
















Figure 55: H* Prevents Any Activities Involving Dad
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D* Refuses to Go With H* Again, H* Threatens D* with Seeing DaltonD* Refuses to Go With H* Again, H* Threatens D* with Seeing Dalton
2005 04 18, Monday, I went to the school in the late afternoon to drop off a birthday card
that had arrived in the mail. D* had just come from his class and we read the card. Frances
Floyd, the assistant principal stopped and asked if I had signed in. I told her that I would sign
in on the way out. She walked off. It was somewhat of a peculiar request, because signing in
isn't required after school lets out.

D* got up to go out the front door where his mom would pick him up. He didn't want to go. I
explained she would be waiting. However, H* didn't go to her usual place, but instead came
in. She had never done this before. She walked over very directly and looking angry in a
threatening manner. 

H* complained I shouldn't be there. I replied I was within my rights to be at the school. D*
said he didn't want to go with her. H* said she had a court paper that said he had to go. D*
was clinging to me. I explained to H* that if she would just be patient, D* would settle down,
and then they could go. She asked me to rip him off me and hand him over. I told her I
couldn't betray his trust like that, but I could talk to him and work it out. She looked as if
about to launch into one of her fits, and she did. D* hid behind me and the two exchanged
screams with each other.

Mrs. Connie, D*'s first grade teacher in training jogged over. D* screamed at her "I want my
dad." Mrs. Connie then ran to the office. H* started arguing. D* was clinging to me, so I
asked if he could go with me. It would keep things simple. H* said no, and screamed that I
would have to take her to court before she would give me more time with him. I asked H* to
relax and be patient. She started tugging on D*. She said she had to be somewhere. Then
she turned to D* and told him that he would have to go see "Miss Caryl" if he didn't come
with her. That affected him, and he started to go. It made me feel sick to my stomach to
threats to visiting Miss Caryl used as coercion or punishment. (see email/0137)

They were walking towards the door together when Mrs. Connie came back. Mrs. Connie
insisted we go to the principal's office. So we did. Once we got there D* latched on to me
again.  We waited.  Betty  Carbonneau,  the  office staff,  and Mrs.  Floyd were there.  They
explained to D* he had to go with his mom. Apparently that is all they wanted, which is funny
as he was going with his mom before they dragged us to the office. 

After H* and D* left, Mrs. Floyd started saying that I had tried to take him from the school on
a day that was not mine. I told her not to put words in my mouth, that I had come to give him
a birthday card, and that I had also told him he had to go with his mom. Mrs. Floyd then said
that D* was getting older and needed more time with his father. She suggested that I go
back to court and get the order modified. 

The next time D* came to my place he demanded that I go to court. He asked about the
process, and then asked me to get a lawyer. Though this isn't the first time he had asked for
these things; he now had a renewed level of demand.

D* Science Fair ProjectD* Science Fair Project
In kindergarten D* decided he would do a science fair project. He had saved the plastic
snap together spheres his toys came in, and used the halves as boats. To the bottoms he
taped rocks, and to the tops cardboard fins. That project he wanted to know how much wind
tipped one over, so he put them in a tub next to a fan and turned the fan on. 

270



The following is from D* first grade science fair project:
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Figure 56: D* First Grade Science Fair Notebook
As in Kindergarten he did it all on his own because he wanted to. I told him that a notebook
was used and what sections it had, but did not fill it out. I only watched from that point. He
wanted to answer the question why boats float. He made little boats and filled them with
stones until they sank. He found something close to the Archimedian principal. Though he
was one of only few students in the first grade who made a project, the teacher did not give

him an award. I went over to Teacher's  Haven and bought a blue ribbon. I gave him “dad's
first place.”

The next year at science fair time, we decided instead to do a business. Business has its
own built in reward system.

