic. I had so much fun, we all had fun because we all let go, I think. I will
remember it for the rest of my life. To this day I enjoy dancing and it helps me feel happy and
fully alive.
We used to laugh a lot in school. We could laugh about almost anything. Some+mes we would
laugh so hard we could barley breath, those were some of the good +mes in life. I would also get
into a lot of trouble with the teachers because I really enjoyed being the class clown, it was my
favorite thing in the whole world at the +me to hear other laughing; it was music to my ears.
When I think back to those days it seems like a life+me ago and I was a totally diﬀerent person,
but the laugher stays with me to this day. It’s funny, when I was in school I thought that life
would really be great when I got out of school, but when you get out of school you remember
how much fun you had when you where in school.
When the bell rang for recess my heart would soar, I was free from the drudgery of learning stuﬀ
I really had no interest in. It was +me for some fun, yee haw, we would all be yelling and
screaming and pueng on our boots. We would play games, mostly the boys played sports and I
never really paid much aNen+on to what the girls where doing. We invented all kinds of new
sports and that was the best because we made up the rules as we played, we did this naturally,
we made one game that was a mix between hockey and soccer and we played it with a tennis
ball, what a blast we would have! All my cares and worries would disappear. I was free even if it
was only for 15 minutes this kept me happy and discharged of enough energy so that I could go
back to sieng in the classroom. The sports game at recess maNered more to me then all the
stuﬀ we were doing in class and I would wait in an+cipa+on for the next recess to come upon us
so that we could do it again.
I remember the ritual of the ﬁrst day back to school from summer break. It seemed so important
to me back then to have new clothes for that ﬁrst day, it seemed to maNer to all the kids. You
could smell new‐stuﬀ smell in the air, everything seem fresh and exci+ng. It was a big event in
my youth. It was great to be back in some ways, to see all your friends again. It was also sad in
some ways because you would lose the freedom of being free in the summer.
The ﬁrst day back to school kept geeng harder and harder for me as I progressed through
school. I started to feel more and more inferior to the other kids. I remember wan+ng to have
brand name clothes, as this would some how compensate for the way I was feeling – now I could
care less if a pair a jeans has a red tab or an orange tab on the back pocket, but back then it was
the world for me. I also wanted my hair to be straight and in style, and to have no acne, to look
perfect? I needed to impress everybody for some reason now when I think about it I think how
foolish it was, but that the way it was for me. I remember my ﬁrst day in high school I was so self
conscious that I hid in the forest for the ﬁrst day I just couldn’t go into the school. I s+ll
remember how that I felt looking around at the trees and feeling safe because they where not
judging me? I have changed a lot since then, when I look back I know I am making progress. I no
longer worry so much about what others think about me, I just focus on trying my best to
respect others and myself.

First we have objective view and then the subjective view:
1) Objective View – outside of myself
2) Subjective View – “I experience”, from myself
Next we view “A Matter”
1) A Matter – Something to be concerned about
2) No Matter – nothing to be concerned about

The first lecture I attended was a topic on “Literacy”
The media we explored were:
- T.V.
- Radio
In North America the literacy of the individual corresponds with the school
system and coming of age within it, such as the ages that follow:
1) 13 – 14
2) 14 – 16
3) 16 – 18
4) Adulthood

The Middle Sister
Once there lived a preNy liNle widow who had three liNle blond girls. They live
in a preNy liNle house on a preNy liNle street. There was an older sister, a younger
sister, and a middle sister. The middle sister had preNy blue eyes and curly hair.
The liNle girl’s mother was a beauty. She made a modest living that kept her girls
happy and healthy. One day a kind wealthy man came calling; this made the mother
very happy. He courted her for a few months and then they were married.
He took the family away to live in his castle. When they arrived it ended up
being a broken down hovel. The kind wealthy man wasn’t so wealthy as he made
himself out to be. He wasn’t very kind either.
One day the middle sister was gather herbs in the woods when she met a kind
old lady. The liNle old lady asked the middle sister why she was crying. The middle
sister told her how her mother was tricked in to marrying a man who had no money
and how he was hur+ng her mother, older sister, and liNle sister. The old lady told the
middle sister to come back for the next three days at the same +me. Over the three
days of visi+ng the liNle old lady they became good friends. On the third day the liNle
old lady turned into a wolf, she went with the middle sister and ate the evil man that
was hur+ng her family.
For the rest of the middle sister’s life the wolf was always by her side. When a
bad person came to hurt her family the wolf was there to swallow them whole. If they
were of kind heart they only saw a friendly dog. They liNle family prospered and live
happily ever aSer.

CONTINUED . . .

