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Foreword by
Charles Wm. (Bill) Anderson
When I first learned of It'll Feel Better When It Quits Hurting, I
thought, "No kidding. It always feels better after it quits hurting." Still, the
title reminded me instantly of something my father always said.
So when the author contacted me seeking a review, I agreed to read
this as a free borrow through my Kindle Unlimited account. Within 50 or
so pages, though, I was so overtaken by the trials and travesties within this
story, finding myself laughing at some of the author's statements and
shenanigans, and in stunned disbelief at others enough to purchase her
touching memoir. It is a hard book to put down and forget about.
The author’s life is much that of a character in a Stephen King
masterpiece. She is almost Carrie in the flesh. Yet, despite failed parenting
and failures by most of those caring for her in her years as a foster child,
and despite the snafus within her school years, Lisa Orban, the author,
grew up and bettered herself. From the opening chapter regarding her
grandparents, with the overarching message from her narrative of her
grandfather that it instilled in her a certain innocence and love that, deep
down, permitted her to survive the grief that was to come. The author
shows us her perspective on what it is like to live on the 'wrong side of the
tracks,' if I can put it in a common vernacular.
Her authentic voice rings true to her inner fears and a life as a foster
child being raised, occasionally, by both folks with little concern for her
welfare and rights as a human being, and, at least once, by a woman of
sincere empathy who exercised real, true, love and understanding. I
believe, with all my heart, based on observations I have regarding the
foster care system we have, and based on the transition of our society from
one set of biases and prejudices and moral shortcomings, to that besetting
current society, that this is a must-read book for all stakeholders in the
foster care and education fields. There is a bit in this memoir that, while it
is hilarious in the reading, it speaks volumes in terms of the prejudice and
inherent profiling (racial and otherwise) that pervades our education
system.
I appreciated this memoir perhaps more than I can satisfactorily
express. Suffice it to say, I am convinced it will go a long way towards
improving understanding and love for one another, free of excess

prejudice or morality encumbrances. My opinion, as stated above, though,
has pertinence to the appreciation of a rollicking good roller coaster ride
through life by someone who has dared to open herself up to ridicule in
order that we can enjoy the trip with her, or share the joys, heartbreaks
and fears with her. This is a must-read story that should be compulsory to
all foster-care homes and the entire educational system. There is a wealth
of education between the covers of It’ll Feel Better When It Quits Hurting.
-Freelance writer, Journalist, member of the
Outdoor Writers Association of America
and Top 500 Amazon Reviewer

Dear Reader,
This book you are holding in your hands has been a labor of love, and
sometimes insanity, started alone, but finished with the help of many
others.
When I started this project in 2013 I had no idea what I was getting
myself into. And so, completely naive to the task I was undertaking,
computer open, I gathered my thoughts and began to write. Taking the
book apart, again and again, dividing it up, and then massive rewrites after
I completed my first round of word spillage. Printing up copy after copy as
I X-ed out sometimes entire pages, trying to get the right feel for the story
I was telling.
It was my intention to bring you the story of my life, not as someone
looking back, but from my singular point of view, as it was happening. I
tried very hard not to foreshadow upcoming events, nor did I want to
interject the present into the past. I wanted you, dear reader, to experience
my life as I did, unknowing of the future, learning as I went, growing and
maturing in each story. I am not always the hero of my narrative, I did not
always make sound judgment calls, and I have made some truly
astounding mistakes. But life is like that for everyone, and it would not be
an honest telling if I did not share the dark moments along with the light.
After two long years and many rewrites, and what was beginning to
seem like forever lost in my own past, I had what I thought was a copy
worth sharing. Gathering my courage (and postage stamps), I sent it off to
friends and family, asking (begging) them to read, edit and make
suggestions. At around the same time the book was sent off, I enlisted the
help of a friend who designed the illustrations for the book, asking him
please, please, pretty please, help me out. And he graciously agreed. Then,
I sat back and waited (squirmed with impatience).
After months of input, I put together the first copy of the book and
submitted it to Amazon. I was (and am) proud of what I had created. But,
like many Indie books, no matter how hard my small group of dedicated
helpers and I had tried, there were still many errors to be found in the
pages of my book.
And that's when strangers who had read my book, stepped up and said,
"I'll help." Each believing in what I'd written, they offered advice, editing
and spelling corrections, and promotion/marketing pointers, each in their
area of expertise. I cannot tell you how grateful I am to each and every one