I got to be a consultant for D* first business. D* got the idea of making a whole bunch of bad
fortunes and then selling “Miss Fortune” cookies for Halloween. With my direction he worked
out a sort of business plan calculating costs, unit price, profits and required financing in a
blue notebook. He found a custom fortune cookie seller on the Internet. We filled out the
forms. I was the financier. He got 2000 cookies in the mail. They came in two big boxes full
of plastic wrapped cookies. I really thought we were going to have Miss Fortune cookies for
years to come. D* thought he would sell  them to grocery stores, but the HEB manager
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rebuffed him. His second thought was Chinese restaurants. There the cookies were a big
hit. The kids working in the restaurants bought them to give to each other. In one place D*
sold a few cookies then  we sat to eat. A little later we heard laughing in the kitchen, and
someone came out and bought a dozen more cookies. Then we hit the coffee shops. The
college student loved them. The last of the cookies were sold around the neighborhood. D*
was stuffing the money in his pockets, an leaving a trail of money as a he walked. I followed
picking up the errant dollars. In just the one weekend he had sold them all. After paying off
the investor had had more than $200 in profit. This was perhaps more fun than the science
fair projects.
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Figure 57: D* "Miss Fortune Cookie" Business
Journal

The big question D* had about the fortune cookie business was why people would pay 25
cents for  a cookie that  cost only 16 cents.  This question came up the first  time after a
college girl at one of the coffee shops came back and bought more cookies for a third time. I
explained it was because he had taken initiative.

More H*-isms:More H*-isms:

Won't Share Insurance Card
H* assigned a new pediatrician with the same organization where Dr. Coldwater had worked
– the doctor  who refused to  comment  after  Mr.  Choi  said he had wrapped the baby in
blankets in a hot room in order to “prevent colds.”   H* did not provide the new doctor's office
with a divorce decree. This put them on the defense, and it contributed to the difficulty of
getting the school to give D* his diary enzymes. When H* didn't do it, they didn't wouldn't to
listen to me.
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As per the decree, H* was carrying the medical insurance. This was related to her desire to
control when D* would see the doctor. She refused to give me a copy of the card. I was still
sending  her  notices about  it  in  September  of  2004.  In  this  manner  H*  enforced a  sole
managing conservator ship in fact, though it wasn't one in name. On 2004 09 20 she came
out and directly said as much, and claimed that the reason was that I was being punished:

From: H* Lynch <------> 

Date: Mon Sep 20 2004 - 09:50:38 CDT

To: <tom.lynch> 

Tom, 

As for medical decision for D*, I have an exclusive right. Please 
read the decree carefully. This provision was made because your medical 
misuse over D* (changing doctors so many times, making D* 
going thru x-rays on his head when he was not even one year old....). 

Figure 58: H* Asserts Exclusive Medical Rights

The removal of exclusive medical was a key point enabling settlement. In the divorce decree
on page 7 point 2 exclusive is clearly crossed off. In addition, my medical right is stated on
page 5 point  3.  I  was not  being punished for  anything.  Initially  I  had a sole  managing
conservatorship, and had only  agreed to make her a joint conservator. After I pointed out
that the exclusive medical was crossed off, she replied:

From: H* <------> 

Date: Mon Sep 20 2004 - 15:41:32 CDT

To: <t-----> 

O.K., other copy shows that the word "exclusive" is scrached out. If I had
known this  when we had reached agreement,  I  would  never  sign  the
decree. Divorce agreement was made in very hectic and exhausting way,
so I had overlooked this. Well, the damage is done. In any case, the court
assigned  Caryl  Dalton  to  be  a  D*'s  phychiatrist  and  I  don't  have  any
intension to change the doctor at this point. If you don't agree with this,
you can initiate the mediation which our agreement says you will pay all
costs. 

Figure 59: H* Withdraws Assertion of Exclusive Medical Rights
So she admits that the decisions are supposed to be joint, but at the same time tells me I'll
have to pay to have any input. Indeed, she has never included me.

