[image: image1.png]My name is Chris. I was married for 16 years and knew my spouse for three years prior to our marriage. Nearly 20 years
together and with nothing more than a few pieces of paper, I was told that my spouse wanted a divorce. Surprise....I will be
going through a divorce and there is nothing I can say or do that will change the situation. I remember facing the legal courier
and saying “Is That All There Is To This?” In only a few days I found out that I was on the first step of a regimented system that
polarizes parents and unnecessarily creates a schism between a parent and the children. I was arbitrarily removed without
any findings of fault, because this is of course “no-fault” divorce. So, I keep wondering, why does the entire family court system
treat me like the divorce is wholly and only my fault because somehow the court labeled me the “non-custodial parent” because as
the judge said “someone has to have the kids.” I was the chief wage-earner, even though my spouse has more education and
could have, with a little effort, had a higher earning capacity.

1 have learned that my story represents the thoughts that millions, many millions of children wish to share with you. The words
are mine, but I carry the sentiment that these children want to share with you. You may ask, “What Do I Know about the Needs
of Children”? Tam a parent to three of those millions of children. I am a proud parent of a daughter and two sons. When my
family was torn apart, they were 12, 9 and 8 years old. I have seen first hand what my children unnecessarily went through
because of a system that we have come to know as the family courts. This intentionally callous and damaging system is
structured to divide families. The following is a scenario which is typified by millions of stories with similarly outrageous
events promulgated by the family courts.

1 would ask that the readers of this letter challenge their paradigm of the family court systems. The family courts are at the core of
the societal turmoil that exists today. Severing the parent-child relationship as described below was not and is not necessary
in my case or the other tens of thousands of cases each year in our state.

Once this well oiled machine systematically removed me from the home that I had made for my family (again, not because I was
found guilty of anything; in fact I still am not sure why I got booted out), I was told that I must now wait for what the system calls
the temporary order. This is where the living arrangement for my children would be established. I thought I would see my
children in a day or two and although our family is in turmoil for the moment, at least I can give comfort to my children who I'm
sure are distressed to say the least.

But wait, it will be how long until this temporary order is established? A week or more? Months? But what about the religion
class that we shared every Wednesday? And next Saturday is a basketball tournament and my sons are told they can’t play. I'm
the coach and unilaterally someone is telling my child that the temporary order has not yet been written and that there won’t be
any tournament. This was the fourth year that I had coached my children in basketball (six years of T-ball and community ball
t00). The kids look forward to these events; all of the kids look forward to these tournaments. But where are my kids? Iknow
they want to be there. I'm told that as a non-custodial parent, my time is limited.

I thought I would be patient. At least the temporary order will put some sanity to the situation and as mature adults we can work
towards a reasonable solution that will ensure there is some cohesiveness between our children and ourselves.

I remember sitting on a backless bench in the middle of the county courthouse atrium. No one asked me any questions. No one
invited me into any conversation regarding the temporary order; it just happened, and in a very few minutes I was told, yes told,
that the children would spend less than 4 hours a week with me and without a pause, I would be required to pay my spouse over
35% of my net income.

We were an average family and at the end of the month there were a few dollars to set aside for long-term savings and extras for
our household, but now there are two households and the temporary order states that I must pay twice the amount that we ever
budgeted for our household.

This temporary order has exiled me from my home, separated me from my children, and immediately forced me into a situation to
find a place to live. With the remaining income, where can I possibly get a place to live, buy groceries, get to work, and provide a
comfortable place to be for my children for the few hours that I see them every week. How can this be happening to us?

I received a phone call later that week from one of my children. In a whisper my nine year old told me that they were not suppose
to call me but wanted to talk. Because this call was made behind my spouse’s back, it was only for a couple minutes. My child
had to hide the fact that something as simple as a phone call to me could not be made. How can this be happening? Later that
week a message expressing the same anxieties from a couple nights ago was left on my work voice mail. With the same whisper,
my child said I just called to say hello. I have a math problem that I need you to help me with. I will try to call you tonight. I
love you; Bye.” I can include this as a quote in this letter because this message has repetitively been saved on voicemail system at
work.

Soon the attorneys will be involved and in short order things should come to resolve and some normalcy occur in our lives.
What? The attorney requires $5,000 up front....petitioner, respondent, discovery, affidavit, custody, child-support, obligor,




[image: image2.png]obligee. ....what are all of these things? At least I found an attorney I can trust and if $5,000 gets my family and me through this
mess, then so be it.

