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“I Didn’t Come Here with the Thirst of Knowledge,
Was Drug Here by the Taste of War.”
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Book Summary: The Fight for Better Days
Kristen Williams shares a harrowing and deeply human account of surviving state-sponsored family separation, institutional betrayal, and legal abandonment—only to rise as an advocate, healer, and mother determined to dismantle the very system that tried to destroy her. From rebuilding her life from the ground up to launching a national movement, this book is a battle cry for every parent silenced by a broken system.
Through raw storytelling and unflinching analysis, The Fight for Better Days exposes the devastating consequences of systemic failures within child welfare services and family courts. It reveals how federal funding can incentivize family separation, and how wrongful custody battles exact a profound emotional and legal toll on parents.
But this is more than a story of survivalist’s a blueprint for change. Kristen channels her pain into purpose, building a trauma-informed healing platform and founding Rave About It 2025, a reform movement that fuses music, petitions, and truth-telling to break the chains of injustice and shine a light on corruption. Despite unimaginable loss and isolation, Kristen found strength in her suffering, transforming trauma into a force for collective healing and systemic reform.
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This book is dedicated to: Abel Williams 
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The Fight for Better Days
By Kristen R Williams

Dedication:
For Abel Ray Williams, My Reason, My Roar, My Revolution

They tried to silence me, erase me, and break me. Instead, I built a movement. This isn’t just my story, it’s a signal fire for every parent still fighting.
This is the story of a mother who stood alone against a system designed to break her. It is a story of
injustice, of corruption, and of an unrelenting will to protect her child at any cost.
The Fight for Better Days is not just about one case - it is about a system that must change. This
book serves as both a warning and a call to action for every parent, advocate, and human being
who believes in truth, justice, and love.
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The Fight for Better Days is a powerful memoir and advocacy manifesto by Kristen Williams, a mother who survived state-sponsored family separation, institutional betrayal, and legal abandonment. The book chronicles her harrowing journey from personal trauma to resilience and systemic reform, offering a raw and unflinching look at the failures of child welfare services and family courts, and a call to action for parents and advocates alike1 2 .
Early Struggles and Survival
Kristen’s story begins with the emotional and financial turmoil following her 2014 divorce, which led to a period of instability marked by survival-driven decisions, including working multiple jobs and enduring abusive relationships. Despite these hardships, she found a spark of hope and envisioned creating supportive spaces for women, like "The Ultimate Slumber Party," aimed at rebuilding confidence and healing3 4 .
Unexpected Motherhood Amidst Chaos
Kristen’s life took a profound turn when she became pregnant under traumatic circumstances involving a man named Phillip, who had violated her trust. After giving birth in Nashville, Tennessee, she faced the daunting reality of single motherhood without support, juggling multiple jobs while providing for her newborn son under extreme financial constraints5 6 .
Building a New Life and Business
Motherhood became a transformative force, inspiring Kristen to create Better Ways 2 Better Days—a trauma-informed healing platform offering support, advocacy, and empowerment for families affected by systemic failures. Balancing work and her vision, she developed programs focused on holistic healing, legal literacy, and community-building, striving to be present for her son despite ongoing challenges7 8 .
The Return of Trauma and Legal Battles
Just as stability seemed within reach, Phillip resurfaced with legal claims to custody despite having no prior involvement in his son's life. The family court system, including a Guardian ad Litem, sided with Phillip, disregarding Kristen’s history and evidence. The ensuing custody battle was marked by false accusations, threats, and systemic bias, culminating in a joint custody ruling that forced Kristen’s son to split time with a man who had violated her9 10 .
Further Betrayal and Child Removal
Phillip’s sudden death did not end Kristen’s ordeal. The South Carolina Department of Social Services (SCDSS) reopened the case, using disproven allegations to remove her son without due process and place him with unrelated individuals connected to Phillip’s estate. Kristen’s efforts to raise concerns and maintain contact were met with silence and obstruction, leading to her son’s emotional and developmental decline11 12 .
The Emotional Toll of Separation
The enforced separation inflicted deep psychological wounds on Kristen’s son, who exhibited trauma responses misdiagnosed as autism and developmental delays. Despite the pain, Kristen remained relentless in documenting abuses, fighting for accountability, and providing emotional support during supervised visits, emphasizing the need for healing rather than further trauma13 14 .
Courtroom Victory and Vindication
After nearly a year of relentless legal battles, the family court finally ruled in Kristen’s favor, dismissing all claims of neglect and abuse, declaring the removal unlawful, and ordering the return of her son along with his records. This victory was a moment of vindication but also the beginning of a long healing process for both mother and child15 16 .
Healing and Rebuilding at Home
Reunited with her son, Kristen faced the challenge of addressing his trauma and rebuilding their relationship. She re-engaged with schools and therapists to provide accurate support, re-established routines, and fostered an environment of patience and understanding. The journey toward peace was ongoing, marked by small but significant signs of recovery17 18 .
Exposing Systemic Injustice
Kristen recognized that her personal struggle was part of a broader systemic failure, where federal funding incentivizes family separation and the child welfare system prioritizes control over healing. She documented widespread patterns of injustice and filed a federal lawsuit against DSS officials and others complicit in the harm, aiming to hold the system accountable and advocate for reform19 20 .
Expanding the Movement: Better Ways 2 Better Days
What began as a personal healing platform evolved into a movement offering legal literacy, trauma-informed support, advocacy workshops, and community-building initiatives. Kristen’s work bridges survivors, professionals, and whistleblowers, providing tools and spaces for families to reclaim their power and navigate systemic challenges together21 22 .
Rave About It: Amplifying Voices Through Music and Advocacy
Kristen founded Rave About It, a national movement that combines music, truth-telling, and activism to break the silence around family court corruption and systemic trauma. This movement creates a platform for survivors and advocates to demand transparency, policy change, and justice while celebrating community and resilience23 24 .
From Survivor to Signal Fire: A Call to Action
The book closes with Kristen’s declaration of ongoing resistance and commitment to shining light on systemic abuses. She encourages parents and advocates to speak out, support survivors, hold systems accountable, and build supportive communities. Her story stands as proof of resilience and the power of one voice to ignite change25 26 .
About the Author and Resources
Kristen Williams is a legal advocate, trauma-informed coach, and founder of Better Ways 2 Better Days and Rave About It. Her lived experience fuels her mission to educate, empower, and reform the child welfare system. The book includes resources for survivors, legal help, and community support, inviting readers to join the movement for justice and healing27 28 .
This memoir and manifesto not only recount one mother’s fight but also exposes systemic flaws and inspires collective action for better days ahead.

