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know I could improve. 
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The	original	was	written	more	of	a	stream	of	consciousness.		I	wrote	each	chapter	when	I	had	time	
and	with	no	specific	connection	to	the	previous	chapter	or	with	no	thought	of	the	subsequent	chapter.			
Each	chapter	simply	represented	a	stream	of	emotions	at	that	period	of	time.		Now	that	I	have	read	and	
reread	the	original	manuscript,	I	realize	that	the	order	of	the	chapters	has	to	be	sequenced	differently.	
The	content	of	each	chapter	has	to	be	re-organized,	information	added	to	give	the	book	clarity.		To	give	
the	story	line	better	cohesion.	I	realize	I	should	have	done	all	of	this	during	the	editorial	process	before	
this	book	went	to	press,	but	I’m	glad	I	have	the	opportunity	to	correct	those	wrongs	now.	

		As	I	rewrite	and	edit	Not	My	Family,	I	feel	it	screams	for	a	sequel	and	the	rewrite	has	allowed	me	to	
organize	my	thoughts	and	produce	a	synopsis	for	becoming	Franny	Purcell-The	Sequel	to	Not	My	Family.		
It	also	gives	me	ideas	of	the	importance	of	voice	recognition	software	because	without	it,	I	would	not	be	
able	to	complete	this	revision	of	the	Original	Not	My	Family.		
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My name is Maria Butler, formerly Francine Marie Purcell of south Texas, name changed 
and identity almost obliterated without her knowledge. I can remember from an early age a 
feeling of displacement and never quite fitting in anywhere. I grew up on the East Coast in 
Virginia, but as adult a moved around. I moved to the West Coast initially for school and then 
work with that feeling of disconnection from everything I knew. Although my family was 
dysfunctional and made it difficult for me to develop and sustain meaningful connection I still 
yearned for a connection.   

My primary means of false connection and relationship assumption was through social 
media. I originally took a contract position for a commercial insurer in Savannah, Georgia, but 
had offices in Chattanooga, Tennessee, and Charlotte, North Carolina. Through my actuarial 
work, contracting, and utilization management work I was kept busy shuttling between the 
offices. With very little time to chat on the phone, drop in for a visit, or catch a quick bite at the 
local BBQ joint. However, this did offer a layer of protection from up close and personal 
onslaught or requests for money, emergency babysitting because someone gets locked up or the 
general psychologic dumping of problems from less stable family members. Social media 
allowed me to stay somewhat connected on my own terms and from a safe distance.  

I was summoned back to Virginia, via text of all things, for my great aunt, Ella’s funeral. 
Why text someone about a funeral? Because the Butler’s and Sampson’s know not to call me 
directly anymore. Simply because I don’t answer most calls with a 757 interchange, and those 
family members who are actually saved in my digital Rolodex are blocked. I know, I know, 
extreme measures but my peace of mind and poaching of my time is priceless to me.  

My cousin Manny Butler is the electronic historian of the family and started posting 
about her life and influence on his life on the Butler Family Facebook page. His cataloguing and 
updates to the family tree will become instrumental in my own discovery of my personal history. 
However, his depiction of our warm and loving elderly family member was a complete 
contradiction to the woman I remember who chased my sister, Angela, and I from around her 
house with a stick and threw dirty mop water on the neighborhood kids who she thought was 
making too much noise around her window. This was the same women who my cousins always 
had suspicious black eyes and whelps on their legs from her infamous extension cord beatings. 
And this is the same auntie who buried 3 husbands and 2 boyfriends under suspicious 
circumstances. All those events marked with new and shiny Cadillacs and mink coats too much 
for the temperate climate of Southeastern Virginia, but what do I know?  

I would pay my respects and attempt to beat a fast retreat before I would be pulled into 
any drama.  But before I ran screaming back to my rental car, I did a fast head count at the 
funeral and realized there were fewer than 50 members of a vast family who were living, and the 
few who were left were on their last leg. If my estimate of life expectancy was correct in a few 
short years, my family would die out—or so I thought. Evidently my cousin Manny and I had the 
same thought. This knowledge ramped up his efforts to document our rapidly disappearing 
family. His posts started with his experience on Ancestry.com and even published a few of the 
connections on his page. He started sending direct messages to family members to review and 
correct and add connections for completions. Out of curiosity I started participating and assisted 
in the expansion of his work.  At his encouragement, I even submitted DNA to 23 and Me for 
genealogy purposes to find out just how “African” I really was.   

