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Why I didn’t leave? 
I don’t even know if I 
know the answer to that 
question yet. I’m really 
new. Real new. Like a 
month. 

And are your problems over once you leave? God no. That’s probably just the beginning of them, really. 
When we first met, of course, he was charming and attentive. Anything I wanted, I got. Yeah. "X" paid all 

the attention in the world to me. It wasn’t very long before he started showing his true colors: He stopped 
having sex with me. I had to beg. That’s a pretty big red flag now. 

I knew he was a felon, I knew he had just got out of jail, but... He was my brother’s friend. He was staying 
clean. Everybody deserves a second chance. I love him. I do love him. You think of all the good things, not of 
all the bad things. The bad things kind of fade away. Am I an optimist? Probably. 

I can handle a physical beating. It’s all the emotional stuff that hurts you most. Name calling? Ah, that 
doesn’t even phase me any more. Except... “bad mom.” I can take the “dumb whore” and the “stupid bitch”...I 
can take all that. It’s the “bad mom.” That one gets me. Because I’m not a bad mom. 

My friend, a police officer, made me go to the crisis center the first time. He was like, “Just go once. If 
you never go back, I won’t say anything. But promise me you’ll go once.” I think I sat here and cried for two 
and a half hours. I was SO not coming back, either. Now, I love this place, and I love my counselor, Emily. I 
wouldn’t be where I am without her. And she’s my age. That was shocking, I think, when I walked in. My 
friend, he’s proud of me for doing this. He thinks it’s like the bravest thing anybody could ever do. He’s my 
biggest supporter, he really is. 

Most of my family don’t know. I don’t think they’re very good support anyway, so it’s none of their 
business. 

Last time, Emily  made me draw a line. She’s like, “Where’s your point? When aren’t you going to take it 
any more?” I said, “As soon as he hits me again." As soon as he hit me again, that was that. 

Well, this is my line this time: He will not move back in my house. That’s my line. I can’t cross it. At 
least I’ve got him outside my house right now. Maybe the next one will be... “You can’t come back.” See, I 
stick to my lines when I make them. They may not be the lines people want me to make, but they’re my lines. 
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