Blocks Dad's Visits, 2004
H* was not  happy that  the YMCA was allowing me to visit  there in  2003.  In  2004 she
attempted to put a stop to it. She moved him to a different school with a different staff. When
I showed up I was told I couldn't see my son. The counselor I was speaking with wouldn't tell
me her name. When I talked to others they put their name tags in their pockets. When I went
to the YMCA office it was late in the afternoon, and a woman was just leaving out the door of
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the building for the managers. I said, “Hello, I'm Mr. Lynch.”   “What are you doing here,” she
snarled. Then she said she was going to call the police. I pointed out that it was a public
entrance, and as of this date it still isn't illegal to be a father, though some debate could be
made on the subject.  I  spoke with  her  manager,  and then to  the CEO of  the YMCA.  I
explained I had a joint managing conservatorship, and that they had no right to exclude me
from seeing my son. 

I went to see the CEO, and then the staff again. They had no father listed on the form. They
said they only spoke to divorced parents if they had a copy of the divorce decree. H* was
listed as divorced, and the YMCA had spoken to her for  over a year without a decree.
Apparently there is a different set of rules for fathers. I supplied one immediately.

It had taken the summer and the first month of school, but the YMCA relented. They had
done their best but run out of legal options. All I had wanted was to be able to see my son.
They YMCA told H* I could not be blocked from visiting D* at the program.  H* responded by
taking him out of the program altogether.

But H* wasn't  done. We would do virtually the same drill  at  the Stepping Stone school.
When she failed to block me she moved him again. The she put him in day care at the
YMCA on the other side of McNeil road. This branch had a different manager's office.  It was
a virtual re-run of the previous time. Again I was denied access, but eventually H* was told I
couldn't be blocked, and took him out of that YMCA also.

Officially Forbids Calls, 2004
Since the Edison phone incident H* refused to let D* call me, or vice versa. I didn't take long
to figure out what was happening, but I called once in a while, just to make sure that not
getting through wasn't my fault. After D* was taken out of the YMCA program we had no way
of communicating between visits.  I decided to document that H* was blocking the calls.
There had been some times where she had obviously hungup. Between 9/12 and 9/15 I
called 8 times at various times of the day. A few times H* answered and hung up. The other
times I left a message for D* to call back. H* then answered and told me not to try and call
for D* anymore. There have been a few times when D* has gone home upset, and I couldn't
get through to the house on the phone, and the RRPD has stopped by and found them
home.  On one occasion I called and H* and D* were fighting. D* said he was afraid of her,
and the RRPD went over to settle them down.

Accuses Dad of Poisoning D* 2004
D* showed up at my place with amazing 'consequences problems.'   I assumed this was a
method Dalton taught to H*. I called H* to discuss it. She was very rude, and accused me of
trying to “poison D*”. I recorded the conversation. We were back to the old H* who issued
death  threats.  When  I  pressed  the  question  of  discipline,  I  then  got  back  a  very
professionally written email saying how important it was that we communicate. When I tried
to follow up on that, she didn't return my calls.
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T> Are you informing me of all of his medical visits and such, or is

there stuff I don't know about?

H>  Stuff that you don't know about.

T> I'm asking you are you keeping me informed of his medical records?

H> Of course what ever it is I'm always I told you!

T> Ok.

H> I'm open. Unless easily pushed, you are poisoning D*.

T>  Doing what to him?

H> You are poisoning him. Lots of times.

T>  You are saying I'm poisoning him,  and it is a medical issue?

H>  He's outside, he is blaming. He doesn't lie.  You are saying

I'm lying. Its your level, and I'm going to tell his teacher.

Figure 60: H* Accuses Tom of Poisoning D*

Asks Dad to Watch D* for Me. (huh?)
H* called me on the phone and made small talk in nice tones. It felt like I had woken up from
some awful dream. She said that she was going away for the weekend with her boyfriend,
and she wanted to know if I would watch D*.  She said she knew it wasn't my weekend, but
she wanted to know if I would do her a favor. 