SeparaBon‐
The ﬁrst +me I moved out on my own I was 32. I had never lived on my own before. I
leS home when I was 16. I had gone from my mom’s to living with my boyfriend’s parents, and
then I leS there and moved into a group home. I stayed there a few months, signed myself
out, and came back to Edmonton. In Edmonton I went straight into the women’s shelter.
In Edmonton I met the father of my three oldest boys. I moved in with him. I had a bad
life with him. So when I ﬁnally leS him I moved back into mom’s house with 3 kids. I ended
geeng into another rela+onship and another child. It had goNen to the point that I couldn’t
handle 4 kids and did what I thought was best for them at the +me, I signed guardianship over
to my mother and came back to Edmonton. Then I met my husband and had another child.
We were together for a few years aSer our baby was taken away. When he leS me I went back
to my mom’s.
TransiBon‐
Making the ﬁrst step to leave my mom’s for good and ﬁnding an apartment was the
hardest thing for me to do. I had never been on my own, never had to be responsible for
myself. I didn’t know how to cook for one person (s+ll don’t aSer 7 years).
ReincorporaBon‐
When I ﬁrst found my apartment I was so scared. I had been staying at the Woman’s
Shelter for the past few months aSer leaving my mom and dad’s place.
The ﬁrst couple of weeks were so scary that I had to go back to the shelter to spend the
night. I needed the company of people around me. I sat at a table all night; just having the
feeling of people around made me feel beNer. I remember going home at around 5 am
because I was geeng +red.
Looking back on the past 7 years I wouldn’t change the experience. I have learned from
having the opportunity and from having the change of living on my own.
It has been a long +me coming for me to make the big step from going a pre‐adult to
adult at such a late age. Most people make that step at a young age, me I did it at a later stage
in my life.
Now I get to start a whole new chapter and this one will be with him and me? I hope!!!

RITES OF PASSAGE FOR RUNAWAY DEVIL
“ a modern cau+onary tale…a chilling portrait of an approval seeking man smi8en with a
manipula+ve young girl, who would stop at nothing to get what she wanted”
Perfectly illustrated from the book Runaway Devil, crime reporters Robert Remington and Sherri
Zickefoose bring to life the course discussions of van Gennep’s Rites of Passage. They describe the
breakdown of a young 12 year girl from Medicine Hat Alberta. Telling of the separa+on of her
social iden+ty from family, beginning with the deteriora+on of her honour roll status and Chris+an
upbringing to the uptake of a gothic subculture of misﬁt teens and prepubescent rituals of black
lips+ck and ﬁngernails and songs from Cradles of Filth. Transi+oning to a world forbidden by her
parents and shunned by other church goers by a lussul aﬀec+on for a 23 year man who also came
from a broken home and enjoyed living on the edge. Together the unlikely pair would share the
loss of their peers’ and others’ understanding, and then together they would form a union that
was unbreakable, misunderstood, and unrivalled by many. This passage of lust‐ﬁlled confusion
would turn fatal, with hatred so strong it lead to the killing of her mom, dad, and 8 year old
brother. Forever altering her as Canada’s youngest person ever convicted of a triple homicide or
act of familicide. She is ﬁnishing oﬀ a 10 year sentence which is the maximum for youth crimes
and is ﬁnally preparing to incorporate back into society!
There are many themes packed in the book Runaway Devil all which touch base somehow with
course material including van Gennep’s Rites of Passage. The age of majority is illustrated through
the concept of a 12 year girl and the 23 year old man in a rela+onship, it is noted in the trial that
“statutory rape” was not exercised in this case. The text explores how parents set limits around
who they could or could not associate with while young JR, like many of us as teenagers, was
given these boundaries she con+nued her union in secret. It’s oSen addressed in this book how
indiﬀerent both teens are to rules and how they do not see their unfolding rela+onship as unusual
even considering the 11 year ages diﬀerence.
Coming of age and the narraBves we relate too, including music and online proﬁles, allow alter
egos to exist in society. The text follows JR’s and Jeremy’s online rela+onship, the plot, and the
secret anger they both shared that would eventually be executed in murder.
During the trial it was oSen ques+oned whether or not JR’s and Jeremy’s choice of music may
have inﬂuenced them to commit the murders. In 2009 the lead singer from Cradle of Filth was
interviewed by the Calgary Herald and stated: “It depends on the person. Some people, their
ra+onale isn’t good no maNer what there listening to. Some people take things literally.”
Death, another rites of passage, is a strong theme. The idea of a 12 year old murdering one’s own
parents has sociologists and all of Canada quite baﬄed, pondering what kind of psychological and
emo+onal disturbance could possibly exist. When exploring annihila+on of an en+re family by a
child there are no easy explana+ons and in the Runaway Devil the authors speak with several
professionals in child and criminal psychology, they list three categories in which this case may or
may not fall under:
‐ the severely abused child who is pushed beyond his or her limits
‐ the severely mentally ill child
CONTINUED . . .
‐ the dangerously an+‐social child

The ceremonies and rituals of teens, street kids, and of gothic subculture oSen oﬀends Western
culture, as were JR’s parents and their Chris+an community.
Amongst all the greatest themes combined in this book is this whole concept of forbiddances and
forbidden love. When searching for explana+ons for their behaviour both JR and Jeremy are oSen
seen parallel to Paul Bernardo and Karla Halmalka. Their age diﬀerences and mentality combined has
been looked at as ﬁre and gasoline.
Using her online messages, the Runaway Devil tells of how sexuality was used as a manipula+on tool
that was ﬁrst ini+ated by JR as a way to retaliate from her parents. The book is sub+tled “How
Forbidden Love drove a 12 year Old to Murder her Family” and truly makes the reader ques+on just
how far people will go (and have gone) for forbidden love. It also looks at what exactly is forbidden
love for a 12 year old child.
Why is it we are shunned when we fall foolishly in love with someone much younger or older than us,
and who says it is wrong or right? Why are the laws around our minds and emo+ons so greatly
contested when tempta+on is so strong? Who is the law, and who decides the fate of our love and
aﬀec+ons, our inner passions and longing for somebody we know we shouldn’t have?