[bookmark: _Toc205469199][bookmark: _Hlk205467838][bookmark: _Toc527370443][bookmark: _Toc529756677][bookmark: _Toc529756738]Chapter One: The Storm Before the Fire
Divorce changes a person—no matter the reason.
For me, it cracked something deep inside. My self-esteem tanked. I started drinking. I started acting in ways that made me feel like a crazy bitch, and I hated it. I swore I’d never let myself feel that low again. And more than that, I didn’t want any woman to ever feel that way either.
That’s when the idea came to me: The Ultimate Slumber Party—a space for women to rebuild themselves, regain confidence, and maybe even save their marriages. But before I could help anyone else, I had to survive my own chaos.
After my divorce in 2014, I went into autopilot. It was the usual mess—late nights, overdue bills, and me doing everything I could to hold on to a shred of peace. Then my car broke down. Not just any car—a black Honda Del Sol. God, I loved that thing. A tiny two-seater hardtop convertible that made me feel free in a world that felt anything but.
I whipped around town in that car 12 hours a day, 6 days a week, delivering Chinese food to stay afloat. When the wheels literally fell off, I put them back on, push-started it, and kept going. That car and I had the same survival instinct: we don’t stop.
Eventually, though, it was time to let her go. I traded her in for a car I couldn’t afford—complete with full coverage insurance and a monthly payment that made no sense for someone living alone. I tried to make it work. I even got roommates, but they never paid. They just racked up bills and stress until I finally snapped and forced them out. Flip mode. Screaming. Chaos. Again.
That place, my home, my safe haven—it became a war zone. I lost it. My car got “stolen,” and I learned the hard way that GAP insurance doesn’t replace your car, it just covers the gap. Great.
That’s when things really got hard.
I made an arrangement with a man for a place to stay, but his appetite—emotionally, physically—was more than I could handle. When I tried to pull away and find another option, things turned ugly. He got possessive. Controlling. Unhinged.
It was time to go.
But everywhere I went after that, I was used. Taken advantage of. Violated. Beaten down.
I started feeling like I didn’t belong anywhere—not even in my own skin. Just a woman running on fumes, desperate for somewhere to land.



And then, on September 14, 2025, I hopped on the back of a motorcycle with a stranger.
[bookmark: _Toc205469200][bookmark: _Hlk205459302]Chapter Two: When the Past Comes Back
On September 14, 2025, I hopped on the back of a motorcycle with a stranger named Phillip.
I didn’t have a car. I barely had any money. My girlfriend had vanished from her baby daddy’s house while I was out. I was stuck—with no place to go and no one to call. But Phillip could tell I was distressed. I didn’t tell him my whole story. I didn’t tell him how far I’d fallen. I just asked if he knew anyone with a cheap room for rent.
I told him I could work—renovations, remodeling, anything. I stressed I wasn’t looking for handouts, and I wasn’t trading sex for shelter. I was just trying to survive.
Phillip offered up his mother’s house. When we arrived, he showed me around. I repeated myself—I didn’t want to share a room, especially not with a man. He showed me his space (which wasn’t really a bedroom), then pointed to a small room I could stay in.
There were clothes everywhere—on the floor, the bed, even in the bathroom. But I didn’t care. I was exhausted. I collapsed on the bed and passed out.
Later that night, I woke up briefly.
Phillip was inside me, finishing off.
I froze.
I wasn’t new to the streets—I’d been on my own since I was twelve. I’d learned to bury things. To brush them off. To pretend things never happened. I avoided Phillip after that, keeping my head down, planning my next move.
Eventually, I moved on. And I forgot all about that night.
Until nine rough months later, when they cut my son from my stomach and held him up for me to see.
I remember thinking, Damn. That’s a real baby… Phillip?
And just like that, I was out cold, put under for stitches.
When I woke up, it was just me and the baby.
I had convinced myself the baby belonged to the other man—the one I’d tried to build a relationship with before things got violent. He’d been taking off condoms without telling me. In my mind, it had to be his.
But deep down, I think I always knew.

Struggle had always been my silent partner. Familiar. Unyielding. But this was something else.
The moment I found out I was pregnant, the weight of it hit me like a train. Not because I wasn’t strong—I’d been strong my whole damn life—but because I knew how hard it already was just for me.
The first emotion wasn’t joy. It wasn’t even fear. It was disbelief. I remember looking down at my body and thinking, Where are my nuts? There’s no way this is real.
How would I do this with no support system? No family. No partner. No one bringing casseroles or asking how I was doing. Just me—and now, a heartbeat I couldn’t yet feel but already knew would change everything.