I shook my head and pinched myself. I tried to place the conversation into correct  context.
I'm the guy she has accused of abuse. I'm the guy she accused of kidnapping our son. I'm
the man she had been at war with ever since she couldn't marry Ravi.  Perhaps it was a
trick?   I would pick D* up from school, and take him home, and then the police would show
up. Though, if I waited at the school until no one else showed up to pick him up, it would be
difficult to make such an accusation. I calculated the risks, and decided she would have a
weak platform for making accusations if she didn't show up to pick him up in the first place.
Besides, there was a new element here,  the boyfriend. Finally she had someone else to
think about.

With  some  trepidation,  I  went  to  the  school  and  waited.  I  made  sure  to  strike  up  a
conversation other waiting parents to tell them why I was there on an off week. D* came out.
We stood around and waited until the crowd dissipated. No one else came to pick him up, so
we went home.

On Monday, I took the precaution of stopping by the school after class and making sure he
got picked up. H* did not show. I didn't have any choice, so we went home. Tuesday, again,
she didn't show. Wednesday she didn't show. She didn't show up all week. There was no
answer on the phone at the house. She did not call.
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The next week, she picked him up. Come to find out, she had gone to England with her
boyfriend.  Though, I didn't mind about this little subterfuge. Compared to the others it was
rather innocuous. I would have watched him for the week anyway. I viewed this as a positive
development. Perhaps she would stop using day cares during her vacations and holidays.
D* and I have a lot of stuff to work on. We have kits that have been unopened since the
Christmas before last, we would still like to learn the violin. We need to practice hockey. We
haven't played soccer in ages. D* and I can talk about mathematics for hours on end, but we
rarely get the chance. More recently he has become interested in strategy. It would be fun to
talk about general Chennault approaches, and others. On her next holiday, D* was back in
day care at an undisclosed location. H* made a point out of knowing lots of people who
could have watched D*.
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Figure 61 H* Asks Tom to Watch D* While She Goes On Vacation
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Kicks Dog As D* Watches

Figure 62: D* Essay Describing His Mom Kicking The Dog

When we got the puppy in 2002 H* was afraid of it. She explained that her father had gotten
her a dog when she was younger and that something had gone wrong that made her afraid
of dogs. She didn't say what.  She explained that she had agreed to the dog for D*'s sake.
The in laws would tie Laika dog tight by her walking leash to a post that holds up the patio
roof. When Laika would grew tired of holding her head up she would just hang there until I
let her off. 
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At temporary orders H* insisted that she get everything, including Laika dog. I argued that it
was not her dog. She argued it was not mine. And I said that was exactly my point, “it is D*'
dog”  we agreed that  Laika would travel  with back and forth with  D*.  On our very first
exchange I did not have time stop by the apartment to pick up the dog, and showed up
without her. On our second exchange,  Laika went back to H*'s place with D*. H* never
brought the dog for later exchanges. We were back to, 'its my dog because my mother
helped pay for her as a gift.'   She also said, “what is D*' is mine.”

Nor did D* get to play with the dog. Laika dog lived in the fenced in area behind the house.
She was not  allowed in  the house.  And because she was a 'dirty  animal'  D* was only
allowed to play with her when she had a bath, or when he surreptitiously let her out though
the gate when he was outside. A bath for the dog was apparently a rare event, perhaps
occurring twice a year.

In 2004 during our Christmas break we were at the school yard, and up came running Laika
dog. She had no collar and no tags. We called H*, but there was no answer. We didn't know
the state of her shots, so we took her to the Vet and got her updated. We bought her a new
collar and put on tags. 

After the holiday H* wanted the dog back very badly, and sincerely promised that this time
the dog would  really  go back and fourth with  D*.  I  told  her  the dog might  have a torn
ligament and asked if she would help pay for an operation to re-attach it. She immediately
accused me of clipping the ligament just to make her look bad.

It was quizzical to me that she wanted the dog since she didn't like dogs, and D* didn't get to
play with the her. So I asked D* what he thought, and he said it was because mom wanted
to torture it:
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Tom Lynch: Why does mom want Laika?