My attorney and I looked at the affidavit that my spouse had written. First, I was educated that my spouse was the petitioner and
that I was the respondent. I found out what “Irreconcilable Differences” meant. And then, the affidavit. This was supposed to be
a document that represents a statement of oath. My soon to be ex states on the record that I was never involved in my children’s
lives. Isn’t this perjury? What about the eleven community sports teams that I coached? What about church activities? We
always went to their cousin’s birthdays. Both my brother and sister live less than an hour away. And this piece of paper says I
was never involved in my children’s lives. This document is filled with lies.

The attorney told me to take the high ground and not let the intent to undermine my character as a parent to distract me. O.K.
I guess that makes sense. The attorney told me that the next step would be the discovery portion of the divorce process. But
before we could continue, I was given an estimate of the cost for this discovery and that I would need to pay an additional $5,000
to continue. Another $5,000? What happened to the first $5,000 which resulted in less than ten pieces of paper and something
that I wrote before giving it to the attorney? Something is not right. I can’t even afford a place to live, where do they think this
money for an attorney is supposed to come from?

Up until now I have been exiled from my home, separated from my children, forced into a situation to find a place to live with not
enough left to pay rent anywhere, and liquidating long-term savings and retirement accounts to pay an attorney. How can this be
happening? Something is not right. Why can’t we both take equal responsibility for ourselves and for our children when they are
in our care, and be done with it? Why all these ugly battles? Haven’t we had enough?

It’s been a few months now and the kids are getting bored sitting in my efficiency apartment when they “visit,” without having
things that are available to them at the other house. Ibought my daughter a telescope last Christmas. That was a couple months
ago and I asked her if she liked it. She told me that she didn’t know how to set it up and that no one would help her. It was put
back in the box. My 8 and 9 year old sons like sports so I bought them a table soccer game....a nice one....not the cheapy plastic
ones at Target or Walmart. I guess they’re pretty good at it. They would like to get one for the apartment too. Even if I could
afford to get another table like that one, where would I put it in this small apartment?

Since the temporary order I had without fail written two checks every month and sent them through the mail to my spouse. One
of the checks was for the financial support of my children and the other was for spouse maintenance.

Somewhere in the sequence of events that have transpired over the last two years, my father died. He was 76 years old. My
mother had died some years earlier. They both enjoyed being with their grandchildren, but since the Temporary Order, spending
time with grandpa never happened. My spouse always had some other activity planned.

The temporary decision is only the beginning. Because I don’t want to “give up” custody and because I want to take equal
responsibility for raising my children, there’s another set of players in this story. A court evaluator and a GAL (guardian ad
litem). Where did these people come from? Things were progressing and now two more people get involved. These people were
the ones that checked out where we lived and the relationship between my children and me. This report was going to have the
absolute most weight in determining the final order.

About two months after we had moved in to our newly rented home, the two evaluators came to our home and asked the children
and I to interact as if no one was there. They walked around the place, and then left. They probably spent about % hour with us.
1 guess that’s enough time to see that my children’s needs are being met? The process seemed simple. I had no idea the report
would be so damaging and yet so subjective?

The report that they wrote and published a couple weeks later was absurd. I was told that my interactions with the children were
obviously insincere. How are we all supposed to act with “forced play” and someone watching us? My 8 year old son’s room (a
young girl’s room decorated by the previous owners) was described as inappropriate because it had daffy duck with some flowers
on the wall paper border. My 12 year old daughter’s room was decorated with antique furnishings, and had little appeal to a girl
my daughter’s age. This antique furniture was my grandmother’s, her great-grandmother’s, furniture. A twelve year old daughter
with a gift handed down from a great-grandmother and someone who is suppose to represent a child’s best interest demeans a set
of furniture that will likely follow my daughter into her home one day.

The final court day came in late fall of 1999. Iwas sitting on a bench similar to the one describe above waiting for our turn in the
courtroom. The attorneys, the court evaluator, and the GAL went off into the corner to talk. There were some smirks, and
giggles within the group. Hardly appropriate for a day when children’s future is at stake and will be changed forever.

My attorney approached me and said he could negotiate a settlement where my parenting time would be granted every other
weekend...and in return my support obligations, both for the children and for the spouse, would be increased by another 30%, and
would be combined into a total child-support obligation collected and distributed by the county.