I landed in Nashville, Tennessee, working three jobs—two delivery gigs and one at a moving company. Every day, I spent $25 to $50 on baby supplies. I found a cozy little cabin on top of Cheatham Dam and started saving for a new car. I had just enough for a down payment—but I never intended to keep the payments. I just needed to get out of South Carolina, make some money, and get something I could own.
That plan failed. I got scammed. My savings went into a lemon with no title, which meant no tags. I couldn’t get assistance. When I applied for child support, I was told I had no case—no police report, no proof.
But how do you report something you’ve buried so deep, you’ve convinced yourself it never happened?
Still, I kept moving. Because that’s what women like me do when we have no choice.
I worked. I saved. I spent every spare dollar—$25 here, $50 there—on bottles, diapers, wipes, and soft little blankets. I walked through baby aisles like a soldier preparing for battle. Not because I was ready—but because I had to be.

And then, the day came.
The birth was painful. Messy. Overwhelming. But somehow, it cracked something open inside me.
When they placed him in my arms, everything—the pain, the shame, the silence—melted away.
He wasn’t a reminder of trauma.
He was my redemption. 
But the world didn’t care.
Everything I had prepared was gone—thrown away by someone else’s decision. I left the hospital with nothing but a newborn in my arms and a fierce determination in my chest.
I didn’t know how I was going to make it.
I only knew I would.
Because now, it wasn’t just about surviving anymore—it was about giving my son a life worth living.


[bookmark: _Toc205469201][bookmark: _Hlk205459875]Chapter Three: Milk, Grit, and Gas Money
I didn’t leave the hospital with much—just a baby in one arm and a mission in the other.
No formula. No car seat. No onesies folded in a diaper bag. I didn’t even have the same body I walked in with. My stomach was stitched, my mind scrambled, and my future? Unwritten.
But I had him. And he needed me.
I learned real fast that motherhood doesn’t wait until you’re ready. It doesn’t care if your fridge is empty or if your car’s making sounds you can’t afford to fix. Babies still cry. Diapers still need changing. Rent still needs paying.
And so I did what I’ve always done—I hustled.
I delivered pizzas with a baby in a car seat. I moved furniture with a C-section scar. I stood in line at the dollar store with quarters and coupons, calculating ounces of formula like I was doing algebra.
No family. No help. Just me and this baby.
The days blurred together—feeding, working, crying, repeat.
I remember pushing a stroller in the rain to a corner store because I couldn’t afford gas, praying I’d have enough change to grab a can of formula. I remember heating bottles in the microwave at gas stations, changing diapers in the backseat of my car, pretending I had it all together when I didn’t even have $20 to my name.
I made bottles out of water bottles. Used Walmart bags as diaper liners when I ran out. I rocked my son to sleep in borrowed rooms and noisy cars. I smiled through cracked lips and sleepless nights because I refused to let him see me break.
I wasn’t strong because I wanted to be. I was strong because I had to be.
Sometimes, I’d look at him sleeping—peaceful, soft, untouched by the world—and wonder if I was enough.
Could I protect him from everything I couldn’t protect myself from?
Could I raise a child in a world that tried to tear me down at every turn?
Could I teach him love, when mine had been warped by survival?
I didn’t have the answers. But I had a fire.
And slowly, that fire started to burn away the fear.
He gave me a reason to fight—not just for survival, but for justice. For truth. For healing. I wanted him to know where he came from—but more importantly, I wanted him to see where we were going.
Because we weren’t staying broken.
We weren’t staying stuck.
We were going to rise.