As I added connections and checked leaves, I discovered early deaths from heart disease, 
homicide, and suicide. I was introduced to female and male philanderers, murderers (suspected 
like my aunt Ella), schizophrenics, and pedophiles. I started to think, how am I going to survive 

Square Peg in a Box of Round Nuts 
It escapes me who originally stated the use of expletives is unimaginative and denotes a limited 
vocabulary in the user. I start with an apology for the expletives in the upcoming pages. But, shit 
and hell fire, did that just really happen? Who is my family? Where do I belong? Who does that? 
Once more people become aware of the extent of the pathology, I guarantee they will ask, “What 
the hell? Why hasn’t she gone postal?” No, I haven’t gone postal, and I am still living and not in 
a state or federal correctional facility. 



this lineage? What kind of family is this? I come from pretty messed-up stock. Was I always 
destined to fail or struggle? Could a sister get a break?  

I started to explore the meaning of family. I was beginning to learn that my family was 
the antithesis to this. They harbored secrets, even if the truth was liberating. There is a 
propagation of the unbelievable, where love is met with jealousy, hurt, and suspicion. You learn 
to mismanage relationships as a survivor of a family with these complex dynamics and you 
recover only by recognizing the enemy from within this family.  

 
  



Expectations Can Be Overwhelming, Especially the Negative 
It is difficult to know adults can’t trust you and you never measure up. But if these 

expectations are faulty and completely unrealistic or even perverted it’s actually fine not to 
measure up. I was always told,” Oh you are so smart you think you’re better than us because of 
your college degree. You’re nothing.” Or this one was the worst, “You are big time Director of 
what? You still are that same gap tooth girl motley girl from the hood. Now, can I have 8000 
dollars to pay off the bank?” That zinger was from my wonderful father, Ronald Butler.   

Even in spite of all of this verbal and psychological abuse, I really feel I knew I had so 
much within me. But if the family history was to be believed, where did I get it from? My hope 
was that history would not repeat itself. I wanted to be different from everyone I had grown up 
with—and definitely different from what I was actually starting to see on the computer screen.  

With the assistance of my cousin Manny we would trace Butlers back to end of the Civil 
War and Reconstruction Era North Carolina. We went back three great-grandfathers to a small 
farm in North Carolina. It makes sense because—besides Texas and the Gulf region—I had 
always felt drawn to that state, and it was kind of cool to have a connection to it.  

Also a complete genealogical picture also was coming to light not only with familial 
connections but also medical connections. My mother, Darlene, died at forty-eight from 
metastatic breast cancer, and I wanted the data to see if I had linked to those genes associated 
with this disease—another one-two punch from this genetic pool. But there also are many other 
cancers, cardiac disease, and diabetes medical history and the risk of development being 
important. Most African Americans claim we all have some aspect of Native American lineage, 
so when the results returned a mixture of Berbers from the mountains of Algeria (which will 
make sense later) and several other sub-Saharan tribes there was actually a surprising amount of 
Western European and Plains Native American tribes. 

What happened next was simply a strange occurrence with all the drama of a reality 
show. The genetic testing led to a hit outside of the Butler/Sampson family line. Of all things, 
there was a close sibling matches, which didn’t surprise me, since I knew Ronald Butler was a 
bit of a rolling stone. I knew of at least five half-brothers and half-sisters from a variety of affairs 
he’d had throughout my parents’ marriage. The odd thing was the connection was to me.  There 
were four sibling matches, three brothers and a sister with a paternal connection not leading back 
to Ronald Butler.  Wait, what?  