D* Lynch: Probably because she doesn't want us to have her.

Tom Lynch: You said something else before.

D* Lynch: Oh, she wants to torture it.

Tom Lynch: You think so?

D* Lynch: That's my first prediction, my second prediction is she doesn't want
us to have fun with her.

Tom Lynch: Lets talk about the first prediction a little bit.  So why do you think
mom wants to torture the dog?

D* Lynch: Because she doesn't like it.

Tom Lynch: Did you see her see her do something?

D* Lynch: She kicked it.

Tom Lynch: She did what? Tell me about that. When did she do that?

D* Lynch: She wanted her to sit and she wouldn't.

Tom Lynch: Where were you when this happened?

D* Lynch: I was at home outside. On the weekend I think.

Tom Lynch: Why do you think that?

D* Lynch: Because it was in the middle of the day.

Tom Lynch: So what did she say when she kicked the dog.

D* Lynch: You bad dog Laika!

Tom Lynch: What did Laika do after she got kicked? Was she kicked very hard?

D* Lynch: I don't know that.

Figure 63: D* Describes His Mom Wanting the Dog to Torture It

In my opinion, the word torture shouldn't even be in my son's vocabulary. I sent D* home
with the dog, and H* again broke her promise and did not return the dog with D*. 

In 2006 D* insisted on picking his dog up. He said he had to save the dog. He went back to
the house and got the her. She was huge!  She walked in kind of a C shape, and limped.
She had a name tag, but no rabies shot tag.

We took her to the vet, then exercised her and put her on a diet.  She lost over 20 pounds
and got a lot more frisky. Last time we were at the vet he said we can go a little farther. On
this last trip to the vet, he X-rayed her hips, and discovered a torn ligament. This could be
from being kicked, or it could be from being overweight.

Then I got the call from the police on my cell phone. “Hello is this Tom Lynch?”   “Yes.”   “You
have stolen Mrs. Lynch's dog, and it should be returned.”   Thank God the dog is papered in
my name. I  pointed out the dog was mine, and challenged the officer to ask H* for the
papers. She couldn't, or didn't want to, produce them. I pointed out that the dog did not have
tags on,  so we couldn't  determine if  she had a rabies shot.  He said I  must  be at  fault
because I was not polite to him. I said that maybe since she was so nice, that he might like
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to ask her out – though in my opinion it was much ruder to take advantage of someone and
have them do their bidding than it was to be gruff on the phone to an unwelcome caller. He
then wanted to know if the dog was dead on the side of the road. Then I understood his
concern. H* had prepped him.  “Oh gosh no,” I replied. “We even had her at the vet, and had
her shots updated because we couldn't tell if she had them.”

Then a letter arrived from H*'s attorney saying that H* had produced the “shot records” for
the officer. I shook my head, as I don't see the point. I wish she had told me that the first
time we had asked.

The next time I saw D* he was depressed about it. He told me they had grilled him. He said
they asked him over and over if I had come and taken the dog, and that he had finally said
yes to get them to stop asking. He felt very guilty about it. He wrote the following essay on
his new laptop:

It was a sunny day in my back yard. When I was looking out
the window in the living room playing I saw my mom kick the
dog in the year 2004 . And about two weeks later my mom
said that my dogs leg was hurt to the vet and the vet sais that
it is broken and mom sais that she would fix it .But she never
has. Sents then my mom makes up esquses . [D* 2006 09 15]

Figure 64: D* Wrote Another Essay On His Computer About the Dog

I'm not sure what the year 2004 part is about, as I gather from D* that the dog needing
protection is a recent event, or why else would saving the dog be an emergency?   D* is
eight years old, sometimes it is difficult to understand an 8 year old's logic.
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Figure 65: Vets Imaging Report On the Dog
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Uses D* to get the Only Piece of Art Given To Dad:  2005 03 11
I went by the school and had lunch with D* on a nice Friday morning, 03 11. D* was excited
and wanted to show me a painting he had done. We went up the hall, and there it was, it
was beautiful. He had done great. Then he said I could have the painting. It was part of an
exhibit on the wall. I said it looked like it was part of an exhibit, and I didn't know if I should
take it down. Ms. T was in her office behind us. She said that the exhibit was over, and that it
was ok to take it  down. I  was absolutely thrilled. D*' art went home from the school on
Mondays, and H* had not shared any of it with me in two years. I had given the art teacher
self addressed stamped envelopes, but she never sent any art either. I thanked D* and took
the painting back to the Austin apartment. 