[bookmark: _Toc205469202]Chapter Four: Building Better Ways 2 Better Days
Motherhood didn’t just shape me—it forged me. And from the fire came a vision. Not just to survive, but to transform. I wasn’t content with just making it to the next day. I wanted to build something real. Something that could give others what I never had: support, truth, healing, and a way forward.
That’s how Better Ways 2 Better Days was born.
It started as an idea scribbled in a notebook at 3 a.m. while my son slept beside me. I wrote the name down and underlined it twice. I didn’t even fully know what it would become yet, but I knew it mattered. I knew I had something to give—because I had lived through hell and made it back. And if I could do that, then I could help others do it too.
I envisioned a space where real people could come with real problems and not be judged, silenced, or shamed. A space for growth, energy, strategy, and survival. A platform rooted in healing—not just spiritual healing, but the kind that touches every part of your life: mind, body, finances, faith, and future.
Better Ways 2 Better Days became my new heartbeat. I worked jobs during the day and built the business at night. I sketched out programs. I planned workshops. I studied coaching methods, trauma recovery, and natural healing. I dreamed up community gardens, support circles, and empowerment events where people would walk in broken and walk out believing again. I added in my ideas from the ultimate slumber party, I learn about the positive energy elements, how to meditate and even creative natural healing techniques for the mind body and soul. 
It wasn’t just a business—it was a calling.
But calling doesn’t pay the rent. I bootstrapped every part of it. No loans. No partners. Just grit, passion, and the belief that I could turn my pain into power.
By the time my son reached kindergarten, I was getting closer to my goal. I wanted the business to run itself by the time he hit first grade—so I could be there for him in every way. Not just physically, but present, fully engaged, not rushing out the door or answering emails during bedtime stories.
I imagined afternoons in the park, peaceful dinners, him telling me about his day at school while I prepared his favorite meal. I imagined finally having enough margin to breathe. To exhale.
But life had other plans.
Just as I began to see the light at the end of the tunnel—just when my systems were set, my energy was aligned, and I believed the hardest part was behind me—everything collapsed.
And it collapsed in the most violent, unimaginable way:
He was back.
The one who had never been a part of our lives. The stranger whose name my son didn’t even know... The man who took my chastity, had called claiming to be a man of change, a man success, a man that wanted to be a part of our lives.
I thought that was the end of the nightmare.
But it was only the beginning of a darker one.
[bookmark: _Toc205469203]Chapter Five: The Stranger Returns 
[bookmark: _Toc205469204]His name hadn’t been spoken in my home. Not once. Not ever.
To me, he was a ghost—a dark chapter I never reopened. To my son, he was no one. A stranger. And that’s what he should’ve remained.
But just before my son’s sixth birthday, that stranger returned.
Phillip Truesdell.
The man who had taken from me without permission. The man whose name wasn’t on any birth certificate, who had never changed a diaper, never called, never asked. Out of nowhere, he surfaced with papers, accusations, and a sudden claim to fatherhood.
And somehow, the courts entertained it.
He hadn’t provided a penny. He hadn’t asked about my son’s well-being—not once in six years. And yet, there he was, suddenly appearing with a lawyer, armed with lies and a newfound desire for “parental rights.”
I told the police. I told them everything. I told them about the history. About what he did. About how he had never been in our lives. But they said it was a “civil matter.” That I would have to take it to court.
So I did.
I scraped together money I didn’t have. Hired an attorney. Tried to trust the process. Tried to believe that truth mattered in courtrooms. That if I just told my story, if I just showed who I was and what I had built, the system would protect us.
But I was wrong.
The courtroom wasn’t a place of safety—it was a battlefield. And I was outnumbered.
Phillip made wild accusations: that I was unfit, unstable, dangerous. That I was keeping his son from him. He lied without shame, and the court listened without question.
The Guardian ad Litem—appointed to represent the best interests of my son—didn’t fight for him. She didn’t even fight for the truth. Instead, she aligned herself with Phillip. I’ll never forget the moment I realized she had no intention of protecting my child—only protecting a process. A process that was stacked against me from the beginning.
Then came the threats.
Not from him—but from the system.
Contempt charges. Court sanctions. The very people who should’ve stood up for us tried to have me arrested. My own attorney drained me of every last dollar I had, only to turn around and tell me she couldn’t stop what was happening. That it was too political. Too tangled.
And just like that, I was alone again. Only this time, it was worse. Because I was watching the system hand my child to the man who had violated me.
It didn’t matter that he had no history with our son.
It didn’t matter that I had been the only parent for six years.
It didn’t matter that I had built a life, a home, a business around my child’s needs.
None of it mattered.
What mattered, in the eyes of the court, was that he was the biological father—and he wanted in.
By the time the final hearing came, the damage had already been done. My son, who had been confused and scared, was now being told to call this man “dad.” To split his life in two. To learn to trust someone he didn’t know because a judge said so.
And in the end, that judge ordered joint custody.
They said it was in the “best interest of the child.”
They said Phillip would pay child support and cover $7,000 in Guardian ad Litem fees.
They said this arrangement would give my son the chance to know his father.
But I knew better.
I knew who Phillip really was.
And just as I was preparing to appeal the ruling, just as I filed to terminate his rights, the unthinkable happened:
He died.
[bookmark: _Toc205469205]Chapter 6: Betrayed by the Law
You’d think his death would have ended it.
Phillip died carrying stolen money—killed in a motorcycle crash just weeks after the judge handed him partial custody. The man who had taken so much from me… was gone. No co-parenting, no more court battles, no more watching my son get pulled between two completely different worlds.
I was sad for my son because after the year long battle, my son did gain a relationship with him and just like that he was gone. While I had not expected him to stick around long, I surly didn’t expect him to take everything I worked so hard for and then just died. Still, relief inside casted over me. It was finally over.
I had fought to survive abuse.
I had fought through poverty.
I had fought to build a better life from nothing.
And it was all taken over night from a known violent criminal who made up false allegations, had no proof and didn’t even know us.
But I was ready to start from the bottom again. 
However, the rules of Jumanji is to stay alive as long as you can, other than that there are no rules. It just shifts its shape. It grows new arms. New faces. New names. And in my case, it wore the face of the very people who claimed to be protecting my child.
With Phillip gone, I filed to terminate his parental rights. I appealed the joint custody ruling. I thought the court would see reason. I thought maybe—just maybe—the nightmare would finally be behind us.
But instead, a new one began.
SCDSS reopened the case.
Same false allegations. Same twisted narrative. The same baseless claims that had already been disproven. Suddenly, they were back on my doorstep, acting like nothing had ever been resolved.
Without warning, they took my son.
They didn’t come with evidence. They didn’t offer due process. No emergency hearing. No phone call. No explanation. Just a court order signed in the shadows, based on one-sided testimony, lies spoken as if they were truth.
And where did they place him?
Not with family. Not in a neutral, licensed foster home.
They placed him with the Copelands—the same people who had chosen to take Phillip off life support, the same ones managing his estate, the same ones claiming to be “kin” but who weren’t related by blood or marriage. They weren’t listed anywhere in our lives before this. They weren’t vetted. And they weren’t safe.
I raised every red flag I could.
I filed motions.
I requested hearings.
I provided affidavits.
I submitted evidence.
I begged.
And in return, I was silenced.
No one answered my calls. No one returned my emails. Every time I tried to speak up, the system pushed me further out. I wasn’t even allowed to know where my son was at times, let alone visit him. When visits were granted, they were brief, heavily monitored, and traumatizing—for both of us.
It was clear: this wasn’t about his best interest. This was about control. About covering tracks. About protecting reputations, not children.
I tried to involve other family members—people my son knew and trusted. DSS ignored them. I brought up concerns about the Copelands—how they were connected to Phillip, how they had no legal claim to my child. DSS shrugged it off. They called it “kinship placement,” even though no real connection existed.
Weeks turned into months.
My son started to change.
His spirit dimmed.
His voice cracked.
He stopped making eye contact during visits.
And all I could do was watch.
And wait.
All the while, I fought. I filed everything I could. I documented every lie, every delay, every time they failed to follow the law. But justice moves slow—especially when you're a mother standing alone in a courtroom full of sealed doors.
The people meant to protect children were the ones hurting mine. And no matter how loud I screamed, no one listened.
The system had betrayed me before.
But this time, it was betraying my son.