I refreshed the page, and and clicked on the leaf assigned to me. There were two birth 
certificates for Baby Girl Darlene Marilyn Purcell. Darlene Purcell? In the words of a New 
Orleans Saints football fan, “Who dat?”  There was a link to Darlene Purcell’s public records. I 
would not only find her marriage certificate to Ronald Butler, four years after I was born. There 
was also a link to what appeared to be an amended birth certificate, name changed to Maria 
Butler with the “father” redacted and changed to Ronald Butler, who I thought of as my father. 
The surname had also been redacted and amended to Butler. This revision took place and was 
stamped when I was thirty-four months old. There were also two applications for Social Security 
cards, the first for a Francis Marie Purcell and another for Maria Butler, tied to the Social 
Security number I had used for as long as I can remember. Who was Francis Marie Purcell?  

I needed answers, but I really wasn’t on speaking terms with Ronald Butler. I hadn’t 
spoken to him directly in eight years. Angela, my sister, was who texted me about Aunt Ella’s 
funeral and I only had some connection through the Butler’s with my work with Manny. It was 
way too much, and I dropped it for almost eight months.  



I got busy with life and didn’t navigate back to the heritage site for several months. I 
think continued researching my mother’s connection to this Purcell. I clicked on the union, and 
there were two links, one to a marriage certificate in Cameron County, Texas, between my 
mother, Darlene Marilyn Sampson, and a man named Samuel Anthony Purcell Jr., dated January 
1970. Hmm, 1970? Samuel Purcell Jr.’s occupation was listed as staff sergeant, US Army. None 
of this made any sense. I then clicked on link to the declaration of divorce, again in Cameron 
County, Texas, dated September 1974. I immediately noticed these dates aligned with the 
changes to my own birth certificate. Something was bothering me, and a thought started to take 
shape: I might not be related to the Butlers. Holy crap! Their destiny may not be mine! I don’t 
owe them anything, and they don’t owe me anything. The genetic curses and the psychiatric 
curses may not be my destiny.  

But who was Samuel Anthony “Tony” Purcell?  Who was Samuel Purcell Sr.? What 
about these sibling matches? I discovered Samuel Jr served a couple of tours in Vietnam and 
went on to serve another twenty-three years in the army, retiring as a command sergeant major. 
He was decorated with the Bronze Star twice, Medal of Honor, Purple Heart for Valor, and other 
commendations, including the Silver Star for bravery and accolades for his job in the infantry. 
There were several articles written about battles in which he rescued his fellow soldiers, at 
extreme danger to himself. There were articles written about him and commentary he had written 
after the war in general support for the military and the long-term effects of PTSD.  

I would discover a legal trail of documents with holes because I had no concrete 
confirmation of the connection between myself and all the individuals mentioned in the pages. 
There were links to court-ordered child support that were not rescinded until I turned twenty-five 
years old. There was a dependent child listed as Francis Purcell, which I assumed was me, and 
another older child, Brice Purcell. There were links to custody papers for myself and another 
sibling Brice Purcell, who my father retained sole custody. I also saw links to guardianship being 
appointed to Emma and Samuel Anthony Purcell Sr. of four dependent children while Samuel 
Purcell Jr. when he went MIA during his last deployment in Vietnam. It wasn’t until his unit 
returned that the family found out he was involved with covert actions in Vietnam, and he was 
awarded a Silver Star. He led several incursions into enemy territory and liberated several prison 
camps before being taken captive and then leading a prison break, liberating that camp. It was 
clear that Samuel Purcell Jr was a war hero and a POW. But what also was becoming clear was I 
may have a bunch of siblings and grandparents I didn’t even know. Who were these people, and 
why didn’t I know them? By all accounts, Samuel Purcell Jr was stand-up and honorable, 
completely different than Ronald Butler, so why didn’t he fight for custody or at the very least 
visitation of me? And why did my mother want me to be aligned with Ronald Butler and not the 
genuine real life super-hero? 

So, being the clueless, insecure person I was at the time, I took a very dark turn that 
would cause me to log off the site again in anger. Why wasn’t I good enough to keep—and why 
wasn’t there a brutal fight to get me back? Why wasn’t I good enough? There were no facts to 
back any of this up. All I had were reams of disjointed legal papers to document the unraveling 
of a union. I did not know the depth of depression Sam Purcell underwent with the death of my 
twin brothers or that I had twin siblings and then another blow when my mother left. Wait, what 
the? Twins?  Yes, there were more siblings of whom I had no knowledge. I would not know how 
his love for my mother would keep him from preventing her return with me to Virginia and 
Ronald Butler and vowed to support me financially with no interference. I wouldn’t know he 
missed me every day, and I wouldn’t know until we met almost forty-five years later that my 



mother would not keep up her part of the bargain. He would not know the extent she and her 
family would go to excise his and his family’s existence from my life. He would not know the 
extent of their pathology.  