of them for all their help and encouragement to an unknown author,
simply because they believed in my book as much as I did.
This is (I hope), the final re-edit of my work.
If there are any further editing errors, I am truly sorry. English is an
unwieldy language, even for native speakers, only made worse by my
dyslexia, and my fast & loose use of the language at the best of times. To
paraphrase James Davis Nicoll, "English doesn't borrow from other
languages. English follows other languages down dark alleys, knocks
them over, and rummages through their pockets for loose grammar." I
hope in this incarnation, English is done having its way with me, and there
won't be any more pilfering needed. But, if there are, please know I have
put my heart, soul and every minute of spare time I had over the last
several years into the creation of this book. It was not for lack of care that
any mistakes remain in the book, and you will forgive me for them if there
are any still lurking within these pages.
Before you begin this book, I'd like to share this with you as well. I
almost stopped at my graduation. Those final chapters were taken out and
put back in a dozen times before I finally decided I was ready to share
those stories with the world. Many of them I had never confided to
anyone, and now I was considering exposing them to the world. It left me
with a painfully naked feeling even while writing them. But in the end, I
knew they were stories worth telling. And so, after many agonizing weeks,
I placed them back in the final copy, and there they stayed.
In the beginning, I wrote that I did not know if there was any wisdom
nor inspiration in this telling, but with my choice to leave those final
chapters in perhaps that is not entirely true, there may be a bit of both
hidden within these pages. You'll have to judge for yourself if is true, and I
leave it to you to decide.
But mostly, what this book is about is laughing at the absurdity that is
life, feeling joy in the simple act of being, accepting even when life isn't
perfect, it can be wonderful. It is simply, my life as I have lived it, and I
hope along the way you will laugh with me, maybe roll your eyes, groan
and shake your head, eager to turn the next page to see where the train
wreck ends. And as you reach the end and close the book, you pause for
just a moment and think, "Damn, that was a helluva ride!" And in that
brief moment, you can imagine me standing before you, with a grin on my
face, nodding in agreement.
Before I end this, I would like to thank every person who willingly read

my first drafts. Alex for his wonderful illustrations. Cory for helping me
laugh when I wanted to cry. To Best Kept Secret for allowing me to use
their music in my promo videos. To Bill for his editing help, and also to
Steve for his as well, and all their support along the way. To Amanda, my
soul-sister I've never met, and all her help in getting the word out about
my book. To my family, who at first reading, hated it, but later realized an
honest account can't always be kind or flattering, and then decided to love
it anyway. But most of all, I would like to thank you, dear Reader, for
taking a chance on an Indie author. I know you have chosen to spend your
hard-earned money, and precious time with me, and it is sincerely
appreciated.
And now, without further ado....
It'll Feel Better when it Quits Hurting
I promise
☺

When I was in high school, I attended an Alanon meeting that had a
guest speaker from outside the local group. Nothing unusual in and of
itself, but he made an impression that has stayed with me to this day. He
was a recovering alcoholic, and as he shared his story from its beginning,
at the end of each little story he would add, "And then it got bad." He had a
gift for making people laugh with him as he recounted all of his bad
choices and the ever-increasing disasters in his life. As things escalated,
seemingly unable to become any worse, he would add, "and then it got
bad".
Looking back at my life, it could be summed up much the same way.
Often, at the end of each of my stories, I am sometimes almost
compelled to add, "and then it got bad". I am not an alcoholic nor am I a
drug addict. This isn't a story of redemption through religion or even a
morality tale of bad choices. Many of the circumstances I have found
myself in were beyond my control.
I was simply trying to cope the best I could while maintaining a smile.
This book is a bit darker than I initially intended, but I hope that while
reading this I can make you smile, on occasion laugh out loud, and maybe
even roll your eyes at the ridiculousness of the situations I have found
myself in over the years, and near the end, as you finish each section you
might, in the back of your head, hear the echo of, and then it got bad. And
that's okay because it did get bad, but in the end, I survived to tell the tale
and I do not regret any of it. This is my life, and I wouldn't change a single
line.
For better or worse, this is the mostly true, fairly accurate, and almost
completely factual account of my life. Some liberties have been taken to

protect the somewhat innocent and a few small embellishments were
made for the sake of a good story.