[bookmark: _Toc205469206]Chapter 7: Silence, Separation, and Scars
There’s a particular kind of pain that doesn’t make a sound.
It doesn’t scream.
It doesn’t shatter.
It just sinks—deep into your bones, where no one can see it.
That’s the kind of pain I lived with while my son was gone.
It’s hard to explain what it’s like to be a mother without your child—not because you chose it, not because it’s what’s best, but because the system says you can’t have him. Because someone with a badge, a title, or a signature decided your voice didn’t matter.
What they took from me wasn’t just time—they took trust.
They took away safety, routine, connection, and truth.
They told my son I had “abandoned him.”
That I “wasn’t able” to care for him.
They told schools I was a non-custodial parent.
They enrolled him in new systems, gave him new routines, erased my name from the daily pages of his life.
When I was finally allowed to see him, it was always under the watchful eye of someone who saw me as a threat. He never wore the clothes I sent. His hair was unkempt. He wore oversized Crocs—ones so big he’d trip as he walked to me—and it broke me. I had packed him two weeks’ worth of new school clothes, pajamas, boxers, socks, shoes. I replenished them multiple times when I heard he didn’t have what he needed. But none of it ever reached him.
Instead, he arrived at our visits looking like he belonged to no one.
I’d bring him new Nikes, fresh clothes, books he loved, his favorite snacks. But the next time I saw him, it was always the same story—everything was gone. As if they were trying to erase me from his life, item by item.
And emotionally? They nearly succeeded.
He stopped speaking openly.
He stopped smiling as easily.
He flinched at certain questions.
He looked at me like he wasn’t sure if I was real.
They didn’t just separate us—they dismantled him. Piece by piece.
When he was finally re-evaluated in the school system, they labeled him autistic. Not because he had ever been diagnosed before, but because now he wasn’t responding. He wasn’t connecting. He was shutting down. Trauma had been misdiagnosed as a developmental delay.
He had been passed from one grade to the next—first, second, third—without foundational support, therapy, or stability. Not because he lacked intelligence, but because he lacked peace. Because instead of being allowed to grow in his mother’s care, he was subjected to instability, silence, and confusion.
And all I could do was keep fighting.
Behind closed doors, I screamed into pillows.
In courtrooms, I filed motion after motion.
In parking lots, I cried so hard I couldn’t drive.
But to the world, I remained composed. Calm. Relentless. Because I had to be. Because my child didn’t need my tears—he needed my rescue.
I stopped asking the system for compassion. I started demanding accountability.
Every missed visit, every unreturned item, every unsubstantiated report—I documented it. I gathered records. I tracked phone calls. I prepared for the day I would get the chance to prove what they’d done. Not just to me, but to him.
Because trauma doesn’t just leave bruises.
It leaves scars.
And my son deserved healing—not gaslighting.
He didn’t need more diagnoses.
He needed his mother.




[bookmark: _Toc205469207]Chapter 8: The Courtroom Awakens
For months, I lived like a soldier in a war that no one else believed was happening.
I had no weapons but the truth.
No backup but my own conviction.
No rest. No reprieve. No justice.
But finally, on February 4, 2025, something changed.
After nearly a year of fighting, filing, and refusing to give up, my case—SCDSS v. Kristen Williams, Case No. 2024-DR-10-0069—was called before the family court. Same courtroom. Same judge. Same broken system.
But this time…
The truth showed up with me.
I walked in prepared.
Not just with papers and motions—but with evidence. With timelines. With contradictions. With every lie SCDSS had fed the court laid bare. They had painted me as unfit. Unstable. A threat. But they hadn’t counted on me keeping receipts.
I had them all.
Emails ignored.
Phone logs documenting unreturned calls.
Medical records withheld.
Clothes and school supplies never delivered.
Court orders disobeyed.
Supervised visits weaponized.
Due process tossed aside.
And one by one, I presented them.
This time, the court listened.
Really listened.
The judge reviewed the entire case history—back to the beginning. He questioned the emergency removal. He examined the timing. He noted the lack of supporting evidence, the hearsay, the inconsistencies in the department’s claims.
And then, for the first time since my child was taken from me…
He ruled in my favor.
The judge’s order was clear:
· SCDSS had failed to prove I was unfit.
· All claims of neglect and abuse were dismissed.
· The removal of my child was found to be unlawful.
· My due process rights had been violated.
· The Copelands had no legal claim to my son.
· All prior custody orders were vacated.
· SCDSS was ordered to return my son, his medical and educational records, and cease interference unless new legal grounds emerged.
It wasn’t just a win—it was a vindication.
It was the court finally saying what I had been screaming all along:
I never should have lost him.
When they brought my son back to me, I held him like I was holding the entire world. His body had grown, but his eyes were still searching—still unsure if this was real. He didn’t come home with toys or clothes or books. He came home with nothing but trauma.
But he came home.
And that was enough—for now.
We had been through so much.
But we had survived.
Not because the system worked.
But because I refused to let it destroy us.
That day, as I left the courtroom holding my son’s hand, I didn’t feel victorious. I felt vindicated. And more than anything else, I felt ready.
Because if they could do this to me—they could do it to anyone.
And if I had the strength to survive it—then I had the strength to change it.