When my head cleared, and I had a quick four sips of dirty gin martini, I logged back in 
after the initial shock. But I’ve had to process the significance of my finding on line. I have a 
shiny new extended family, and they were waiting for me. The questions were flying around in 
my head. Would I like them? Would they like me? Would they have their hands out for a 
handout? Would they resent me for popping up out of nowhere? Little did I know I have almost 
50 years of cards and presents never sent waiting for me to rejoin the family and take my rightful 
place. 

	
 

Darlene Marilyn Butler, My Mother 
 
 
Before I can proceed with the story of my biological father’s family, I should introduce my 
mother Darlene. I would reconnect with the Purcell’s and rediscover the Darlene of San Padre 
Texas who was completely foreign and unrecognizable to me. The pictures during our time in 
Texas were startling. My mother looked so happy. What was even more disconcerting after being 
in Texas, my mother seldom took pictures. And in the few pictures she was in, she always had an 
expression on her face that looked as if she was trying to hide. What happened to that carefree 
woman I saw in the pictures from in South Padre Island? I wish I knew the caring Momma from 
San Padre instead of the frightened wounded Darlene of Virginia. My mother simple stopped 
being present when she left Texas. She wanted no evidence of the fairy-tale life she lived in 
Texas. The elegant woman with the bright smile in the pictures had her hair pulled back in a 
puffy Afro, who wore sundresses, and had big floppy hats decorated with flowers. She wore 
flowery peasant blouses and carried wicker baskets full of flowers from her garden. She split her 
time between the Purcell family owned tea shop and flower shop. She hosted Tuesday afternoon 
tea in her flower shop surrounded by smiling friends and family members. I have a vague 
recollection of my 4th birthday party held in Virginia, the only birthday party and only family 
gathering hosted by Darlene that would end badly. 
 
The San Padre Darlene was an avid gardener and cook. She would bake scones, not well, but I 
would learn she had so much fun following recipes and discovering new recipes to try.  She 
would make her flower deliveries before the heat of the day and then work for several hours in 
the family’s coffee shop. When the afternoon rush was done, she would help close up the shop 
and get home just in time for my older brothers to get home from school. This woman was calm 
and collected, but above all, she was happy.  
 

In contrast, my mother’s early home life in Virginia was horrible. She never really had a 
childhood, and she was the live-in maid and cook for her younger siblings by the age of six. Her 
father, Ilhem Sampson, was a philandering man with a grade school education who was 7 years 
senior of her mother, a teenage bride, Sarah who was orphaned at a young age and married to 
escape the horror of her own childhood.  I heard stories about the burns my mother sustained 
while trying to cook while standing on a chair because she was too short to reach the stove. She 
grew up on the property inherited through her maternal grandfather’s family. The property could 



have been a proper sustenance farm if her parents could have figured out how to manage it 
appropriately between the birth of her 10 siblings. Her father when he wasn’t working on the 
railroad had many affairs with many female neighbors in plain sight of Darlene’s mother, Sarah. 
He would spend money lavishly on his girlfriends and only spent money on coal for a heater to 
keep him warm the few days he spent in the home, gas for the stove to cook his meals and to pay 
for electricity when he wanted to buy and watch the neighborhood’s first television set. She had 
to steal money from Ilhem to buy feminine hygiene products and suffered beatings for it. She 
went hungry to make sure the beans and hot dogs, the only thing they could offered from the 
pennies Ilhem left on the table after his pay day, fed her siblings—so they would have at least 
one meal per day. The little she would learn about household management  