About a half hour after school let out this message was left:

Message from H* Lynch 2005 03 11 3:09PM

H* Lynch: Hi this is H*, D* is telling me that you are picking up the
paintings. I enrolled D* in that after school class and I think that should
belong here. If it is just the case that you want to take a picture it is ok, but
you really have to leave it here. I suppose you are going to do that.
Please call me back. Thanks Bye. 

I was thinking I might have to take a picture of it, then my heart fell when I
heard the next message:

Message from D* Lynch 2005 03 11 3:13PM

D* Lynch: Return the painting please. Bye,Bye. 

She had actually set him up and made him ask for the painting back. I can't imagine what it
would be like to be a happy seven year old giving something to one parent, just to have the
other parent make you feel bad about it and have you reverse the decision. And then there
was yet another message:

Message from H* Lynch 2005 03 11 4:28PM

H* Lynch: Tom this is ridiculous the painting is mine. This is from an after
school enrichment program. I paid $25, I have check. (inaudible). I paid
for that and expect to have it. I told D* that is our painting. I brought him
home and now its gone. This is ridiculous, I just want the painting back. 

Figure 66: Tape Transcript of H* Has D* Ask for His Gift  to Dad Back
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I felt kinda sick in the bottom of my stomach imagining what was happening to D*. I hadn't
known about the after school program. H* hadn't/doesn't share any school information with
me unless there is a special circumstance. I replied by email explaining that D* had given
me the painting. H* could not believe this, and I got the next phone message:

Message from H* Lynch 2005 03 11 4:42PM

H* Lynch: Tom, I really think you need to stop the lie.Now you should be
very careful, now that D* can read. Now I show the e-mail you sent to me.
It is clear that it is not true. So please be careful. Now I really wanted D*
to see the fact who is lying. So don't do that. You make me to be the liar,
but that is not the fact. I have the after school contact person here and it
is me. (inaudible) Please stop lying. 

It  was  a  typical  H*  message,  with  a  veiled  threat.  Nobody  tells  H*  what  to  do  without
repercussions.  I  wondered  what  my  further  punishment  would  be.  The  whole  scenario
probably transpired in front of D*.

'No You Can't Have Even One Extra Day With Dad' 2005 03 27
H* never allowed us a minute more than she had to. Even at exchanges, she would be 5
minutes late. Nor has she ever admitted to herself that D* likes spending time with his father.
Note at the bottom of this conversation between us, H* accuses D* of repeating what his
dad told him to say:
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H*: Hello?

D*: Mom.

H*: Hi, D*.

D*: Can I stay longer with dad?

H*: No what are you talking about?

D*: Just one day?

H*: I was calling to know, how was the taco party?

D*: Good.

H*: Did you have taco party.

D*: Yes.

H*: You were crying when I left.

D*: I was not crying, I was disappointed.

H*: You were disappointed?

D*: Yes, Can I stay one more day with dad?

H*: No, you get see him all the time. He comes to

school all the time.

D*: No, not all the time.

H*: Most of the time.

D*: Can I just stay one more day with dad?

H*: No you know the schedule.

D*: Just one more little day?

H*: Nope, D*.

D*: Just one day?

H*: No that is between me and your dad and you are

not going to talk about.

D*: I miss my dad and I have lots of stuff to do, so can

I stay longer?

H*: D* that is your dad talking.

D*: Bye.

Figure 67: H* Refuses to Let D* Spend Any Extra Time With Dad
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