[bookmark: _Toc205469208]Chapter 9: Home, but Not Whole
Bringing him home was the moment I had prayed for.
But it wasn’t the ending I had imagined.
I had pictured us running into each other’s arms, tears falling with relief, laughter returning to his voice. I had dreamed of dancing in the kitchen, of late-night snuggles and morning pancakes. I thought that once he was back in my arms, everything would be okay again.
But healing doesn’t work that way.
My son came home carrying a thousand invisible pounds.
He wasn’t the same child they took from me.
And I wasn’t the same mother.
He barely spoke the first few days.
He flinched when I walked into a room too fast.
He refused to sleep alone.
He had nightmares—every night.
He didn’t ask for his toys, or his favorite blanket.
He didn’t mention the friends he once talked about constantly.
He had gone somewhere I couldn’t reach.
And I had to find a way to bring him back.
The first thing I noticed was that nothing came with him. No clothes. No toothbrush. No school bag. Not a single item from the year he was gone. Everything I had sent—the shoes, the coats, the carefully packed boxes of love—vanished. Even his report cards were withheld.
I wasn’t just starting from scratch—I was starting from a deficit.
The trauma he experienced left deep psychological wounds. He was jumpy, guarded, and often unresponsive. He had missed out on critical support and was now mislabeled as having “developmental delays” because of behavioral trauma responses that no one ever took the time to understand.
But I understood.
I could see the signs of toxic stress. I knew the difference between autism and trauma. What they called "withdrawn," I recognized as grief. What they called "delayed," I saw as disoriented. He hadn't failed in school. The system had failed him.
So, we began again.
I re-enrolled him in school—with full transparency.
I connected with teachers and explained the real story.
I found therapists who listened, not pathologized.
I rebuilt our routines—meals, prayer, bedtime stories.
I gave him a voice where others had stolen it.
We took walks.
We painted.
We cried.
Sometimes, we just sat in silence, letting presence do what words could not.
I watched slowly—painfully—as the light began to flicker back into his eyes. Not a blaze. Not yet. But a spark. A fragile, flickering reminder of who he was. Who he is. And who he’s meant to become.
But there are still scars.
There are still questions.
There are still moments when the weight is too much.
And that’s okay.
Because we’re not chasing perfection.
We’re chasing peace.
And I will give him that—every single day for the rest of my life.








[bookmark: _Toc205469209]Chapter 10: A System Worth Fighting
For years, I thought my battle was personal.
A wrongful custody case. A failed legal defense. A corrupt courtroom.
But I was wrong.
This wasn’t just my story.
It was a symptom of a much bigger sickness.
The system is broken.
Not just in South Carolina. Not just in family court. Not just in child welfare.
Everywhere.
It’s broken in the way decisions are made behind closed doors.
Broken in the way poverty is criminalized.
Broken in the way trauma is ignored and power is protected.
Broken in how they call it “justice” but serve it only to those who can afford it.
The more I uncovered, the more I realized I had stumbled onto a machine far more dangerous than any one judge, any one caseworker, any one agency. I found patterns. The same kinds of removals. The same language in court orders. The same lack of due process. And in almost every case?
Money.
The state gets federal funding every time a child is removed.
They’re paid to place children in foster care—even if the family is safe.
They’re incentivized to separate, not reunify.
And once a child enters that system, parents have to fight to prove their humanity.
And if they can’t?
If they don’t have the right lawyer?
If they miss a deadline?
If they’re poor, disabled, Black, or too outspoken?
They lose their children.
That’s not justice. That’s genocide with paperwork.
I knew I had to speak out—not just for me, not just for my son, but for every parent who’s been railroaded by the same corrupt machine.
So I got to work.
I compiled records.
Court transcripts.
Emails.
Medical files.
Incident reports.
Every single piece of evidence that showed how this system operates—not in truth, but in tactics.
Then I filed a federal lawsuit.
Not just against Phillip Truesdell’s estate.
Not just against the Copelands.
But against DSS officials. Against attorneys. Against mediators. Against those who stood by, watched the harm unfold, and did nothing.
This wasn’t revenge.
It was reclamation.
My lawsuit told the story the courts refused to hear:
How lies were accepted as fact.
How I was denied due process.
How my child was removed without exigent circumstances, without a warrant, without cause.
And how I kept fighting—even when it cost me everything.












[bookmark: _Toc205469210]Chapter 11: Better Ways, Bigger Days
When I created Better Ways 2 Better Days, I thought I was building a business.
But now I see—I was building a movement.
What began as a single mom’s dream to help others heal has grown into something so much deeper, so much wider. It's no longer just about coaching, or creative healing, or guiding people through pain. It’s about standing in the gap for those who’ve been broken by the very systems meant to protect them.
It’s about fighting for families.
I restructured the mission after our court victory. I took everything I’d learned from the courtroom, the trauma, the silence, and the resistance—and I turned it into a platform of purpose.
No more generic empowerment talk.
No more healing without truth.
No more pretending love alone is enough to fix what injustice breaks.
Now, Better Ways 2 Better Days is about:
· Legal literacy for parents who can’t afford lawyers
· Trauma-informed support for families post-removal
· Workshops on surviving the child welfare system
· One-on-one coaching for rebuilding after state harm
· Advocacy and media tools for telling stories that matter
Because what happened to me isn’t rare—it’s replicated. And most families never recover.
But I did.
And now, I show others how to do the same.
We’ve started hosting support circles, drop-in healing sessions, and legal navigation clinics. We’re building bridges with whistleblowers, mental health professionals, educators, and survivors. We’re putting names to the pain—and plans to the outrage.
But make no mistake: this work is hard.
And it’s personal.
I don’t just coach people through the fire.
I still walk through it—every day—with my son.
I see the way trauma still lingers in his eyes.
I still fight with schools for the support he needs.
I still challenge systems that want to stamp him with a label instead of giving him a chance.
But now, I fight from a different place.
A stronger place.
A place of truth, built from ruin.
We are rebuilding.
Not because the system gave us permission.
But because we took back our power.
And as long as I have breath, I will make sure no other parent walks this alone. Because Better Ways 2 Better Days was never just a title.
It’s a promise.





