What might have sealed my mother’s fate was the craziest of decision to hide the 
maternity of my sister Angela. Oh yeah, another family secret to implode with my research of 
my family history. Angela is actually my first cousin, and not my sister. Colorism, the favoring 
of African Americans with lighter complexions over those with darker complexions, is and was 
rampant in the South. When fairer Myrtle became pregnant a decision was made to hold her and 
my darker skinned mother out of school. The purpose of which was to make it as if Angela was 
Darlene’s child and not Myrtle. My grandmother had big plans for the fairer Myrtle, she would 
be a nurse, marry well, and earn a salary to elevate all of them out of poverty. This dream of 
Grandmother Sarah imploded with Myrtle’s pregnancy. But my mother, could easily take the fall 
because she was deemed expendable in this family in which females where not worth that much 
in the grand scheme of things it seemed.  The life that was chosen for her in Virginia was devoid 
of joy, love, and respect. In South Padre, she was larger-than-life, confident, secure, and loved.  

When Darlene went back to Virginia, she would go into survival mode that would last the 
rest of her life. She put her head down and just did life. She guarded her heart and couldn’t bring 
herself to love anyone that much again. My biological father continued to write to her several 
times a month over the years, his letters were among her papers I would later get from one of her 
younger sisters after I started rediscovering my lack of connection to the Butlers. What was even 
more revealing in her responses is her belief that she was meant to be loved by anyone, and 
never felt deserving of Tony Purcell’s love.  When she married Ronald Butler, shortly after my 
4th birthday, she stopped opening the letters. Most were bound by rubber bands and sealed away.  

	
	

Not My Family, Not My Real Father, My Stepfather Ronald Butler…The Ass-Crank 
 

I would discover my real paternity as I researched my connection to the Butlers. I was 
spinning initially as my research of the Butler family progressed my dislike and disbelief is why 
had to be related to this group of derelicts. The further back I went in the Butler line, the more 
depressed I became. Granted, my mother’s family weren’t the Huxstables of the turn of the 
century with their illegitimate births and teenage paramours.  

The Butler family search revealed a wedding license of his parents’ years after they had 
been living together. There was evidence of his great-grandmother performing illegal abortions 
because her wrap-sheet had been digitalized and uploaded on line.  There were letters and stories 
of long-term affairs between my stepfather’s and mother’s family. For you see, my grandfather, 
Ilhem had a multiple year affair with Ronald’s Aunt Myrtle and Darlene’s mother had a long 
term affair with Ronald’s uncle producing a child who they named after his sister, seriously 
genetically too close for comfort. It seems like there was lots of passion without an outlet. You 
see, no one went anywhere, but they never let anyone in and turned to and on each other. 



Wedding vows—and evidently shotguns—meant nothing. Several death certificates listed men 
and women succumbing to the blast of a sawed-off shotgun or dying of head trauma over some 
argument surrounding accusations of infidelity and theft of property. There were sexual and 
physical abuse accusations; no one was safe with predators inside the home.  

Ronald’s great-great-grandmother was self-taught to read and write, and if the family 
stories were correct, she was born close to the end of Civil War on a plantation near the same 
plantation where my stepfather’s family lived. It was rumored that Native Americans and 
African Americans were enslaved on this farm.  

The story was a bit convoluted, but it was rumored that his great-great-grandmother had 
several children by another farmhand who died in an accident when he was knocked from a plow 
and dragged. She and her children were forced to move in with her brutal brother. It was 
rumored that he turned to my great great grandmother when his wife died, and she had two 
children while living with him. The oldest son died in prison of TB, and the youngest lived to 
terrorize his grandfather, mother, siblings, and neighborhood children until he died mysteriously 
of a disease that caused him hallucinate, scream at ghosts, vomit, and sweat. I’m thinking tertiary 
syphilis but I didn’t do the post mortem.  

It was hard to believe this was the stuff that made up the Butler family. There was little 
valor and no honor—just base carnality. No one marched with Martin, and no one raised their 
fists with Malcolm. This sounds like character assassination of the dead, but can’t we do more 
than survive? It was about surviving. If you wanted to do more than survive, there was no one to 
support that. The concept of family was a group of people who shared a narrowing genetic pool 
and finite collection of surnames. The emotional molding and love are supposed to be learned, 
but instead, so many perished—and the survivors didn’t have the emotional intelligence to instill 
stability in subsequent generations.  