When I was twelve my English teacher gave us an assignment to write
about what we wanted to be when we grew up, as I’m sure many of you
were given at some point in your schooling. But of all the papers I wrote as
a child, this is the one that stands out in my memory. I’m an adult now,
and a mother of five, I no longer have the paper I wrote from that far away
time but I do remember the title and for one perfect moment in my life, I
knew exactly what I wanted to be.
I didn't actually know per se, what a Madame was, or what it meant to
live that kind of life, but I did know it involved pretty dresses, expensive
houses, and gentleman callers. Not that I knew what a gentleman caller
was either, other than someone who brought flowers and money. Since
most of my knowledge of what a Madame was coming from the endless
Spaghetti Westerns my father watched on TV, it’s easy to see how I may
have gotten a somewhat skewed view of what it really meant.
It was the most glamorous career I could think of at the age of twelve
when the world felt awkward and so did I. Boys were mean, we were no
longer young enough for the playground, but not old enough to date, and
we all lived in that horrible never-never land of not quite. To be a Madame
was to be the pinnacle of adulthood with all the glamour, power, beauty,
and grace that can only be sustained in the mind of a child. Why would
anyone want to do anything else, if a career such as this existed? Now that
I am older I can look back at that childish image and smile, but at one time
this was what I wanted to be more than anything else.
I am an adult now, and I didn't grow up to be a Madame of a House of
Ill Repute. In my life, I most often resemble the ringleader in a madhouse
of anarchy. But sometimes, I wistfully remember the longing for flowers,
gentleman callers, and enchantment I think all of us have had at one time
or another. Whatever your childhood ideal of adult life may have been. My
life is not glamorous, no high society people come to call, and any dinner

party I have ever had has ended in the verbal equivalent of a food fight.
But, looking back on my life I realize by and large it has been a helluva ride
that I wouldn't exchange for anything. So, this is my life, for better or for
worse. I hope you enjoy the ride as much as I have enjoyed the roller
coaster.

When I was young, and an only child, I spent many summers and
school vacations with my great-grandparents. They lived in, what was to
me, a magical house full of things to distract, entertain, and amuse. There
was an attic full of boxes, each filled with a treasure waiting for me to
discover. Exotic hats, dresses by the dozens, old dolls and even a wood
burning kit not fit for anyone who didn't have heavy leather gloves and a
full face mask that I loved to play with. It had a screened in porch, covered
in ivy and a backyard full of climbable trees and wild rhubarb to dig up. At
night, I went to sleep to the sounds of trains in the distance and awoke
each morning to chirping birds when I slept upstairs in what my
grandparents called a sleeping porch. My Grandmother taught me to knit,
play cards and the wonders of Lawrence Welk, and my Grandfather taught
me how to drive my Grandma crazy.
By the time I arrived on the scene of my grandparent’s life, my
Grandfather was retired and mostly puttered around the house that was
my Grandmother's domain and sometimes I would putter with him. We
would poke around the basement for things to fix or rake the leaves in the
backyard for me to jump into, but mostly we would sit side by side in my
Grandfather’s favorite chair and twiddle our thumbs.
For anyone who doesn't know what this is, I’ll explain. Fold your hands
together as if you were praying, fingers down and then rotate one thumb
over the other in a circle, and nothing in this world could drive my
Grandmother as crazy as twiddling our thumbs. Each time my
Grandmother walked into the room and saw us doing it, she would
immediately stop in her tracks, hands on hips, and with a tapping foot
demand, “Arnold! Quit twiddling your thumbs!” and we would obligingly
stop. But the minute she walked out of the room to continue her
interrupted travels, he would calmly watch her retreating back, then
smiling down at me, we would begin again. Sometimes, I think he did it