[bookmark: _Toc205469211]Chapter 12: Rave About It: The Movement
You can only scream into the void for so long before you decide to build a speaker system.
That’s what Rave About It is.
It’s not just an event. It’s a statement. A disruption. A celebration. A revolution wrapped in rhythm, powered by truth, and lit by the fire of every parent who’s ever been silenced.
After nearly a decade of surviving behind closed doors—of pleading, filing, documenting, and praying—I realized something: If we don’t tell our stories loud enough to shake the ground, they’ll keep burying us beneath it.
So I chose to speak.
And then I chose to rave.
Rave About It is where music meets justice.
Where the beat drops and the truth rises.
Where survivors become speakers.
Where pain becomes power.
Where every child stolen by bureaucracy, every parent broken by the courts, every whistle ignored by the system—gets a stage.
This movement is for:
· The mothers who’ve cried in court parking lots.
· The fathers falsely accused and forgotten.
· The children shuffled like case numbers until their sense of self is lost.
· The families torn apart in the name of procedure.
· The advocates too exhausted to keep fighting, and the ones who never stopped.
At Rave About It, we don’t just mourn what we lost.
We mobilize.
We turn up the volume on injustice until the walls of silence crack.
We demand oversight. Transparency. Policy change.
We call out the federal incentives that reward family separation.
We expose the courts, the caseworkers, the lawyers, the loopholes.
And then we dance.
Because even after everything, we still have joy.
Even after everything, we still have community.
Even after everything, we still have each other.
This isn’t about me anymore. It never really was.
It’s about every person who has been failed by a system and forced to fight without a sword.
It’s about creating space where healing can be loud, where justice can be joyful, and where truth doesn’t just whisper—it roars.
Rave About It is the sound of a better world being born.
And we’re not asking for permission.
We’re taking the mic.
[bookmark: _Toc205469212]Epilogue: From Survivor to Signal Fire
I didn’t ask for this story.
I didn’t choose to be a mother by violence, a client by necessity, or a fighter by force.
But I became one—because I had no other choice.
And now I know: this was never just survival.
This was the making of a signal fire.
Every time they tried to silence me, I documented.
Every time they tried to erase me, I wrote.
Every time they tried to break me, I burned brighter.
They thought I was just one mother.
Just one case.
Just one name on a docket they’d forget by morning.
But what they didn’t count on was the comeback.
The one built on faith, facts, and a fire no courtroom could contain.
My story is not just about what was taken.
It’s about what I reclaimed.
My voice.
My child.
My truth.
My purpose.
And now—my mission.
I will spend the rest of my life shining light into the corners they want us to ignore. I will help others fight. I will stand with the voiceless. I will build platforms out of pain. I will make noise until it becomes law.
Because justice isn’t a ruling.
It’s a reckoning.
And I’m not done.
To every parent reading this:
You are not crazy. You are not weak. You are not alone.
You are standing in a war you didn’t start, fighting for someone the system has tried to forget.
But hear me—you are the resistance.
You are the answer to their cruelty.
You are the healing your child will remember.
Let them call you emotional.
Let them call you obsessed.
Let them call you everything but what you are:
Unbreakable.
Because the truth doesn’t just survive—it rises.
And it only takes one voice to light the fire.
Mine was the first.
But it won’t be the last.
We’re here now.
We’re awake.
And we’re never going silent again.


[bookmark: _Toc205469213]📘 Back Matter (About the Book)
The Fight for Better Days: A Mother’s Story of Resilience, Injustice, and Unbreakable Love is more than a memoir—it’s a manifesto.
Kristen Williams shares the harrowing and deeply human story of how she survived state-sponsored family separation, institutional betrayal, and legal abandonment—only to rise as an advocate, healer, and mother determined to change the system that tried to destroy her.
Through raw testimony and unapologetic truth, she exposes the cracks in child welfare, the corruption in family courts, and the strength it takes to fight back when the law refuses to protect. From rebuilding a life from nothing to launching a national movement for reform, The Fight for Better Days is a battle cry for every parent who’s ever been told to sit down and stay quiet.
This book is for the silenced.
This book is for the system-breakers.
This book is for the ones who never gave up.
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You are the heart of this story and the soul of this fight. I love you beyond language.
To every parent who has ever been silenced, punished for telling the truth, or made to feel unworthy of their own child—you are not alone. This book was written in the spaces where your voices were ignored.
To those who stood by me when others walked away:
To the friends who became family, the healers who believed in my strength, the few professionals who acted with integrity—thank you. You kept me going.
To the advocates, truth-tellers, and fighters who are building better systems, one case at a time—may this book add fuel to your fire.
And to the broken system that made me a fighter:
Thank you for underestimating me.