So, these were the Butler ancestors and extended family. They carried a sense of shame 
and tended to be less confident in their ability to cope with life. I realize my lifelong building of 
self-protective walls I built around my heart and emotions, walled me off from the ability to 
enjoy life. I would gravitate to careers that are stressful and unforgiving and hypercritical 
without support in general. My response to criticism and compliments is the same: I meet it with 
skepticism and anger. I find that I look for motives behind every act of kindness. I realize this 
twisted response is from early experiences with emotional abuse and downright torture from the 
age of four forward.  

My stepfather? I only knew a shell of a human trapped in a loveless marriage. I believe if 
he had been rescued from his family, if his PTSD from his experience in Vietnam had received 
proper treatment, he would have been so much more. I was told he was intelligent and had an 
aptitude for math, but he came back from Vietnam shell-shocked and without a short-term 
memory. I honestly believed we may have seen flashes of the handsome young man who got 
women like my aunt Myrtle, my mother’s half-sister, to swoon, but he was pretty far gone by the 
time he and Darlene married. He was from a family of warped survivors and lots of squandered 
potential.  

Ronald was prolific and would go on to father five children outside of his marriage to my 
mother, Darlene. I would learn as a teenager what an IUD was because my mother had one for 
years during her marriage to Ron. After the deaths of my twin brothers, she really did not want to 
have any other children—and definitely none with Ron. Theirs was a marriage of convenience. 
They met during one of his few deejay events, dated and then married at the court house in 
Pungo Virginia. They would move into a home paid for by the child support that Tony Purcell. 



After he left the military and fired from jobs, he never had a consistent source of income due to 
his own battles with drugs and alcohol for years.  

Most of our interactions when I was a child were filled with fear and yelling and 
punctuated with curses and slaps. The same interactions occurred when I was young adult. I 
learned early on that he was not a father who doted on his children. He took credit for our 
triumphs and made fun of us when we failed. He never owned up to his part in the failure, and 
his support came with strings.  

Almost ten years ago, he was part of the first series of Nigerian scams that left him on the 
hook to his bank for almost ten thousand dollars in overdraft fees and the original amount. I 
found out about it when I received a call from customer service of Central Fidelity Bank because 
I was recorded as a guarantor of the account and he promised I would arrange for repayment of 
those funds. The conversation would be one of the last I would have prior to my severing my 
fiduciary responsibility and all ties with Ronald Butler.  

I said, “Yes, I am Ronald Butler’s daughter, but I by no means guaranteed any repayment 
of those funds.”  

Ronald had forged my signature, and my credit would take a hit if I didn’t repay. I 
withdrew the money from my retirement to cover the cost. He did not recognize it, nor has he 
repaid the debt.  

I confronted Ronald, and he told me I could afford it. He was the father, and he didn’t 
have to repay me anything.  

I could have sued for the forgery and the repayment of my money, but it just wasn’t 
worth it.  

Over the years, either he or one of his children—on his behalf—would pop up at random 
times to ask for varying sums of cash or a cosigner for cars, loans, or apartments. I had to get an 
unlisted number and block my address.  

After Darlene passed, I severed contact.  
He would send cards through Angela, reminding me he was all I had left in a parent, I 

needed to respect him as my father, and so on. He never mentioned that I was not his biological 
daughter. He just kept spewing the same bile of guilt his long-dead mother had used to 
manipulate him and his sisters.  

I taught myself never to hate anyone, but I can truthfully say that I hated all of Ronald 
Butler’s bullying and verbal and physical abuse. I hated the way he treated my mother, Angela, 
and even Myrtle, and every woman with whom he had affairs. I hated that he was an absentee 
father and a small and petty man. I felt sorry about the lost potential and wasted time. He could 
have opted to be a strong man and a father to all of his children instead of a monster of a man 
who cared nothing for any of us. But knowing now the beginnings of Ronald, he couldn’t give 
what he didn’t have. The resentment hatred was also a waste of psychological energy and time. It 
was simpler to forgive him. He is an individual to be pitied, not hated. This would allow me to 
forgive him. Not saying his actions were right, because he was an abusive wad. But, I can’t go on 
resenting a person whose kindness, self-respect, normalcy was beaten out of him and possibly 
bred out of him by being born into his family and beaten out of him with every swing or verbal 
assault from his own sociopathic mother. 
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