Yes there is a Santa, and he's called Ann Davis
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Editor: 

I still believe in Santa and he paid me a visit at the Ann Davis House in Chilliwack! 

In my worst nightmares I never thought I would be described as destitute. I came from an upper-middle class family of origin and after marrying the man I thought would be my knight in shining armour, I expected we would live a wonderful life. 

Over the years the happily ever after story started to turn sour. The castle walls started to crumble, the garden was full of weeds and while not the wicked stepmother, I was actually cast into that role in my family by the way my husband treated me and taught the children to act with me. I started to feel like Rapunzel trapped in the tower because my life was so controlled with being told what to think, where I could go, who I could talk to and how I was to dress and behave. However, I finally summoned the courage to leave because I knew that was the only way my children would have any hope for a future and a mother who was once again a strong, confident woman. 

The first Christmas away from my children was heartbreaking and I had every reason to believe this year would be a repeat performance. I have, however, just returned from a visit to the Ann Davis Transition Society, where I had spent several weeks looking for the yellow brick road to the Emerald City. What I found, not only during my stay at their transition house, but on a continuing basis through their transition society, is help, compassion, counsel, understanding and knowledgeable people to help me work my way through the maze of legal issues, the swamp of justice muddles and the physical and emotional briar patch of putting my life back together. 

Today, I do not call myself destitute, though, according to all the cultural and society descriptors, I still am. Today I am richly blessed because of the generosity and warmth of the staff at the Ann Davis Transition Society. I was given Christmas gifts for my children and myself, food and clothing and the warm and caring hugs and wishes of people who I now call my friends. The only thing I have been able to do the rest of the day is cry tears of joy because of the tremendous outpouring of love and grace I received. 

I am not an isolated case, and while my story is true it is also the story of all too many women who have had to flee from domestic violence. 

Wonderful places like the Ann Davis Transition Society exist because of the belief of so many that we are valuable, responsible women who have been dishonoured and exploited in our homes. I know that, if they could, the Ann Davis Transition Society and other transition houses would increase their staff, housing ability and services. They would offer more services and counselling and certainly at Christmas time when women want nothing more than to give gifts of love and joy to the children, they would provide those resources. 

I am most fortunate because today I was the recipient of far more than I could ever have imagined or dreamed about. I wish all the women who are out on the streets could receive the help and care I have so they could begin to put their own lives back in order and no longer have to live in fear. 

Yes, there is a Santa but I call him Ann Davis Transition Society! Merry Christmas to all! 

Name withheld