just to drive her crazy, and he taught it to me so I could join the fun. If
there had been an Olympic sport for synchronized thumb twiddling I do
believe my Grandfather and I would have won gold medals for our
performances.
My Grandfather indulged me in almost any activity a young child could
dream of, we had tea parties where he would sit folded up in a chair, at a
table made for midgets, and drink water from a cup while toasting me for
being such a gracious hostess. He applauded whatever I played on the
piano, and hung any number of drawings I gave him in his upstairs office,
and occasionally, allowed me to lead him into trouble with my
Grandmother.
On one such occasion, while Grandmother was out shopping, I
announced I wanted to make peanut butter cookies. Now, you have to
understand, I don’t believe my Grandfather had ever made so much as
toast without my Grandmother’s blessing, but, all he asked was, “Do you
know how?”
Well, of course, I did!
So my Grandfather, who hated all things sticky (he would get up at
least once in every meal to wash his hands), agreed to help me. I decided
the formal dining room was the perfect place for our experiment and
brought in all the ingredients I believed you needed for cookies. I spread
flour on the dining table, followed by peanut butter, a huge scoop of
butter, and a generous coating of sugar over the whole thing and, plunging
my hands into this sticky mess, said, “Help me mix it up, Grandpa!”
With an indescribable look of horror, my Grandfather put his hands
into my concoction and tried to help. We smooched and smashed, kneaded
and patted in an attempt to get what I considered the right consistency for
cookie dough as it slowly worked its way up from fingertips to elbows,
while he asked me over and over again, “Are you sure this is how you make
cookies?” As our attempts to make the cookies spread up our arms and
across the table my Grandmother walked in, stopping dead in her tracks in
front of us, exclaimed, “Arnold! What are you doing???” Instantly turning,
my Grandfather pointed at me and yelped, “She said we could make
cookies!” As if somehow that would save him from my Grandmother's
displeasure.
As my Grandmother continued to stare, with crossed arms and tapping
toes, my poor Grandfather slunk away to the bathroom to clean up, partly

to wash the gooey, sticky mess from his arms, but mostly I believe, to avoid
any further dispute with the reigning ruler of the house.

When I was about seven I learned from my great-aunt how to make
scrambled eggs. With this new found knowledge, I decided one morning I
wanted to treat my grandparents to breakfast in bed. I made eggs and
toast, I sliced a grapefruit and gave each half and even made fresh
squeezed orange juice. Since I had been helping my Grandmother make
breakfast all summer, I knew how to do each of these things, except for
one. How to make coffee.
They owned a silver percolating coffee pot that I had never been taught
how to use. But my Grandfather always had coffee with his breakfast, no
exceptions, every morning. As I tried to figure it out, a commercial I had
recently seen came to mind for Folgers Instant Coffee, where all you have
to do is add water to a scoop of coffee. Smiling with my own
resourcefulness, I began making a cup of coffee. But with only one scoop it
didn't look dark enough no matter how I stirred it, so I kept adding coffee
to the cup until it had achieved what I considered to be the right color. I
then took breakfast up to them on a tray filled with the eggs, toast,
grapefruit, orange juice, and my Grandfather’s coffee. I even added a small
vase with flowers I picked earlier in the morning to make it all look nice.
As I presented all of this to my Grandparents, they both expressed how
happy and pleased they were with all I had done for them. Serving them
breakfast, my Grandmother commented she was surprised about the
coffee, when had I learned to use the coffee pot? I, of course, told them of
the problem and of my solution to it, and bless that man; he choked down
every bit of his coffee with a smile on his face and with nothing but praise
for what I had done. Although, he did refuse a second cup when it was
offered.
If ever there was someone who met the criteria for sainthood, I do
believe my Grandfather’s ability to drink that cup of coffee and make me
believe it was perfect, without a single grimace or sign of distress, should