[bookmark: _Toc205469215][bookmark: _Hlk205464039]✍️ About the Author
Kristen Williams is a mother, legal advocate, trauma-informed life coach, and founder of Better Ways 2 Better Days—a healing platform born from lived experience, resilience, and the refusal to stay silent.
After surviving years of abuse, injustice, and the unlawful removal of her son, Kristen fought her way through family court, exposed misconduct at multiple levels of government, and reclaimed custody through sheer perseverance and truth. She now uses her story to educate, empower, and ignite change in the child welfare system and beyond.
Kristen is the creator of Rave About It, a national movement using music, advocacy, and community action to bring light to family court corruption, federal funding misuse, and systemic trauma. She believes in fighting smart, healing loud, and never letting the system define your story.
You can follow Kristen’s movement, book, and upcoming projects at:
🔗 [raveaboutit2025.net]
📧 Betterways2betterdays@gmail.com
📱 IG: @mother_v_machine | X: @raveaboutit2025








[bookmark: _Toc205469216]Call to Action: Don’t Just Read. Rise.
If this book lit something inside you—don’t let it fade.
If you saw pieces of your own story in mine—don’t turn away.
If you’ve ever felt powerless, invisible, or silenced—this is your moment.
You are not alone.
And you were never meant to carry this alone.
[bookmark: _Toc205469217]Here’s what you can do right now:
· Speak up. Tell your story. Even if your voice shakes. Even if you cry through the first sentence.
· Support survivors. Listen without judgment. Believe them. Show up.
· Hold systems accountable. Don’t assume justice exists—demand it. Write. Call. Organize. Vote. Sue. Expose.
· Join a movement. Whether it’s with me through Better Ways 2 Better Days or with others in your community—plug in.
· Protect the next generation. Be the cycle-breaker. Be the protector. Be the one who says “no more.”
· Build something. A support group. A resource center. A safe home. An idea. A new way. Your pain has purpose—use it.
You don’t have to have it all figured out to start.
You just have to refuse to stay silent.


[bookmark: _Toc205469218]Letter to the Reader
Dear Reader,
Thank you.
For turning these pages. For staying with me through the darkest valleys. For hearing what others refused to hear. This story wasn’t easy to tell—but it was necessary. Because silence only protects the ones who do harm.
If you’ve experienced something similar… I’m so sorry. I believe you. And I want you to know: you are not broken.
The fact that you’re still here?
Still standing?
Still searching for truth and healing?
That makes you extraordinary.
Whether you're a mother, survivor, advocate, or simply someone who wants to understand what others go through—you matter in this fight. The world needs more people with open eyes and open hearts.
Thank you for listening. Thank you for feeling. And thank you for being part of a rising wave of people who won’t let fear or silence win anymore.
With all my strength,
Kristen Williams
Founder, Better Ways 2 Better Days

[bookmark: _Toc205469219]Resources for Survivors
[bookmark: _Toc205469220]Crisis & Emotional Support
· National Domestic Violence Hotline: 1-800-799-SAFE (7233) or thehotline.org
· RAINN (Rape, Abuse & Incest National Network): 1-800-656-HOPE (4673) or rainn.org
· Suicide & Crisis Lifeline: Dial 988 or visit 988lifeline.org
· StrongHearts Native Helpline (for Indigenous survivors): 1-844-7NATIVE

[bookmark: _Toc205469221]Legal Help & Advocacy
· National Crime Victim Law Institute: ncvli.org
· Legal Services Corporation: lsc.gov
· National Center for Youth Law (child welfare/family court): youthlaw.org
· Survivor Justice Project: Focused on women criminalized for surviving abuse.

[bookmark: _Toc205469222]For Parents Fighting the System
· Rise Magazine: risemagazine.org – Parent-led writing and advocacy in the child welfare system
· Movement for Family Power: movementforfamilypower.org
· UPROOT: The Family Defense Network – Legal defense, advocacy, and training

[bookmark: _Toc205469223]Healing & Community
· Better Ways 2 Better Days – My platform for survivors, families, and cycle-breakers
📧 Email: Betterways2betterdays@gmail.com
🌐 Website: (Coming Soon) raveaboutit2025.net
📱 Instagram: @mother_v_machine
🧠 Resources: Healing programs, support circles, empowerment workshops

[bookmark: _Toc205469224]Need Support Directly?
You're welcome to reach out to me. I'm not a licensed counselor—but I am a mother who survived the machine. And sometimes, that's who we need to hear from first.
📩 Email me at Appealenbanc@gmail.com or Betterways2betterdays@gmail.com
📲 Join the movement: #RaveAboutIt2025
[bookmark: _Toc205469225]Epilogue: I Am the Proof
They tried to break me.
Not just the men who took without permission, not just the judges who never looked me in the eye, not just the workers who scribbled my worth into forms and folders—but the system itself.
They tried to write my ending before I even finished the sentence.
But I’m still here.
I’m still fighting.
And I’m no longer just surviving—I’m rebuilding.
Not just for me. Not just for my son. But for every woman who’s been silenced. For every mother who’s been told she’s too loud, too angry, too emotional, too broken to be believed. For every person who had everything stolen and dared to build something back from the ashes.
I am the proof that you can lose everything and still rise.
I am the proof that being violated doesn't make you voiceless.
I am the proof that love—real, radical, healing love—starts within, and once you find it, no one can take it from you again.

This book was never just about me. It’s about what we’re up against. It’s about what they never want you to say out loud.
That systems fail.
That trauma lingers.
That silence can feel like safety—until it kills you.
That healing is messy, hard, and still worth fighting for.
But most of all—it’s about what happens when you refuse to stay silent.
It’s about the mother, the warrior, the woman I’ve become.
The one they couldn’t erase.

If you’re reading this and still carrying shame—put it down.
If you’re still waiting to feel ready—you already are.
If you’re fighting for your kids, your truth, your right to breathe freely in this world—keep going.
Your story matters.
Your voice matters.
You matter.
And if no one’s ever said this to you before, let me be the first:
I believe you.
I see you.
You are not alone.
Better days aren’t promised.
But they can be built.
And I’m building them—with you.
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