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Juvenile Law – Professor Kaldis – Note – this answer is due Friday, March 27.
You have been appointed by the Juvenile Court as counsel for Christy Marr, mother of four year old Logan and eleven month old Bailey. The children have just recently been removed from Christy’s custody by the Department of Social Services and the case is scheduled for a seventy-two hour hearing. The family has a history with DSS, and you have just concluded the following interview of your client regarding her case. Advise her as to her rights and responsibilities, predicting what might happen at the seventy two hour hearing and throughout the course of this case.
Can you describe the first time Diane Sanborn [a DSS caseworker] ever arrived at your house?
Logan was still in her crib. Andrew [Christy's boyfriend] was sleeping. I had just gotten up. I had just put out my first cigarette, and I walked to the door. Like, "Who is it?" She's like, "Diane Sanborn, Department of Social Services." I'm like, "What do you want?" "We need to talk to you." 

So I opened the door. She came in, and Diane asked me all kinds of questions. She wanted to look in my cupboards and she wanted to look in my fridge and she wanted to see Logan. So I brought Logan out of her room and I got her dressed right then and there. I didn't care that she was there, but I didn't hide nothing. I was feeding her the whole time she was there. 

Diane just asked me about my family background. She knew a lot about me. She was telling me what kind of trouble I was in when I was a kid, and like, "Wow, you know quite a bit about my life." She knew about Andrew overdosing on medication, and she brought that up.

She asked if either one of us had a substance abuse problem. I didn't at the time, and I still don't. But I said, "No," on my behalf, and I said, "He's in St. Mary's substance abuse counseling." She's like, "OK. Well, we want to keep checking in a couple months and a couple weeks and see how everything's going," and whatever. Didn't think nothing of it. 

She wouldn't tell me who had called. She read me this ridiculous report. Something about that there was dirty bottles in Logan's room and that she never had a bath. I mean, it was just-- I sat back. I'm like, "Whoa." Said, "Somebody's lying. I don't know where you got the report," and [then] said, "I think I know where you got it." She wouldn't confirm it, but she wouldn't deny it, either. So it was one of those things.
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Who was it?
My mother -- because she was mad because I moved out, and I took Logan with me. So-- 
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So she made things up?
Yes. Yes. But I forgave my mother, over and over again.
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	Why?
I think I needed her, and she needed me for different reasons, whether it was financial or somebody to talk to. Somebody who knew me. Just different reasons, I guess. Wanting somebody there to talk to.

Did you tell yourself it would be different the next time?
Oh, every time. It's going to be different this time. She'll listen. She'll understand. And she made promises after promises. "Oh, I won't do that again to you." Of course, it was always the same thing every time. I thought I'd learn, but--
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Do you blame her for the fact that the state got so involved in your life for such a long time?
Yes. Yes, I do. You can forgive, but you can't forget. But you can only forgive her so many times. I'll never forget what she did to me. [image: image8.png]



DSS laid out a whole lot of rules for you. I'm going to read you some of what they call the service plan between you and them. I just want to hear your reaction to this plan. It says, "Christie will submit names of people or person with whom she is or plans to be intimately involved with, and shall not allow any contact between that person until assessed and approved by DSS. If there is a person with whom Christie wants to be involved with, then Christie agrees that if that person does not wish to engage in services, then that person will not be part of Logan's life." They said [you] "must sever all contact with your mother." 
There were a lot of rules here. Is it hard? What is your reaction?
I resent all these rules. I feel as if DSS is too involved in my life. But as far as submitting names and everything, that wasn't a problem. I didn't have nothing to hide from them. They asked me frequently, "Are you involved with anybody?" So I wouldn't lie to them; I told them, and more than nine times out of 10, I wasn't. But not talking to my mom, for the most part, I didn't, because I wasn't supposed to. But I kept in contact through friends of hers and mine, mutual friends, to let her know what was going on [with me].
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I guess I'm more asking you, not so much whether you kept the rules, but whether it made you angry that you had so much--
Yes. Oh, yes. Angry? Somebody else was running my life. I was just a person following rules. Wasn't my direction; wasn't my thoughts, my opinions -- it was theirs. It made it really hard to have your own life. But I managed, somehow. Angry -- that goes without saying. I think it was more hatred.
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(NOTE: While Logan was in DSS custody, Christy had another baby, a girl named Bailey. Still forbidden from contacting her mother, she got an apartment for herself and Bailey. After seven months, satisfied that Christy had changed, DSS returned Logan to her and closed her case.

Christy then decided to move with the girls to Florida, to stay with her estranged father. He had become alienated from the family after a bitter divorce during which Christy accused him of molesting her. He denied the accusation, and Christy later recanted).
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When you decided to go to Florida, you were going back to somebody whom you had accused of molesting you as a child. Despite the fact that the department didn't want you to go, you determined that you were going to go. What did you tell yourself? How did you explain that to yourself? How do you explain that now?
How do I explain it? I always had this demon. I always looked at him as a demon. I was always scared to stand up for myself and say, "No more." Well, I figured I was a big person now, and I wanted to do this for myself. I think it was more for my self-esteem than anything. 
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Do you understand why somebody would say you were putting your own need before your kids -- [that] you were exposing your kids to somebody who could hurt them?
I do. That's the sad part. Sometimes you have to take care of your own needs before you can take care of your children's. But that was a hard choice to make. It wasn't an easy one to go down there. I originally didn't want to even take my kids with me. I wanted to leave them back here in Massachusetts so I could do it, but I couldn't be more than five minutes away from my kids. I just can't. It bothers me too much. I worry too much. So I figured if I took them with me, they could be safe because I wouldn't let anything happen. This time I was the adult; I could take care of them.

It was a poor decision and a bad risk, and I know that. I understand why there's conflict [with DSS] with that one situation. But I think I needed to do it to get on with my life. Unfortunately, the department can't see it that way. 
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(Note:  Christy returned with her children from Florida after nine weeks, and moved in with her mother, Kathy. She began a relationship with a new boyfriend, Paul, a convicted burglar. Concerned about both her living arrangements and her new relationship, DSS reopened her case. When her new caseworker received an anonymous report, never confirmed, that Paul had hit Christy in front of Logan, the caseworker moved quickly to remove both girls from Christy’s custody). 

Can you tell about how the children were taken from your home? Tell me the story.
Logan was sick. She was sleeping on the couch; Bailey had just gotten up from her morning nap. Paul had gone in to go get the baby to bring her out, and there was a knock at the door. It was 11:30 in the morning, and I remember them walking in. I didn't have my hand on the door yet, and they just walked right in.

There was two caseworkers and two cops. There was one in uniform, one out of uniform. I said, "Yes, can I help you?" I knew who it was, knew the caseworker right by her face. She goes, "Yes, we're here to take your kids." I'm like, "Excuse me -- why?" "It's in the affidavit -- read it. Get their things together." I'm like, "You can't do this." She goes, "Oh, yes, I can and I'm going to." And she did. 

I got Logan up and I woke her up. She looked at the caseworker and she knew who she was; she knew why she was there. Logan started screaming, "No, Mommy, don't let them take me. Mommy, please don't let them take me." I told her it was going to be OK. She's like, "No, Mommy, don't make me go." You're talking about a 4-year-old who's sick with the flu. You know?

I barely had time to pack a small bag for each of them, and they were gone.

I carried them all the way out to the van. I was surrounded by two cops and two caseworkers. One, the caseworker herself, jumped into the van in the driver's seat, and the other one was in the back seat with the kids, trying to get them buckled in. They slammed the door and she took off. I remember I fell to my knees and I cried, "Dear God, no." 
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