have qualified him instantly.
But, what I love my Grandfather for most of all is not what I knew then
about his love for me, but what I only began to realize as I grew older. His
endless patience, his grace under difficult circumstances, and his
boundless love for me that he never failed to show, no matter how tired,
sick or hurt.
And this is where we will leave my Grandparents. A few years later, my
Grandfather became ill and eventually had to be put in a nursing home,
and my Grandmother followed shortly thereafter. But I prefer for you to
remember them like this, as I do, when Grandma ruled and Grandpa
puttered, and they lived in a magical house full of treasures just waiting to
be found. As with all roller coaster rides, there’s always a staging area, it’s
a quiet place as you move slowly forward, but it’s also full of excitement
and hope for the ride ahead, and maybe with just a little fear of the
unknown as well. Now that we've reached the head of the line, we’ll wave
goodbye to them as they smile and urge us onward, knowing while it may
be scary at times, it’s going to be a great ride.

When I was very young, maybe three or four, I saw a movie about a
small voodoo doll that came to life. With an equally small spear, the doll
ran around a house, spending most of the movie hiding under furniture,
where it would launch sneak attacks at the main character's feet. The
heroine of this god-awful movie eventually tossed the small terror into the
oven, baking it to death. As silly as it sounds, this horrible horror movie
affected me until my late teens. For years I couldn't put my feet down on
the floor after dark without fear or reach for anything under the bed
without a flashlight.
Even now as an adult, I sometimes feel a remote twinge putting my feet
down on the ground in the dark. I know rationally my fear comes from the
leftovers of childhood imagination, there is no basis for it in reality, but it
doesn't stop the small hesitation I still have. Somewhere deep inside my
mind, a little voice is still convinced one of these days something scary is
going to come out from wherever it's been hiding all these years and get
me.
We're all afraid like that sometimes, of things big and small, real or
imagined. Sitting paralyzed in the dark, with the fear of the unknown, of
change, of the thousands of what-if's that inhibit us from taking our first
step up off the safety and familiarity of the known, and putting our feet
firmly on the ground. It's a leap of faith against the small voice that says, "I
know you're probably right, but... what if you're wrong? What if the
monster is real?"

I hope you've enjoyed this preview of
It’ll Feel Better when it Quits Hurting
To purchase a copy, please visit my website

The title for this book came from my Grandpa Bob, it was his favorite
phrase. It could be considered the family motto if we had one, passed
along for three generations now. And I doubt it will stop with my children
since I've heard them utter this phrase multiple times to their friends.
When I was young it was applied to boo-boo's and the small scrapes
that come from growing up and falling down often. Growing up it became
the phrase I began to apply to my entire life. It may be the truest statement
ever made because it will always feel better when it quits hurting. You may
carry the scars of it, whether physical or emotional, but in time, all things
heal, and eventually, the pain will fade away, and you'll realize, "I'm okay, I
do feel better."
My Grandpa died in his early 60's of cancer, my two oldest were too
young then to remember him now. And sadly, my youngest three never
had the chance to get to know him. But his legacy and his words live on
through all of us, his descendants, and now I pass them along to you. It
will feel better when it quits hurting...
...I promise.

Lisa Orban was born in Galesburg, IL a long time ago on a hot summer
day. Due to various shenanigans by the adults in her life, her time in
Galesburg was short and the family moved to Quincy, IL where they
settled down for a good long stay.
Things were rolling along for a while inside the confines of Quincy, and
Lisa rolled with them. There were several divorces, marriages, different
schools, friends lost & gained, and many, many moves throughout all this
activity. Until, quite unexpectedly, Lisa found herself in foster care at 16,
much to her surprise.
Upon turning 18, Lisa ran away as fast as she could to Phoenix, AZ where
she lived for 3 years. Got married, had two sons, made many mistakes, and
then eventually, ran for her life back to Quincy, where she still lives to this
day.
Lisa went to college, earned an Associates in Psychology, raised her 5 kids,
got married, and divorced, several times, bought a house and eventually
settled down to live the life she always wanted, as the ringleader in a
madhouse of anarchy. She now writes books, takes in human strays in
need of help, travels, opened a publishing house, and pretty much does
whatever she wants, and is quite happy about it.
She became an author in 2015 with her first book, It'll Feel Better
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Book with Lisa Orban.

